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	Gail Meets Werner

	 

	 

	 

	I met my wife during my junior year in University. A perfect 5'7" figure, small breasted, a picture perfect behind, and the most magnificent green eyes I had ever seen. She captivated me completely, it was love at first sight and we were married seven months later. She had a year to go after I graduated so I stayed on beginning my masters' studies while waiting for her to finish. I am from Chile and anticipated that after she graduated, I would return home with my new wife and degree in hand. However, an exceptional job opportunity arose which I accepted so we headed for New York instead.

	 

	For both of us living and working in New York was an experience. Gail had a conservative North Carolina upbringing, she participated in sports but, to give you an idea of her parent's control, they would not let her become a cheerleader. What I first thought was prudishness in her was simply because she was very shy, as beautiful as she was she still felt insecure. Not with me, mind you, for she was an enthusiastic partner in everything we did including experimenting openly in bed.

	 

	During our second year of marriage we went to a Hockey game. We had dinner planned after the game so Gail dressing in a mid thigh skirt, a silky blouse and jacket. A guy, probably in his mid twenty's, sitting a row in front and to her left kept turning to look at Gail. When she noticed his constant looking she asked me in a whisper ". Why is he starring at me, do I look alright?" When I told her that I was sure it was because he found her beautiful and that he was probably hoping he could look up her skirt, she actually flushed, starred at me but never said a word. I held her hand and watched the game. Again he turned starring at her and I felt her squeeze my hand. I asked if she would like to move to another seat and she said, "No". Then I tried, "why don't you open your legs a bit and let him look. He can't see more then on the beach." She starred at me again not saying anything. Maybe five minutes passed when she nudged me and whispered, "I'm doing it". She was looking straight in my eyes and when I glanced down from her flushed face, her legs were slightly parted, and our good neighbor, trying to act nonchalant, had obviously noticed as well. I was thrilled but strained to act detached and said, "that's exciting, just open them a little more each time he turns away". And, she did. Enough that I am certain the guy in front had a clear view of her scantly clad pussy because Gail always wears embroidered underwear that has no elastic around the crotch.

	 

	For months afterward whenever I mentioned her flashing during our love making Gail would get excited. I'd ask "did it turn you on?" and she would simply reply, "Yes".

	 

	She never gave an explanation about what she hoped or to where her fantasy was leading.

	 

	Some time later, on a holiday in Ocho Rios we spent the day at the pool with all sorts of men putting on a show for Gail and the only other two women at the pool. Gail did a bit of showing in response. At lunch she admitted how turned on it had made her (the Sun did that to her too). I suggested she do it again the next day but I advised her to plan it well. We had a torrid session in bed that night talking about her flashing and imagining.

	 

	When we returned to the pool the next day she oiled her body then lay on her back on the lounge. Ten minutes later she reached for a towel to dab at her face and chest then lay the towel over her waist and thighs. Some moments later I noticed her fidgeting, then she turned over to lie on her stomach, discarding the towel. Her legs were slightly spread apart but her bikini covered her bottom so I didn't think she was flashing. The pool attendant, a young wiry black youth came to our lounge and asked if we wanted drinks. He stood at the base of Gail's lounge chair while Gail raised her hand to cover her eyes from the sun and asked for tea. He asked to see my key and when I turned back to show it to him I noticed his glance was directed at Gail's behind and crotch.

	 

	"I'm not directly facing the sun ", I said as an excuse to stand and move around. I stepped to the back of my lounge and bent down to slide it around. My face was two feet above Gail's feet and her legs, though not wide apart, left a six-inch space at her crotch. Her pussy was exposed. The slit on her left side was open to my gaze, her bikini bottom partially stuck in her lips, the rest bunched to one side. My cock sprang to hardness.

	 

	I lay on my lounge so turned on, and surprised too, at how well she had planned.

	 

	Then Gail turned over. She took a quick look around the pool then lay down and spread her legs just a little wider. The pool attendant walked back with our drinks and stood at the base of her chair. He served from there and kept coming back to see if we needed anything. She took a special interest in the lanky young attendant bringing towels and pitchers of tea every half hour. When she saw him coming she'd open her legs further. He'd lean down to place the towels at the end of the recliner starring at her pussy as long as he could then asking if she wanted more tea. Their eye contact was steamy and Gail's eyes were glazed. He'd lean down to place the towels at the end of the recliner starring at her pussy as longingly ask if she wanted anything. That night in bed Gail was torrid in our love-making, I'm sure thinking about the young attendant but not admitting it when I asked.

	 

	I was with the company four years when they asked me to take a two-year assignment in Santiago to open an new office there. My wife Gail readily agreed to leave her job and we were both excited that I had the opportunity to go home and Gail would now learn about my country as well as get to know my family, since they had only met during brief visits.

	 

	We were in Santiago less then two months and Gail found a position with an International shipping company. Setting up house and organizing our new jobs occupied our time completely. It was during our third month in Chile that I asked Gail if she thought it a good idea for me to invite some co-workers over for a party. I was pleased when she agreed and said it was about time we took some private time, at least a weekend, to relax.

	 

	We invited four couples over for a Saturday evening poolside barbecue, one of the couples from Gail's office and the others my colleagues from work. On the Saturday of the barbecue we shopped for food and wine and while Gail and the maid were in the kitchen preparing the food I worked in the yard and around the pool.

	 

	I was cleaning the pool when I noticed something move in my neighbors yard. Knowing my neighbors were away, I walked to the passage door to check. I noticed that the father of our neighbor was working at their pool. I had met him before his name was Werner. We talked for a good ten minutes then he offered me a beer, and we wound up speaking for half an hour. He was not staying at the house just cleaning the pool while his daughter was away for more then a week.

	 

	Werner is a Chilean of German ancestry, a very solidly built man just under 6' and I guess in his mid-forties. My neighbors had mentioned he was a container vessel captain, recently divorced and, because of his work, rarely at home. I found Werner interesting and thought he would be nice company for the barbecue. He readily accepted my invitation and when I mentioned it to Gail she thought it was a good idea. Friendly neighbors stuff.

	 

	The guests began arriving around seven and started by sitting around the pool where they were served Kirs and canapés. Nelson, a colleague from work was chatting with Carlos and his wife Marissa while sharing an avocado dip. Nelsons wife Teresa was standing beside Werner at the back wall watching him toss horseshoes, which he seemed to do very competently. A half hour later I noticed Teresa with her back leaning into Werner taking lessons on tossing horseshoes, both seemed very intent on the lesson. We drank enormous quantities of wine and everyone seemed to be relaxed and enjoying themselves.

	 

	We finally gathered around the table to feast on roast lamb, Argentinean Churrasco, empanadas, salads, and many bottles of Tarrapca wine. After dinner we went into the living room, sitting in a small circle, where we continued to chat, while laser video music discs played softly in the entertainment center.

	 

	At one point I was sitting across from Carlos and Marissa and I noticed that I could clearly see the white patch of Marissa's underwear. Before long I noticed that she was directing her attention to Werner, who was sitting opposite her and was obviously connected to, and enjoying, the foreplay. Marissa would look up at him, move her legs or cross her ankles, her knees were at least six inches apart and her short skirt left a clear view to her crotch.

	 

	When we changed from wine to whiskey and my wife and I were preparing ice and glasses in the kitchen when she mentioned how much of Marissa she could see. I agreed and said how horny it made me and we both laughed. Twenty minutes later I went for our second bottle of whiskey and approached the bathroom as Marissa had just walked out. She did not see me but I did notice her placing something white in her small purse. A few minutes later I stood near Werner and again glanced at Marissa's long tanned legs. I could not see the white of her panties, in spite of her legs being even further apart then they had been before. I believe she had taken off her panties for Werner to better see her. Werner was taking advantage of the exciting view and drinking too fast in the process. I know he had three Kirs, lots of red wine, and was now working on his third whiskey water. "It was a good idea to invite Werner", Gail said softly, smiling knowingly to me as she reached between Werner and myself to place a tray of nuts on the end table.

	 

	We played a few games, told jokes mostly sitting in a circle except when someone would get up to freshen a drink or visit the WC. At one point both Marissa and Werner

	 

	had walked into the kitchen. I followed a few minutes later but they were nowhere to be found. I noticed the kitchen entry door was just barley ajar and assumed they had walked out to the pool area. Instead of following, I headed straight thru the house to our bedroom to look out through our balcony door. Sure enough Marissa and Werner were

	 

	Standing face to face near where he had been playing horseshoes. Werner's hand was under her skirt obviously fondling her pussy and she had her right hand at his fly. I couldn't see what was in her hand but the motion implied that she was jacking his cock. My cock immediately hardened to stone and I watched for several minutes before they broke apart and headed back to the party.

	 

	I walked into the kitchen to help Gail bring out ice. She was opening the refrigerator door when I stepped behind her wrapping my arms around her and touching her breasts. She turned her head slightly and smiled. "Would you like to know what I saw", I said. "Yes I would darling", she said in her oh so feminine southern drawl. I told her about Werner and Marissa. She said "Really", two times, then, "I told you it was a good idea to invite him." I nuzzled her and continued touching one breast allowing my hand to rub over her tummy to her pussy.

	 

	"That feels good", then she asked, "Did she make him come?"

	 

	"I couldn't see," I said "but she seemed to be riding his hand pretty strongly.

	 

	I touched Gail for a moment or two more then we headed back to the guests. I could tell Gail was thinking.

	 

	The gathering started to break up about 1:30 AM. Werner, Nelson and his wife Teresa were the last to leave. Nelson asked Werner if he would need a ride and Werner declined saying he was fine, and the couple bid us good night. I chatted with Werner a few minutes while Gail started to tidy things.

	 

	Werner rose to go and excused himself to use the bathroom before leaving. A few moments later we heard a crash from the bathroom. I went to the door with Gail right behind me and I called Werners name. No answer. Again I called, no answer. I opened the door to find Werner wedged between the bathtub and the toilet, his fly undone, and the contents of the sink counter on the floor. He was drunk.

	 

	We laughed at Werner and he laughed back. We managed to un-wedge him and insisted he stay for the night. Without much comment we supported him to the guest room, Gail placed a towel on the dresser, and we closed the door. We continued to clean up for another thirty minutes then closed all the lights and headed for bed. When we passed the guest room Gail suggested I check on Werner. I quietly opened the door.

	 

	The room was bathed in the light from the pool shining through the balcony doors. He was lying on the bed, fully clothed sound asleep. Gail and I smiled. She went for a blanket as I proceeded to take off his shoes. I undid his buckle and when Gail came in we both took a leg and started to pull his slacks off. His underpants started to come off but I repositioned them and we withdrew his slacks. Gail covered him with the blanket and we went to bed.

	 

	At about four in the morning I awoke to a noise. I recognized it as the pool pump. Gail heard it too and got out of bed, put a robe over her sheer nightgown and headed down the hall. She did not know I was awake. I decided to shut the pool pump so I headed from our bedroom balcony straight into the back yard to switch off the pump.

	 

	I walked from the pump switch to the balcony door of the guest room to look in on Werner. Just as I reached the door and looked in Gail was opening the inside door, she partially closed it and went toward his bed. She could not see me as only my face was peering through the upper portion of one frame of the balcony door. Werner was lying on his side, his back to me. The sliding glass closet doors are all mirrored and I could see that Werner had thrown off his blanket, which was crumbled around his waist. Gail went to the bed, gently pulled the blanket out and stood arms still outstretched, starring down at Werner. From the mirrors I could see that Werner was protruding from his shorts, fully erect, and he was absolutely immense. At least eight or nine inches long, and thick, at least as thick as Gail's wrist. I had never seen a guy as big as that and I could see that Gail was as astounded as I was.

	 

	She started to cover him but lingered looking at his size. I was getting excited watching Gail, wondering what she was thinking. When she finally covered him he moved, turning to lie on his back, his erection raising the blanket, still asleep. She started out the bedroom door and I decided to return to our bedroom from the direction of the pump area. Just as I turned to leave I noticed movement inside, the bedroom door was opening again.

	 

	Gail had gone back in the guest room and closed the door just short of clicking. She stood starring at Werners blanket for a long while, and then she stepped to the bed and gently lifted the cover. His erection was in full bloom. Her legs were against the bed when she reached out and softly touched the back of her hand to his manhood. It was several seconds. Then she gently encircled him with her hand, just holding it, no movement. Her left hand reached out and she placed it under his sack, hefting his weight, she was flushed, obviously very affected by the sexual tension. I was surprised. She had never lifted my sack or played with my balls.

	 

	Gail started to move her hand over his erection. Slowly deliberately, using her whole hand one moment then just her fingers the next. . I had never seen such a look of lust on her face. She leaned over and put her mouth on Werners cock. I didn't know what to feel. Here was my lovely, intelligent, wife and friend pleasuring a stranger and, in our own house. Slowly she licked up and down the sides, every now and then trying to fit it in her mouth. Werner was not circumcised and she pulled his skin back and wet the huge purple tip encircling it with her tongue, savoring the feel, trying to put it in her mouth. This went on for ten or fifteen minutes. His cock was shiny from her mouth. Gail slipped off her robe and was in her nightgown. Her nipples were themselves erections, every now and then she would put her hand between her legs to touch herself, her mouth still fastened to his cock, her eyes closed, as she brought herself close to fulfillment. My cock had long been out and in my hand.

	 

	Gail stopped and looked at the bedroom door like she heard a sound from within the house. But only for a moment did she stop. She was so taken up with the lust of the moment. She continued sucking him and finally popped the purple tip of Werners cock into her mouth. The sight was unbelievably sensual. I could have come without touching myself. She held the rest of his cock in her hand; slowly jerking up and down the whole shaft concentrating on making his manhood come.

	 

	Then, with no warning Werner's hand lifted and touched her face, he was awake. She didn't stop to take him from her mouth, she just looked at him with his cock in her mouth her eyes glazed with lust, for what seemed a minute. Then, Gail let his cock slip from her mouth and stood up, lifting her nightgown in a bunch around her waist. Werner starred at her thick soft bush. Without saying a word she climbed on the bed and straddled Werner. He placed both his hands on her waist. His cock was pushed flat to his stomach and Gail had the full thickness of it between her legs with the tip protruding from her bush, her pussy lips obviously wrapped around his shaft. She slid up and down his cock savoring the intimacy. Gail then raised herself leaning forward and reached her hand behind her taking Werner's cock and placing it at the entrance to her hole. I could clearly see her pussy already gaping in anticipation and wetness. When her breasts were hanging at his face level he reached for her nipple with his mouth and started sucking, first the nipple then as much of the breast as he could take, while he rolled the other nipple between his fingers.

	 

	Gail still leaning forward was looking down rubbing Werners' cock against herself. In the mirror I could see her push the head between her slit, stopping to place it at her hole, pushing a little, starting again. She wet her fingers with saliva once and having wet his cock she again placed it at her hole. She now placed both hands on Werner's chest and slowly moved up and down in short thrusts trying to get his cock in her. The look on her face was one of absolute desire. I had never seen her so hot before. Even if I had walked in the room at that moment she would have been unable to stop.

	 

	Gail kept probing, trying to get it in, and then rubbing up the full length of his erection, getting her juices on his cock, then trying again. Werner gently positioned her to sit back on his thighs and he partially sat up so his cock was between her legs positioned at her hole. She slid forward and it seemed he had started to penetrate. Her mouth opened in a silent moan as she savored the feeling. She leaned forward and now I could see his cock head was embedded in her, stretching the skin of her pussy that extended out and was tightly wrapped around his cock. She now had her hole directly over his mammoth cock and started to make short in and out thrusts. I was sure it would go no further, never fit. Her head was now thrown back, her mouth open, her eyes squinted shut, and each movement inched him deeper and deeper into her hot pussy.

	 

	Werner had closed his eyes too. When he was buried halfway into her she lifted almost off of his cock and forcefully pushed down in one movement that thrust two thirds of his cock deep into her belly, and then she let out a deep and lustful moan of utter satisfaction. I had never heard her make these sounds before and I knew that Werner was touching and filling places in her wet pussy where I had never been.

	 

	She rode his cock hard; when she rose up I could see her pussy juices coating his fat cock. Her hole was so stretched that her skin rode in and out with his cock. After some eight to ten minutes she threw back her head and moaned a guttural "aghh..ohh, aghh." beginning her orgasm, forcefully thrusting her hips forward pumping his cock fully into her in deep thrusts now. She had taken all of him into her pussy up to his balls. She started to shiver and then began the most sensual thing I have ever seen, continuing small orgasms, shivering, moaning, pumping, deep sighs, continuing for a very long time. Werner had not come yet and his immense pole was still hard as a rock. I could see the way her pussy was tightly stretched around it. Her juices were soaked around his pole, on her legs, even coating her ass hole and Werner's bush was matted and wet. She already had an intense orgasm but continued to pump him now moving slowly, her head down and eyes squinted shut, concentrating, every part of her body and senses involved in taking and enjoying this huge tool. Werner reached his hand around and inserted the nib of his finger in her ass hole. She placed her hand over his coaxing him to put more of his finger in her ass. She continued pumping up then slowly down extending the sensation of each move, her breasts dancing with each thrust, taking his cock fully to his balls. Her back started to arch. She was close to orgasm again and she reached for Werner's free hand and placed it on her clit. When she comes she squirts and she loves me to feel it. Now it was Werner's turn.

	 

	Gail started to groan deeply as each thrust was fully inside her now, Werner was close to coming too, I could see his balls tightening. She started to moan... "Oh yes, oh it's so full, come with me.. yesss, ...now, fuck me, ohhh do it... I'm coming," and with that she began to spasm again and again making a low plaintive wail of pleasure with each spasm. Her words and the deep sexuality of it all caused me to come, stream after stream spurting against the wall, and I hadn't even touched myself. It obviously was all Werner could take because he stiffened sighing deeply "...ahhh, jetz", pushing his cock in to the hilt and holding her there as he began to shoot his load deep into her belly, prolonging Gail's orgasm as she moaned "I feel it, yes I feel it, oh yes." This lasted a full minute then Gail simply leaned over and exchanged a long and passionate kiss with Werner.

	 

	When she slide his cock out of her I could see her hole still stretched and shiny. Globs of come glistening at the edge. It was the most sexual, sensual, exciting thing I had ever seen. Her face looked blissful. Her green eyes glazed with joy. She was absolutely the most beautiful woman in the world. During this whole time not a single word was spoken between them.

	 

	I hurried back to our bedroom and into bed, feigning sleep. A few minutes later Gail came to bed. She stripped her nightgown and climbed into bed naked. She scooted to my side and lay on her side close beside me, wrapping her legs around my leg and resting her come soaked pussy against my thigh, and she went to sleep.

	 

	I awoke the next morning later then usual. Werner was sitting near the pool browsing an

	 

	Architectural digest. We exchanging good mornings and he apologized for getting drunk. I brushed it off and started the coffee. Gail came out fifteen minutes later freshly showered, her hair still wet, looking radiant. She nonchalantly bade us good morning, kissed me on the cheek then preceded with breakfast. They didn't exchange glances or any acknowledgement that I could ascertain.

	 

	I finished breakfast quickly and said I had promised to cheer Nelson on in a tennis match he had scheduled today. I'd be back in two hours. I invited Werner but, as I expected, he did not accept. I returned in an hour and a half and Werner was gone. When I walked in the bedroom Gail was naked, getting ready to step in the shower. I embraced her from behind and nonchalantly asked, "didn't you already shower this morning". I was fondling her breasts by now and she did not answer. Instead she turned and placed her arms around my neck. I rubbed her back and kneaded her behind while rubbing my chest against hers. She seemed to enjoy it and held me close. I reached down to slip my hand between her buttocks to touch her pussy. I felt her stiffen. I reached her slit and started running two fingers up and down and slightly into her. She was wet. When I pushed my fingers into her I could feel she was stretched. I continued to play with her that way and she thrust her behind out and spread her legs. She was already breathing hard. Her pussy was oozing liquid. I whispered softly in her ear,

	 

	"You're so wet, it's beautiful, you're getting to want it more often."

	 

	She didn't move away now but she said, "What do you mean".

	 

	I simply answered, "Well we did it just night before last."

	 

	After a long wait she said, "I like it more often now."

	 

	I took my clothes off quickly and we lay on the bed fondling. She took me in her mouth and lavished me with the most passionate oral love we had ever made. When I was close to coming I asked her to lie back. She asked for me to come in her mouth. I insisted I wanted to come in her. When I slipped inside her it was obvious she had been fucking and was stretched enormously. She was wet; I could feel my cock slipping with the juices in her pussy. Gail held her arms around my neck but she was watching my face.

	 

	"Oh you are so wet and loose," I said as I slowly pumped in and out. I had my eyes closed but sensed she was still watching me. When I pulled my cock out and started to slide down to her pussy she tensed. Her hands rested lightly on my head as I kissed her belly, then worked my way up the inside of her thigh toward her stretched pussy. She sighed when I reached her clit, which was already protruding from the morning fuck she had with Werner, I ran my tongue over her clit and drew it out lightly sucking it as if it were a cock. She sighed and started humping to the motion. I stuck my tongue as far into her stretched hole as possible and ran it around the walls of her pussy. She could feel the intenseness of my lovemaking and she responded. When she started to come again it was a simple, "oh yes, I'm coming". I quickly mounted her and started pumping her wet, stretched freshly fucked pussy. I twisted from side to side trying to reach every place that Werner had touched. I started to shoot again and again and she gently pulled me to her to take my load deep in her pussy.

	 

	We lay exhausted, she half upon me. When I rose to my knees she continued to lay there on her stomach, legs spread wide apart, the most beautiful ass in the world shaded by suntan and bikini lines. I started to kiss her neck then back and slowly gently worked my way over her ass cheek to her left leg. I kissed to her ankle then gently moved to start kissing her right leg. As I moved I looked up at her freshly fucked pussy wide open and flooded with come and her sex juices and I marveled at how sexy it looked. I then noticed a white trickle dripping down from her pink ass hole towards her pussy. I looked again, more carefully, it looked like cum dripping. Now, more certain of what I was seeing, I felt an empty pit in my stomach. Not to show my emotions I started to kiss up her right leg. I moved as if to reposition myself and rested heavily on her left ass cheek. The weight pushed her cheek outward and I glimpsed her ass hole well enough to see it was stretched, still open and raw, and dripping come.

	 

	I quickly recovered, and then lay upon her back and whispered,

	 

	"You know what I think."

	 

	"No", she replied with a worried tone in her voice, "What do you think, about what."

	 

	I answered, "I think you looked so beautiful this morning that I fell in love with you the second time and I want to marry you again, in Chile, where there is no divorce.

	 

	She smiled, relieved certainly, but mostly with happiness, and she turned and we kissed, deeply, with passion, as husband and wife.

	 

	Gail did not make it to the shower. She fell asleep. I went to the kitchen, drank coffee, and when I returned she was on her stomach again. I gently opened the cheeks of her ass and she did not stir. I held her cheeks apart for a few moments looking at the stretched come filled hole and then jerked my rigid dick imagining how beautiful it would have been to have seen her taking Werner's fat cock into her ass and watching her face and hearing her sigh as he unloaded his come deep in the tunnel of her now stretched ass.

	 

	I wanted to discuss it with her, to permit her to be honest with me and to show the depth of affection I feel for her. The opportunity has never risen. We are planning a holiday in Curacao in November, to celebrate our re-wedding. I will bring it up then and hopefully she will be receptive.

	 

	Gail Names Karl

	 

	We had been working in Chile for two years now when my wife Gail suggested I ask for an extended three-week vacation. A trip to visit her parents in North Carolina and then some private time for holiday. It was too expensive a trip to for just two weeks away.

	 

	Gail had come to Chile willingly and even seemed to be enjoying my country. It was time for me to be as supportive and I pressed the company for my holiday and it was granted. I was even granted several extra days by agreeing to stop in Paris to make a presentation to a potential client.

	 

	So off we went for five days in North Carolina and sixteen days on the Cote Azure, with a week in Antibes and the rest in Monaco. We had our list of restaurants, boat schedules to Corsica, and of course an imaginary but healthy list of fantasies we hoped to realize.

	 

	If you haven’t read our first posting then I’ll tell you what we look like. Firstly, this is all real. I’m 5’10, just turned 31, brown hair and eyes and in reasonably trim shape. I met my wife while in university and we are married seven years now. Gail is an exceptionally beautiful girl. She is 5’7” with a young girls figure at 29, small hips, long very shapely legs, small breasted, a picture perfect behind, light brown hair that blondes in the sun and lovely green eyes. Gail is shy, sometimes my friends think her aloof. Even with me she keeps some things to herself but I attribute it to her very restricted upbringing, and it does not trouble me. Our sex life is full, imaginative, and though she never talked about desires, she is a willing participant in most of what I initiate. As well as my wife, she is my friend and I adore her.

	 

	After our five days with Gail’s family we bade them farewell and started our holiday. We planned to over-night in Paris and, after my meeting the next morning, head to Nice that same evening. Regrettably the next morning the company I planned to visit called and postponed the meeting until late in the afternoon. We asked the hotel concierge to help us book a later flight but everything was full. We were disappointed but I convinced Gail to go on to Nice and check into the Hotel in Antibes. I would join her the next day. She thought seeing Paris for a day would be just as interesting but she knew how hard I had worked to get our reservation at the Hotel du Cap and we didn’t want to endanger the rest of our holiday. So, we went to Orly and I saw Gail off to Nice.

	 

	After my meeting I called Antibes but Gail was not in the room. My host invited me for drinks and I didn’t get back to my hotel until after midnight. I called Gail the next morning and woke her. She told me that she had met and had drinks with an American couple then ate dinner with them last night. We were both invited again for tonight. She ranted on about how beautiful the hotel was and she planned to sit around the pool until I arrived.

	 

	I packed, checked out and made my way to a crowded airport with many delays. My rescheduled flight was in the evening and I landed in Nice two hours late. When I arrived at the hotel it was almost 8PM. Gail was sitting in the lobby having a drink with her new friends. She introduced me to Charlene and Andrew, from Chicago. A very attractive couple I judged to be a few years older then us. He said he was an attorney and he already knew all about me. We had a drink and chatted for ten minutes when Andrew suggested I get ready for dinner. Gail accompanied me to our room on the second floor. It was lovely, high ceilings, elegantly decorated, everything I had expected. A large framed bed separated by a small sitting arrangement, well chosen paintings, a louvered door leading to the bathroom, double all windowed doors to a balcony, a louvered closet near the entry, flowers near the sitting arrangement, every detail made it the perfect Mediterranean room. We were facing the city or roadside but I had been told that sea views were reserved years in advance.

	 

	Gail explained that she had met Charlene in the hallway when she first arrived. They were in the very next room. When she heard that Gail was alone that night she invited her to join them. We stepped out on our little circular fenced in balcony with one chair, our neighbors on both sides had the same just feet away. The hotel entrance was below with some cars parked at angles on both sides, vast kept grounds and the green mountain backdrop made the view spectacular. We held hands and simply enjoyed being there.

	 

	I started unpacking to get ready and made the mistake of sitting down. I almost fainted. I was exhausted. The drink, the night before, the jet lag, all heaped upon me.

	 

	Gail asked, “Are you all right?”

	 

	“Yes, I just feel lightheaded.”

	 

	“You’re overtired”, she said.

	 

	“Yes,” I replied, “I had a late night last night as well.”

	 

	“Would you like to pass for tonight? they’ll understand.”

	 

	I don’t want to but it would probably be wise to rest. Would you mind?”

	 

	She immediately responded, “Of course not, I’ll go down and tell them.”

	 

	Gail walked to me and kissed my forehead then started toward the door.

	 

	“Wait”, I said. “I’m exhausted so I’ll probably just pass out. Why should you sit around while I’m sleeping? Why don’t you go with them?”

	 

	Gail stood pondering for a few seconds then said, “I could do that I guess. I am hungry. That’s a good idea. I’m sure we won’t be late, Andy has a rented car and he seems to know his way around.”

	 

	Gail freshened her makeup, draped a shawl over her arm and with a brief kiss I watched her walk down the hallway to the elevator. I ripped my clothes off and let my exhausted frame sink into the thick soft cool bed.

	 

	I awoke for no apparent reason and felt disoriented. After a few moments I realized where I was and rose, went to the balcony doors, and walked onto the balcony. I thought the lights flickering across the mountainside and the soft grounds lighting made a very inviting view. Then I realized I was in my shorts. It was dark on the balcony and our room lights were out but I still felt uncomfortable. I went to the bathroom and put one of the dark blue cotton robes that was folded on the side table, and returned to the balcony.

	 

	I glanced at my watch on the bedside table. It was 12:15, Gail would be back soon.

	 

	I sat in the chair enjoying the cool air, daydreaming. A car pulled into the driveway and circled around to the right of the entrance and parked under the tall palm tree with underside lighting. I watched the lights of passing cars between trees and the smell of the sea was intoxicating. Minutes later I realized that no one had exited from the car that had driven in. It was a large Citroen and I was looking directly into the driver’s side. The tree lights shone through the front window and the driver was partially turned. From my angle I could clearly see to his right a woman’s skirt and her legs and her arm on his shoulder. I believed they were making out, and I smiled.

	 

	I watched lights go out a long distance away on the mountain. Then movement in the car caught my gaze and I could see the driver’s hands between her legs and the skirt being raised. This was getting interesting and I tried to concentrate my gaze. The couple were seriously making out. I could see his body bend as he was reaching his left hand between her legs. I noticed other movement but from where I was it was more a suggestion of movement. I was still to far away.

	 

	Ten or fifteen minutes after the car arrived the interior lights went on and the passenger door opened. A woman exited and seemed to be straightened her clothes. Then the driver stepped out. I was surprised a moment later when a third person, a woman, exited the passenger side. They gathered at the rear of the car and spoke. I was focused now because I realized it was Andrew. I could even hear his voice though not make out the words. I sat stock-still. Gail had been the third passenger out. Had she been sitting in the middle? My heart was pumping. I hoped they wouldn’t look up. It was dark enough to hide me but I felt like I was sitting in sunlight.

	 

	They were talking more loudly now as they walked toward the entrance. They were now below the canopy and could not see me. I quickly rose, closed the balcony doors, stripped the robe and got into bed. A minute or two later I heard them in the hall talking then Gail was putting her key into the door. I feigned sleep. She quietly closed the door. There were no good nights exchanged between them. I was peeking. She looked over to me then went to the bathroom and closed the door. About five minutes later she came out. She had closed the bathroom lights before opening the door. I had my hand resting in front of my face so she could not see my eyes. She stood in the bathroom doorway for what seemed like a minute or two though it may have been seconds. She was wearing the other blue robe. She then walked to the bed and stood beside it. I closed my eyes. A few seconds later I heard movement and I squinted to peek. She was walking toward the door, which she quietly opened, exited, and closed.

	 

	Shock or surprise would be an understatement. I lay in bed my heart pounding. I kept trying to calm myself, my heart was racing. It took some effort but I managed to stabilize my thoughts. She was probably visiting with her friends, I told myself. But, hadn’t she been the one in the middle, making out? I walked to the balcony doors and looked out. Obviously still a beautiful view but I didn’t see it now. What had changed so much in the last half hour? I donned the robe again and opened the door to breath fresh air. My mind still racing I walked onto the balcony. The balcony to my right had light coming through the doors. Gail had said that Charlene was in the next room so I assumed it was their lights shining through.

	 

	Now I tried to listen but I couldn’t hear any sounds. I went to the far right of our balcony and leaned over the rail. Still no sound. I could partially see into the room but just against the wall. I looked at the balcony distance and wondered how crazy it would be to crawl over to the next balcony. I felt driven now so it did not take long for me to quietly move the chair close to the railing. I then stepped on the chair, my hands leaning on the wall, and literally stepped onto the next balcony. I lowered my bare feet quietly.

	 

	I edged cautiously towards the doors so as not to get caught in the light. The curtains were only covering the sides of the windows, as in our room, I could clearly see inside. Their bed was on the left side of the room and Charlene was sitting on the far side and at the bottom of the bed. She was wearing what looked like a large tee shirt and had a Champagne glass in her hand. She was looking across the room and talking. I lowered myself almost crawling and moved toward the center of the doors. A wooden armless chair with a solid wood back and a green cushion was placed in front of the doors and I was looking under the chair and through the legs. There was Gail in the famous blue robe facing me from across the room. I could see up to her chest. She held a glass of Champagne and her body was angled toward Charlene and she was speaking, though I could not make out the words.

	 

	I felt really strange. Here I was almost on my belly spying on my wife. Her robe was properly covering her legs, and she was innocently chatting away. We are educated, trusting intelligent people. What was I doing? What about the car? I asked myself. They were making out. Could it have been Charlene? Again I answered my own thoughts, then why with Gail in the car? No, it had been Gail.

	 

	Lost in my reverie I was surprised to see Andrew enter the room, coming from the bathroom I assumed. He was wearing the same robe in white and had a Champagne bottle and glass. He topped up Charlene then walked to Gail and filled her glass. While standing in front of her they were speaking about something then all three laughed together. Andrew turned and walked straight toward the balcony doors and me. I was shocked, and froze in place. When he reached the chair he spun around and sat down.

	 

	I was now lying on my stomach resting on my arms looking through the chair legs into the room. They were chatting. The first movement was from Charlene. She stood and walked to the top of the bed and placed two pillows atop one another then lay upon the bed, propped on the pillows, legs outstretched. I had to move to the side of the chair to watch her. I could see most of her body. To see her face I had to almost put my face against the glass door.

	 

	Looking toward Gail through the chair legs was a good view, as Andrew must have had his legs crossed and only one leg was on the floor. He eventually moved and now both legs were on the floor and well spread apart. Then I looked over at Charlene. To my surprise she had her right hand between her legs and her left hand on her breast. She was touching herself in front of Gail. The conversation between Andrew and Gail continued. I wanted to look at Charlene but I also wanted to see Gail’s face so I inched ever so slightly forward. Now I could see the side of Gail’s face, especially when she turned to look at Charlene. While continuing to talk with Andrew she would look over toward Charlene. She seemed to find it exciting.

	 

	I noticed movement then realized that Gail was walking toward the doors, toward Andrew. When she reached him she knelt down in front of him. The first words I was actually able to hear were “Andy, this is magnificent”. There was movement, no more words. My heart was thumping in my chest, I believed that Gail was touching or sucking his cock but I couldn’t see around the side of the chair. Andrews head was now leaning back on the chair.

	 

	When Gail stopped whatever she was doing she said, “Watching you jerk off is about the hottest thing I have ever seen”.

	 

	He replied, “Watching you was much hotter.”

	 

	So he had been jerking off while sitting there. Now I wondered when had he seen her “…doing it.”

	 

	I also noticed that I was hard. Very hard. Charlene had been watching Gail play with Andrew while she continued to play with herself.

	 

	Gail rose from in front of Andrew and walked to the bed. She sat on the edge looking at Andrew and smiled. A moment passed when I thought she had seen me. She then stood up and slowly took off her robe and sat down again. She was completely naked. I lost my breath and I could feel my heart thumping in my ears. Her nipples were rock hard and jutting out. Her breasts are perfect, small and firm, and her nipples sensitive to the slightest touch. I knew she was very excited and that whatever she intended to do, she was not stopping now. I felt my cock twitch. If I had not seen movement to distract me, I could have come. Andrew rose and went to Gail and stood before her and they kissed.

	 

	Charlene rose from the bed and disappeared, to the bathroom. My wife continued kissing Andrew. Moments later Charlene came back, also completely naked, and carrying what must have been a foot long black rubber dildo and a towel. Her breasts were large with huge aureole and she was cleanly shaven except for a small patch just above her vagina. She had a beautiful very womanly body with an hourglass figure. She placed the towel on the bed and lay down again, placing her vagina over the towel. She was concentrated, not paying any attention to Andrew and Gail. She reached to the nightstand and returned with a tube and proceeded to spread jelly on the dildo. When she was ready she looked down at herself in what I thought was a most erotic sight, and slowly placed the head of the dildo into her vagina. Then she looked over at Andrew and Gail and started to push it steadily into herself..

	 

	My wife was still sitting naked on the bed passionately kissing Andrew. I could tell her hand was on his cock but I could not see it, he still wore his robe. Occasionally she would move lower and I knew she was reaching for his balls and all the while they continued to kiss deeply. He massaged her breasts and rubbed around her belly but he did not reach to touch her vagina. I now realized that I was on the verge of coming and I had not even touched myself. Here I was watching my wife make love to another man and I was excited enough to come. And, what I saw was lovemaking. They did not seem intent on fucking for hot sex. They were slowly, passionately, making love.

	 

	Charlene now had the dildo deep inside her and she would alternate between throwing her head back and pumping it in and out of her vagina, then looking over toward Gail and Andrew and rubbing her clit with the dildo still inside.

	 

	Gail and Andrew broke their kiss. Gail immediately started to lie down and Andrew took off his robe. Still standing he moved toward the front of the bed and Gail reached to hold his cock, bending her head forward. Now Andrew turned sideways and I could see the object of Gail’s attention. If Charlene’s dildo was a foot long, Andrews’s cock was solid competition. It was the longest cock I had ever seen. Average in thickness but very very long, crooked, and uncircumcised. Gail held it, lovingly rubbed it across her face, while continuously kissing it. Andrew in turn was playing with her nipples with his left hand and her vagina with his right hand. Gail put a part of his cock in her mouth then took it out and rubbed it across her face and cheek. She held it close to her face and pulled the skin back then put the exposed head in her mouth. She opened her legs further, obviously enjoying his touch. Charlene was concentrated on watching them and vigorously fucking herself with the dildo.

	 

	I wanted to take my cock out and make myself come but I was still resting on my arms. It had been a good twenty to thirty minutes that I was there on the balcony and I was becoming stiff.

	 

	Gail had started to seriously suck and pull on Andrews’s enormous cock and it seemed to be getting bigger and he looked ready to come. After some five minutes of her loving his cock Andrew placed his hand on her head and held her back. He then climbed on the bed and moved between Gail’s legs. She was staring mesmerized at his cock as he held it in his right hand and placed it on her vagina. He looked at her and I watched his lips as I clearly heard him say, “Baby, do you want me to fuck you or love you?”

	 

	Gail replied in a passion filled voice, “Love me Andy, then Fuck me.”

	 

	Charlene had moved her head to the lower end of the bed. She was positioned to watch Andrew and to see Gail’s Vagina as well. She never said a word. Just stared at them and thrust the dildo in and out. I could see her pussy lips open and wrap around the dildo as it moved in and out. She looked so beautiful and turned on to their lovemaking that it was hard to look away from her.

	 

	Andrew was rubbing his cock up and down Gail’s slit. She was still starring at their readiness to join. When Andrew slipped his cock into Gail she threw her head back and opened her mouth in a silent scream. He kept inching in, then stopping, and sensing Gail’s readiness, inching in again. I could not believe that Gail would be able to take the full length of his cock into her body. He had already pushed deeper into her with cock then she had probably ever had, and still only half was in. At one point I noticed Gail’s toes curling. Another moment and she placed her hand on his chest to stop him. He held still. After a minute or so Gail reached behind him and placed both hands on his buttocks to pull him further in. This time he moved more quickly and buried himself even deeper.

	 

	Her legs were raised up and stretched apart in an effort to take him fully. Gail was looking at his face her eyes glazed with passion. She was close to coming. In a dreamlike motion she again reached for him to enter more deeply and he thrust fully into her. He closed his eyes in utter satisfaction at being full into her and Gail let out a low guttural moan of Ahggg..ohhh, ahgg..and started to violently orgasm. I had never seen her twitch and twist in orgasm and I immediately came in my shorts.

	Andrew waited a few moments then started to steadily pump in and out. Sometimes fully out then back, sometimes partially. Gail alternately had her legs up and splayed apart or wrapped around his back, and her behind rose to meet his every thrust. She would close her eyes and concentrate on the feeling then open her eyes and stare straight into his face. Within minutes I could see she was building to another orgasm. Charlene could tell too and she started to rapidly fuck herself with the dildo, it seemed she was intent on coming with them. Gail now started her soft moans leading to coming. Andrews’s cock seemed to have grown a little fatter and he was obviously reaching into the very depth of my wife’s womb because Gail was moaning and her legs were shaking uncontrollably.

	 

	Then Andrew said, “I’m coming baby, now, I’m coming.”

	 

	Andrew was thrusting, long deep plunges, he was slightly raised above Gail and she was looking down watching his cock piston in and out of her body, moaning the whole time.

	 

	Then Andrew groaned loudly, and started to hump his behind as he shot his come deep into my wife. He kept jerking, five, six, seven times, and with each load Gail kept saying “yes, oh yes, do it.”

	 

	Andrew collapsed to the side of Gail. She slowly rose to reach his mouth and they kissed deeply, for a long time, deeply, using this nearness as closure to the passion they had shared. They remained entwined for several minutes then looked into each other’s eyes and smiled.

	 

	I was shaken, thrilled, still turned on, and confused. This is my beautiful, shy, trusting wife, my friend. Gail rose and moved toward the balcony doors. She stopped far enough away not to see me but I was still shaken. She spoke still facing the doors.

	 

	“I’ve got to get back. Rian might wake up. If he sees me like this he will know.”

	 

	Charlene got up from the bed and walked to Gail. Gail turned and Charlene wrapped her arms and naked body against Gail. Their breast touched. It didn’t seem sexual to me.

	 

	“You’re a dream,” Charlene said to Gail.

	 

	“That tool is the dream,” Gail said nodding toward Andrews soft but still very long cock.

	 

	While they were still talking I crawled backward to the balcony edge and leaned against the wall. It was a bit more of a stretch getting onto the chair on our balcony but I managed. Once inside I checked the time, it was1: 45AM, I had been watching for about an hour. I quickly jumped into bed and rubbed around hoping to build up some warmth. I lay there with my head reeling between thoughts of anger, excitement, lust, and consternation. Gail my only love. Did I know her? Five minutes later the door opened. She had not even locked it when she left. She headed straight for the bathroom and two minutes later emerged with her short nightgown and crawled into bed with a sigh.

	 

	She moved her leg across the space to touch mine and within minutes was breathing the regular rhythm of sleep.

	 

	I awoke next morning and Gail was sitting up in bed reading the Herald Tribune. She smiled.

	 

	“Hi love, sleep well,” she said.

	 

	Not answering I said, “What time is it?”

	 

	It’s like we’re still on a US schedule, its 8:15,” she replied.

	 

	“Well I certainly feel rested.”

	 

	“You should, you had a solid ten hours, did you sleep well?”

	 

	I thought momentarily, “I had an interruption or two but nothing major.”

	 

	Gail reached over and tousled my already tousled hair. I rolled to my side and reached over to her, my hand touching her upper thigh. She touched then rubbed my arm in a soft caress.

	 

	“How was dinner last night?”

	 

	“Great,” she said. “The food was wonderful.”

	 

	“When did you get back?”

	 

	“About 12:30, she replied. “Afterwards we sat downstairs and chatted a while.”

	 

	“Did you all miss me?” I asked.

	 

	“Well I don’t know about the others, But I missed you,” and she reached to touch me.

	 

	I still had my hand on her thigh so I gently rubbed between her thighs, inching toward the inside.

	 

	I brushed the back of my hand across her bush

	 

	“Oh gosh Gail, no underwear?” I stated as if she didn’t know. Gail just smiled.

	 

	I moved closer and started to run my hand across her thigh and between her legs. She parted her legs slightly but instead of continuing to caress her I reached for her vagina. She closed her legs but I forcefully pushed towards her clit. Gail relented and I gently moved my hands across her clit.

	 

	I Continued, “I’m so looking forward to making this a special holiday for us. We promised each other we would fulfill our fantasies on this trip.”

	 

	“Rian, you’re the only one with unfulfilled fantasies. I told you I would try going out with no underwear, showing a little, but I have to feel comfortable.”

	 

	I answered, “Of course you must feel Aren’t there any fantasies you would like to explore.”?

	 

	“If I had any I’d prefer to keep them a fantasy,” she replied.

	 

	“What are they?”

	 

	“What are what?” she asked.

	 

	“Your fantasies, any fantasy.”

	 

	“I don’t know that I have any.”

	 

	“If you did, would you tell me?”

	 

	She thought for a moment,”Yes I think I would.”

	 

	“Oh come on baby,” I reacted. “You have no fantasy and you would tell me if you did. Would you tell me anything you would do?”

	 

	“Of course I would” she immediately replied.

	 

	I smiled looking at her still gently rubbing her clit.

	 

	“What are you smiling about? She questioned.

	 

	“I do believe you sell me short. You are my great love. I know you better then you think.”

	 

	She looked a little annoyed. “Now what does that mean?”

	 

	I tried to look as serious as possible. “ It means I know when you are open and closed.”

	 

	“What do you mean by open and closed?” She asked.

	 

	“I mean that when I ask you a question I know when you are forthright or hiding things?”

	 

	Gail was now looking questioningly at me. I still kept touching her clit. She had opened her legs a bit further.

	 

	“Give me an example of what you are talking about.”

	 

	“Well when I asked you about last nights dinner for example. There are other things.”

	 

	With consternation in her look she asked, “What would I want to hide from you about dinner last night?”

	 

	“I don’t know, but I feel things with you, a sixth sense. Take my hand and hold it,” I said, smiling as I spoke, “look me in the eye, knowing my love… no our love, and answer again. Have you told me everything about dinner last night?”

	 

	I gave her my right hand and kept my left hand on her clit. Gail looked at me for a long time, ten seconds felt like a minute. I was smiling and looking at her. Slowly her face broke into a smile.

	 

	My heart skipping a beat, “I’m right aren’t I? I asked,

	 

	“Well, in a way,” she said, still smiling

	 

	“In what way? I asked

	 

	“Well something happened when we were out last night and I thought I’d try what you asked me to do. Just too see.”

	 

	“That’s a good start baby, and I love you for it, but just tell me about it, don’t force me to ask question by inch.”

	 

	“Do you remember the skirt I had on last night?”

	 

	I tried to look apologetic, “No I’m afraid I don’t.”

	 

	Well let me just fill you in she said smiling at me. I wore the skirt that has the slit on the side the one you like. Andy took us to a lovely restaurant in Cannes. It was crowded, very jet set I think. We were seated along the wall. Mostly single tables. The waiter put the corner and adjacent table together for us. Charlene and I sat on the wall, on a bank. Andy sat in a chair facing us. The wall and mirror were on my right and Charlene on my left. The place was busy so we had a bottle of wine while waiting for them to take our order. Eventually a man I would say in his late thirties or early forties was seated at the table to the left of Charlene. He too was waiting and he eventually chatted, first with Andrew then increasingly with Charlene. He was French.

	 

	We were well through our second bottle of wine when our order was taken.

	 

	During dinner Andre suggested to Charlene that she try his sparkling wine. She liked it and he asked if she would share a bottle with him. She agreed and he ordered a bottle and the two of them drank it. Andy and I talked together almost exclusively, and about everything. He is interesting you would like him. After dinner we were waiting to order dessert and Charlene left for the ladies room. A moment later Andre left as well. I thought it strange and figured that Charlene and he were meeting outside. I think Andy felt the same but he ignored it.

	 

	Since Andy was facing the wall, after Charlene left he came around and sat beside me in her seat.

	 

	While he was seated there I had my back to the sidewall and I was facing him. I had my left leg up on the bank and my right one on the floor. When I first sat that way I kept the tablecloth on my lap so I was well covered. But I thought about you asking me to show a little so I slowly, over some five minutes, slide the slit of my skirt to the front and let the tablecloth fall. When Andy faced me to say something he could easily see well up to my thigh. He had noticed all right and I liked the feeling so I slowly let my skirt ride up higher until I was sure he could see my panties.

	 

	It was affecting Andy. He was talking less and staring at my crotch. Finally looking at me with an ever so slight smile he said,

	 

	“Gail, that part is absolutely beautiful.”

	 

	“What part I said, “truly wondering what he was talking about.”

	 

	“Your pussy”, he replied and he placed his hand on my leg.

	 

	I laughed and he did too, but I didn’t move, and he was feasting on the view. I knew that if you could see this you would love it.”

	 

	I just nodded to him, Gail went on.

	 

	“His hand eventually found it’s way up my leg and even touched my pussy, through my panties. He ran his finger up and down my slit, then cupped my whole pussy in his hand. I must admit I liked it. Andy caressed me that way for a few minutes then asked me to sit facing forward. When I did he hoisted up my skirt and placed his hand in my panties on my pussy. It was so exciting, being in this crowded restaurant, though I don’t think you could tell what he was doing. I asked him what if Charlene came back. She had been gone a good ten minutes. His reply was, “she’s deep into things right now, and she’ll be a while longer.”

	 

	I was surprised that he was unconcerned about Charlene and pleased to know he would continue to touch me, and he did. Honey, I came just from his touching me with his hand, sitting right there in a crowded restaurant. It only took minutes.

	 

	The waiter came and poured wine then Andy asked me to touch myself. He took his cock out and we both masturbated there in our seats partly covered by the tablecloth. It was the most erotic thing I have ever done.

	 

	I was still touching her clit and I could tell she was aroused just in the telling. I had a raging hard cock just imagining what was to come.

	 

	I asked her, “Were you pleased to know that you were doing it because I had asked?”

	 

	“Actually honey, once we got into it I didn’t think of anything except coming,” she honestly replied.

	 

	“Baby”, I said, “you are something… that’s about the hottest thing I’ve heard.”

	 

	She smiled. “You’re not upset honey? I was afraid to tell you thinking you would get angry.”

	 

	“No, I’m not angry.” I touched my hard cock, “and this will prove it. So what happened next? I asked.

	 

	“Nothing else really”, she said, and my heart sank, then, “Oh yes one other thing. When we drove home Charlene made me sit in the middle up front. Andy put his hands on my legs and touched my pussy during the drive. When we got to the hotel we sat in the car a few minutes and kissed and we touched.”

	 

	“Did you take out his cock?” I asked.

	 

	“No but I rubbed him a bit.”

	 

	“Where was Charlene all this time?”

	 

	Gail replied, “Sitting right beside me, touching herself.”

	 

	“I questioned, “Did she say anything about being gone so long.”

	 

	“When we first left the restaurant she excused herself saying, our French friend was fully loaded and now I am, and she went back inside. Andy laughed. We were waiting for her outside and Andy leaned me against the car and started touching me again. When she came back out I think she saw us and that’s why she asked me to sit in the middle.”

	 

	“So what happened next,” I asked.

	 

	“Nothing baby,” she said smiling.

	 

	“Didn’t he want to be with you, to make love?” I asked.

	 

	“ I don’t know, maybe. But that’s not what you asked me to do.”

	 

	“How about you, did you want to?”

	 

	“Yes honey,” she answered, and my heart skipped, “I was hot, but you were sleeping when I came in.”

	 

	“Is that all that happened?” I asked again.

	 

	“That’s enough, isn’t it? Gail replied. “So now you know the intimate details. Is it exciting for you honey?

	 

	Now was not the time to push her further. I put my arms around her body and hugged her and said, “It’s very exciting baby, you are one very hot woman and I love you. Lets make love.”

	 

	Gail slid down close to me and took my now raging hard cock in her hands. She wanted to continue down and suck me but I stopped her saying I wanted to be in her. We made love. I told her she was very wet inside, “Is that because you were so worked up?”

	 

	Her simple “Yes”, belied the issue. I made love frantically, a bit too roughly, and Gail acted like she enjoyed it. We left the room at about ten and had breakfast on the outdoor veranda.

	 

	We returned to the room, changed and headed down to the pool. Twenty odd hotel guests were scattered about on lounge chairs. Half of the women in the place were topless. I was still so turned on from thinking about what I had seen the night before that I was semi hard most of the morning. Ten minutes later a couple our age choose to sit in loungers a few feet away. I smiled hello. The man nodded mouthing a, “bon jour.”

	 

	Again a half hour later two men ensconced themselves to our left. One looked to be in his early forties, graying, distinguished and the younger man looked strong and fit and handsome in a very rough way. I thought they were gay. The younger man immediately introduced himself as Karl, he was from Switzerland. He asked us where we came from, acted very interested when we said Chile, and we continued the exchange throughout the morning. Long periods of silence went between spurts of chatter; some with the French couple on our right as well as with Karl.

	 

	When Karl rose to swim in the pool his black bikini barley covered his behind and when he turned to walk away he was facing us, I could see Gail silently gasp. It looked like he had five pounds of meat stuck under his very brief trunks. I laughed at her expression and she squinted over at me smiling, a little embarrassed at having been caught.

	 

	Charlene and Andrew made it to the pool in the early afternoon and joined us for lunch. The whole group that was sitting around wound up lunching together and we all got to know one another. Andrew and Gail barley shared a glance, at least that I noticed. Karl’s friend Tomas wasn’t gay at all and obviously fancied Charlene. I was sure he was fondling her in the water, as they stood against the wall side by side.

	 

	After lunch we sat around the pool. Andrew invited us to join them for dinner and I accepted. At 3:30 we headed back to the room.

	 

	“How about we run over to take a look at Juan Le Pins?” I asked Gail.

	 

	“Great”, was her reply, and in no time at all we were dressed and taking a taxi for the few minutes ride to the next town. We roamed the seafront, I gawked at the topless ladies and we wound up in a small sidewalk bistro for a drink. Ten minutes after we sat down Karl and Tomas came walking by. We exchanged greetings and invited them to sit with us. They ordered drinks and Karl started speaking with Gail. While chatting she did her best to show as much leg as possible, and from his vantage point I believe panty too. I was getting excited again.

	 

	That evening we had a leisurely drive to Nice and dined in a wonderful seafood restaurant. Charlene and Andrew were great company and no one did anything to renew the conversation or deeds of the last night. Back at the hotel we had a nightcap in the hotel and went our respective ways.

	 

	“Did you enjoy the evening? I asked Gail.

	 

	“Very much, and you?”

	 

	“You were right, they are great company, but I noticed electricity in the air.”

	 

	“Now what are you talking about? Gail sounded annoyed.

	 

	‘“Nothing of import except I sense a hesitancy in you, I can’t place my finger on it now.”

	 

	We were in bed in minutes. I moved close and put my arm under her head. She snuggled in and we started touching each other. Ten minutes later I was kneeling between Gail’s legs and rubbing my hard cock across her vaginal lips. It was easy to make her come just smacking my hardened cock against her opening. After playing with her for ten minutes I started slipping into her, thrusting for a minute or so, then slapping my cock against her clit and slit. Soon Gail was arching her back beginning her orgasm, “Ohhhh yes baby, do it, do it to me.”

	 

	“You sure are one hot lover tonight”, she said smiling.

	 

	“I don’t know what’s gotten into me,” I said, “but all I want to do is endlessly fuck you and watch you come.”

	 

	Gail smiled contentedly, “That gets my vote,” then she proceeded to roll me over and quickly mount my still hard cock. I knew I was not providing the same stretch as she had received last night but she rode me for a long time and I could feel her pussy clenching as she made ready to come again. When she finished she kissed me and I greedily probed her mouth with my tongue. I felt tears on my face. She was crying.

	 

	“Was it that good? I asked.

	 

	Gail just looked at me lovingly, smiling. “I love you Honey, very much,” she said.

	 

	 

	I was still in her and hard. “And I love you too, more then ever, in spite of the secrets you think you need to keep.”

	 

	She smiled. “Well I eventually told you.”

	 

	“It was easy,” I said, “wasn’t it?”

	 

	“Yes” she said, smiling her enticing look, “you loved it, you got so hard.”

	 

	I replied “Like now,” then I rotated my still hard cock in her.

	 

	“I love this place, can we come back next year?” she said.

	 

	“Of course”, I said, “as long as there are no secrets.

	 

	“There won’t be, there aren’t any… what are you talking about?” she asked questioningly.

	 

	“I told you. I have a sixth sense about you.”

	 

	“Well you certainly did last night,” Gail said. “And, I’m sure I told you everything.”

	 

	“Think hard, what happened in the car,” I asked.

	 

	She looked like she was concentrating, thinking. I moved my cock around in her.

	 

	“We were petting, he was touching me, putting his fingers in my pussy, pumping me while I was pumping him.”

	 

	She hadn’t said ‘pumping him’ when she told me earlier.

	 

	“ Did you take his cock out? What is it like?” I asked.

	 

	“Yes” she whispered, “I did. I was pumping it a bit. He’s pretty big.”

	 

	“Did you suck his cock?”

	 

	Gail hesitated, “Yes, I think I did for a short while.”

	 

	“What is his cock like?

	 

	“It’s long, a little longer then yours. He’s not circumcised.”

	 

	“Was it exciting for you baby?” I questioned.

	 

	With just the hint of a smile, she nodded, “Hmm honey. It’s real exciting, part is probably because it’s forbidden and I guess because he is a stranger, I could act a little wild.”

	 

	I was ready to burst now. Rolling over I kept myself in her and started to maul her nipples while forcefully pumping into her. My balls were slapping against her behind and her nipples were thumb length and I could feel my cock swelling. Gail was holding my waist with both hands, her eyes were closed and squinting in concentration.

	 

	“Can you imaging another cock in you now baby?” I asked in a husky voice.

	 

	“Yes”, was all she replied.

	 

	“You’re so wet, does it feel good baby?”

	 

	“Yes,” she paused, “ Yes honey.”

	 

	I was still pumping, ready to explode inside my wife at any moment when I asked,

	 

	“Whose cock could you imagine now?” and, after a few seconds pause I continued,

	 

	“Andrews long cock,” I paused a few seconds, “maybe Karl?

	Gail didn’t answer. I was pumping furiously and again I asked in a husky voice,

	 

	“Which cock would you like to imagine fucking you now baby?”

	 

	“Karl” she gasped.

	 

	That’s what it took to make me explode.

	 

	“Oh, baby, I’m cumming” and I exploded thrusting with each spurt.

	 

	“Do it honey, do it to me”, Gail said, “Aghhh, I’m coming too, oh yes”

	 

	And we both orgasm’d intensely, one of the deepest most complete we ever shared. We both sensed it lying together holding one another, and we went to sleep.

	 

	The next morning was a replay of the day before. Breakfast, then out to the pool. The whole group from the day before eventually found their way to the pool The view over the Mediterranean was spectacular and the Hotel Du Cap had it’s usual array of celebrities. Most of the guests acted unimpressed but Gail and I did our share of gawking at Hollywood celebrities, Producers and TV personalities. We swam in the pool, a dip in the Med, lots of cool drinks and jokes, everyone seemed to know a funnier then the last one joke, and a few were risqué.

	 

	At about 12:30 Andrew asked Gail and I if we wanted to accompany Charlene and himself into Monte Carlo for a few hours. It was a about a 45 minute drive, he’d do some quick business and then lunch there. I thought it would be great. Gail declined saying she was enjoying the pool and that she would be in Monte Carlo all next week. Charlene also withdrew because she had been hoping Gail would join her in some shopping. Andrew said,

	 

	“Well, I guess I can go it alone,” and started to get his things together.

	 

	Then looking across to me, he said, “How about it Rian, you feel like coming along.”

	 

	“Actually, I wouldn’t mind. Honey would you mind if I popped off to Monte Carlo for a few hours?”

	 

	Then grinning I quickly said, “It felt very chic to say that.”

	 

	They all smiled and Gail replied, “No Ri, of course I don’t mind. Take the cell with you.”

	 

	So Andrew and I bade the group adieu kissed our respective wives and off we went. As we were approaching our rooms we heard a phone ringing. Only when I opened the door did I realize it was our phone. Andrew headed off to change and I took the call. A director of or company was calling from Chile. It seems that our Paris client had decided to complete the transaction I had presented. The call was to ask me a few more questions about our meeting, and to see if I was available in the event it was necessary to return to Paris. I asked a few questions of the Directorwhich he was unable to answer.

	 

	“Rian he bellowed, wait there a few minutes. I’ll try to get answers from Gonzalo or I will have him call you back.”

	 

	He didn’t ask me to wait, it was an order. I quickly ran over to Andrews’s room and told him what had happened.

	 

	“If I know Gonzalo, he won’t be easy to find, it may take a while.”

	 

	“Well I can’t say I’m not disappointed but, it happens. I’ll see you guys this evening and off he went.

	 

	I returned to the room. It was a good twenty minutes before Gonzalo called and we hashed over the options and decided that he would get back to me the next day.

	 

	I put my swimsuit back on and proceeded downstairs to the pool. Rounding the hallway from the elevators into the lobby I noticed Gail standing in the doorway speaking with Karl. I was walking slowly enough to spin around and return to the elevator without being seen. I returned to the room wondering if Gail had been making plans to meet Karl.

	 

	Once in the room I felt like a fool. So what do I do, I thought, sit here. I was about to leave when I looked at the small closet door near the entry. I opened it. We had our suitcases stacked inside and only my raincoat was hanging. I walked in and closed the door. Looking through the louvers I could see into the room. But, I could only look down. The most I could see was near the closet to the sitting arrangement. I took the suitcases off the shelf and placed them in a corner on the floor and I stood up on the suitcase rack. Now, looking through the louvers I could see the bed, balcony, chairs, everything except into the bathroom. I could even see the entry door. I was standing full height, I could lean on the wall and still look out, and I was looking through the very top two louver spaces, looking down.

	 

	It didn’t take long for Gail to arrive. She opened the door, threw her pool purse on the chair and went into the bathroom. I could hear the toilet flush and the water was running. A few minutes later she came out wiping her hands on a towel. She was still wearing her wrap with her swimsuit underneath. She tossed the towel over the chair and picked up the phone. When the operator answered she asked for the restaurant. My thoughts immediately ran to thinking she was ordering wine to be delivered. Gail asked for the restaurant and made a reservation for six at 8:30 this evening, and hung up. I felt the fool standing there and was about to step down and out of the closet when the phone rang.

	 

	She listened a moment then said “Hi,”

	 

	“Making reservations for this evening,” she said to whatever the caller had asked. Then,

	 

	“Yes, of course”, and after a moment, “Bye.”

	 

	She placed her pool bag on the floor and took a bottle of Orangina from the mini fridge.

	 

	Minutes later there was a knock on the door. Gail walked to the door, opened it and stood aside. Karl walked in smiling looking directly at Gail. She closed the door slipped the security bolt and walked to the chairs. Karl followed. He was wearing the short robe he wore to the pool.

	 

	“Would you like something cool?” she asked.

	 

	“The same,” he said, pointing to her Orangina.

	 

	While pouring it in a glass she looked at him, smiled and said, “Drink it slowly, it’s the last.”

	 

	“When she handed him the glass he reached out and touched her above her hips, almost at waist height. She stood still and he traced his hand down to the front of her thigh, then looked at her and pulled his hand away. Gail sat down reaching for her drink.

	 

	“Is this your first time in Europe,” Karl asked.

	 

	“We have been in England and Germany once before.”

	 

	“Do you know you’re the most elegant lady out there?”

	 

	“Thanks,” Gail graciously replied, almost in a whisper.

	 

	I had never seen anyone try to seduce Gail and I was surprised at her actions, and her reaction. She seemed reserved, almost afraid, looking away from Karl with just an occasional glance or smile. Maybe she was acting.

	 

	Karl rose and moved to Gail’s chair. “Stand up,” he asked her softly. Gail rose. Karl placed his arms around her and she leaned into his chest, her head turned sideways, her arms at her side. Karl held her with one hand and started to rub her back. Soon Gail’s arms rose and held him lightly at his hips. Karl took her head in one hand and turned it to face him. Gail looked up and closed her eyes as he lowered his head to kiss her. They must have kissed for five minutes. I could see Karl bending his knees and twisting his body from time to time as if he were trying to get his tongue deeper or in at another angle. Gail now had one arm around his neck and her hand on the back of his head.

	 

	Then both their hands started to move. Touching, probing, her back, her neck and ears, her behind, kneading her ass cheeks even reaching back and feeling between her legs from behind. They were entwined engrossed in their marathon kiss , Karl still had not touched her sensitive nipples. I actually looked down at my cock that was throbbing so forcefully that I had to take it out of my trunks. Gail was the one to break the kiss.

	 

	“We can’t be gone too long,” Gail said as she moved towards the bed holding his hand.

	 

	She undressed as Karl watched in fascination. His back was to me. I watched her too. She looked at him, a slight smile on her face, while undressing. Karl moved to her pulling at his robe and stripping his trunks in two very brief fluid movements. Now it was Gail’s turn to look. Not taking her eyes of his cock she reached and though I could not see, it was obvious she was holding him with both hands. He started to touch her breasts. Gail slowly fell backward on the bed never letting go of his manhood and Karl leaned forward with her. They both slide back into the middle of the bed never breaking their hold. I was looking at them from their feet at a slight right angle, the full bed in view. Now lying side by side they kissed again. His hands were on her breast, her hard nipples jutting straight out. Karl fixed his mouth to one nipple and Gail groaned. She watched him sucking her nipple then closed her eyes and sighed holding his head gently against her breast.

	 

	Gail was already moving her hips in a humping motion just from his sucking her nipple. She was still holding his cock, which I could not see, it was between them. Karl moved his left hand down her stomach and softly touched across her thighs running his fingers through her light bush. He found her slit and opened it with two fingers then slipped one across her slit to stop at her clit. He used his finger and thumb to pull at her sensitive nub, like he was jerking it off. Then he placed his palm flat on her mound over her clit and started rubbing. Gail was now thrusting her hips in a fucking motion that was frenzied.

	 

	Karl broke from her nipple and moved his face down to her stomach, softly kissing, licking and touching every inch of the way. Gail had to let go of his cock and when he rose to his knees to place his mouth on her pussy, his cock sprang into view. No explanation justifies the size of this fellows cock. Not being prone to men in any fashion, even I was mesmerized by the size, perfect color and formation, a massive circumcised work of art. Karl licked and sucked her pussy into his mouth in loud sucking sounds. Gail wreathed and humped and came at least once for certain.

	 

	Karl abruptly stopped, spread her legs and climbed between them. He placed this massive organ at the mouth of Gail’s pussy and unceremoniously placed the head of it between Gail’s engorged lips and pushed. The head slide in. Gail groaned, I was sure it was causing her pain. Karl inched forward, pushing stopping then pushing. Gail was starring at his face her eyes were glassy. Karl leaned forward and they kissed again. While they were kissing he kept probing and his cock went deeper and deeper into Gail’s pussy. I could see between hers and Karl’s legs. Her pussy lips were stretched around his cock so tightly that each time he pulled back it looked like her pussy lining was coming out attached to his cock. When about three quarters was in, Gail said with a breathy voice,

	 

	“Oh… ohhhh.. do it to me, Ohhh, I’m coming now… ahhh do it.” She had her legs straight up in the air and her arms out on both sides like she was crucified to the bed. Karl kept inching his cock deeper. Gail kept breathing deep sighs eyes closed, her legs trembling involuntarily.

	 

	I could actually see his cock pistoning into her, and from the angle I could see her face just bathed in ecstasy. Occasionally she would look at him. Her eyes were glazed she looked like she was oblivious to everything except the sensation being created by his cock. I had my cock in my hand but I was just squeezing, any further motion and I would have come.

	 

	Karl lifted Gail with one arm and rolled over placing her on top of him. He had never fully had his cock buried in her. Gail bent over, and kissed him again. He had both arms around her head. Her ass was spread and I could see about three-quarters of his cock in her very stretched hole. Her ass bud puckered as she bent over him. When Gail rose from the kiss she placed her two hands behind her on his legs and leaned her head back arching her back. She started a slow rhythmic rise and fall, his cock shiny from her come. Gail was fully concentrated on fucking him and her rhythm increased. She was close to getting him fully into her pussy. At one point she leaned forward to look at her pussy sucking in his cock and when she leaned back again she thrust her hips and Karl’s cock was completely in her. Gail started to tremble her orgasm beginning, she was still moving but not as forcefully. Karl had both hands on her hips and he reached around to touch her behind. He pulled Gail forward; she was still trembling small continuous orgasms. He placed his finger on her puckered ass hole. He reached away, wet his finger in his mouth and went back to her behind, this time putting the tip of his finger into her ass. Gail groaned loudly,

	 

	“Oh Karl, aghhh do it,”

	 

	Karl pushed his finger further, Gail was shaking, her orgasm having taken control.

	 

	Karl asked, “Do you like fucking me Gail?”

	 

	“Yes Karl, I do” she managed to reply through a sigh.

	 

	“More then you like fucking your husband?”

	 

	Gail answered without a pause, short of breath, “Yes honey, much more.”

	 

	“Can I fuck you tomorrow and each next day?” All the while moving his cock in her pussy and his finger in her ass.

	 

	“Oh yes Karl. You can fuck me always,” she was trembling and looking at him with intense passion.

	 

	Suddenly Karl Stiffened, “Now, I’m cumming, Ohhh Gail, take my …Aghhh, “, Karl moaned bucking with each spurt, his cock now fully buried in her as he deposited his come very deeply into my wife’s womb.

	 

	Gail had spread her legs further on his sides in an effort to have him deeper inside while he was coming. Feeling his first spurt she let out a groan then began whimpering.

	 

	“Oh honey, do it to me, do it, I can feel you.” Her eyes were closed, her back was arched, I squeezed my cock and my come shot clear across the closet.

	 

	They stayed together for three or four minutes, not speaking. Gail was looking into his eyes and he was transfixed. His hand was resting flat on her stomach. They had been at it three quarters of an hour. Gail rose off his cock, turned around and to my utter surprise, placed her mouth over his now almost soft cock and sucked him, rolled his cock across her face, held it between her hands, then leaned over and rubbed it across her breast. Karl looked on, smiling warmly.

	 

	“We’d better get you downstairs,” Gail said.

	 

	Karl responded, “I hate to leave you now.”

	 

	Gail smiled at him, “I could stay here worshiping your cock all day long.”

	 

	‘It’s yours, lets do that”, he said.

	 

	She smiled again, rising from the bed. Karl rose too, picked up his bikini and robe and started dressing.

	 

	Gail stood near the door, just inches away from me, waiting for him to be ready. At the door they kissed. Gail held both his behind cheeks while she kissed him. Before opening the door she put her hand on his cock looked him in eyes smiling and said, “I do love it. I’ll see you downstairs in a while”

	 

	Wow I thought. When will she cross the line and love it more then me.

	 

	Gail closed the door and went back to the bed. She lay on the bed daydreaming, caressing her naked body. She looked fully sated. I could not remember her ever coming more then she did this afternoon. She rose straightened the bed covers and went to the bathroom. I noticed that my cell was still on the side table in the charger near the fridge. I hoped she would not notice it.

	 

	Gail showered and I waited. Fifteen minutes later she emerged, dressed for the pool again, and left. I went into the room sat in the chair. The room still smelled of sex. My head was reeling. I couldn’t figure out what emotion I should be feeling. I did know that watching her fuck another man was exciting for me and that I didn’t feel like I loved her less. What I found most confusing was identifying way she was hiding it from me, did she feel me inadequate, did she love or need them more?

	 

	My cell phone ringing startled me.

	 

	“Hello,”

	 

	“Hi honey, Gail’s cheery voice responded, “meeting any charming ladies in Monte Carlo?”

	 

	“Gail, I said questioningly, “Where are you?”

	 

	After a pause, “Don’t worry honey, I’m not at the pool, I’m in the lobby.”

	 

	“Oh, good. Are you enjoying,” I asked.

	 

	“Sure,” she said coolly, “Do you have a few minutes?”

	 

	“Yes, I’m alone.”

	 

	“Me too,” she said.

	 

	“What’s up?”

	 

	A pause then she started, “Listen, would you get mad or turned on if I told you about something that happened a bit ago?”

	 

	She’s going to tell me I thought. I felt a swell of love. “Probably turned on, maybe judgmental, never mad.”

	 

	A long pause. “You there Gail?”

	 

	“Yes. Honey, remember last night when you asked me who?

	 

	“Yes,” I replied. “About Karl?”

	 

	“Right. Well I had a bit of fun with him this afternoon..”

	 

	“Sounds interesting, tell me about it”

	 

	Gail started, “A little while after you left we walked down to the dock on the Med. We sat and talked a bit. He put his hand on my legs and I let him. When we walked back ten minutes later we went into the pool together.”

	 

	There was a long pause.

	 

	I questioned, “How together Gail?”

	 

	“We swam a few minutes, he swims like a pro. Then we were leaning on the pool wall on the far side, beside each other. He moved in front of me and took my legs between his arms while I was holding onto the edge. We were three feet apart on the surface but his hands were under my behind. Should I continue honey?” She asked.

	 

	“Should you continue, are you joking? If I could I’d have my cock in my hand right now.”

	 

	Gail laughed. “I knew you’d get turned on by this.”

	 

	“He actually slide his finger under the elastic and touched my pussy.”

	 

	“Did you come?”

	 

	“No, but I certainly was turned on.”

	 

	“What else did you do?”

	”We moved away after a while and when he was close behind me I let him push his cock against my behind.”

	 

	“Did you touch him?” I asked.

	 

	“Yes. I put my hand in his suit. He’s big.”

	 

	I responded. “We saw that the other day didn’t we. Didn’t he want to…be with you?”

	 

	“He asked me”, Gail said.

	 

	“What did you say?”

	 

	“Honey? she questioned . “Of Course I said I could not?

	 

	“Did you want to?”

	 

	“Well”, Gail answered like she was thinking. “Maybe the thought is exciting, but I’ll just wait until you get back”

	 

	“We talked about it last night,” I said. “Maybe we can say yes when I’m around. All together so you’ll feel safe.”

	 

	“Oh honey. I couldn’t do something like that. Look, I’m in the lobby. I want to get back out there. I’ll see you when you get back. Dinner is here at the hotel. We’ll talk… and maybe more, before dinner. Ok?

	 

	“Yes my love,” I responded. “See you soon.

	 

	When I returned to the pool it was after 4PM. I had a drink in hand and just planned to sit with the group. Gail greeted me warmly and I sat on her lounge beside her.

	 

	“Was Monte Carlo exciting? She asked.

	 

	I smiled, trying to avoid a flow of questions, “You’ll love it” I responded, then turning to Andre I asked, “Andre, you being the culinary expert here, can you tell me who makes up the Michelin group that gives the star rating?”

	 

	Andre began to explain and while he was speaking Charlene came to join the group.

	 

	“Hi”, she said looking at me, “I see you’re back.”

	 

	I didn’t answer so as not to interrupt Andre.

	 

	When we were all clear about Michelin Guide ratings I asked Gail,

	 

	“Have you had enough sun for the day?

	 

	“Ri, it’s time to go” she answered, “Lets head upstairs I have a few things to do before dinner.”

	 

	We bundled Gail’s pool bag, said our ‘see you laters’, and left.

	 

	Half way to the lobby door Gail asked, “Was Charlene in Monte Carlo?”

	 

	“Not with me” I answered, “Why?”

	 

	“Well she left just about when you guys left and she just returned.”

	 

	We rounded the hall toward the elevators and someone called, “Rian.”

	 

	Both Gail and I greeted him. “Hi Andrew”

	 

	He had just returned and asked, “I’ll bet your call came five minutes after I left. I could have waited.”

	 

	“Not quite, about thirty minutes” I answered. Gail looked at me inquisitively.

	 

	“Andrew asked Gail, “Is Charlene at the pool?”

	 

	“Yes, everyone is out there.

	 

	“See you at dinner”, Andrew said and walked toward the pool entrance.

	 

	I followed Gail in the elevator without speaking. As the doors opened she stepped out and turned slightly,

	“Were you I Monte Carlo this afternoon?

	 

	“No”, I answered and we walked to the room and I opened the door.

	 

	Once inside Gail sat on the beds edge and without looking at me asked quietly,

	 

	“Would you mind telling me where you were?”

	 

	I thought maybe she was figuring out that I had been spying. After a long pause I answered,

	 

	“I had a business call from Gonzalo I had to wait for. Then I just walked on the road all the way into Juan Le Pins”

	 

	After a long pause Gail looked up at me and said, “You were with Charlene, weren’t you?”

	 

	She had anger in her eyes.

	 

	“No, honey, I was not with Charlene or anyone else”, I responded, looking directly at her.

	 

	“You’re lying to me Ri. Why? she asked, acting certain of her assessment.

	 

	“Gail my love, I don’t lie to you. You know that.”

	 

	“Why wouldn’t you tell me about something like this? You asked me, I told you.” Gail was working her way into convincing herself.

	 

	Gail looked at me, less upset now. “I’m not going to bring it up again Ri. If you want to tell me about it I would appreciate the honesty. If not, it’s your call.”

	 

	Now I was getting upset.

	 

	“Gail, don’t fabricate a situation then attach conditions to the fabrication in an effort to give it credibility. It’s not true, I told you that. Is their some underlying reason that you are acting unreasonably jealous for the first time in eight years?

	 

	She answered calmly, “it’s not jealously Ri, it’s honesty we are talking about.”

	 

	Sarcastically I replied, “Gail baby, I don’t know whether to laugh or cry. You make up a total falsehood and then, arrogantly I might add, speak about honesty.”

	 

	“Ri, you said you know me, I didn’t play with that truth, I fessed up and told you. Well my dear, I know you too. You didn’t walk four kilometers to Juan Le Pins, and we both know that. Anything else you would have said might have worked. If you don’t want me to know you were fucking Charlene, that’s your business. She said she would love to “do you…” her words Ri. It’s the lying that matters.“

	 

	What a dilemma. She was right, I was lying, but not about Charlene. I had to do something or this was going to deteriorate into a ruined holiday.

	 

	“OK baby”, I said, “you are right, I lied. I felt real uncomfortable with what I did.”

	 

	Gail interrupted, “Come here Ri,” she was patting the bed beside her. “Lets lay down on the bed together and you tell me all about it. I love you honey, I’m not angry.”

	 

	Gail quickly stripped completely and lay down to wait for me. When I was beside her she got on her hands and knees, went between my legs, and started to fondle my cock. I was hard in no time. She started kissing my cock and looking at me with a loving smile.

	 

	“Tell me what happened”, she said and went back to loving my cock.

	 

	I began at the beginning with Andrew and the phone ringing.

	 

	“I eventually went on the balcony. Looking over to Andrews’s room I saw Charlene using a black dildo. I was transfixed. I guess movement might have caused her to see me through the window. One thing led to another…”

	 

	Gail took her mouth from my cock. “Is her pussy nicer then mine?” she smiled coquettishly.

	 

	“Baby, no-body’s pussy is nicer then yours.”

	 

	“What is different about her? Gail asked, then went back to loving my now ready to burst cock.

	 

	“She is beautiful in a womanly way, sensual. You’re magnificent in universal way, sexy, exciting”, I replied. “Your nipples are much nicer, her aureole are a sight to see but aureole don’t excite… In all Gail, everyone pales beside you, plus I love you deeply.”

	 

	I sensed that this talk was turning her on. Gail was devouring my cock. I saw that her left nipple looked rough. Probably from Karl’s sucking. I had looked at her pussy earlier and it was still engorged, puffy.

	 

	“Did you come hard baby? She whispered.

	 

	Oh yes Honey, I shot a huge load… I’m going to come baby”

	 

	Oh yes honey, come for me” and she quickened her sucking and jerking and I bucked and shot my come, the first spurt shooting over her head and landing on her back, the rest into her hot mouth as she milked my cock until the spasms stopped.

	 

	Dinner was a delightful. Andrew and Charlene, and Renee, the first French couple we met, with his wife Deirdre. Dinning on the patio, large tables elegantly serviced, everyone in coats and ties, delicate cuisine not just food, and Renee chose both white and red wines to perfection. We went into the piano bar after dinner and continued drinking champagne. We were sitting around a circular table, Gail facing Andrew. She allowed him to see her bare legs to her upper thigh but only the outside. She kept her legs crossed and angled the duration of the evening. We broke up around midnight and headed to our rooms.

	 

	At the elevators Charlene asked, “You kids want to have a nightcap with us?”

	 

	Gail was immediate, “I’m exhausted, too much wine. Thanks Charl, see you tomorrow.”

	 

	We made small talk avoiding what I expected to be an onslaught about my supposed liaison with Charlene. Just the opposite. We readied for bed. I waited for her to finish her nightly ministrations. She climbed into bed smelling as sweet as a rose garden and immediately cuddled up to me.

	 

	“Did you enjoy my loving you with my mouth? She asked, almost in a whisper.

	 

	“Very much baby, it was the best”

	 

	Gail reached for my cock and held it through my shorts. I raised my hips to pull my shorts down and she continued to touch me. I started on her nipples and slowly started kissing towards her stomach. At her patch of hair I played running my fingers through the hair and I proceeded to kiss her inner thighs. When I reached her clit I flicked it with my tongue and took the whole of her vagina in my mouth. Gail sighed. I continued licking her clit, then sucking, and then probing my tongue into her depths. I slipped a finger in and out of her slit then slide further down to her ass bud. My finger was wet enough to slide around the bud then I placed it at her hole and pushed. Gail reached back and took my hand away.

	 

	I got on my hands and knees and positioned myself to enter her. I could see her pussy was still puffy. The head of my cock entered her and we both breathed a sigh of satisfaction. I entered her fully in a few thrusts and then stopped.

	 

	“This feels so wonderful just soaking in you” I commented, then added, “you were great this afternoon.”

	 

	“Did you like what I told you about fooling around in the pool?

	 

	“I sure did, it really had me turned on. What if you would have let him fuck you, where would you have done it?

	 

	“Oh, I don’t know, probably safest in our room, don’t you think?”

	 

	“Yes” was my response. “Would you have sucked his cock too?”

	 

	“Probably, you now I like that.”

	 

	I was still completely buried in Gail’s pussy. She had her eyes closed, as I did, savoring the feeling. Once or twice she would look at me with passion or for reaction.

	 

	“Would you talk with him, tell him to fuck you?

	 

	“I don’t think so” she sighed, as I started to pump in and out.

	 

	Would you like him to fuck you like this hard?” I asked, starting to pump forcefully.

	 

	“Yes, I would ask him to fuck me hard” Gail’s feet were hooked behind me pulling me into her in rhythm.

	 

	She was panting now, maybe reliving her afternoon liaison.

	 

	“Would you tell him you liked to fuck him more then your husband?

	 

	“I’d tell him he could fuck me all night,” she said in a rush of breath.

	 

	And then she tensed and started to cum.

	 

	“Do it to me Honey do it to… Ohhh yes Honey.”

	 

	I didn’t come. I stayed in her and she slept. We were on Holiday for three days now. She had secretly met and fucked two strange men. She talked about love and honesty and I thrilled to her liaisons as well as her small dabs of honesty. Wow, what at Holiday this was going to be, we still had thirteen days to go.

	END
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	Only the start of our fourth day in Antibes and already I was tempted to cancel our plans for Monte Carlo and stay here. Gail was having all the fun, or most of it, however she insisted we keep to our original plan.

	 

	If you haven’t read our first posting then I’ll tell you what we look like. Firstly, this is all real. I’m 5’10, just turned 31, brown hair and eyes and in reasonably trim shape. I met my wife while in university and we are married seven years now. Gail is exceptionally beautiful, very shy which belies her intelligence, and soft spoken. She is 5’7” with a young girls figure at 29, small hips, long very shapely legs, small breasted, a picture perfect behind, light brown hair that blondes in the sun and lovely green eyes.

	 

	Our daily rhythm after only four days in the hotel was to breakfast on the hotel patio overlooking the Mediterranean. Today Gail asked,

	 

	“Wouldn’t it be nice if we spent the day alone, just the two of us?

	 

	I responded. “What do we do with our friends at the pool, chase them away?

	 

	Gail ignored my question, “Why don’t we spend the day sightseeing, walking around Antibes.”

	 

	So after breakfast I donned shorts and Gail a short skirt, loaded our camera and went into Antibes. Walking through the outdoor market was our first adventure. Every imaginable fruit and vegetable, cheeses, olives, round and baguette French bread, wines, it was simply a culinary delight. Then the city beach already partly full of topless tourists and the yacht basin loaded with the most magnificent array of boats of every color and size from sailing schooners to motor yachts, many with cars on board, some with helicopters.

	 

	We walked along the wall separating the city from the yacht basin. At first Gail was not aware that sailors on the docks below - and along the inner wall - could see up her skirt when they looked up. When she finally took notice, she started to walk more slowly and stood still from time to time, legs more apart then usual. But always as if she were sightseeing and oblivious to the fact that they could probably see her panties. She looked at me from time to time, a slight knowing smile, confident she was turning me on as well, but never saying so or referring to it.

	 

	Our friends often said that Gail was too reserved. These past days had helped me to understand that Gail, though exceptionally shy, was less restrained when we were with strangers.

	 

	We lunched on oven baked pizza, had dessert at a stand selling freshly made crepes with ice cream, took hundreds of pictures – even a few racy ones of Gail, when there were no passers-by.

	 

	By afternoon end, tired of walking, we hailed a taxi back to Cap d’Antibes. We entered our hotel and went straight to the lobby bar, ordered two white wine spritzers and, drinks in hand, walked out of the lobby and down the walk toward the tennis courts and the cabanas. Some guests at the hotel had a room as well as a cabana and we walked down to the cabana area with an overview of the Mediterranean.

	 

	We stopped at a bench that was set back some thirty feet from the bluff and nestled among trees overlooking the sea. This section of the Cap extended beyond the common shoreline so we were looking up toward the town of Antibes and across a section of the sea. We sat together holding hands barley speaking; it was indeed a lovely sight to behold.

	 

	For dinner we decided to continue our solo exploring and we headed for a simple but renowned fish soup (bouillabaisse) restaurant between Juan le Pins and Cannes. We arrived at 8PM and at 8:30 we were still in line waiting for a table along with a long line of guests. Every time the maitre de came to the entrance area he would say, “table for four, step forward…” and we continued to wait. We were starting to think we would not get in when a young woman approached me from behind and spoke to me in French.

	 

	“I’m sorry”, I said, “I don’t speak French”

	 

	“Oh” she replied, and in perfect English said, “I was asking if you would like to join us in saying we are a table for four? We’ve been here twenty minutes, they keep passing us.”

	 

	Gail looked at me and we both answered simultaneously, “Yes, we would.”

	 

	In minutes we were seated with Françoise and Roger her husband, which she pronounced ‘Row-jer’. Introductions were made with Françoise translating for Roger who spoke no English. Françoise was a naturally pretty girl, about 5’9 brown hair and piercing brown eyes. She wore no makeup, no brassiere I was pleased to notice, and under her thin clinging dress I could imagine a lithe and perfectly proportioned body. Roger on the other hand was like a marble statue, tall, agile looking, with shoulder length hair and almost perfect features. He was handsome in a very natural way, and continuously smiling. You had to like him. He would chatter to Françoise in French, she would laugh, and then try to translate. The dinner was relaxed and fun.

	 

	We drank an extra bottle of wine and left at the same time. When we asked the restaurant to call a taxi Françoise insisted we let them drive us to the hotel. When they asked where we were staying I replied “Hotel du Cap.” Roger said, shaking his hand, “Hotel du Cap… ou la la.”

	 

	Françoise asked, “Is it beautiful inside? We’ve never been...”

	 

	Gail suggested, “Please come in and let’s have a nightcap,” and twenty minutes later we were all seated in the hotel bar. We took a table near the piano and ordered drinks. By the time we had ordered our third drink, we had danced, Roger with Gail and Françoise and I. Both girls were relaxed and Roger and I were enjoying looking at each other’s wife. Françoise had wrapped herself around me while we danced and I could feel her breasts and even her mons as she pressed against me while dancing. Roger was just as snug with Gail and at one point when I looked at them in a dark corner of the dance floor; I thought I saw his hand move across her behind cheeks.

	 

	“Is it after midnight? Françoise said, “I have to make a call to my home. I have a sitter with my daughter.” She asked Roger for the car keys to get their cell. Instead of his going to get the cell for her he simply passed her the keys. Some minutes after Françoise stepped outside, Gail rose holding Rogers hand and said,

	 

	“I’ll show Roger the patio and pool area”, and they left, heading for the lobby door that opened to the pool area.

	 

	It didn’t dawn on me at the time to ask if, and how, he had conveyed his interest to see the pool.

	 

	Ten minutes passed. Françoise returned and said, “I can’t find our cell. Where is Roger?”

	 

	“Gail is showing him the pool and patio area.” I said.

	 

	Françoise seemed unconcerned and said, “I’ll be back in a few minutes, I am going to see if we left our cell in the restaurant.”

	 

	I rose with her and headed for the rest room as she entranced the hotel. When I returned, no one was back at the table so I headed out the lobby door toward the pool. A few couples were sitting at tables but no Gail and Roger. I turned to walk back then opted to turn right and walk toward the cabanas.

	 

	As I rounded the curve in the walkway I saw Gail and Roger sitting on the same bench we had been enjoying that afternoon. Roger was sitting normally and Gail was sitting straddled over his legs facing him. I was about forty feet away and partially covered so they could not see me. I couldn’t believe the scene. Gail’s skirt had risen up on the side so that I could see her bare thighs resting on his legs. He had his pants on but it looked to me like his pants had been lowered. It was hard to tell because of poor light, and Gail’s skirt covering their front. Gail had one hand on his shoulder and the other between them, and he had his hands on her waist his head tilted back slightly. Gail was moving, more like leaning back a bit then rising ever so slightly and sliding forward. I watched for a few moments and felt jealous and angry, I couldn’t swallow. But I also found it erotic beyond description.

	 

	I moved closer. They didn’t see me until I was twenty feet away. Roger noticed me first and stiffened though I noted he was also smiling. Gail sensed his tension then turned and saw me. I was now about fifteen feet away.

	 

	While looking at me she moved slightly forward then said in an unaffected tone,

	 

	“Hi Ri…” and, when I didn’t respond, “I’m enjoying teasing Roger while he looks over at Antibes.”

	 

	I was totally taken aback with the scene and their reaction, but I mustered enough control to question her and asked, “Gail, are you…” pausing a moment to find the words, “are you hooked up?” I don’t know why I didn’t have the courage to simply ask if she were fucking.

	 

	It took her a second to realize what I was saying, and then she responded,

	 

	“Oh Ri, don’t be silly Honey, we’ll be back in a minute.”

	 

	Gail didn’t move she stared at me waiting for me to leave. They were both staring at me. Not knowing how to react I simply said,

	 

	“Sure Honey, we’re in the bar”, and I left. As I walked back I thought that she was surely fucking him. His cock was probably buried in her while we were talking because when she had first turned and saw me I noticed her slide a little forward as if to have him hidden fully in her. My groin tingled, I should have insisted to stay.

	 

	I waited in the bar alone for a good ten minutes until Françoise returned. Again she asked for Roger and I said they were just outside and that I had been with them. She rose from the table, walked to the bar and asked the barman for a pencil and paper. When she returned she gave me a piece of paper and said, please call me tomorrow at this number at about 1PM,” then she added smiling, If you’d like to.” Moments later Gail and Roger appeared looking as nonchalant as could be. I thought Gail’s eyes looked tired.

	 

	We bid Françoise and Roger goodbye at the elevators and returned to our room without speaking. I had made up my mind to act like I didn’t care. Gail started first, but with a mischievous smile,

	 

	“Were you checking on me Honey?

	 

	“More or less” I replied not looking at her, “you were gone quite a while”.

	 

	“Nothing to worry about my dear, you’re my great love.” She was undressing while she spoke. When her dress was over her face I glanced and noticed her underpants were bunched up between her legs and wet.

	 

	I said, “It sure looked to me like I had competition.”

	 

	“I was just teasing him, like the way you and Françoise were playing on the dance floor.”

	 

	“Gail, we were dancing, I didn’t have my cock in Françoise’s pussy.” I angrily replied

	 

	“Rian” she said questioningly, “Do you really think Roger had his cock in my pussy…out there?

	 

	“It sure looked like it.”

	 

	“Wow Ri, that you can even think that, surprises me, ” then smiling trying to defuse the tension, she added, “That would have been hot if I had.” I couldn’t believe this was my shy reserved wife speaking.

	 

	“Come on Gail, don’t play me the fool. He had his cock in your pussy even while we were speaking, didn’t he?”

	 

	She looked at me questioningly, “I’m not stupid you know Ri, If he had, I just would have stopped when I saw you coming, now wouldn’t I?”

	 

	“Gail, if you had stopped you would have had to raise up and I would have seen his cock slide out of you.”

	 

	Gail still smiling feigning control said, “No Ri, not so, but what an imagination you have Honey.”

	 

	“Would you still say it is imagination if I ran my finger in your pussy now and found you full of come.”

	 

	She replied, “Yes it would, because I’m not wet there”

	 

	“So you’re willing to let me try?

	 

	“No Ri, because I think it’s silly.”

	 

	“OK Gail, it’s your call. Let me tell you what I know before you say anything. I thought our relationship thrived on honesty. I think you are boldly lying in spite of my being there and seeing. I will react accordingly.” With that I walked onto the balcony and closed the doors. Gail was perturbed, she saw that I was dead serious, and she was aware she had lost control.

	 

	I was sitting in the chair on the balcony and noticed Gail enter the bathroom. The lights on the next balcony came on; our friends Andrew and Charlene were back. I stood and went as far out as possible and looked in their patio doors. I could see part of the bed. A few minutes later Gail opened our balcony doors and came out. She was wearing her short nightshirt and I could see the bottom of her vagina.

	 

	“We aren’t going to fight or spoil our holiday over this, are we?” She said quietly.

	 

	“I intend to have a good holiday”, I replied.

	 

	“With me…included?”

	 

	I didn’t answer.

	 

	“Rian, if you really doubt me, touch me,” and she moved towards me, “put your finger in me, check.”

	 

	“Once again Gail, you are jerking me about, you cleaned up, didn’t you?”

	 

	“There was nothing to clean.”

	 

	Gail stopped talking. She noticed the next balcony door and saw that she could see part of the bed.

	 

	“Did you see this? “ She asked.

	 

	“Yes”, I answered, “Charlene is fucking herself, and he’s jerking off… I think”. I was bluffing, I hadn’t even looked to see what they were doing.

	“Go to the outside edge”, I said. “You’ll see more.”

	 

	Gail stopped to look at me for a long while, not saying anything. I could well imagine the thoughts running through her head and I hoped they were making her uncomfortable.

	 

	For the first night since we started our holiday, we did not make love.

	 

	Next morning we breakfasted in the outdoor part of the hotel restaurant. I paid undue attention to the Herald Tribune, but managed to act courteous, even to engage in trivia talk with Gail. At the pool our friends Karl and Andrew paid much attention to Gail but I could see she was preoccupied. Just before 1PM several of us agreed to lunch together. I excused my self to go back to our room, ostensibly to use the toilet, and I called Françoise. She invited me to join her at 3:30 in a small pub in Antibes. I accepted.

	 

	I sat in the room thinking and lost track of time. Gail came walking in looking upset. She looked around the room first then seemingly changed her attitude.

	She asked. ”What’s wrong? Why are you sitting here? I’ve been waiting half an hour.”

	 

	I excused myself to her and we headed back to the dining area for lunch. In the elevator I found out what was really bothering Gail. It seems Charlene had disappeared again and Gail thought she was with me.

	 

	At 3:00 0’clock I simply said to Gail, “I’ll be back”. I went upstairs, changed, and went to meet Françoise.

	 

	The pub at the mouth of the port of Antibes was more English Pub then French Café, narrow and deep. We sat inside munched on peanuts and shared a carafe of cool white wine. We were at the last table, she facing the door but turned toward me and I sat on her left, facing her, rather then sit facing the wall. Françoise was wearing a short pleated skirt and a simple white blouse. Still no makeup. I could make out the outline of her nipples through her blouse. We did not discuss why we were there. Ten minutes after we were seated she said,

	 

	“You like them, don’t you?

	 

	I was taken by surprise, “What?” I started to ask then stopped, noticing that she had caught me looking at her nipples, again.

	 

	“Very much Françoise, I can’t begin to tell you how very sensual you are.”

	 

	“The way you danced with me last night made me feel sensual,” she quietly responded.

	 

	“Is that why you asked me to call?”

	 

	“No. I wanted to meet you here to see if we can plan a liaison.”

	 

	“To meet? I asked.

	 

	She smiled, “Of course Rian. To meet and to make love.”

	 

	“Françoise, I’d travel around the world to meet and make love to you.”

	 

	My hand was resting on the table, and she reached to place her hand on mine.

	 

	“What is your schedule tomorrow?” she asked.

	 

	“I have no schedule, only the things we normally do.”

	 

	“Will Gail notice you are gone if you are away a few hours?”

	 

	“Probably?”

	 

	“Then we should not meet”, she replied.

	 

	“I can arrange it. I’ll ask my office to call me, make some excuse.”

	 

	“Would early morning be good?” She asked.

	 

	“Of course, but is there a particular…?”

	 

	“Yes”, Françoise interrupted, “I love mornings for love, it is more pure for me.”

	 

	“Then pure love in the morning it will be”, I said, “how about 8AM?”

	 

	She smiled. “ Silly, nine fifteen to nine thirty, I’ll pick you up at the hotel.”

	 

	“I truly look forward to it Françoise.”

	 

	“Me too, especially me”, she said.

	 

	Getting away the next morning was not as difficult as I had expected. Considering the tension still at hand from yesterdays exchange, Gail may have been pleased to see me go.

	 

	“I’m going into Antibes” I said, should be back in a couple of hours”

	 

	“O.K., she called from the bathroom. I’ll be at the pool.”

	 

	I walked to the main entrance gate in case Gail was watching from the window. Françoise arrived just moments after I was out on the street. We drove into Juan le Pin and parked in the underground parking of a hi-rise building. We had smiled at one another and exchanged small talk on the ride over. Françoise was dressed in an armless white linen dress that had a tight bodice and loose wrap around bottom, the occasional glimpse of leg, and her fresh bathed smell was intoxicating. She was truly naturally beautiful.

	 

	She explained the apartment belonged to a friend who was away in Paris for the week. I stood at the third floor window looking out across the street at the Mediterranean. Cafes below were already bustling and the tourists were out en masse locating their breakfast stops. Françoise came behind me and put her arms around me.

	 

	“Thank you for coming”, she said.

	 

	I turned and held her, “I’m the one that should be thanking you.” While I was speaking she was watching my mouth momentarily, then lightly kissed me. We didn’t break apart, the kiss became intense and then we started exploring each other. I cupped her breast, and rubbed her behind. She squeezed my behind and rubbed my already hard cock through my pants. I loved the way she reciprocated, no feminine part playing from this lovely lady.

	 

	In bed we undressed one another. I kissed her breasts and neck, and then fixed my mouth to hers in a passion filled kiss that actually made me feel faint. Her young body was supple, ready to be loved. She had dark very full pubic hair. The hair ran to her thighs and fully covered her mound. I had never seen a woman with so much hair and I found it so erotic that I kissed and touched and loved her there for a very long time.

	 

	As I touched her she softly spoke endearing words in French. Though I did not understand her it sounded so very perfect.

	 

	When I knelt between her legs she watched as I guided myself to her vagina and began to rub my cock up and down her slit. She was extremely wet, ready, and when I pushed forward and started to slide into her she simply sighed “Oh Oui, Oui Rian,” saying my name with a heavy French accent. I pumped into her steadily for a while watching her beautiful face, intense in concentration, eyes closed with her whole body intense on our union. She was so wet that the head of my cock had a creamy ring around it. I’d slip in to the very depth, my balls getting wet from her juices, then stay buried in her while we kissed. In less then ten minutes I couldn’t hold back any longer and with a whispered “Oh, I’m coming”, I groaned and started to shoot spurt after spurt deep into her womb. She held me close whispering,” Yes Rian, come in me… come in me Rian. “

	 

	I rested, my cock still in her, and apologized for coming so soon.

	 

	“No reason,” she said smiling.

	 

	We started kissing and touching again. I explored her body; her perfectly shaped breasts hung just enough to make them womanly. Ten minutes later my cock stiffened again as I touched her behind, probing her back hole, and rubbed her hair covered clit. She sensed when I was ready to fuck again and climbed on top guiding my cock into her and with one slow and continuous thrust she took my cock to the hilt. I am reasonably endowed but for some reason my cock had swollen to a larger proportion and I felt like I was bursting. And Françoise loved me. She pumped, sucked, stopped, squeezed me hard to stop me from coming, kissed my mouth tenderly and fucked me with abandon. Her pussy was soaked, my thighs were wet, and she still had not come. After twenty minutes of this intense - on the edge - love making, Françoise started to moan then she started shaking. Her whole body trembling. She threw back her head.

	“Aghhhhhh, a oui, oh Rian mi amor…”, and she orgasm’d, her come was squirting on my cock and making a squishing sound. She was sliding on my cock then pumping, taking it almost out then pushing hard, very hard until I hit bottom. I so loved the feel and intensity of her coming that I didn’t think of coming myself.

	 

	My cock was still rock hard. She looked at me with affection,

	 

	“Rian, merci, that was so wonderful.”

	 

	In a husky voice I answered, “Françoise, I have never seen anyone come like that. It was the most beautiful…you are the most sensual woman I have ever seen.”

	 

	Thank you sir, she mock bowed forward, then moving on my still very hard cock she smiled and said, “You are ready now, aren’t you?” Then she added, “I must tell you, I only come once.”

	 

	“ I can understand why, I responded”

	 

	She rose off me and my cock popped out of her. She quickly grasped my cock with both hands and maneuvered around so that she was on her knees, her ass almost in my face and she placed my cock in her hot mouth. She sucked and pumped, and placed my balls in her mouth and wet her finger and ever so lightly ran it around my ass hole. All the while I am looking at and touching her very hairy pussy, engorged and wet with come just inches from my face. Never in my life had I been loved with such abandon, then I lost control and gasped, I’m coming” I groaned, and my cock started to jerk, spurt after violent spurt, hot come shooting into her mouth, and she kept her mouth around my cock until I was totally spent. And she kissed me a few moments later, and her mouth was empty and her kiss tasted only of her and I felt love for her.

	 

	“You really enjoyed loving me” she said as we were sipping coffee in a café, “Didn’t you?”

	 

	“Oh yes Françoise, as never before.”

	 

	“You don’t do this often do you?” she half stated.

	 

	“Never” I said smiling.

	 

	“Then thank you for loving me Rian.”

	 

	“The opposite is the case Françoise, I feel love for you, you have shared something so special with me that thanking you would be infantile.”

	 

	“You’re almost childlike in your passion Rian. But I saw that in you last night. That’s why I wanted to love you”

	 

	“Do you do this often” I asked. Was her look condescending? I can’t say, but she replied,

	 

	“No Rian. Actually not. The last time was more then a year ago.” She touched my face,

	 

	“Gail is lucky to have you.”

	 

	“I wonder” I replied.

	 

	Françoise looked at me after that comment. “Having problems with her? Roger told me about the other night at the hotel.”

	 

	“What?” I almost shouted. “What did he tell you?”

	 

	She replied quietly, smiling, “That you found him fucking your wife.”

	 

	I shook my head in disbelief. “Did he tell you what I did…didn’t do.”

	 

	“Yes”

	 

	“Does he know you are here with me?”

	 

	“No. I don’t go around and fuck men. I loved you today. He fucked Gail. He fucks all the Gail’s.”

	 

	I hit the tabletop. , “ I don’t believe I am living this,” I said. Françoise was still smiling that kind of… I understand, but you must accept life Rian, and it struck me funny because she seemed to have the right mix of reality and concern.

	 

	I started to laugh, and Françoise laughed with me, and we laughed harder, and I paid the check and we laughed all the way back to the hotel. And we kissed in her car at the front entrance, and we laughed, and we made another date. And I was still laughing inside when I found Gail sitting by the pool.

	 

	I sat on the lounge beside Gail. Karl’s lounge I learned. He was sitting on the other side of the pool speaking with a couple, the man I recognized as one of the regular tennis group I had seen around the hotel.

	 

	Charlene and Andrew were in the pool and waved.

	 

	Gail asked, “ Are you here to stay.”

	 

	“Of course. That’s a strange question, isn’t it?” I asked

	 

	I could see she was not being argumentative, just asking, part commenting. “I’m sorry” she said, “just that you have been off a lot these past two days.”

	 

	“Just sorting out my feelings, “ I said.

	 

	“Can I help? She asked with genuine concern, “I think you’re reading me, or things, wrongly.”

	 

	“Thanks, I appreciate the concern,” I responded, “ but, since you are the center-piece of feelings that need sorting it would only confuse me more.”

	 

	Just then a new couple walked toward us and Gail introduced me to them. Peter and his wife Phyllis, from Colorado, had arrived the day before and become a part of the group we were sitting with.

	 

	Peter had heard I was routing around Antibes and started to ask questions about what I had seen. He was a mid forties black man in very fit condition, in the business of food distribution, he said. His wife, a reasonably attractive blonde looked a good ten years younger and had obviously had a boob job of which she was proud. She was speaking with Gail. Karl returned and joined us.

	 

	“Did you book a game,” Peter asked.

	 

	“No” Karl replied, “He has his schedule planned for today.”

	 

	“I’ll play with you”, I offered Karl.

	 

	“You?” I didn’t know you play.”

	 

	“Well I don’t imagine I’d make money at it but I can play. More importantly, I like to play.”

	 

	Karl paused a long moment, looked at me inquiringly, “Sure he said, how about after lunch at five?”

	 

	“Fine, I look forward”, I replied and, I truly did look forward to playing tennis.

	 

	“I’ll book us on the 3 court for 5:00 o’clock” And Karl left to book the court.

	 

	“I believe the girls have organized a large table for lunch”, Peter said, “I’m going to take a dip in the sea beforehand”

	 

	I returned and sat with Gail as Peter and Phyllis strolled off hand in hand.

	 

	“I’m going up before lunch” Gail said, “Want to join me?” she said, using her invitational tone.

	 

	“Sure”, I replied, “I can pull out my tennis gear, I booked a game with Karl”

	 

	As we walked toward the lobby door Gail asked, “Does Karl know you play?”

	 

	“More or less”, I replied.

	 

	Gail gave me a mischievous smile. “I saw him play yesterday. He’s better then average. Is it all right if I watch?”

	 

	“Of course.”

	 

	“You’ll cream him”, she added.

	 

	“Well it’s good I get some creaming in”, and I emphasized the I.

	 

	Gail looked at me smiling, taking it all in.

	 

	In the room I starting pulling my tennis gear together. I was on my knees putting shoelaces in my tennis shoes. Gail came behind me and started rubbing my shoulders and back.

	 

	“You know I love you, don’t you? she said.

	 

	“I would hope so” I replied. “Why, are you trying to reassure me?”

	 

	“No Ri, you already know.” Then changing the subject. “Guess what Andy asked?”

	 

	“What did Andrew ask?” I questioned, though I thought I already had it figured out.

	 

	“He wanted me to go up to his room with him.”

	 

	“For what, to play…chess?”

	 

	We were sitting on the chairs now, her watching me finish lacing my shoes.

	 

	Gail replied thoughtfully, “I thought about it, it could be nice, he has a long cock.”

	 

	“What held you back?” I asked.

	 

	Gail ignored my question; “Would it turn you on knowing I had fucked him?”

	 

	“Who knows now,” I replied.

	 

	She was not listening me.

	 

	“What would turn you on more, me with Andrew or with Karl or maybe Roger?”

	 

	I figured her questions were leading to something she had done.

	 

	Not biting I replied “Since you’d probably hide it from me it’s a mute question”

	 

	“No Honey, I mean it”, she said, “C’mon, just suppose. Which one would be the biggest turn on?”

	 

	I replied, “I’m not sure, Roger, probably.”

	 

	“Really? she said, surprised at my response. “I would have thought Karl.”

	 

	Then, in a more seductive tone, “If I told you that I had been fucking him, and I shared the details?”

	 

	Before she could finish I interrupted, “You were fucking him Gail, you choose not to tell me.”

	 

	Gail was sitting on the edge of the bed now; she had just taken off her wrap and was in her bikini.

	 

	“You still don’t believe me, do you? That I love you and wouldn’t hide that from you.”

	 

	“That’s right Gail, I don’t believe you any more.”

	 

	She looked and sounded hurt when she replied,

	 

	“Just because of what you saw, me teasing Roger?”

	 

	“Yes” I said, showing no compassion for her discomfort.

	 

	Looking hurt she said, “Oh Honey, let me tell you something and show you I didn’t lie to you.

	 

	At dinner with Françoise and Roger we had a bit much to drink. Afterwards, at the hotel we danced quite a bit. I thought for sure you had noticed how chummy he was. He literally got hard during our first dance and he stayed that way. Didn’t you see us on the dance floor, him rubbing my behind? His cock was rubbing my belly. When we went out the third time he actually bent his knees so that his cock was pushing against my vagina. Remember when the piano stopped and the music came on?”

	 

	I nodded, indicating I remembered.

	 

	“He turned me so that my back was to that darker corner and he just reached under my skirt from behind and put his finger between my ass cheeks. A minute later he actually had his finger in my pussy. Honey I’ve got to tell you, I was so hot… there in the middle of the bar.”

	 

	“Did he make you come like that?” I asked.

	 

	“No, but I was shaking from the excitement. You being within feet, his finger, his wife sitting right there, the barman was facing our direction.” She continued.

	 

	“I just had to cool down. So, when the opportunity arose, we went outside.”

	 

	“Did you go outside to fuck, had he asked you?”

	 

	“No, he didn’t and neither did I. First we walked towards the pool but there were a few couples sitting around. Not to interrupt them I turned on the Cabana path. When we got to the turn where you can see Antibes, I let him go first to see the sight. I stopped there. He looked a moment then turned around looked at me, said something in French, and kissed me.

	 

	We kissed for a minute or so and then he turned me facing Antibes and he stood behind me. His hands started again. This time he touched my pussy rubbed my breasts, pulled on my nipples through my blouse. I was ready to explode. Honey, I was so wet with excitement. He walked backwards slowly still holding me. When he reached the bench he turned me around and sat on the bench. I was still standing in front of him and he was rubbing my behind, kissing my stomach and pussy through my clothes. Then he stood up and simply lowered his pants to his thighs, and sat again. His cock was sticking out like a bat, shaking as he moved. He pulled me toward him and asked me to straddle his legs.

	 

	I did it Honey, but I sat back a ways so he wouldn’t be able to enter me. I didn’t plan to let him fuck me. His cock was between my legs in front of me and he started rubbing it through my underpants up and down my pussy lips. It felt good and I let him pull my panties aside. I was dripping with arousal. His hand was holding his cock as he guided the head up and down just in my pussy lips. We kissed, I sucked his tongue, he touched my breasts and bit my nipples through my blouse and I was humping back as he rubbed me. I know he could feel my vagina was ready. He stopped rubbing when the head was just nudging at my hole. When he tried to push it in I moved and it slide down between my pussy lips to my ass cheeks. I was now sitting on his wet cock and I started to slowly slide back and forth like I was jerking it off.

	 

	We were kissing and he broke away putting his fingers to his lips to wet them, he reached behind me. I thought he was going to touch my pussy again. Instead he wet the tip of his cock and lifted me a little and slide me back. He was once more nudging at my pussy lips. He again lifted me ever so slightly moving me forward and his wet cock head was now touching my behind. Instantly he moved his groin upward and I could feel his cock pressing into my back hole. I was shocked Honey, but somehow I was just too excited. He started pushing slowly steadily, my hole began to expand, and his cock head just popped past my tightness and slipped inside. It hurt. We both stood still, maybe for even a minute, and then he inched in a bit more. When I leaned forward to find a more comfortable position he just pushed in further. Ri, after a few moments it just started feeling good. He moved some more and it went further. Honey, I soon had his whole cock in my ass up to his balls. It was something else, so hot, in public, I felt so full, he’s babbling in French, you and Françoise were waiting… it was all so very intense. He started sliding and lifting and I started touching my clit and in seconds I started trembling, my orgasm was building with such force that my legs were shaking uncontrollably. I actually started to see light flashes it was just so powerful. Just at that moment you showed up. If I had gotten off him his cock would have slide out of my ass in front of you. I needed to come so I told you we’d be back in a few minutes.”

	 

	Gail continued. “After you left I started touching myself again. Within minutes Roger started groaning and then his legs stiffened and he started shooting off in my ass. I could feel it Honey, his hot come spurting in me. I was on fire. He kept shooting and shooting and I was pushing down to get all his cock in me, and it started my orgasm. I cried Honey; I actually cried it was so intense. I felt faint so we stayed like that for a few minutes. When we walked back his come was dripping out of my behind. I walked by the pool basket where we throw the used towels and I had to use one on my behind to wipe off some of the come. Today, it kept dripping out of me all morning.”

	 

	She continued to relay what happened. “When you asked me if his cock was in my pussy, I said no, because it was true. If you had left off the word pussy, I would have told you the truth.” Gail looked at me watching my face, trying to read my feelings. “Do you hate me for that Honey?”

	 

	I responded, “How come all of a sudden you like being fucked in your behind?”

	 

	“I don’t Honey, it just happened so fast.”

	 

	“Did you like it? You sounded like you did.”

	 

	“It was the circumstance. I loved it. I’d like to do it again, given a similar circumstance.”

	 

	“So you lost that virginity tonight?” I inquired.

	 

	Gail was silent for a long moment. “Yes. I lost that virginity.”

	 

	“Do you hate me Honey?” She asked again.

	 

	“Of course I don’t hate you, trust is the issue confronting us here, not love or hate.” I said.

	 

	“I Know” Gail said, “I wanted to tell you because you think it’s a turn on but then I think you’ll think I’m a slut and I couldn’t bear that.”

	 

	“Does it turn you on too?” I asked her, “Do you like what he did, or sucking Andrews cock. Those things?”

	 

	“Yes, Honey. I can’t explain what it is, but it’s exciting, and Rogers’s cock was big, it made me feel so full, there in the back. Yes, it turns me on”

	 

	“Does it turn you on telling me?” I asked.

	 

	She looked at me thoughtfully then replied, “No. It scared me just now. What really turns me on is seeing how hard you get, feeling your cock when we talk about my showing off.

	 

	Are you hard now?” she asked.

	 

	The way I was sitting it was hard to tell.

	 

	“Yes, I’m very hard right now.” I answered.

	 

	“Do you want to do it now?”

	 

	I smiled, “Not now baby, we’ll wait for tonight.”

	 

	Gail came and sat on my lap and we kissed. Tenderly, with a oneness we had only moments ago achieved.

	 

	“Baby, tell me”, I asked. “Are you comfortable telling me anything now?”

	 

	“Yes, I believe I am, why?”

	 

	“Maybe we have some catching up to do.”

	 

	Gail smiled, “I’ll think back to see if there are some details I may not have thought of before, now lets head for lunch.”

	 

	At a long table specially prepared for the group, fourteen of us ate, sampled excellent local cheese, goat cheese spreads on toast, hor duerves of every imaginable color and flavor, pies stuffed with broccoli and eggs, cheese and spinach, cooked onions and eggs and more. For two hours we ate and laughed, ate and shared jokes, ate and drank to much, both white and red wines, and thoroughly enjoyed the lunch, made more palatable by the sociability of the group. I sat beside Peter and was amazed at his unlimited fund of clean, thought provoking, very funny jokes.

	 

	From the lunch table we moved to the pool lounges. Some continued drinking. I freshened up in the pool and twenty minutes later returned to my lounge that had been half commandeered by Phyllis, while she was speaking with Gail. Truth was that Gail, though among the youngest of the ladies, had most of the group gravitating to her, ladies as well as two men that I knew of. I was proud that she exuded the grace and confidence that attracting people required. I returned to my lounge and shared it with Phyllis, she kept leaning on my leg, occasionally touching my arm and afforded me the pleasure of looking up at the underside of her breasts and down at the crack of her ass peeking through the top of her bikini.

	 

	Come teatime I returned to the room to dress for tennis. I joined Karl on the court ten minutes later. The court beside us was empty and we had our own little cheering section. Peter and Phyllis were sitting beside Gail on the courtside bench. Andre, whom I knew had just taken up tennis, and the club pro were sitting the next court over, watching as well.

	 

	I went to my courtside bending and jumping to limber up. Karl was fetching a towel from his bag at the courtside bench, and when he stood he said something to Gail, which Peter and Phyllis also heard. When Karl was opposite me across court he yelled,

	 

	“We don’t have to play the full hour you know.”

	 

	I took off my sweater and threw it behind me then responded to Karl. “ I don’t think we will.”

	 

	We started hitting up, warm-up, nothing strenuous. I kept the ball on center in play, and Karl seemed pleased that I could at least hit the ball.

	 

	“Not bad.” he called over, while returning a ball, I smiled in appreciation then hit the next ball too hard, a backhand down the sideline, which I knew Karl would never reach.

	 

	Karl never had a chance. Little did he know that I had played tennis most of my life and that my full four years of college were on a partial tennis scholarship. Even Gail was a great player, had been a Junior Champion, and could easily have beaten Karl. But I enjoyed taking the fire out of his prance, and that I did do. Forty minutes later the game was over, I had hardly broken a sweat. Halfway through the match Karl realized he had been taken.

	 

	“You’re pretty good at this”, he said, “ I want you as my doubles partner.”

	 

	When we readied to leave Gail stood beside Karl, as he was packing up. She said, cheerily

	 

	“You played well Karl, good game.” Karl realized that Gail too was aware he would be beaten and he noted her coolness. The pro came over and invited me to knock up with him the next morning and meet some of the other solid players. Peter was the one that was most impressed. He went on and on for ten minutes about how I could be a professional, I was great, and more. When I told him that Gail played as well he said,

	 

	“I’m going to get the group together for a tennis party and you and Gail have to play for us.”

	 

	When we arrived back at the pool Peter asked if we had been to Le Comptoir in Nice.

	 

	“No we haven’t. What is it?” I asked.

	 

	“Just one of the best restaurants in the world. I’m going to call and see if they will take four instead of two tonight”, he said. Then as an afterthought, “that is if you would like to come.”

	 

	I replied, “Lets check with Gail, I’d love to but she usually makes the plans.”

	 

	We asked Gail, no plans had been made. We were going to eat in one of the “..world’s best restaurants.”

	 

	“We’ll call just before we’re ready”, Phyllis said as we entered the elevator bank.

	 

	“What room are you?”

	 

	“225” Gail answered, “And yours?” “844” Phyllis replied.

	 

	Some minutes later back in the room Gail queried,

	“Isn’t 844 a sea view room? I think all even numbered rooms are seaside” and then,

	 

	“ However did they manage to get a seaside room?”

	 

	Gail dressed in a dark blue silk dress cut straight across and held up by spaghetti straps. He hair was more blond then brown from the sun and she was beautifully tanned. When she stepped out of the bathroom and reached for her purse I couldn’t help but comment.

	“You look stunning tonight.”

	 

	Gail looked at me comfortably smiling, “You always say that when I wear this dress.”

	 

	“It looks a little different tonight… you look different”, I commented,

	 

	“You notice anything?” she asked.

	 

	I looked her over again, “No nylons”, I said.

	 

	“Silly I haven’t worn nylons since the states. No brassiere, like it?” she asked.

	 

	I really couldn’t tell unless she was moving but I commented, “Yes, I like it very much.”

	 

	Dinner at Le Comptoir was beyond excellent, the décor an art deco aficionados delight. We feasted on lamb so perfectly and delicately prepared as to elicit my comment,

	 

	“I must say it is beyond a doubt the most wonderful food I have ever eaten.”

	 

	Phyllis commented, “I believe we come back to France each year just because of this restaurant.”

	 

	Gail was surprised and asked, “You come here every year? to Antibes I mean.”

	 

	“This is our fourth year now, we tried Spain and Italy but we like it here the most.”

	 

	“Do you always stay at the Hotel du Cap?” Gail continued.

	 

	Peter answered, “Wouldn’t think of trying another Hotel.”

	 

	“We were wondering how you were able to get the sea view room”, I said, “I tried and they told me they are booked years ahead.”

	 

	“It’s the same room we had last year”, Phyllis said,

	 

	“Are they decorated differently?” Gail asked.

	 

	“I don’t know” Phyllis said, “take a look when we get back, the view of Antibes at night is worth it.”

	 

	We finished our meal and the third bottle of a white wine that was so very light as to fool us into thinking it was weak, and we were all pretty well unwound.

	 

	Peter often talked about sports, and he knew a lot about tennis, the players and the rankings. He was especially taken with the fact that I had beaten Karl so handily and could not understand why I had had not tried the professional circuit. The dinner was a delight and went by all too quickly.

	 

	Peter rode up front in the taxi ride back, he needed the room to unwind his 6’2” frame. I enjoyed the

	 

	feel of ladies on both side and Phyllis made no effort to keep her ample tits from rubbing against my arm. At the hotel we stopped at the bar for a goodnight drink and mostly listened to the piano, we were comfortable enough in each other’s company to sit together without talking.

	 

	I made the move, “Well I guess we’ll call it a night, thanks for the invite, it was truly an experience.”

	 

	We all headed towards the elevator, plodded in and pressed our respective floors.

	 

	Before we stopped on the second floor Phyllis said to Gail, “Don’t you want to see the seaside view?”

	 

	Gail put her arm in mine, “Lets take a peek Ri, just for a minute.”

	 

	“Of course” I said, ”if we’re not keeping Peter from his beauty sleep?”

	 

	Peter laughed, without comment.

	 

	The room looked similar to ours, except with a small bar separating the bedroom from the bath. Phyllis took Gail directly on to the balcony and I followed. It was indeed a spectacular view.

	 

	Peter had opened a bottle of Champagne. He poured several glasses then walked to the balcony and reached to hand me a glass. I walked inside and stood with him sipping the Champagne. Phyllis came inside and Peter said,

	 

	“I’ve poured you and Gail a glass, they’re on the bar.”

	 

	Phyllis went to the bar and returned with just he glass, and started speaking with me.

	 

	“Did you see the view of the yacht basin? she asked of me.

	 

	“Yes I did, it is something…”

	 

	Peter reached for one of the remaining glass and walked out on balcony and offered it to Gail.

	 

	I continued with Phyllis, “I appreciate it more because we were just all through the berths two days ago. It’s hard to imagine that people actually live like that.”

	 

	Our conversation went on for a good five minute. I was sideways to the balcony and when I turned I noticed that Peter had his hands on Gail’s shoulders and was turning her facing from one view to another and pointing now and again. Phyllis was still talking and I half paid attention to her while half looking toward the balcony. Gail turned at one point saying something to Peter looking up at his towering frame. Whatever she said they both laughed and Gail placed her hand on his chest in mock support as she laughed.

	 

	Now facing in our direction I heard Gail laugh loudly and say, “No, you’re kidding, don’t.”

	 

	Peter stepped in the partially opened door, still smiling from their laugh.

	 

	“Rian,” he said, “Gail and I just were laughing over her having a Black American sightseeing guide in Antibes, that’s a first. And well…as another first for her, would you mind if I kissed your wife?”

	 

	I laughed, “now what brought that on?” I asked, not answering his question.

	 

	“She has never kissed a black man.” He answered, “Would you mind?”

	 

	I suggested, “Well Peter, I think that depends on Gail, however, what about asking Phyllis?”

	 

	Peter still smiling widely, responded, “I don’t think Phyllis would mind an innocent kiss, would you dear?”

	 

	Phyllis was also smiling broadly, like she was aware a game was being proffered.

	 

	“No dear, I don’t mind but promise not to eat her up.”

	 

	She was making light of the kiss. Why was I being up tight about it. But, Peter didn’t wait for my go ahead he had already gone out on the balcony.

	 

	It seemed that Gail was oblivious to all this talk as she was enjoying the sights and facing away from us during our discourse. I watched Peter walk up close behind Gail and she turned, surprised at the nearness, but she didn’t move away. Peter said something to her. She looked through the balcony glass doors at Phyllis and I standing there then back to Peter. Peter bent down toward her lips and she allowed him to kiss her. She did not put her arms around him. He moved closer to her placing one hand on her back. The kiss lasted quite a while. They were moving their heads enough to suggest that tongues were exploring but there was no touching or grinding against one another. When they finished Gail came into the room and stood beside me. Peter followed and I could see he was trying to hide his erection.

	 

	There was a knock on the door. Room service bringing another bottle of Champagne that Peter had ordered. Gail went into the toilet and the three of us sat in the three chair sitting arrangement. When Gail came out Peter rose for her but she insisted and instead sat on the bed her legs folded neatly beneath her. She looked absolutely beautiful in the soft light, she noticed me looking at her and smiled lovingly.

	 

	Peter came back to talking about the tennis game with Karl and said,

	 

	“I wouldn’t be so pleased to have seen him beaten but he was so glib when he commented to Gail before the game.”

	 

	“What did he say to Gail? I asked, looking from Peter to Gail.

	 

	“Peter now looked at Gail, “You didn’t tell him?”

	 

	“No” Gail simply replied.

	 

	Peter took over, “When he was getting a towel from his bag, he leaned over toward Gail and said, don’t worry, I won’t embarrass him.”

	 

	Peter continued, “What I loved so much was that Gail and you both knew you would beat him, and just as nonchalant as can be you held it in. I couldn’t have done that. I wished that instead of shaking hands and telling him ‘good game, thanks,’ you would have said, I hope I didn’t embarrass you Karl.”

	 

	I smiled, “He played well enough,” I said, then asked, “What is all the talk about firsts?”

	 

	Peter smiled, Gail looked at me smiling, her shy look, half questioning, half asking.

	 

	Gail answered, “He asked me if I had ever kissed a black man, I said no.”

	 

	Peter interjected, “Only after she said, “I like firsts”, when I spoke about a Black American guide in Antibes surely being a first.”

	 

	Phyllis lifting her eyebrow questioningly, “did you find it different?” she asked Gail.

	 

	“Just as exciting with a black man as with a white”, Gail answered, while actually blushing.

	 

	“My dear”, Phyllis said, looking at her husband, “You must be loosing your touch.”

	 

	Peter quipped in his defense, “Gail was just getting her bearings, it took her by surprise, no time to concentrate”.

	 

	Peter rose and approached the bed. Gail looked up questioningly as Peter came near. Bending toward her he asked, “would it be alright if I tried again, properly?” Gail turned away from Peter to look at me. I thought I saw a momentary look of freight. I half smiled at her and every so barely nodded my approval. She didn’t answer him, she just reached her left hand to rest on his upper chest and lifted her head. As their mouths converged she closed her eyes. First they were tentative, exploring, and then their mouths opened wider and they both turned their heads in opposite directions. Peter had his left arm leaning on the bed supporting him and reached his right arm around Gail’s upper back, first holding her then pulling her towards him.

	 

	I was spellbound watching. I had never seen my wife kiss someone passionately. I could feel my heart pounding in my ears.

	 

	Other then gasping for air they continued their kiss. What had started as exploring was now building into a passionate embrace. Phyllis looked at me smiling. I’m sure the look I returned resembled more confusion then a smile. I was flush with excitement and jealously.

	 

	Phyllis smiled. “I’d say she is enjoying it now.” She paused, then continued, “You know, he won’t stop unless you tell him to stop.”

	 

	If I was smiling when I responded to Phyllis, it was superficial. My heart was hammering away.

	 

	“Gail will know when to stop.” I said with as much bravado as I could muster. Phyllis was in the adjacent chair and placed her hand on the arm of my chair, over my hand.

	 

	When I looked back Gail was stretching her neck to kiss Peter and his left hand was now gently cupped over her breast. Now Gail’s left hand was around his neck and her right hand was supporting her. Peter started to lower her head to rest on the pillow and Gail straightened her legs to accommodate the move, still continuing their kissing. With her head on the pillow Peter broke the kiss and moved to position himself more comfortably. Gail looked at me with just the twitch of a smile, she was flushed around her neck, a faraway look in her eyes, then she looked to Peter as he lowered himself to begin kissing her again.

	 

	Their kiss was probing, they were enveloped in a passionate embrace and their hands started feeling for more. Peter kneaded her breast, pulled on her nipples through her dress, rubbed her stomach and reached his hand down her leg and rubbed and squeezed her leg from her calf to her thighs. He seemed to be controlling himself. He lay down on the edge of the bed, his back to us, and started kissing her face and neck. Gail tilted her head back enjoying the kisses that started on her neck and continued to her upper chest and shoulders. I was caught up in the passion and had a solid erection but I tried not to show it. Phyllis was engrossed in what her husband was doing to Gail and, I wondered if she was a lady who liked girls.

	 

	Peter slid both straps from Gail’s shoulders to expose her breasts. I thought for sure Gail would stop him. Instead she moved from side to side to allow the dress to slide down on both sides. A pang of jealously rose in my chest that almost choked me. Peter immediately moved his mouth to her right breast and continued to knead and tweak her left breast. When Gail wrapped her arm around his head she gazed over to me looking me in the eye without expression. I could see she was thoroughly enjoying Peter’s attention and I watched, entranced, as his right hand slide over her stomach and started to rub her thighs and pussy through her dress. Her dress had crept up enough to expose most of her legs and before long Peters hand was under her dress and probing her pussy. I could tell from the movement that he was probing for her slit and when his hand started moving up and down Gail sighed deeply. Her dress was now high enough that I could see her panties. Peter was lying on his side, which partially blocked Gail from our view, but I did see her spread her legs allowing him better access.

	 

	Peter stopped touching her and gently sat her up. Gail opened her eyes and glanced questioningly. We all watched. Peter as he took the lower hem of her dress and started to raise it. Gail was looking at his face. She lifted a little to allow him to pass her hips then raised her arms. The dress passed from her and Peter sat back to admire her.

	 

	“You are truly beautiful in the most complete sense of the word,” he said softly.

	 

	Gail did look lovely at that moment. Her nipples were inch long buttons, her face was flushed and excited. She looked directly at me not smiling, her soft moist eyes were glassy, I ached at her beauty, my chest pounding with jealously. Peter broke the spell by sliding her down again and lowering his mouth to hers. The kiss ended and he proceeded to slide down her body kissing and gently sucking every inch along the way. At her stomach he concentrated on lightly moving his mouth across her belly. Gail was alternately watched him then closing her eyes to enjoy the sensations.

	 

	Phyllis was now rubbing her breasts and I had my hand over my rock hard cock squeezing it but trying to go unnoticed. Gail opened her legs further as Peter reached her panty-clad pussy. He kissed and licked her thighs, probed with his tongue, rubbed his lips over her panties hard against her clit, pulled on her nipples with both hands and simply abandoned himself to pleasuring Gail. She was writhing now, moving her head from side to side, looking down at his mouth loving her, sitting up slightly to hold his head, then lying down again. Her breathing had shortened, there were gasps, Peter reached up and pulled her panties down and off in a flash of movement and continued loving her pussy. Gail started to moan,

	 

	“Ohhhh, it’s so..Ahhhh yes.”

	 

	Peter was moving his head in and out obviously using his tongue to penetrate her pussy in a fucking motion, and Gail was humping back.

	 

	“Aghhhh, Ohhh Peter” she moaned in a whisper.

	 

	Peter slightly lifted Gail and proceeded to slide his tongue over her slit to her clit then down again to her ass cheeks. He wet his fingers and started to rub Gail’s clit between his thumb and forefinger like he was jerking her off. His mouth was now between her ass cheeks. When Gail opened her mouth with the shock of pleasure, the intake of air was an almost silent shriek and I knew that he was licking her asshole. Again his face started a fucking motion this time his tongue probing her ass bud, and Gail let out a throaty Aghhh…of content that began with her shaking, then shivering, as she started an intense orgasm.

	 

	For two minutes we watched Gail writhing in ecstasy and heard, “Aghhh, I’m cumming, Oh yes, yes, oh do it oh yesss I’m cumming, do it.”

	 

	Peter slowed his movements and waited for Gail to finish. She had a hand on his head and the other had sheet bunched up in her fist. She didn’t move for minutes. Peter lay looking at her. Phyllis was still touching her own breasts. My cock was throbbing. Gail opened her eyes and slowly turned toward me. She watched me intently looking for a sign, unsure of my reaction. I starred at her beauty, her eyes had the afterglow of sex, I sensed a mix of shame, a million thoughts running through my mind. I had barley started to smile at her when she ever so slightly smiled at me, probably relieved, then looked down at Peter and said,

	 

	“Peter, that was truly fantastic.”

	 

	Peter moved to the far side of Gail so that we were now looking directly at her naked body. He leaned close against her so that her thigh was between his legs.

	 

	“I’m certainly the lucky one to get all this attention”, Gail said.

	 

	Phyllis commented. “Peter always seeks to please. So tell us, did you find it different?”

	 

	Gail flushed even more and smiled, weighing her answer, “Some different technique. As I said, fantastic. But no less wonderful with my husband.”

	 

	Phyllis threw her head back with a hearty “Ha, good for you.”

	 

	Peter wrapped his arms around Gail’s nakedness and said in mock hurt, “Now be fair. Tennis I can’t… but making love…” then he abruptly rose, fumbled with his cock pushing against his pants, and took two pillows from the other side to cover Gail. He then went for the champagne and poured for us all. Peter went back to lying down beside Gail. She looked beautiful, naked legs stretched out beneath the pillows. It looked like he was pressing himself against her legs from behind.

	 

	Phyllis now rose and stood before me. “I’m too turned on to go through formalities here,” she said.

	 

	She knelt before me and fumbled with my pants for access to my still hard cock. I loved the feeling and the attention and I watched her. When my cock was released Phyllis started to rub slowly.

	 

	“Now that’s what I call a pretty cock”, she said as she lowered her mouth to kiss the head. I lifted and slid my pants down enough so that my cock was fully released. I looked over at Gail and she was now fully on her side, hugging a pillow to her chest, intent on watching Phyllis pleasure me. We fixed eyes for a moment and I smiled meekly, lost in the excitement and the depth of pleasure I was receiving. Phyllis took my cock in her mouth and held her head still for a moment then allowed my cock to pass completely into her throat. The sensation from the tightness of her mouth and the fervor of her sucking was beyond description. She was kneading my balls, sucking then kissing along the side of my cock, then again deep in her throat. She was on her knees, legs spread slightly, touching herself with a steady and quickening rhythm, her tits rubbing against my legs.

	 

	I could feel my orgasm creeping up.

	 

	I looked over to Gail. She was still on her side watching closely. Looking into my eyes wanting to catch my moment of rapture. Behind her I noted, with some surprise, that Peter had taken his shirt off and was standing sideways to me, on the other side of the bed, lifting his leg from his pants. He was slightly bent over, both hands holding his pants as his cock, his huge cock, sprang free. My look must have been of shock because Gail turned to see that I was looking at Peters cock protruding between his legs like a long black bat. Phyllis started to moan, “I’m coming”, and she released my cock and lay her head in my lap humping and groaning as her orgasm peaked from touching herself.

	 

	Gail was looking at Phyllis, Peter had laid down behind Gail, and when I looked up again his cock was between Gail’s thighs, a good portion sticking out in front, and Gail was still looking at us while rubbing the head of his cock with her hand. Peter moved so that his cock was pushed up tight between her legs, and he ever so slowly moved back and forth sliding his cock between her thighs and, I felt certain, her now wet slit. He started touching her breasts, exciting her nipples, and from time to time adjusting his cock so that it was pushed hard against Gail. She kept her hands in front of her touching his cock head as it slid through her legs then waiting for it to return.

	 

	After some moments Gail closed her eyes to concentrate on the feeling. Peter now had one hand on her breast and the other touching her clit, his cock still between her thighs pressed hard against her pussy. He kissed the back of her head then her ears. She turned her head and their mouths met. While they were kissing Peter slowly started to turn Gail as he moved to be on top of her. When she was flat on her back and he upon her she opened her legs in invitation, he used his hand to place his cock on her belly, it reached up to her breasts, he lay on Gail and they continued to kiss. Minutes, maybe only seconds passed, who knows, I was overwhelmed with lust, desire, even fright. I watched as Peter finally broke the kiss and raised enough to place his cock between her legs. It was the most erotic image, this long black rod aimed at her pussy, he was hunched so far back in order for his cock to be aimed at her that he was literally doubled over. Gail reached down and touched his cock, just to feel it, exploring for a moment. Peter took one hand and guided his huge black tool to her hole. He then started rubbing it up and down, pushing a bit harder as he passed her hole, teasing, something that I know Gail loved. I was amazed at how far back he had to move in order to make space for his cock. Gail watched his cock tease her, eyes glazed over with lust, she was now oblivious of Phyllis and myself.

	When Peter entered her hole and started to push it in I truly believed he would only get half inside her. Gail moved her legs apart, and then back again placing her feet on his buttocks pressing him forward into her. What a sight. A good third of his cock steadily slipped into her stretched pussy and Gail’s legs started to shake. She looked down at the rest of his cock waiting to enter her tunnel then laid her head back and sighed. Peter stopped pushing. Gail reached up for his head to kiss again. Peter pushed deeper. More of his cock was in her pussy now, the contrast of her pale skin and his black cock was intensely erotic, Peter continued pushing headlong toward her womb. For the first time he started pumping slowly, just small in and out motions. Gail again sighed deeply then turned her head to fix her gaze on me, glassy eyed, so intense. She started to say something, her lips formed the shape of a circle like ‘Ohh’, with her eyes still fixed to my eyes, then she gasped and closed her eyes turning back to Peter, as his cock obviously had reached some deep and wonderful place. He was now moving in a real fucking motion, Gail meeting his thrust, her legs first in the air, then wrapped around pulling his buttocks, and shaking noticeably.

	 

	Phyllis was watching, fingering herself again. “She’ll take him, she’ll be able to take him,” she said in an almost hypnotic whisper and to no one specific.

	 

	They were now fucking with growing intensity and the bed was moving. Peter’s cock would slide out all wet and shiny and Gail would pull him back in with her legs, rising to his thrust. She was moaning and sighing and then the shaking peaked in intensity,

	 

	“Aghh, ohhhh, Aaghhh. Oh do me, Aghhh”, and Gail started to orgasm, and it continued.

	 

	They were bucking and humping, Peters cock now fully embedded in my wife so deeply that I could not imagine where it was finally reaching inside her. She was having a continuous orgasm and started whimpering, she looked at me and her lust and abandon was so apparent that my cock started to twitch, and I came shooting spurt after spurt on the floor, the chair, and on Phyllis’ back. Gail saw me come while she was still coming, Peter was pumping so hard that each downward thrust was a thump. Gail’s whimpers were now actually crying. She looked at me again, tears running down her face, her rising to meet each thrust of Peters with a lust and abandon that seemed light years distant from the delicate shy woman I thought I had married.

	 

	Peter was grunting now.

	 

	Phyllis said, “Come on baby, shoot in her, come on baby”

	 

	Peter was now buried completely inside my wife as his balls tightened. Gail sensed it.

	 

	“Oh yes honey” she said to him, “shoot in me, do it, come honey…” Peter jerked violently

	 

	“Oh yes I feel it” said Gail.

	 

	And Peter continued shooting somewhere deep inside my wife. She was looking at me with tear-streaked cheeks as he was shooting off in her. I could feel my cock start to twitch again, like I was coming, but nothing came out. The intensity was beyond description. If I was jealous it was overwhelmed by the pleasure I felt in seeing my wife so consummately satisfied. I felt closer to this sensuous woman then ever before and I knew a deep emotional bond had been cast this very moment.

	 

	Peter’s cock was still buried deep in Gail’s belly. She had closed her eyes and had not moved for five minutes. He patiently waited. When she opened her eyes she gave Peter a long endearing look. He smiled at her. The room was silent. Peter slowly uncoupled, his softened cock slowly endlessly withdrawing.

	 

	He looked at her and smiling softly whispered, “Gail, my dear, for me that was truly a first.”

	 

	Peter rose and moved to the bathroom. Phyllis followed him. Gail still lying on the bed reached her hand beckoning me toward her. I sat on the bed beside her and took her hand.

	 

	“Do you love me Rian?” she asked, a serious look of need in her eyes which were still glowing with the look of after sex.

	 

	“What do you think?” I said, smiling.

	 

	“Tell me Ri, please tell me.”

	 

	“I love you baby…and need you too”, I added.

	 

	Gail was watching my eyes and face as I spoke. I meant it and she sensed just that.

	 

	I gathered Gail’s underwear as she put on her dress, and we bade Peter and Phyllis goodnight. I held Gail tightly in the elevator ride down. Moments later we were in bed, Gail resting her head on my shoulder, her arms around my chest.

	 

	“Are you surprised? She asked. I didn’t answer. “Did I embarrass you?” she whispered.

	 

	“No”, I answered after some thought. “Did you enjoy?”

	 

	I waited a long time for her answer.

	 

	“Honey, it was more then… he knew how to… he filled me, I loved it.”

	 

	I thought about it a moment. “I could see that”, I said. “You want to do it again with him?”

	 

	She answered in a whisper, “Yes. If you let me, yes” then seconds later, “Would you mind?”

	 

	She was surely thinking about seeing Peter again, and my mind was dwelling on Françoise, and we still had more then a week to go.

	 

	“Did you enjoy Phyllis sucking you?” Gail asked, whispering in my ear.

	 

	“Watching you with her sucking me was… it’s too deep to explain”, I said.

	 

	“It was a first for us”, she said.

	 

	“What was first?” I asked.

	 

	“You getting sucked, me getting fucked.”

	 

	I took me a moment to gather my thoughts. I was tired, satisfied, why start a new discourse. I simply grunted in response to her statement, “Uh huh.” and we slept.

	END

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Gail Sails With Gia

	 

	Hadrian M

	 

	If you haven't read our first posting(s) I'll tell you what we look like. Firstly, this is all real. I'm 5'10, just turned 32, brown hair and eyes and in reasonably trim shape. I met my wife while in university and we are married seven years now. Gail is exceptionally beautiful and very shy, which belies her intelligence and soft spoken manner. She is 5'7" with a young girls figure at 30, small hips, long very shapely legs, small breasted, a picture perfect behind, light brown hair that blondes in the sun and just the loveliest large green eyes.

	 

	I intended to write three stories covering the whole of our holidays in France in 2000 but, with my workload mounting, time crept upon us and I only finished part of the holiday story. Our next holiday arrived, September 2001, and I decided to simply continue from there.

	During our stay on the Cote Azur in 2000 I believe we had both sexually experimented more than during the whole of our marriage, maybe our whole life. Never would I have dreamed that my shy and reserved wife had such a voracious sexual curiosity. I always thought her beautiful but never the sexual temptress, and oh how wrong I was. Just being herself was her charm, and it was obvious that the men we encountered during our holiday found Gail's shy and unassuming manner very appealing. I was surprised, at myself as well. I had never even thought of another woman before, and now I had had liaisons with Françoise on two occasions. Liaisons which I believe Gail does not know about, and for which I feel no guilt.

	 

	We arrived in Nice and rented a small Renault at the airport then drove to the ancient village of Eze. We were referred to this small (fifteen room) Hotel that had a spectacular view of the sea from every room. We checked in, exhausted from seventeen hours of traveling, and immediately bedded down for the night.

	 

	Our plans this year were for one or two nights in Eze while we relaxed and rested from the trip, then up the coast to Monaco for a few days, and then Portofino in Italy, for the rest of our vacation. During a lustful evening last year we met an American couple, Peter and Phyllis, whom we wrote about. I had stayed in touch with them and we knew they would be in Monte Carlo, where we planned to meet. . Peter informed us he now had interest in a company in Viareggio and had rented an apartment in Monte Carlo in order to keep track of his business.

	 

	The next morning we had breakfast on the balcony of the hotel restaurant, outdoors, with a magnificent view of the mountains and the sea below.. I noticed a few of the guests eyeing Gail and, with one she reciprocated but managed to keep the exchange subdued. We were happy to be back in France. Early September, we were told, is a slightly older crowd with warm days and cool nights. I think we were both secretly wondering if this year would be as full as last year and, I personally was excited and frightened by the thought.

	 

	After breakfast Gail dressed in a short white linen skirt with a beige armless silk blouse yielding to her form. She looked like an angel, all soft and flowing. No brassiere and the filmiest nude-colored mesh underpants. She watched me as she slipped into her panties. Her entice Rian smile upon her face.

	 

	We planned to drive down the coast to Cannes, do some shopping, have a drink at the Carlton, and then return to Eze, stopping along the way at the places we remembered from last year, including the Hotel Du Cap.

	 

	We arrived in Cannes and spent the rest of the morning shopping. We walked past old Chalets, modern apartment buildings, and then into the Carlton Hotel where we commandeered a small couch in a corner of the grand lobby trying to look like we belonged. Gail had a white wine and I tried Pernod, we touched hands often while watching the guests come and go. We left planning to lunch on the beach but we had only walked a few streets from the hotel when we stopped at a small chic looking restaurant for lunch. When the Maitre De took us to our table we opted to sit on a bank, side by side, looking out into the square. A row of tables was against the windows with the patrons facing inward, looking toward us. An elderly lady exquisitely dressed sat across from us and smiled as we sat down, then went back to reading her magazine. A man in an open collar silk shirt sat at a table to the right of the lady. I had noticed when we entered that he looked like Antonio Banderas.

	 

	After a short time I noticed Antonio's constant attention to our table. The table cloths were hanging over the table edge but our being seated on the bank lowered us a bit, and I felt certain his attention to our table was more Gail's lovely legs than a passing interest. When I later asked her she admitted he was getting a show.

	 

	We had salads and afterwards ordered another drink. The elderly lady across the way had smiled and said something to Gail which we could not quite hear. I leaned forward, "excuse me" I questioned "You both look fit because you eat fit", she repeated, in the very most proper British accent. Not knowing what to respond, I said, "Yes, thank you", Gail just smiled.

	We continued through lunch and our third glass of wine, enjoying just being together, unfettered, no cell phone. All year long, at home, we would go places and do things but always shadowed by some unspoken decorum. Here we were again on the Cote Azur, and for some reason we both felt a degree of abandon..

	 

	The lady persisted and soon, because of the inconvenience of speaking across the aisle, we asked if we could join her as we finished our drinks. It appeared that Lady Tamara was British, lived permanently in Cannes, and that she and her deceased husband had been going to the south of France since 1965. She knew everything and anything about the area, and all the gossip about everyone. We heard the local version, she called it the "real version" of Princess Grace's auto accident, the reasons why the "Americans were dominating the film festival," and the names of the "real players on the Riviera." When we were ready to leave we bid Antonio goodbye and we left with Lady Tamara. We walked together to the end of the block and since we were heading in the opposite direction I started my departure speech.

	 

	Tamara touched my arm and softly said, "Monsieur Hadrian, you don't leave a Lady on the street, I live there," and she pointed to a building about two blocks away, and just continued walking. And I dutifully followed while Gail chuckled.

	 

	Tamaras building was directly across from the beach, it looked unremarkable at first glance but that judgment later changed. A doorman stood at the ready to open the entry door for her. Tamara turned to Gail and said, "Would you like to come up for a drink?" Gail immediately responded, "I'd love to, I'm curious to see the view and what it's like living here." Tamara smiled and patted Gail's arm. "I thought so, that's the way we ladies think."

	 

	We spent a long while with Tamara. Her apartment was large airy, filled with photos and art objects, drawings and paintings, it was simply magnificent. We looked at original paintings by Henri Lebasque, of another artist we did not know but dated 1905, and more. Though we didn't know then, we have since looked up the names and some of the paintings have great value. She had pictures with famous people, mostly political and she explained who they were and where the pictures were taken. She had lived history, and was full of great tales, and an elderly charm bursting with wit.

	 

	We sat on the balcony and looked down on the beach. Lounging chair upon chair, spread across the beach before us, everyone topless. There was a telescope on the balcony but I didn't dare ask to use it. When we mentioned that we would be moving along the coast to Eze, then to Portofino, she began mentioning a litany of places and people to meet. "Oh my dear Gail," and as an afterthought, "and Monsieur Hadrian", she said while shaking a single finger in emphasis. "I know just the most divine person for you to meet in Monte Carlo. His name is Giancomo. He is an Italian businessman who sails Monte Carlo late every summer. If I can find him I shall tell him to call you." She rose to get a pencil to note our telephone and room number in Eze.

	 

	From when we first met her Tamara continuously commented on our youth, Gail's beauty, and flirted outrageously with us both. This interesting Lady of probably seventy some odd years was as youthful in her thinking as forty years ago, and we were delighted to have met her. When We finally rose two hours later we regretted that we had to leave. We felt we had made a friend, with whom, by the way, we still regularly communicate by letter and by telephone. We drove back through Juan les Pain, stopped at the Du Cap for drinks at the bar, reminiscing some, and chatting with another couple and the bartender who remembered us from last year.

	 

	We had booked an evening court and arrived back at the hotel in time to play our tennis game. While Gail was donning her tennis gear I stopped behind her and reached around to fondle her breasts. "Were you trying to give Antonio a show?" I questioned. She laughed. "No, not at first; I knew that was on your mind. But, he was pretty intense. I finally crossed my ankles and I know he could see clear to my panties. I guess I was enjoying it too. When we sat at Tamara's table he was giving me steamy looks like he was angry he couldn't see up my skirt any longer. " "I didn't notice", I commented. Gail smiled and touched my face, "You never do, my love. Let's get on with this game."

	 

	Back in our room we showered, ordered white wine sprítzers, and lounged around half naked, bidding our time before dinner. Soon enough we started touching and became engrossed in a low key touch and talk session that grew in intensity. Being back on the Cote Azur had a relaxing effect and we started to discuss the last year's events. Truth be told, during the year at home we actually spoke very little about the things that had happened during our holiday. We barely discussed my feelings as I watched her and Peter making love. She would blush visibly and I could tell she was uncomfortable so I'd let it drop. She confessed, again reminded me I should say, of how jealous she was seeing Phyllis suck me to orgasm. The inconsistency did not pass unnoticed. We continued to touch and when I asked her about Andrew touching her, we had started to make love.

	 

	We were interrupted by the telephone ringing. "Allo, Monsieur Hadrian?" (the voice added my last name). It was a cultured British English but he had an accent. "This is he speaking." I replied. "My name is Giancomo, my good friend Tamara called me today to introduce me to you." "Yes," I responded. "We were with her this afternoon. How do you do." And so began our brief chat. He said he knew Chile and considered it one of the worlds prettiest countries… that He considered buying land there… how pleased he was that we had spent time with Tamara… his father had been a good friend of her husband, and more. "I understand that you will be in Monte Carlo on Friday", he commented. "Yes, we are planning on spending a few days there." I said. He continued. "We are celebrating this weekend in Monaco. I am having an early cocktail party on Friday and later there is a formal reception at the Fort Antoine Theatre. On Saturday we will be in Portofino returning on Sunday. I would like to invite you and your wife. Can I count on you to join us?" "Well that sounds magnificent Mr. …" He interrupted, "No please, Giancomo, only Giancomo." "Ok Giancomo, I'm called Rian." I replied. Would you mind if I took a moment to inform my wife?" "Of course. Please do." I started to explain it to Gail. She had partly heard the conversation and figured out what we were talking about and she was excited and laughing. "I can't believe it", Gail said. "Tell him yes, we will be there. But Where? Back on the telephone I said, "Giancomo, we thank you very much. We'd be honored to attend." "Excellent, Hadrian, I look forward to meeting you." "Likewise Giancomo. Should we make reservations in Portofino?" After a pause Giancomo said, "Not necessary Hadrian. I am inviting you on board my boat. Friday through Sunday. We will sail to Portofino." "Oh." Was all I could respond, and Gail looked at me wondering if something had gone wrong. "Hadrian?" "Yes Giancomo." "Later this night I will have someone deliver all the details to the concierge at your hotel, as well as the invitation to the Reception at Fort Antoine."

	 

	In Monte Carlo we checked into the Mirabeau Hotel, and arranged with the concierge to return our car. We were escorted through hushed carpeted hallways to a beautiful room overlooking the sea, with a magnificent panorama of Monte Carlo below. We were captivated with the view and choose to stay in the room after we settled in, and while waiting to leave in a couple of hours for our weekend yacht rendezvous. We wound up on the bed toe to head, with me massaging her feet. A favorite pastime that Gail has delegated for me. While massaging her feet we chatted wondering what to expect this evening and this weekend. "Wouldn't it be nice to play at the famous Monte Carlo Tennis Club?, on clay." I asked. "I'll see if we can get on a court on Monday." Gail smiled. "I'll bet you won't have much fun playing with me on clay." Too good an opportunity to pass I said, "I assure you my love, I'm ready to play with you anywhere. But" I paused "Let's make a bet. I'll spot you 15 – love on your serve, and 30 – love on my serve, you choose which one." Gail studied me a moment, "What's the bet?" I thought for a moment. "If you win we will use our savings to get the ski apartment you want." Her face literally lit up. "Can we afford it?" she asked. "No, but we'll figure out something, as long as we stay reasonable." "You've got a bet." she replied, glowing in the process. "Oh, and what do you get if you win." That said with a coy look like she already knew what I really wanted. I pondered the question, taking my time before I answered. "I want to win… whatever I wish." She smiled, lovingly. "It's a deal," she said. Then she had a thoughtful look. "You know Ri, I'd like this vacation to be about us, no Peter's, no girls ravishing you." My heart was beating loudly in my ears. She said girl's, plural, did she know about Francoise? I was taken aback, or was I reading too much into everything she said. Regardless of the mixed feelings, it made me proud, Gail wanted this vacation to center around us and I would be thrilled to receive her total attention.

	 

	We were both excited over our invitation to spend the weekend on a yacht. The invitation arrived late so we received it the next morning. Every detail was covered including a full itinerary for the weekend so that it was easy for Gail and me to prepare what to wear. After the cocktail party we were invited to a reception at Forte Antione and the dress was formal. Actually it said attire was 'Smoking'. Fortunately we had planned on having a formal night in Monte Carlo so Gail had an evening gown and I too was prepared for the occasion with a new tuxedo. We packed the clothing we needed for the weekend and readied ourselves for the cocktail party.

	 

	Our taxi passed into the Monte Carlo Marina and we drove from quay to quay until we found strip C. I must admit I was taken up with all the luxury, it was like living in a movie set. We passed sailing boats and yachts, some looking like they were 200 feet long, some modern and sleek in design looked like they were moving while standing still. We arrived at the 'Gabbiano Bianco' as another couple was walking up the gangway, a sailor-suited porter trailing behind them. The sailor came back down the gangway when he saw our taxi stopped alongside. We paid the taxi and approached the yacht. The sailor, just a boy, introduced himself as Mauricio and asked our name in heavily accented English. "Oh yes signore" he said smiling "you are the coppia we are waiting for." Gail and I looked at one another wondering about his saying 'the coppia' which sounded like 'copy' in our language. As I approached the ship I looked from side to side. I thought it was a good 200 feet long but later learned it was 136 feet. We were very impressed.

	 

	The gangway led to the back of the boat where a group of a dozen people were standing around chatting with drinks in their hands. Directly at the top of the gangway a ten or twelve foot section of the boat was open except for a canvas cover. Two highly polished doors with large panels of beveled-glass were opened wide and led to a large living room area.

	 

	Then surprise of all surprises. Just inside the living room door stood our friends from last year, Peter and Phyllis. Peter looked terrific in a white jacket and dark blue shirt and he wore an ascot they were facing away and only turned to see who was following the porter. When Peter saw us he raised his arms so quickly that his drink splashed, and with the broadest of smiles he said, "Ri, I simply don't believe this." Phyllis turned too and stood staring open mouthed for a few moments.

	 

	After handshakes, hugs and greetings Peter took the time to explain to the two couples standing with him that we were friends from last year and he introduced us. "I thought we would be seeing you next week." I commented. Peter smiling broadly, "We thought the same, but what a pleasant surprise." So per-chance was the meeting that we exchanged exclamations for a good five minutes.

	 

	The young sailor was standing beside us and the moment he saw a lapse in our conversation he beckoned with his hand to Gail and said, "Signora," signaling us to follow him. We took leave of Peter and Phyllis and followed the steward.

	 

	We descended one level on a rather steep staircase that opened into a narrow carpeted corridor. Halfway down the corridor the steward opened a stairwell door and retrieved our luggage which he had placed in the stairwell, and we continued to our cabin at the end of the corridor. He opened the polished door to our cabin.

	 

	A huge king size bed faced us with matching lamps on the wall and small matching end tables on both sides of the bed. A two person couch was in the corner on the starboard side with a round coffee-table and a bottle of champagne in a cooler. The tablecloth was maroon and beige as was the rest of the color coordinated cabin. The walls doors and bed frame were done in a rich wood finish and a huge colorful watercolor print of St. Paul de Vence was above the bed. Both forward sides of the room were paneled in dark louvered double doors. One side led to a closet, and on the other side to a full sized bathroom with bathtub, WC, and bidet. It was spectacular, much more then a movie set. Gail looked at me with a gleam of delight in her eyes. Mauricio was smiling at our obvious approval of the room as he placed our luggage on the rack and left. "It's amazing that people actually live like this," I said. Gail nodded, adding, "This would be a fun way to take a holiday." "Don't rush," I said. "Wait to see if we can take the sea."

	 

	Gail started to unpack our clothes while I explored the cabin. I had to stand on a chair to look out the portholes on both sides of the cabin. I walked into the closet, then the bathroom. One wall to the right of the bathtub was paneled in wood. An indented panel looked like a door but when I pulled on the bronze fixture it didn't move. However, when I pushed it slid into the wall and there was another door. I pushed down on the handle and it opened into another WC with a Shower stall, and beyond that a cabin, smaller than ours but beautifully decorated in blues and beige. I guessed that the bathtub was occasionally shared between cabins.

	 

	We unpacked our formal clothes to allow them to unwrinkle in the three hours we had before the reception. When we were dressed for the cocktail party we made our way back through the corridor. Everyone was wrapped in conversation, some animated, all so chic but somehow comfortable with each other. That no one noticed us actually helped us both relax. We made our way back toward the open door where Peter was standing in a large group, attentively listening to a lady, while sipping his drink. Halfway there someone took my arm, "You are Hadrian. No?" "Yes" I replied, to a gentleman in a perfectly fitted dark blue blazer. "I'm Giancomo," he said smiling and offering his hand. I shook hands with our host, smiling in a genuine show of pleasure and appreciation without his noticing we were novices. "Hello Giancomo", I said. And I placed my left hand on his arm, trying not to look the novice. I reached for Gail and with my arm on her waist said, "May I present my wife Gail." Gail offered her hand leaning forward. Our host smiled, released my hand and while holding Gail's hand said, "Sorry Gail, this is our custom," and he stretched to kiss her cheek with simple correctness. I noticed Gail's upper neck getting red, she was shy and it was usual for her blush when she met new people. She placed her arm in mine responding to Giancomo and said, "I can't begin to tell you how pleased we are to have been invited. Thank you so much." "Not to be thanked", our host replied. "Tamara said you were a delight. She knows. I thank you for coming." I added, "I understand this is a very special weekend." "It is" Giancomo added, "you will see". He turned to his right and gestured, "May I introduce you to my friend, Gabriela?" Standing just a step or two away from Giancomo during this discourse was a woman of about thirty, tall, strikingly beautiful and perfectly poised. She smilingly watched the exchange. I felt a tremor when she gave me her hand. We chatted a few minutes then he bade us to go mingle with the party, we would have time to chat later.

	And so we met Giancomo, our host. A handsome man of about 45, dressed casually, and with obvious taste. He was slight, maybe five feet three, slightly graying, and he looked very fit.

	 

	Peter and Phyllis were waiting. Gail stood at arms length from Peter and broadly smiling commented, "You clean up pretty well Peter." He took both Gail's hands in his and again said "I don't believe that we meet you again this way. I'm thrilled" I replied, "We should have known that you would be partying in Monaco instead of Italy." Peter responded, "This late in the season Monte Carlos is more alive. We've been here six weeks already," I'm mixing a little pleasure with the business."

	 

	Then Peter added, "Ri, how ever did you get invited to his cocktail party?" Then without waiting for an answer. "We would have invited you last year but getting into his parties isn't easy. His party, is the most sought after every year." Peter's friends were still in the gathered around group, and now listening to our conversation.

	 

	"Anyway…" Peter continued, "This is just terrific. I'll book us for dinner at a nice place for a late dinner tonight, we can talk then". "We're going to a reception at a Fort after the cocktails." I commented. "What," Peter almost shouted. The whole group was listening intently now. Then he continued. "You're invited to the Reception at Fort Antoine Theatre?" "Yes." I simply replied. "Now Ri," Peter continued. "How the hell did you manage that?" I answered, "I didn't, and Giancomo organized it." "Giancomo?" Peter said as a statement, "Your friend Giancomo?" "Yes." I again said. "We're sailing with them for a few days," Gail remarked. Peter looked to me, then to Phyllis and Gail. "Well, I'll be darned," He said, smiling broadly, shaking his head from side to side. "I've got to hand it to you Ri.. As long as we've been coming here we couldn't get beyond the cocktail party. And you're sailing "for a few days", as you say. My dear Gail, sailing on this yacht for a few days is travel in very thin air."

	 

	And so went the evening. The party started to wind down. People left in groups laughing and chatting. Peter and I exchanged hotel numbers. We would see them when we returned on Sunday, and we retired to our cabin to prepare for the reception.

	 

	"Would you say Peter was impressed with our invitation?" Gail asked when we were in our cabin. "I would say that he was. It was nice to know someone at the party," I replied. Gail not listening to me said, "It must be something pretty special." "I'd say it must, we have to thank Tamara. To think she went through the trouble of calling him."

	 

	It had been years since I had worn a tuxedo, 'smoking' as they say. Gail was dressed in a dark green silk dress that had only one side across her shoulder. Half of her back was uncovered clearly showing she was without a brassiere, and when she moved her arm you could see the beginning of the side of her breast. It showed little enough but I imagined a lot of people would stare, hoping to see something. I convinced Gail that her concern that her "breasts are almost exposed," was unwarranted. She looked simply angelic.

	 

	We were expected to be at the reception at 21:00 Hrs. At 20:15 there was a knock on our cabin door and I opened it to a smiling Mauricio who informed us, " Signores, your car will be ready in 15 minutes".

	 

	When we walked down the gangway a large grey Citroen Limousine was waiting for us. The chauffer opened the door and sitting inside was Giancomo and Gabriela. "Well hello," I said, "Another surprise. I hope we didn't keep you waiting? Giancomo answered, "Not at all." Gabriela looking at Gail said, "You look stunning Gail, what a lovely dress." And thus the girls began a discourse about dresses and designs.

	 

	Giancomo filled me in on the importance of the evening. It seemed that he and another businessman sponsored this reception each year for a charity dear to Monaco. He commented that the reception would be a lot of, "Oh how are you, I missed you, then afterward you ask who they were. After the reception a very nice Italian restaurant was reserved and that should be fun."

	 

	Arriving at the Fort was very impressive for Gail and myself. Cameras were flashing, everyone seemed to be on display as we walked into the Hall. Giancomo was spoken to by everyone. Gail, Gabriela and I just stood by as he greeted one person after another, remembering what seemed like hundreds of names. We listened to speeches in French and Italian, many praising Giancomo, and it seemed everyone was trying their best to be noticed. At 22:00 it was winding down and we headed for dinner along with a chosen group.

	 

	The restaurant was crowded with beautiful people. Before we took to table everyone roamed about.. Giancomo introduced us to a middle aged couple he said would be sailing with us, and two gentlemen from Italy, informing us that they were dining "at our table" this evening. One man was reserved, almost dour, and the other, Angelo, looked about 35 - balding down and the middle, tried to keep the conversation going for both. He was built solidly and very tall, he looked twice the size of Giancomo. We left them and went for wine then moved around as well. Gabriela was more with Gail and myself then with Giancomo. She introduced us to two men from Monaco that she knew and we spoke with them for 10 minutes. Both were very involved in tennis and one, a former race car driver with serious burn scars on his face, wrote our name and hotel so that he could call to arrange a tennis court at the Monte Carlo club. I think people thought we were important just because we were with Giancomo.

	 

	All this while an assortment of wine was offered and, because we did not know the wines, we tasted most to see what we liked. And of course we tasted and drank far too much and enjoyed each as much as the last. At one point Gabriela and I went out on the street in front of the restaurant to get away from the "show" as she put it.

	 

	I noticed Gail in the center of the restaurant with the Italian group mostly talking and laughing with Angelo. A few minutes later she joined us outside. I watched as she approached. "Enjoying?, she asked. I replied nodding, "Yes, but a bit overwhelming don't you think? "Yes", she said, "but very exciting." "You are the loveliest girl here" I said to her, not minding that Gabriela could hear. She just smiled but her eyes were fiery, full of energy. The evening and the wine were having an affect.

	 

	We sat for a planned dinner that started with a small plate of Penne served with a scoop of ricotta cheese and a tomato sauce, then grilled Tuna, an array of vegetables, and wine and more wine. Giancomo seated the two Italian men beside one another with Gail and Gabriela on either side of them. I sat with Gail on my right and on the other side the Italian lady Francesca whom I believe made much to do over me, thinking I was someone important. Gail shared almost all of her dinner conversation with Angelo, who was seated beside her. I later learned he was the Financial Director for Giancomo's companies.

	 

	I also noticed that Gail was leaning back and turning in such a way that he could probably see much of her breast. Maybe even her nipple. If she leaned forward it would have been obvious to the whole table. Leaning back only he could see. I tried not to stare in spite of the fact that I found it very sexy.

	 

	I started placing my hand over her glass when the waiter came to pour wine since I did not want Gail to get drunk or sick. Strangely enough it seemed that whenever Francesca was being overly attentive to me Gail would turn to me or touch me or talk with me. I smiled inwardly thinking she was jealous.

	 

	It was well after midnight when dinner was over. Giancomo was moving from table to table. We were all talking in pairs. I with Francesca and her husband, Gabriela with the older man was standing near the bar. It felt like someone was getting up from the bank and I turned toward Gail. Angelo had his right hand on the table and was looking across the room. Gail was leaning back on the bank slightly turned toward Angelo. I noticed that even from my angle I could see the top of her nipple. At that very instant Gail moved her right leg so that it was almost touching his leg and, though I couldn't see, I could imagine that their legs were touching under the table. I then noticed his left hand was under the table partly covered by the tablecloth, and I realized that Gail was letting him touch her legs.

	 

	The table was close enough so that the table cloth covered most of his arm. I felt certain he was touching her. I turned back to see if Francesca had noticed but she too far around the table and was turned away. When I turned back Gail was leaning forward, both wrists resting on the table, acting as if something were about to happen. The way she was sitting anyone on the other side could have looked down her dress, and her position was blocking me from seeing Angelo. For a long time, maybe a minute or two, she sat this way. Then she stood up leaning on the table and looked at me, her eyes looked glazed, and said she was going to the ladies room. I rose to let her out and watched her cross to where Gabriela was standing. Just before she entered the ladies room she stole a last surreptitious glance behind her to our table, then disappeared inside.

	 

	Within fifteen minutes the restaurant started to empty and we were on our way back to the boat with Giancomo. He inquired if we had a fun evening, we commented that we did, and thanked him. He drank continuously during the evening but did not seem the least out of control. When we arrived we all four lumbered up the gangplank as if coming home tired after a long day. I marveled at the pure luxury of living on a boat. A second steward, a very tall lanky youth we had not seen before, was on deck. Giancomo invited us for a Port before bed and we all four sat on the back deck in the night air sipping a port and almost whispering, before we said our goodnights.

	 

	In the cabin we made ready for bed. Gail was still full of energy and wanted to talk. She was feeling good, but not drunk, and the Port had given her an extra wind. I watched her undress at the closet and thought she looked so beautiful taking off her dress and standing in her lace underwear. She crawled over me kissing me, telling me how she was going to lay in the sun all day tomorrow.

	 

	I was rubbing the palm of my hand over her breast and nipples while talking. "That feels nice." She said. "I felt sexy tonight." "You looked very sexy," I replied. "Especially when you were leaning back." She looked at me weighing the moment. "Could you actually see?, she asked. "Toward the end of the evening there were times, yes." "Did you mind?, she asked inquiring. We had both been expecting to be flashy this trip but it had not happened yet and we were both tentative. "No. I loved looking at you. I was turned on when you leaned your leg against Angelo. "You noticed that?" "Yes I noticed that," I responded. "You certainly let him poach at the table," I commented. She gave me a quizzing glance but just for a moment, then half smiled. "He kept placing his hand on my leg when we were eating. Did you notice?" "Yes. Though I tried not to stare. How far did he get?" "Too far, Gabriela almost saw him. Did anyone else notice?" she asked, and then, "Oh that feels good," as I rolled the palm of my hand over her nipple. "Maybe Francesca figured it out. Who knows. Hope not." I said all in one breathe. "How far did he get?" I again asked. She sighed then responded, "At first he just touched my legs. Later he had his hand under my dress, between my legs." "Rubbing you?" I inquired. "More like one finger, trying to touch me." "Did you open your legs to let him?" "Yes." "Did he get you off?" "No." By now I was hard and rubbing her nipple with one hand I reached to touch between her legs. "I would think from looking at him that he's not your type of guy." "He isn't," she immediately replied. "Then why would you let him do that?" "It was the circumstance Ri." "I'll say it was a circumstance," I responded, "Did you enjoy it?" Now she paused a long moment "Yes. I almost came. When I stood up it was because I wanted to stop, I didn't want to come." I now had my fingers under her panties, thinking we would make love. These past few days had been wonderful. Together all day, anticipating what would happen, making love at every opportunity. "Did you expect him to follow you to the restroom when you went there?" Again I could feel her thinking wheels turning. She placed her hand on my thigh when she answered, "He said he would." By this time I had entered her and slowly started to make love. "Were you planning to let him finish in the ladies room." "No Ri." she replied. "Oh, I don't know, I was pretty turned on. But, no I was not planning." I could hear the excitement in her voice. She had found her rhythm. We made love slowly, quietly, and though I had hoped to get more details, it was not to be.

	 

	The next morning, while waiting for Gail to come up for breakfast, I went roaming around the boat. I met the Captain, a Frenchman, and an impressive figure in his white starched uniform. He imparted much information about the boat and our planned trip.

	 

	When Gail arrived we took breakfast in the dining room which was beyond the living room area in the back part of the boat. Fresh fruit, cheeses, French bread and croissants made up a buffet. After eating I telephoned to our hotel and was given a message to, "… call your friend at the Tennis Club, it could be arranged." I called the number given me by the tennis player we had met last night and arranged to meet him at the club at 11:00 to book a court and suitable time. I asked and the Captain assured me that time would permit the visit.

	 

	We headed back to our cabin. Gail decided to laze on the sun deck all day. When I left for the tennis club she was sitting on the couch in an armless cotton shirt and lace panties, one leg up on the couch, using her toe nail clippers. The view was so seductive that I found it difficult to leave.

	 

	I walked down the gangway and started to walk toward the port entrance. I was less then 200 meters from the boat when a car pulled alongside and the driver opened the passenger door saying something I could not hear. He meant for me to ride with him to the entrance which I did. Within an hour I had visited the club, booked the court for Tuesday and returned to the boat by taxi.

	 

	No one was to be seen on board so I simply headed straight down to our cabin. Gail was still sitting on the couch looking seductive as she polished her toe nails. "That was a second fast trip," she commented. I looked at her quizzing the comment but didn't ask. "Just minutes after you left there was a tap on the door. I figured it was you and said, yes? Mauricio the steward opened the door," she pointed the small brush toward a pile of towels, "he brought towels and slippers," she said. "Oh?" I responded. "Were you… dressed like now?" "Like this," Gail said, gesturing toward herself. "Like that," I asked. "Leg up on the couch?" She just nodded yes. "Boy he must have had some view." "I think he was transfixed. He stood like a statue for what seemed like minutes. Just staring between my legs, no pretense." "So what did you do, did you move?" I asked. "No," Gail replied. I didn't move an inch. I just said thank you Mauricio." "With those lace panties not much left to imagine." I said. What did he do?" "He just gave me the cutest smile and said, prago signora, and walked out." "Gail my love, you are incorrigible, and you are making me hard." "Ri my dear, you bring it out in me." As I was walking toward the bathroom there was a knock on the door. I turned to Gail and spread my arms in a gesture of, 'and who could that be'? She shook her head and mouthed in a low whisper, "Can't imagine who," smiling mischievously. I stepped into the bathroom and closed the louvered doors just as Gail responded to the knock, "Yes, come in."

	 

	It was Mauricio again. I couldn't see him but looking through the louvers I could clearly see Gail. She was sitting with one leg on the couch. Her panties were pulled tight making a perfect outline - even indenting slightly the length of the pussy. She was braless and one breast was hanging, weighty and enticing, under her shirt. She was looking at Mauricio as he announced in his heavily accented English,, "Signora, we will be sailing in about thirty minutes." I thought I should tell him I was back but Gail distracted me. She was sitting on the couch staring back at Mauricio with the most innocent smile she could muster. I almost coughed a laugh. After a long silence Mauricio said, "Bene Signora, you need something you call me,." And I heard the door click shut. I opened the bathroom doors, "Now that was the ultimate tease, poor kid is probably in pain." She nodded in agreement, "I will have to be careful. He just stood there staring and getting hard in the process. I don't want him making an issue that might get back to Gaincomo". "You're right," I replied, "but, what did you expect?" Gail just looked at me without comment and I thought this was a side I had not seen before.

	 

	Just about midday there were two toots on the ships horn and a few minutes later the boat started to move. Gail and I dressed in jeans and sneakers spent a fascinating hour on deck watching as Monaco grew distant. The boat leveled off and started sailing parallel to the coastline as we headed toward Italy.

	 

	Giancomo and Gabriela finally came on deck at about 14:00 hrs. Gabriela was right behind him in a short green flowing see through cover with a scanty bikini beneath. She moved with grace, always smiling. It was intoxicating to watch her, and I made mental note of Gail's appraising looks at Gabriela.

	 

	We discussed the beauty of the coastline, the evening past, and Giancomo informed us that we would have lunch shortly then laze on deck until sundown. Gail went below to change into her swim suit and returned ten minuets later as we sat for lunch.

	 

	I was amazed at the dinner table setting, and the meal. There was a extra cold white wine served with an antipasto of poached egg served on braised eggplant.. To my surprise he had chosen a California Chardonnay, called Newton, a slightly sweet perfect compliment to the meal, I thought. We then had tiny Quail roasted to perfection with lightly steamed fennel and tiny strawberry sized roasted potatoes. This was served with a French red wine. The meal was a feat in itself, and for me, not the least of which was that it was prepared on board a boat. We drank two bottles of wine and after dinner went up to the sun deck with champagne. Giancomo and I sat under umbrellas on deck chairs and the girls sun bathed topless.

	 

	After an hour or so Gabriela sat up and proceeded to take off the bottom of her swimsuit, then turned to lie face down, all the while conversing with Gail. I was transfixed. Giancomo smiled and said, "I'm getting used to it… unfortunately."

	 

	Giancomo and I retired into the living room and watched a Clint Eastwood cowboy video. The girls joined us in the early evening and we watched another movie Presidents Men. Dinner was light cheese, bread and fresh fruit with Champagne. I chatted extensively with Giancomo. He was inquisitive and asked me many questions about my work , and travels. I found out that he was primarily in finance but involved in the fashion business as well. He seemed so relaxed and unpretentious in spite of his obvious wealth. I liked the man.

	 

	That evening Gail and I retired to our luxury, spent from the late evening yesterday, and too much wine and sun. We were relaxed listening to the ever so slight hum of the engine as we slowly moved along the coast of Italy about two miles off shore. According to the Captain the small waves in rapid succession made the sea a little rough. I explained to Gail that the boat had stabilizers that countered the swaying movement. We cuddled and slept soundly.

	We awoke the next morning still at sea but standing in front of Portofino. I went on deck ahead of Gail and rushed back down to tell her to hurry. Portofino looked like a postcard before us, buildings tucked neatly into the mountainside. The Captain pointed out the hotel that we had booked for our stay in Portofino later in the week. Gail and I were planning to check it out today. Giancomo and Gabriela came on deck and we breakfasted under the canvas tarp on the rear deck. Gabriela was wearing slip on shoes and khaki colored shorts that were very conservative. Her plain white cotton shirt was thin and I could see the brownness of her nipples shadowed through the cloth. I found it so appealing that she was so simply dressed, yet so sexy, that I could not resist starring. But Gail is not often outclassed and she too looking stunning in a simple flared beige skirt and armless cotton shirt. I had watched her dress and I knew she was wearing beige lacy panties that loved.

	 

	Gabriela had friends in Portofino that she planned to visit and she invited Gail to join her. Gail accepted, opting out of visiting the hotel with me. Giancomo invited me to join him at his business meeting but warned me; "I may be anywhere from an hour to three and it's all in Italian, you may get bored." I thanked him but declined.

	 

	Gaincomo explained that the boat would stay in the bay, and the small motor boat that had been lowered from the lounge deck would stay in the yacht basin in Portofino. "If you want to return on board and the motor boat is not there, it's only because it is going back and forth. Just wait, it can not be more then ten minutes. We are all on our own until 16:00. We will have a dinner party on board this evening and some people will stay with us on the return to Monaco. "You will love the group of people," Giancomo said, "…and they will be nice for you to know when you return."

	 

	Half hour later we were all in the motor boat heading into shore. The Captain was with us, carrying our passports to an office in the harbor. Giancomo wore a plain white short sleeved shirt and impeccably pressed slacks and had a small leather page size folder under his arm. He looked ready for business but relaxed. Gail and I were impressed, traveling in such an exciting way. The girls went with the Captain in a car waiting for him and I left with our Host in his car, which dropped him off and then took me to the Splendido Hotel.

	 

	The day sped along quickly. I was only at the hotel for half an hour, and was thrilled with what we had to look forward to. I also managed to change my room to a frontal view. I wonder if their knowing the circumstances of my being here early had helped? Everyone seemed to know Giancomo. I through an area like an open market and stopped there and ate a brick oven pizza then took a taxi to the harbor area. It was 12:30, so with time to spare I walked back through the quays looking at the boats.

	 

	As I walked toward the Gabbiano Blanco I realized that it was among the bigger, more stately looking, ships in the harbor and I felt proud being a guest on board. I walked up the gangway and from the back of the boat I took in the beauty of Portofino spread before me. I thought, "wow". No one was around as I made my way down toward our cabin.

	 

	When I entered the stairwell into the hallway that led to our cabin, I caught the light of our cabin door being closed. As the hall darkened I wondered if Mauricio, or someone else, was cleaning the room. I took mental note that the rolling cart that I had seen being used for cleaning, was not outside the door. I continued toward our suite and cautiously turned the knob to enter. It was locked. I thought that strange, we had not locked the door since boarding and, I did not have a key. I raised my hand to knock on the door but for some reason paused. I turned away and started to walk back down the hallway. I only took a few steps and in passing the door of the adjacent room I stopped and thought, why not. I turned the knob and it was open. I glanced around and saw no personal belongings inside so I entered and quietly closed the door.

	 

	For a moment I stood in the center of the room wondered why my heart was beating so fast. I knew the feeling but couldn't figure out why this rush was triggered by the simple act of seeing the door close. I stepped into the WC and listening for sounds, there were none. The slight but constant hum of a motor, probably a generator, would easily muffle many sounds. I quietly pressed down on the door handle that separated our rooms. It was locked with a sliding bolt which I simply slide to the right. It was dark. I opened it wider and saw that there was a flat wood wall. That, I remembered, would be the sliding door between compartments. Surely that would be locked. It had a handle that lifted. I ever so slowly tested it, it moved upward. I could feel the hook unhinge and a little pressure made the door slide ever so slightly to the right.

	 

	I continued sliding the door rightwards and quickly saw some of our belongings in the bathroom of our suite. When the door was shoulder wide I looked inside. It was dark save for the light coming through the curtained port hole. The louvered doors separating the suite and the bathroom were closed. I quietly moved to the center of the bathroom and for a solid minute stood wondering if I should continue, or just announce my presence to whomever was in the room. I moved quietly toward the louvered doors and stood to the left of the door, while looking through the louvers from a small upper section of the door.

	 

	I saw Gail sitting on the bed, her back to me facing the starboard side of the boat. She was talking to someone who was sitting on the small couch. I couldn't see him completely but I recognized the slacks I had seen Giancomo wearing this morning. Gail had a tall drink in her hand. It had a piece of orange in it, and the same drink came into view when Giancomo's hand rested beside his knee. They were talking. I was too emotionally heated to even listen to what was being said and, I felt guilty with what I was doing, sneaking around, eavesdropping, peeking. I thought I should leave, go back out and knock on the door.

	 

	Their banter caught my attention when they both laughed. I was listening now. "Did Tamara really say that?" Gail asked, still laughing. "Yes." I heard Giancomo say. "Why would she think that?" Gail asked while pressing the glass on her cheek. "I can't recall anything we said or did that would have prompted that." "Tamara should read palms and foreheads professionally. She is uncanny at sizing-up people." And while Giancomo was speaking Gail moved her left leg onto the bed. Only one leg was hanging over the side. I could see enough of her back to see she still had on her beige skirt. I wondered what Giancomo was seeing.

	 

	They continued the conversation but I noticed that they were speaking more quietly. Gail would fidget with her hair, then stop, then start. After a minute or two I could barely hear them, only able to make out an occasional word. Then Giancomo stood up. It was the first full view I had of him and for some reason it shocked me. He moved directly in front of Gail and was leaning on the bed so that he was practically between her legs. He reached out, still whispering, his hand just below her face, ready to touch her. She did not move, she was watching, maybe listening. I couldn't hear them. Then he moved one hand to her face and began to stoke her face, the other was holding her arm.

	 

	When I had first tiptoed into the bathroom I felt excitement. Now I was angry. Had Gail planned to be here with him. Had they all been making plans behind my back. Why was Gail allowing this to happen. Yesterday we were chatting about Gabriela and Giancomo and Gail had said, "He is certainly charming, but I don't see why Gabriela…," here Gail paused in thought, then added, "He is not the kind of man I am drawn to."

	 

	Now he was touching her cheek, her hair, and then her neck. He took her hand in his free hand and continued to touch her face. Gail bent her head back a little. I could not see her face but I wondered if she had closed her eyes. Then Gail lifted her left hand and rested it on his arm, he continued to touch her face then placed his lips on her forehead. He moved his lips lightly back and forth across her forehead for minutes. Then he did the same to her eyes, her cheeks, her chin, never opening his mouth, just lightly brushing her face. Gail's head was now thrown well back, I could see her eyes were closed. Giancomo began to slowly kiss her neck, while his other hand continued to touch her face. Gail was supporting herself with her right arm behind her, head strewn back with her left hand holding the elbow of his right arm, encouraging his touching.

	 

	My mouth was dry and I was afraid the roaring in my ears would give away my presence. I was leaning to my right, more like bent, with the whole of my face pressed to the highest louver I could see through. I was angry, I think. Giancomo had moved his mouth to Gail's lips and they started to kiss, tentatively at first. Then one of his hands went to her neck, the other to her back, holding her, pressing her to him. Gail had moved her head, first left, then right, kissing him back. He was standing between her legs, leaning against the bed. Her head was almost the same height as his. Gail moved her leg from the bed, it was now hanging over the side and allowed her to move closer to the edge. Her arms were raised both hands now flat on his shoulders, allowing them to get even closer.

	 

	They were pressed tightly together, Gaincomo between Gail's spread legs, both with their arms wrapped around the other, kissing. Giancomo had his mouth fully over Gail's mouth. As he kissed her he moved his head slightly angling his body from side to side as if he was trying to kiss more deeply. The more they kissed the more impassioned they became. They were pressed together his hands on her back, every now and then he would press her head to his with one hand and run his other hand slowly up and down her back. He had his eyes closed, I could only see the back of Gail's head. They kissed for a very long time.

	 

	Gaincomo stopped kissing and made space between them. His hands went to her breasts while they looked at one another. His right hand touched one breast, then with his left the other, then in unison they leaned into one another and started kissing again. His movements increased , first touching Gail's breast then her back and, even the back of her arms. In a sudden flash of movement Gail leaned back crossed her arms in front of her and lifted her shirt from the waist. Just like that she was topless and as quickly Giancomo was back kissing her and touching her breast, he standing between her legs, both totally engrossed in kissing.

	When he lowered his head to her breast she simply wrapped her arms around his head and threw her head back giving up to the feeling. I was getting sore from leaning to my right, I moved almost to the middle of the door, not thinking, or caring, that I may be seen.

	 

	Gail was still facing away from me. Only when her head was back could I notice that her eyes were closed. Giancomo hands were moving now. He looked down between them, I think moving her panties aside as he started to touch her there. Though I couldn't see what he was doing my imagination ran rampant. I had been hard earlier, even touched myself, but I now I was more angry then turned on.

	 

	His right hand was between them and he was looking down. Then his shoulder started to move and Gail leaned her head forward looking down for a moment then leaned back again. When I saw his arm moving rapidly I imagined that he was rubbing his cock on her. He was looking down. When she looked down again he moved to kiss her and Gail wrapped her right arm around his head hungrily accepting his kiss. She broke the kiss, leaned back again and breathed a heavy "Ohhhh." It sounded like she was going to come but Giancomo stopped.

	 

	"Gail," I heard him say. "Move on the bed." And he beckoned her onto the bed. Gail moved onto the bed without saying a word and lay on her back. Her skirt moved enough to cover her. Giancomo climbed on the bed and lay beside her raised on his left arm. He was naked from the waist down. He touched Gail's nipples for a few moments then put his head to her breast. Gail lay her hand on his head and his right hand moved down her belly and under her skirt. He touched her that way for a long time. His hand was partly covered, I could only guess. Gail was moving slightly, barely perceptible, but humping his hand. When she would raise her head to look at him her eyes were lust filled, far away, she was ready to come. Gail looked down at one point and moved her left hand to reach for his cock. He raised his head from her breast and moved himself away from her. "Just let me know you. Enjoy me", He said.

	Gail lay back a slight smile on her lips. He continued touching her and sucking from breast to breast, occasionally kissing her in an open mouth kiss that was wet and probing, and Gail kissed back. I couldn't see if he was pressing his cock against her, from the very beginning her legs were between him and my view.

	 

	Giancomo released her breast, kissing his way down her belly then lifted her skirt and planted his mouth on her upper thigh. He kept one hand on her breast tweaking her nipple. She was still partly covered by her skirt. He slide down the bed and placed himself over her legs and his mouth over her pussy. The effect on Gail was electric. She moaned, humping her groin to his mouth. I was sure she was ready to flood him now. I knew the sounds. He kept her legs closed, between his arms. I could now see Gail was naked under her skirt but Gaincomo covered her nakedness with his head. He opened his mouth and took as much of her as he could into his mouth. Gail moaned again. "Turn over", Giancomo said as he raised his head. Gail rolled into the center of the bed, face down. He immediately lifted her skirt to her waist and her magnificent bare behind was before him. I got excited, I wanted to touch myself again, I was breathing as heavily as she was. Giancomo planted his face on the center of her behind and started to kiss and fondle her cheeks. He would spread the cheek and kiss inside. He kissed and licked the fold at the bottom of her behind. His left hand was between her legs and he may have had his fingers in her but, I was not certain. Gail started to moan, "Ohhh, do it, Ohhhh", and she started to move in what I recognized as her being ready to come.

	 

	Giancomo lifted his head and Gail sighed. "Love…", Giancomo said, "…raise up on your knees. Gail obediently raised up into a doggy position. "Rest you head on the pillow," he said, as he placed his hand on her shoulder gently pushing her down. Now her behind was in the air, her head resting on the pillow. She had her hands under her touching her breasts, and I could see her very wet and inviting pussy. "You are just too beautiful," Giancomo said as he inched back to look at her. He raised up on his knees to get closer to her and I was shocked. For the first time I could see his cock. It was hard, standing straight out and could not have been more then two or three inches long.

	 

	I almost coughed at the surprise. Then I smiled, the macho in me. He moved close to her behind and began kissing her. He devoured her, kissing and sucking her cheeks, inside and out, her pussy, putting fingers in her, bending under her and twisting his head so that he could engulf the whole of her pussy. Gail just simply went wild. I know I had never loved her with my mouth in such a complete way and with so much abandon. Gail moaned and groaned, even strained from time to time to turn around and look at him. Then she started building to her orgasm and he stopped again. He reached for a pillow and placed it behind him.

	 

	Giancomo, facing Gail, her rear still in the air, then slide his legs between hers legs and under her until his cock was just under her pussy. "Love, lie down on me now," Giancomo said. Gail obeyed. Her legs were spread on both side of him. Her pussy and behind splayed open for his view, he on his back, she face down. With the pillow supporting his head he first viewed the beautiful behind before him and then he started touching her again. Soon he had two finger from his left hand inserted in her pussy while he squeezed and touched her behind. Then he reached for his cock and humping up toward Gail he started to rub it against her pussy. First slowly, then very fast, then again slow. His fingers were in and out of her, first two then three. Just moving inside her. After five minutes Gail started to moan, as her orgasm built. "Ahhh, Ohhh yes, I'm coming." And Gail bucked and shook twisting her head into the pillow as her pussy became soaked with her orgasm.

	 

	Giancomo slowed but did not stop. Sure I thought, he wants to come now. He still didn't try to put his cock in Gail. But he kept rubbing. He was spreading her come all over her behind. He put two fingers in her and kept them still. He rubbed his cock mostly on her slit but from time to time he would move it across her clit. This lasted at least ten minutes. At first Gail just lay there then she started moving again. Giancomo was rubbing in earnest now and Gail seemed to have her clit pressed to him. His fingers probed her pussy first two then three, moving from side to side, like he was feeling her insides. As Gail got close to coming again she moaned, "Ohhh yes, do it, I'm coming again." Giancomo said "Go slowly, Love, ." and he slowed his rubbing. He did not prolong Gail's orgasm for long. Minutes later Gail started moaning again and asking him to "…do it", like she had asked me so many times. Gail start writhing and sighing, Giancomo was rubbing his cock against her at a frantic pace, he pulled his fingers from her pussy and took one finger and pressed it to her behind hole. She moaned, he pressed harder, Gail said "Ohhh..do it to me" and his finger slide into her behind, Gail shrieked a long "Aghhhh and started to shake with an orgasm that went on and on.

	 

	They both lay there in the same position. He was gently rubbing the cheeks of her behind. Five minutes went by. He then slide from beneath her and again placed his mouth on her behind and started loving her there, kissing, it looked to me more like worshipping her. Not a word was spoken. Gail finally moved and when she turned around to him she immediately placed her mouth on his and kissed him with a passion she had never shared with me. Her face looked beautiful. For a part of the kiss she looked at him. I felt terrible. I had not come. Actually I did not know if Giancomo came either.

	 

	I started to shake. I didn't know what it was or why, but I had to get out of the room. I slowly backed my way into the bathroom then stepped into the other cabin and quietly, steadily slide the door shut. I did not bother to click the latch. I hesitated a moment then opened the door into the hallway. Thankfully no one was there. I made my way up the stairwell and wondered what I would say to anyone I ran into. I know I looked shaken. As fortune would have it the living room was empty and I simply went to the aft deck and walked down the gangplank.

	 

	I walked in circles from quay to quay. It was only 14:30 and we were due back at 16:00. I imagined them still in bed cooing with one another. I was so angry with Gail's duplicity. Her words rang in my head; "… this vacation to be about us, no Peter's, no girls ravishing you." Maybe I should try to get together with Francoise. I had her number with me. I had actually called her two months ago, my only secret lover in all our years of marriage.

	 

	As I walked along an adjacent quay I noticed Giancomo's Citroen pass by heading toward the boat. I watched from a distance and Gabriela got out and walked to toward the gangplank carrying a wide red shopping bag. I started making my way back. It was 15:45.

	I walked up the gangplank. Giancocmo and Gabriela were in the living area. He was seated with a drink beside him and she was standing showing him a beautiful dark green blouse that had gold colored embroidery across the front. She has taste I thought. "Hello Rian.", Giancomo said, smiling broadly. "Did you like the Splendido?" "Lovely place, isn't it ." I replied. I didn't feel any anger toward him and I wondered why. Gabriela spoke up. "It's my favorite hotel. You will love it and I promise you will both over-eat." "You know," Giancomo said. "Gail and I went to look for you at the Splendido." "You did?, I questioned. "I was there." "Yes I know. I arrived a minute behind her, she with Gabriela's car and I with my car. I finished my meeting twenty minutes after it started. I thought I'd spend the time with you but you had left. While there I introduced Gail to the manager whom I have known for quite a while." That was kind, thank you. I responded. "I'm afraid everyone we meet through you treats us… well like we were special. I hope we don't disappoint someone." Gabriela looked at me and smiled. Giancomo leaned forward. "You are special, to us," he said, "very special." I chuckled, "Oh I did not mean it that way, I mean financially, we can't afford to be extravagant.." Giancomo was looking directly at me, smiling. Gabriela took the two or three steps that distanced us and stood beside me. She touched my arm smiling and said, "You know Rian, you are a lovely man." I flushed, I didn't know what prompted her to say that but I could feel my face getting red. Giancomo, still smiling added, "I agree with her, rilasciare Rian, take advantage of opportunities, they are rare." Gabriela translated, "That's relax in Italian" She said smiling, with her hand still on my arm. We exchanged a few more pleasantries then I started toward our room to get ready for the afternoon cocktail party.

	 

	I knocked when I entered. I don't know why. Gail called out. "Ri?" "I'm back," I responded, trying to sound cheerful, as I passed the bed and saw her standing in the bathroom.. She was wearing white cotton underpants and a cotton T-shirt that I know she bought in the children's department at Benetton's in Santiago. Leaning over fussing with her eyebrows she said, "I went looking for you." She looked so beautiful, her sexy behind, her legs stretched on tip toe. I stood admiring her without answering. She stopped and turned to me. I must have had a strange look on my face. "Are you alright?, she asked smiling quizzically. "I'm fine," I said. "Yes, Gaincomo told me you went to the Splendido. I was only there a short while. What happened to Gabriela?".

	 

	Gail turned back to her mirror, then replied. "When we arrived at her friend's home we were told she was in the hospital. Gabriela wanted to visit her. I declined to go with her I didn't feel comfortable. She understood. The car was still there so I suggested I catch up with you. When I saw Giancomo I was surprised. He was there for you as well. We both missed you."

	 

	"Sorry I missed you. You would have enjoyed, I saw the San Nicolo Church," I lied. I remembered the name from a sign.. "How about you, did you get to see something.?"

	"We stopped at a little café and had Cappuccino," Gail said, "…watched the people walking toward the beach. It looks like they only let attractive people in this town." "Was it hot and sweaty," I asked. "Not at all," Gail replied, "You were out there, wasn't it perfect? What do you want to wear? I'll make sure it doesn't have to be pressed."

	 

	I stripped to my underwear and lay down on the bed. I watched Gail walk into the closet and look over my clothes. Then she sat on the bed beside me. She rested her hand on my thigh. "What do you think?" she said, gesturing toward the room, our surroundings, "about this." "Sumptuous, easy to get carried away." I replied, " But, to be honest, I love it. Mostly I love Tamara. We should call her tonight.." "Yes we should," Gail said while nodding. "Gabriela thinks you are terrific. Her word was sexy. I think she has the hots for you." "Well you should know I have the hots for her too, I think any man would. She's so sexy… no no, sensual, and she exudes class." "You really like her don't you?" Gail said with a glint in her eye. "Yes", and then I told her what happened earlier upstairs. Gail looked a little surprised. "She said that and he agreed?" "Yes." "If she came on to you would you…?" "Yes", I said before she could finish. "Ri," Gail said reproachfully. "Don't get any ideas. You may like it when I show myself off or play little games but I don't like it when you do." I started to say something then choked it back. Instead I pulled my under shorts to the side and exposed myself. "Is this game OK, I asked?". She reached for my cock and it grew in her hand. I hated myself. If only I could get angry with her, or exhibit some resistance. She smiled looking me in the eye, so assured, so certain, of me at least..

	 

	"Wonder what tonight will be like", she said. "Wild, orgy", I replied. "Oh no. I doubt they are that kind," Gail said. "Would you join in if they were?" I asked. "Ri", she responded reproachfully. "Why do you ask that." I should have simply said that after the way he ate your pussy, I can imagine that's next. But what I said was, "I'm sorry, rude of me. He has been courteous. I'm just speculating now, just speculating. If the party got wild would you join in.?" "No" she replied, meaning it. "And you, would you?" "Hmm", I sounded, "yes, I probably would." Gail let go of my very erect cock and went to the bathroom to continue her primping.

	 

	We got ready to go upstairs to the party. Gail looked ravishing. Her rendezvous during the afternoon seemed to have had an influence. She wore the dress I called her ice skating dress. Dark green and beige silk that showed her breasts, her whole body beautifully. It was loose and flowing on the bottom, tight on top. Her long tan legs striking in simple open flat shoes that had a colorful ceramic cluster on the front. It was one she knew I didn't like, it was short and she looked like a soft sexy cloud impossible to squeeze.. "You look nice", she said. "You too, even more then usual. I hope it's for me" She replied, "Of course it's… you are in a strange mood tonight." "I've no reason to be, I think", I answered. "That's what I mean", Gail said. "What's the I think for?" " Don't mind me", I said. "I'm in my sensing mode. Remember I once proved to you that I sense things that affect us. Well I'm in my sensing mood tonight." "Oh Ri, please, lets have a fun night. There is nothing to sense." "If you say so my love", I emphasized 'my love', smiling when I said it. Gail looked at me suspiciously, but just for a moment. The party, and maybe more, was a greater magnet at the moment.

	A crowd of people were on board. They looked pretty young. The crew had been out all afternoon arranging for the food and drinks and the display was overwhelming. Mauricio immediately headed our way and asked us what drinks he could get for us. We ordered Kir Royale's.

	 

	We took our drinks then mingled. Gabriela noticed us and brought over a girlfriend she had known from childhood. She was a stout girl, about our age, an English teacher, with the most lovely face encased in rich brown hair and the largest mirth filled brown eyes I have ever seen. On and off during the evening we talked with Katarina, not knowing then that we would spend so much time with her when we returned.

	 

	I noticed the Captain passing and asked him if I could make a telephone call. When he showed me the setup in

	 

	Giancomo came on deck about an hour later. He attracted the attention as usual. I watched Gail. He talked with everyone along the way but it was obvious he was heading in our direction. Sure enough he came beside us and this time he kissed Gail's hand. "You look lovely tonight Gail." He said to her, but looked at me smiling. She responded. "Thank you Gia, both you men look very handsome, as well". Gabriela joined us as Giancomo responded. "It's because we are proud to have the loveliest girls in the room." It's true I thought. She had called him "Gia," and I looked at her. I think she sensed the moment.

	 

	There were small groups clustered in every corner of the living area and rear deck and the sun deck above. A round metal disc of about 3 meters in diameter served as a dance platform, and a four piece combo playing Italian popular music, alternated with music by disc. The setting was very romantic and as Gail and I were dancing we both simultaneously thought of, and mentioned Tamara. I was looking for a way to talk to Gail about the afternoon but didn't find the right opportunity.

	 

	A young couple dancing at the same time as we were ended up at the champagne table beside us and we started talking. Franco was Italian and his fiancé, as he introduced her, was a German girl, Crystal. We talked for quite some time. At one point Gabriela asked me to dance with her and Franco came to the dance floor some minutes later with Gail.

	 

	The party went on and on it was about 21:00 hours. More people came, some left. A man of about fifty, who seemed to be a good friend of Giancomo, was with a tall very beautiful blue eyed girl with very short hair. She looked no older then fifteen. I later learned that she was a popular Dutch model. He invited a group to go to a club in town, and Giancomo opted to go with them. Gabriela asked me if I would like to go. "I'll find Gail and ask her," I said. Gabriela replied, "I asked Gail, she prefers to stay." "Oh." I was surprised, "Then I guess I'll stay too." Gabriela looked at me smiling. "She'll be in good hands here, if you would really like to come?" I felt a tingle, she really wanted me to go. "Thanks, but I think I'll stay." Gabriela stood a moment, then she touched my face and was off.

	 

	I found Gail on the upper deck with Franco and Crystal. Another three chairs were pushed close making a circle, and they were talking. It was cool up here. I stood in the shadow of the stairwell. The bright deck light had been turned off and just the quay lights were lighting the deck. Most of the party seemed to have retired to the sun deck.. Some were in lounge chairs, kissing, almost all were a couple in a chair together, mostly in groups of two or three chairs, talking and drinking. I was still standing in the shadow when a waiter came out of the kitchen stairwell offering coffee. Gail accepted a cup and I groaned thinking this was going to be a long night. Franco was in one of the large wicker chairs, Crystal was sitting on his lap and Gail, the only girl alone, was sitting on the arm of the same chair. They were facing the sea. Opposite them was a man form Greece, that I had met earlier, his name was Augustino and he was sitting alone. I had seen his wife going with the crowd that left for the club. They were all to my left and had not yet seen me. Four or five meters beyond Gail a woman was sitting in a man's lap, moving up and down. The chairs opposite Gail and Franco were facing the city lights. In the faint glow I could see the back of the girl sitting in the mans lap and his arm under her skirt. She was leaning back on his shoulder while he was conversing with the others. Something was said and they all laughed. Gail joined the laughter turning to look at Franco. "I'm serious," Franco said, speaking to Augustino."No one is odd here," speaking English with his charming British Italian accent. "Fine then," said the Greek man, and he put out his arms in invitation.

	"Crystal got up from Franco's lap and walked across to Augustino, then slowly positioned herself in his lap.

	Franco seemed to straighten himself for a moment, it looked like he was buckling his pants, then he placed his arms in his lap. Moments later he gently touched Gail's arm then patted his lap. "Come Gail, sit where it is comfortable." Gail didn't say anything. She stood and reached across Franco to place her coffee cup on the small table, then sat in his lap. I felt like I had swallowed a rock. I stepped back into the stairwell and went downstairs.

	 

	I took a cup of coffee and moved around the deck barley hearing the conversation around me. About fifteen minutes later Crystal came out of the stairwell with Augustino. I was standing beside the buffet table. They spoke together for a moment then he kissed her cheek and walked toward the rear deck. Crystal went to the ladies room and Augustino walked down the gangway.

	 

	When Crystal came out of the ladies room she noticed me, and walked directly toward me smiling. "Rian, where is the crowd that is always around you?" "Getting late, I guess," was my lame reply. "Gail's is sitting with us, why don't you join us upstairs." Before I could reply she was holding out her hand to lead me upstairs. "Look who I was able to tear away," Crystal announced as we stepped out of the stairwell.

	Gail looked up at me smiling, without comment. I headed for the only empty chair, expecting Gail to get up and join me. As I sat down Franco said, "Crystal my dear, why don't you sit with Rian, then no one has to move." "I can do that", Crystal said, "but let me ask Rian. Maybe he prefers his wife." She had placed her hand on my shoulder, ready to sit in my lap, but she waited for my invitation. I patted my thighs, "Of course, please sit," I said, not meaning it. Gail just watched.

	When Crystal lowered herself at the very last moment she swished the back of her skirt and I saw the lower end of her behind. She was a beautiful girl and I thought she and Franco made quite a pair.

	 

	Franco went back to talking to the couple closest to him. They were discussing clothing designers. Crystal whispered to me.

	"Are you friends with Giancomo, or his family?" "Friends." "We too," she said. "New friends." "We are new friends too." I added. "How long? " she asked. "Just Days," "Oh, newer then us." She responded. "How long do you know him I asked?" Two years. He owns a factory that manufactures ladies clothing. Franco used to contract with them now they are partners." "Exciting," I replied. I was trying to catch the other conversation as well. Crystal wiggled a bit and now had her hand on my thigh. I was getting hard. I tried to see if Franco was touching Gail but the arm of their chair was angled, shielding a part of them. At one point when the other gentleman was speaking Gail leaned forward and then moved her legs. They were now on either side of his shoeless legs and Franco was leaning back. Gail's movement had me imaging all sorts of things. I watched her small very brief movements and my mouth went dry. I was hard but didn't know if it was from Crystal or Gail. I threw abandon to the wind and simply placed my right hand under Crystals skirt and between her legs. She permitted me, invited me, I should say. My hand was on her upper thigh, my thumb touching her panties. I moved my thumb and hand from time to but I was not ready to play. I would have gladly fucked this beautiful girl, but not now, not like this.

	 

	We sat there for another twenty minutes. When the crew started to clean up around us we all took the hint and slowly the deck emptied. We said our goodnights on the aft deck, exchanged telephone numbers, then Gail and I went to our cabin.

	 

	Gail plopped in the small couch smiling, reaching her arms out for me. I walked over and stood beside her while undressing. She wrapped her arms around my behind hugging me. "What an evening, what a beautiful setting," she sighed. "The total day," I said in Spanish, which somehow seemed more expressive. She looked up at me still smiling, "Are you intellectualizing? That's the only time you speak Spanish to me." She was right. I smiled, "Sorry". "I'm exhausted," she said, and we both made our way to the bathroom. In minutes we were ready for bed. I noted that Gail didn't do anything extra when cleaning up and I wondered if I was exaggerating things. Gail walked to the door separating the bathrooms and slid it open. My heart started racing.

	"There are people in the next cabin," she said.

	"How do you know," I asked. "Gabriela and Gia told me," she replied. "The man with the Dutch model." "Oh!" I umphed. "That girl can't be more then sixteen. She is gorgeous."

	Gail answered. "She is nineteen, I didn't think anyone in the world had smaller breasts than mine."

	"Are you fishing…? I asked, we were in bed by now and she touched my arm. "No Ri. I know you love me flaws and all."

	"Giancomo said it", I responded. "The two most beautiful girls." Then I added, "When did you start calling him Gia?"

	She paused, "He asked me to." "When?" A long pause. "When we were driving back today," Gail said, then continued. "Do you think Gabriela is beautiful?" "Very." I honestly answered. "Me to. She has a poise that adds to her beauty. I wish I had that." Then Gail added, "I think you turn her on Ri." I ignored the last part.

	"What do you think of Giancomo?" I purposely did not say Gia. "He is the most mannered man I have ever known." "Still not your type?" "He's a charmer. It's easy to feel comfortable with him." "That's not an answer." I reached for Gail's arm while waiting for an answer. "It's strange. I think it might have something to do with his stature. He's not challenging anyone. He can say or do things another man would not get away with. But he is still not my type." I thought to myself, what you would do if he were your type, 'leave me'. Gail asked me, "Why are you asking." "I'm sensing again…", then I chuckled, "you seem to succumb to the sea and yachts and parties."

	"Sensing… like what? Like sitting upstairs? She asked. "Not that, but yes that too," I replied honestly. "I think that Franco was trying to fuck you." I don't know why that slipped out so bluntly or why I said trying.

	"He was," Gail simply replied. "Like Crystal was doing to you. I saw her raise her skirt when she sat on you." "Well we did not," I said defensively, noting she changed the direction of our talk. "Did you have your cock out Ri?, she asked. "No. I only had my hand on her thigh. I didn't even touch her… there." "Really", Gail said, she sounded relieved. How very ridiculous I thought. Then Gail added. "She had just finished fucking the Greek man Augustino." "What," I said loudly, innocently. "Where was he?" "He left just before you arrived." "Did Franco know?" "Yes," she replied. "What did she do. Fuck him, then came back and announce it?" "No. She sat on him, in the same chair, like she did with you." "In front of everyone?" I asked. "How do you know she fucked him?" "You could tell," Gail whispered. We had both had a lot to drink and we were tired. But, I had some momentum, so I continued. "Well I'll be…" I acted like I knew nothing. "Were other people doing that." "I think half the couples up there were making love." She replied.

	 

	Gail the ultimate romantic calls it "..making love." "How do I miss these things?", I asked, mostly of myself. I continued. "Did knowing that was going on turn you on? "Kind of, …" she paused. "Yes, crazy, I know." She replied honestly. That was Gail's winning way. Shatteringly honest, sometimes. Always very reserved because she was shy. It fooled you, made you think she was innocent. Only I knew better, I thought. "Oow.," I exclaimed, "I would have wet myself knowing." I said, then continued. "How did we wind up with them, Franco and Crystal?" I asked.

	"He started asking a lot of questions when he heard we live in South America." "Questions about what?" I inquired. "Franco is opening a ski fashion boutique in Bariloche next year. He was full of questions." "Yes, Crystal told me he was partners with Giancomo." "I didn't know," Gail said. I thought to myself, would she have been more careful knowing they were friends.

	 

	"You didn't say Gail, or maybe I didn't ask. Was Franco making love to you in the chair?" I worked to be certain my tone did not show anger, I touched her arm hoping to convey that I was relaxed. There was a long silence. "Yes," was all she said. My heart quickened. "I was sitting there. How did he do that?, I asked. Gail answered almost in a whisper. "When his wife moved to sit with the Greek fellow he unbuckled his pants and moved them down… quite a bit," she added. He didn't have underwear on Ri, I saw his cock." "Did the others see", I asked. "I think it was hard to see, I don't know" she said. " He asked me to sit on his lap and I did. Little by little over the next few minutes he pulled my skirt out from under me. I could feel his cock against my thigh. At one point he leaned forward to pull off his shoes and when he sat back I felt his cock pushing my panties into me." "Did you take your panties off? My voice was getting husky. "No, I adjusted them a little." I could barely hear her.

	"Was he… did he put it inside you? After some silence, "Yes"

	I waited a while for my heart to quiet. "Did you enjoy it?," was all I could think of saying. She responded, still whispering, "It was exciting, mostly crazy I guess. I didn't want the others to know but I also didn't care. It was wild… and, He was so hard. Ri, He was like a warm steel pipe. And then, when you came up it was absolutely intense, I lost it." How?" I asked. She replied spontaneously, quietly, "I was… it was obsessive, seeing you sitting in front of me Ri. I started to pulse inside, I'm sure he could feel it. Knowing his cock was in me while you were right there, I almost came the instant I first saw you. What stopped me was seeing Crystal holding your hand. After a while he started throbbing. I could feel it. He kind of touched me pushing me forward. When I did lean forward he lay back a little and then he started to come in me." Gail moved to her left side and reached her hand to touch me. She went straight to my cock. I was rock hard, and very turned on. "You want me now, Ri? Instead of an answer I asked, "When I came upstairs was he already in you?" "Yes," she whispered, gently jerking my cock.

	"Did you come?" I asked. Again a long quiet. "It was strange. I shook for fifteen minutes. I trembled, it was like coming but it … it wasn't. I think it was better, it was so different." "Why", I asked. "The excitement of being public, was he big… my being there, why? " "He was average, but you know Ri…" she stopped to remember, "He was a little thick, very crooked, shaped like a 'u' pointing downward. I was surprised when I saw him. I had to take him all in me because of how I was sitting. It was uncomfortable at first. When he was inside me his cock was touching me in the front, under my belly. Every little move he made was electric, and it built up, tiny moves that no one could see. I started to shake, Ri."

	Gail was rubbing me in earnest and when she thought I was going to come she started to move to love me with her mouth. I stopped her. I wanted her to talk. "So you actually didn't come?" I said. Gail whispered, "Yes. No. I didn't come but it was as good, or better. I almost fainted from the feeling, just about when you arrived. Earlier in the evening he boasted that he regularly chewed Viagra. He was so hard Ri…really hard, it felt good." I was too excited for her to touch me. I took her hand from my cock. "Lay on top of me baby," I said. Gail lay on top of me and I placed my cock at the entrance of her pussy. She reached her hand behind her and slowly guided me in. She took me completely and rested her head on my shoulder. I rubbed the cheeks of her behind. "It's uncanny. Isn't it?" I said, "How sensitive I am to you. I knew there was something." "Yes", she whispered, her lips on my cheek. I moved a little inside of her. She was very wet. "There's something else, isn't there love?"

	"Should I say every detail I remember?" she asked.

	"Is there more?, I asked. She didn't answer. You said his holiday would be "…our time." "Tell me if I am wrong. Is there more?" "Yes," she whispered into my face. "Since we're here?, I asked. "Yes, on the boat," she said. I felt elated, I started to move in her. While I was moving I asked, "Will you tell me?" "Yes Ri" she whispered again. "With whom?" I asked. "Mauricio," she replied. My shock startled her, "Mauricio, the…," I stopped myself and added, "… the kid?" She answered defensively. "It just happened. He came in, I wasn't wearing anything, and I let him see me." "With no underwear" I asked. "Yes" she said, barley audible. "I just finished shaving. I oiled myself and then started painting my toenails. He had already seen me when he opened the door so I just didn't move." "Why didn't you tell me the first time?" I was relieved she hadn't done more with the boy. "It was harmless, I didn't want to make a big deal…" she whispered. "It's upsetting you," she said as she felt me softening. "No, I'm not upset. I'm uneasy thinking we may be fodder for…" I didn't finish. We lay quiet for a moment then I said, "My senses are driving me, I guess." Gail just lay still, we were both too tired to go on. I moved her from on top of me and she turned her back and spooned close, and we slept.

	 

	When we went on deck the next morning the boat was nearing Monaco. We were mostly finished with breakfast when the teenage model came into the dining area. You could not tell she had been up most of the night. She wore running shorts and an armless t-shirt and barely any makeup. I marveled at how beautiful she looked. Though she was talking with Gail, at one point I was involved and, trying to be respectful I referred to her date as her fiancé. She touched my arm and said, "He isn't my fiancé. He isn't even…" she stopped herself, "He likes boys, young boys." "Oh, I'm sorry" was all I could think of saying. She smiled at me and her eyes twinkled. At that moment Gabriela came out and joined us. The boat was entering the harbor when Giancomo joined us. We thanked him for the invitation. He and Gabriela said they would stay in touch with us. There was an exchange of telephone numbers, we expressed our appreciation, Giancomo said we must do it again. As far as I could tell there were no secret exchanges between he and Gail.

	 

	Mauricio carried our luggage to the waiting car. The goodbyes had been cheerful with assurances we would see each other again soon. Giancomo gave Gail and I each a present. I received a beautiful pen with Gabbiano Blanco engraved upon it. Gail, the beautiful green blouse that I had seen Gabriela showing Giancomo. As the car whisked us away from the quay, we both took a long look at the boat. Quite an experience I thought, and I sighed wistfully. I wanted for all the world to offer Gail a penny for her thoughts.

	END

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Gail Gathers a Crowd
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	If you haven't read our first posting(s) I'll tell you what we look like. Firstly, this is all real. I'm 5'10, just turned 32, brown hair and eyes and in reasonably trim shape. I met my wife while in university and we are married eight years now. Gail is exceptionally beautiful and very shy, which belies her intelligence and soft spoken manner. She is 5'7" with a young girls figure at 30, small hips, long very shapely legs, small breasted, a picture perfect behind, light brown hair that blondes in the sun and just the loveliest large green eyes.

	 

	This continues; we are on holiday in France and Monaco, just returning from three days on board a private yacht. We will stay a few days, see Monaco, visit an American friend that we know from last year and finish our holiday in Portofino.

	 

	In our room at the Mirabeau I immediately went to the window to look over toward the yacht club but I couldn’t spot the boat we had been on, the Gabbiano Bianco. We headed out for lunch and the tour we had previously booked to see, and learn, Monaco history. After renting a cell phone at the hotel desk I called Peter, our American friend that we had met last year in France. We actually had only planned our stop in Monaco because they were here. Peter started asking questions about our boat trip but I begged off, “We are having lunch now, let’s discuss it at dinner tomorrow,” and we rang off after scheduling dinner. We would see each other during the day since he planned to watch us play tennis the next morning.

	 

	Though Gail and I had not discussed it, I wondered if our meeting with Peter and Phyllis would be a repeat of last year. It was our first swap, which still managed to sexually excite me, or make me nauseous, depending on the moment. We finished lunch and taxied to the tour bus, during which we telephoned Tamara, the lady that we met in Cannes last week. We stood in a group of fourteen people waiting for the bus to leave while Gail continued to talk on the cell with Tamara. I stepped away to purchase a bottle of water and from the distance couldn’t help but admire my wife. She was wearing beige shorts - not tight on her legs, and an armless soft orange sheer silk blouse with a slip underneath, and brown flat open shoes. She was talking on the phone, oblivious of the attention she was drawing from the group waiting for the tour to start.

	 

	We learned the many hundred-year history of the Principality, driving from place to place. The tour was wonderful, and when we finished we were invited and accepted to have dinner with a couple with whom we had exchanged so many comments during the tour. They were from Canada, in their late thirties, on holiday the first time in France. The lady, Eva, was small, blonde, very shapely which she seemed to work hard to show. Her husband Alex was tall, trim and obviously taken by Gail. While Eva talked she constantly touched me whereas Alex was polite with Gail to the extreme. They were staying on Princess Grace Street, just twenty some odd doors from our hotel so we taxied back together. Before we left they invited us to join then for dinner, and we accepted.

	 

	We had planned to meet at our hotel When they arrived Alex suggested a large informal restaurant almost on the end of Blvd. Italie. He had been there his first night in Monte Carlo. The food was good, and the tile floor echoing the voices of a full restaurant made it seem busy and comfortable. As the evening wore on Gail and I reached to cover our glass when more wine was offered. As was our habit, we did not drink much the night before we had a serious tennis match. Gail and I wee playing the next day and we had a serious bet with one another. Alex asked if we would mind their stopping by the next day, to watch us play. Of course we concurred.

	 

	When we were almost finished with dinner a four piece band began to play and a few tables close to the bandstand were moved to make a dance floor. I danced once with Gail and once with Eva as did Alex. Back at the table I suggested “We had better call it a night.” Alex was disappointed but understood. He reached for Gail’s hand saying, “Hate to see it break up so soon?” Gail blushed, even her chest spotted, and she looked to me smiling, but I knew the smile was discomfort. We all left and the taxi dropped us off first at the Mirabeau.

	 

	Gail readied for bed in a t-shirt and we stood by the window arms around one another, enjoying the view of Monte Carlo. Gail asked, “Have you decided what we are betting on the game tomorrow? “I’m glad you are worried about losing,” I said. She replied, “I might just surprise you,” she said, “I have incentive.” Then I added, “You just may like what I was considering.” She gave me her inquisitive look, eyes a squinting smile, “Are you planning to ask me to be with a man while you watch,” she questioned. I weighed my answer, wanting to induce her to talk about what happened on our boat trip. “I intend to make the most of my win” I said, squeezing her to me, “I wasn’t particularly focused on sex,” I lied, “but who knows. I guess I couldn’t ask something like that even if I wanted to.” Her response was a questioning “Oh, why can’t you ask that?”

	 

	We had discussed why I thought it would be exciting to see her make love with another man. I had already seen her the time she was with Peter, but Gail discounted that. She insisted that I was more excited with his wife, Phyllis, and her performing oral sex with me. For Gail, the fact that she had been fucked to crashing orgasm by Peter, did not count. If she knew that I had surreptitiously seen her with other men, maybe she would think differently, be more open with me. I knew that she was jealous if I showed interest in another woman, so that scenario was out. Though truth be told, I had no interest in any women other than Gail. Except Francoise, when Gail was treating me poorly. We moved to the bed and cuddled a while, then Gail turned over and spooned close to me, and we slept like lovers.

	 

	We were at the courts with time to spare. Our friend, who had arranged and booked the court, was waiting at the end of the entry, a towel around his neck, looking like he had been playing. He looked taller and more fit, in his tennis clothes. His face had a bad burn which extended partly into his hair. I was embarrassed that I did not remember his name, but a few minutes later I heard his friend call him Renzo. Gail looked at him appreciatively when they shook hands. What we saw of the club was spectacular. For a tennis aficionado it was almost a religious experience just walking into the club. He walked us to the courts and we were surprised to see our own small cheering section. Peter and Phyllis were there already chatting with Alex and Eva, and both the men we had met through Giancomo, that had arranged the permission to play. Peter had a very official looking camera hanging around his neck.

	 

	We often play on clay at home in Chile so we knew what to expect. Our friend Renzo took the umpire’s chair and officiated. The game went well. I won the first set 6-3 while our friend’s ohh’d and ahhh’d for Gail at every well played point. She was playing full out, scrambling, but always managed to look graceful. Gail’s long tanned legs looked wonderful against the simple white tennis dress she always wore. More onlookers were gathering. At one moment I remembered thinking how very lucky I am to have such a lovely wife. The onlookers grew and into the second set I relaxed and wound up in a tiebreak. A crowd had gathered. We play well together and it’s nice for a club player to watch us, but I had no doubts that as much of the interest was in watching Gail. Catching up with the points I had to spot on the tiebreak made it too difficult for me, and Gail won the second set. The crowd let out a roar that sounded more like a hundred. I took control of the last set and when I returned her second serve for my winning point, our friends clapped, but they were applauding her effort. We met at the net and Gail stretched to kiss me, “Almost got you didn’t I?” she chided. “You most certainly did,” I answered, “I’m very proud of you…” She interrupted, “Love me?”

	 

	“I most definitely do.” I said. Gail smiled, “That’s all I need, you won the bet.” And we walked toward our friends.

	 

	We sat in a group in the lounge, Gail and I shared a not very cold beer. Peter continued to rant about our prowess. Phyllis was sitting beside me and Renzo was to my right. I thanked him for arranging the court. “Not to be thanked,” he said. “You both play well, I did not know the level of your play. Would you like to play again, maybe doubles?”

	 

	I jumped to respond, “We love doubles, you just tell us when.”

	 

	“I’ll see what my girlfriends schedule is and then I will call you.” He said.

	 

	We sat around, sharing jokes and talking for twenty minutes. Peter informed us that he had invited Alex and Eva to join us this evening at dinner. Gail and I wanted to get back to the hotel and out of our wet clothes. We excused ourselves and Renzo offered to drive us back to the Mirabeau.

	 

	We showered and were getting ready for the palace tour we had planned for the afternoon. “So, my love,” Gail said, “Have you decided what you will win?” She was standing in front of the mirror putting on her makeup. She was wearing the blue lace panties that had no elastic around her legs. She noticed my admiring glance and smiled. I answered her earlier question, “Actually I do have some ideas but, “and I hesitated a long while, “this is an opportunity I want to use well. But tell me, you will do whatever I ask… right?” She looked at me through the mirror, smiling provocatively, “That’s the bet I made,” She said.

	 

	I added, “I have to decide. I’m playing with whether I want an active or passive win.” Gail’s response was to stop applying her beauty work and look at me with her,I am thinking smile. When we left for the tour, Gail was dressed in a short blue and yellow dress that buttoned down the front, the lower two buttons were open which allowed her to show her lovely legs.

	 

	 

	When we finished the tour we walked to the taxi line and entered a Mercedes taxi. Gail slid into the middle and I sat behind the driver. The front seats were separated and Gail’s left leg was resting on mine, and slightly apart. The young driver didn’t hesitate to look, again and again. Though Gail maintained just enough primness to make it look like she was not showing herself, when she glanced to me she was blushing, a slight smile showing that she knew what he could see. She whispered to me, “You like?” I mouthed “I love.”

	 

	As we readied for dinner that evening I commented. “Wonder what this restaurant is like?

	 

	Gail responded, “Knowing Peter you can be sure…,” she let the rest of the sentence die as she concentrated on selecting her dress. Then she continued, “I wish we didn’t have guests.”

	 

	My heart started racing, I wondered if that was her cue that she had considered a repeat with Peter and Phyllis. She interrupted my thoughts, “I am uncomfortable with Alex,” she said.

	 

	“Why, I asked. I had only seen him being courteous to her.

	 

	Gail answered. “When we danced at… he was actually rude.” How I asked. Gail turned to look at me, “He almost immediately started pushing his leg between mine. We weren’t there a minute and he was rubbing on me, and he was hard.” I exclaimed questioningly, “Really?” Gail responded softly, “Really…yes really.”

	 

	We met for dinner at the Amici Miei, back in the port. Peter an Alex were standing at the bar. They greeted us warmly. Alex was starring at Gail while she and Peter exchanged quips. More like boring into her with his eyes. I marveled at her easy exchange with Peter, for he was very quick and clever with words. When she was comfortable with someone you saw her wit, her intelligence. Otherwise she was shy, answering questions but rarely joining the exchange.

	 

	The ladies came back from the restrooms. Eva looked elegant and sexy. Phyllis was simply ravishing and Peter noticed my appreciative gaze. She wore a grey dress with straps around her neck but the front was open and her cleavage was deep, almost revealing. She kissed my cheek and leaned in just enough for me to feel her against my arm. Men and women in the restaurant were looking at her. With the three women together I made a quick appraisal. Gail was wearing a pair of beige silk slacks. Not tight but they hugged her bottom beautifully, it looked like there was nothing underneath. The green and gold blouse she wore was the gift from Gabriela and Giancomo, and she looked the conservative beauty.

	 

	We were escorted to a table on the patio that overlooked the port and the mountain with the palace on top. The food and wine flowed, for hours. Peter filled us in on his year past and we did the same. He explained to Alex and Eva how we ran upon one another on Giancomo’s boat. Peter was full of questions about our stay on the boat, where did we go, do we have plans to meet again, and more. After dinner Peter wanted us to see the apartment he had rented, so we jammed into his car and wound up in his huge eighth floor three bedroom apartment looking out over the lighted city. Two of the bedrooms, also with balconies, were on the side of the building facing toward San Remo, also an enchanting view of Monte Carlo. The apartment was tastefully decorated in Italian furniture.

	 

	Peter went to prepare drinks and Eva offered to help. Gail and Phyllis were on the balcony of one of the bedrooms and Alex I were sitting on a long modern leather couch. Ten minutes went by when Phyllis came out of the kitchen with two drinks in her hand. She had one for Gail but stopped to speak with me on the way back. She sat beside me on the couch.

	 

	“Ri, Gail says that you will be in Portofino for about a week.” She stated. “I thought we would run up and visit with you. If Peter is busy, I will stay for a few days. She says you have some trips planned.” All I was concentrated on was that if Phyllis bent forward any further I might see her nipples. Finally I answered, “Yes we have two trips planned.” “We were invited by friends of Giancocmo’s, I guess we will find out the plans when we are there, and let you know.” Alex had left a few moments after Phyllis sat beside me. Just at that moment I realized his absence. Phyllis continued, “Please let me know. Even if it is for a day or two, we have really been looking forward… I should say I have so been looking forward to your getting here.” I looked at Phyllis realizing that she was not flirting. She genuinely liked our company.

	“Let me get this wine to Gail,” she said, and rose to go toward the rear bedroom, I followed her. The door was open and you could see through to the balcony. Alex was standing at the balcony edge, Gail was in front of him looking out over the city and it looked like he had his hands on her shoulders. Phyllis set the stage for her entry, announcing, “Mademoiselle, Monsieur, your drinks…” and she stepped onto the balcony. I didn’t continue into the bedroom.

	 

	I stepped back out and walked toward the kitchen. Peter was not to be seen, but I heard a noise in the butler’s pantry so I crossed the room and peered into the pantry. Eva was standing smiling inches from Peter and he was saying something, not quite whispering, but I still could not make it out. She turned to look at me and like an idiot I said, “Oh, excuse me,” and I turned to leave. Peter hadn’t seen me but he heard me, and just as I departed he called out, “Rian … Rian, take a minute, come here.” I turned back and peered into the pantry again. They were both in the same position as before but looking at me now. I walked in and noticed that Eva looked pretty well toasted. Peter said, “Ri, Eva said she and Alex are party fiends when on holiday.” “That’s interesting,” I commented. Peter continued “She says she has never been with a black man.” I nonchalantly responded, “I’m told that in the dark you can’t tell.” “Now where would you get that kind of faulty information? “ Peter said, laughing. I answered, “Gail told …” and I stopped realizing what I had done. Peter turned to me quickly giving me a most very stern unfriendly look.” I felt the total fool; I could feel my face reddening. I did not know whether Eva picked it up but I apologized to Peter with a friendly pat on his shoulder and left them to their diddling or whatever.

	 

	Back at the bedroom Gail, Phyllis and Alex were still on the balcony chatting. I joined them and went directly to stand beside Gail. She placed her arm in mine and gently leaned against me. They continued chatting for some few minutes then Gail said to me, “You know Ri, we had better get back if we intend to play tomorrow.” Phyllis observed, “Oh no, leaving…are you playing again tomorrow?” I knew we did not have a booked court but in support of Gail I answered, “You know we’d stand in line all night for a good doubles game.” Phyllis added, “Who are you playing with?” “Renzo is lining it up for us,” I said. And soon afterwards we said our goodbyes and for some reason we both felt closer to Peter and Phyllis. I told Peter I would call him during the day tomorrow to organize something. Peter called a taxi and we left with goodbye hugs.

	 

	We were made honest again. A message was on our phone with a copy under the door. Renzo had called. ‘I have booked doubles for 11: to 12:30 tomorrow. If it is convenient we will meet there. If not please call my mobile any time … and his number.’ Gail and I were thrilled. When we were in bed we held hands and talked. “I am so glad you came to the balcony when you did. I was so embarrassed,” Gail said. I asked, “Embarrassed, why?” That he would just come up and put his hands on me. I was appalled. Who does he think …” she let it end. “I know love, that’s why I followed to look for you. He seems to be lusting after you.” I said. Gail questioned, “Ri, tell me, do I give the impression that just anyone could touch me?” I responded, “I may have given reason…you don’t usually, but I’m sure they’d all like to… anyway that’s their style, we both don’t like it so let’s not visit with them again.”

	 

	We lay holding hands for five minutes without a word. “I did well today, didn’t I Gail said. “Very well, I said. You really took me by surprise the second set.” Then Gail almost whispered, “Wonder how Renzo plays?” Then, again after a pause she asked, What do you mean by “…I may have given reason? I explained what happened with Eva and Peter. The ‘uuhhh’ was when Gail sucked in air. “Ri, how could you…?” she let it drag out. “I’m so sorry,” I said, and then added, “I only hope that she was as drunk as she acted and it passed unnoticed. Peter was livid with me.” Gail whispered, “good.” I rolled to my side and placed my arm across her. I started kissing her cheek. When she turned her head I began to kiss her mouth, and then rose up enough to place my head above hers. I took her tongue in my mouth and probed and moved my lips over the whole of her mouth. I was hard with anticipation. She placed her hands on my head and face and returned my kiss and we continued. I was pushing my hardness against her thigh and feeling very intense. I don’t know what prompted my kiss but it was not often that we kissed with such passion. Maybe I was trying to copy the lust I had seen when she had kissed Giancomo. Gail sensed something too. When we stopped and I was lying beside her again she whispered, “I love you Ri,” and maybe five minutes later, “Good night.”

	 

	Again our friends were there to watch. We were at the court when Renzo walked in with his partner. He introduced us to Paulina, he pronounced it Pow-au-lien-a, a doe eyed girl in her mid twenties with her dark brown hair in a short cut, about Gail’s height, almost boyish, who couldn’t have weighed more then fifty kilos. I would gladly have stood by just looking at her for the next hour. We went to gear up and she chatted with Gail for a moment. At the bench Gail informed me that Paulina suggested. “Renzo says you play well, maybe we can challenge the boys to some outrageous bet.” I laughed. Gail added, “She’s really nice.”

	As we walked to the court Renzo said, “Losers buy dinner.” I nodded, “a deal.”

	 

	The game commenced. Renzo was powerful, super controlled. A better player than I was, I thought. Paulina was everywhere, scampering for everything. I thought Gail was a better player then Paullina but in truth as partners we were pretty evenly matched. Renzo played the sidelines like a pro, and Gail’s well placed shots were chased to the last. Renzo was just slightly restrained when serving and playing to Gail and I did the same with Paulina. In spite of the roars, and our friends, the players concentrated on the game and we went to three sets, losing to Renzo and Paulina but having enjoyed the loss.

	 

	We sat with our friends drank beer and chatted in the lounge. I complimented Renzo on his game and Paulina told me that he had started as a pro tennis player until he decided to try racing. I believe it, I thought. Renzo was not shy but he seemed reserved, and he held his conversation with others, including Peter, to brief repartee. With Gail and me he talked at length. Alex was there with his wife still eyeing Gail, but Gail was ensconced between me and Renzo. Peter informed me that he had organized dinner, and I told him we had to pass. He looked at me questioningly for a moment, and then said he would call me later. Before we left I cornered Peter and Phyllis and commented, “we’re having dinner with Renzo, but you have to know that Gail is very uncomfortable with Alex. Let’s plan tomorrow just the four of us.” Peter said, “Sorry, I should have sensed it,” and we parted comfortable with one another.

	 

	Renzo and Paulina drove us back to the hotel. He had the new mini, and he zipped through the Monte Carlo streets like he were racing the Grand Prix. We scheduled dinner at 20:30 with him picking us up at the hotel. Back in the room we both sprawled out on the bed. What with an exhausting game and the beer we were tired. “He plays well… it would be nice to have a partner like that at home. I’d improve.” “Hmmm…” was Gail’s response. “That really was fun. They’re both nice,” she declared.

	 

	I jumped up to shower and she did the same. “Me First,” she said. “No. I was first. But I’ll let you share.” We showered together. I soaped her, she soaped me. Afterward we lay on the bed wrapped in towels and robes. She skewered herself so we were toe to head, and I started on her feet. Before long I was touching her thighs, lifting and looking between her legs. I turned her onto her stomach exposing her behind and started to cuddle and kiss her. Parting her legs I kissed between her thighs, and then rose leaning on the cheeks of her behind to expose her back hole. It was so erotic seeing her back hole open a bit when I would press or lean downward against her cheeks. I lay across her back and stretched to kiss her, my cock resting between her buttocks. I kissed her mouth, continued to her neck and finally I rose slightly to place my cock between her legs. She moved and raised herself enough to meet me and my cock slowly entered her. She was flat on her stomach, both arms bent bedside her breasts, my whole body covering her, keeping her warm. I inched in, moving back out then in again, waiting for her to accommodate me. When I was fully in her I placed my arms on her side. I was in her as deeply as I could get. “Maybe I should make this my wish, my bet.” I said. She questioned, “What, this moment or making love?” I answered, “This feeling.” It is just so sensual, I’d like to be here forever.” “Me too,” Gail laughed, and I could feel the laugh in her pussy, through my cock.

	 

	That evening I watched Gail dress. She took great care with her makeup, and she wore a red flowered wrap-around armless dress. It was not tight but for some reason you could see it clinging to her body and you knew she was naked underneath. A string of pearls was the only jewelry. She did not wear stockings and her low heeled shoes were open. When we walked from the elevator that evening Gail looked like a cloud floating across the hall. Renzo and Paulina were waiting in the lobby. Paulina wore an above the knees skirt and a blouse that just reached the top of her skirt. The blouse was loosely tied over the shoulders and cut low under the arms. She was obviously small breasted but you could see the bump of nipples and I knew I would spend the rest of the evening trying to see her breasts or her belly. She looked like a teenager. Her big eyes and pouting lips were about the most sensual I had ever seen.

	 

	“The only reservation they had available was for 21:30 so we have time,” Renzo said. “Good, lets have a drink here first,” I replied. We made for the bar, all eyes upon Gail and Paulina walking in front of us. Gail’s looked at me when the waiter came, wondering if I would order a bottle of wine. Renzo suggested, “You know, this bar is known for their Long Island Tea, French style.” “We’ve had that Gail said, but I don’t remember what is in it.” The waiter informed her and we all ordered Long Island Tea. We talked tennis. I chatted with Paulina she said she had interest in a Hair Saloon and in an Art Gallery. She was born in Germany, her parents were French and Italian, and she studied Interior Design in France and, of all places, San Francisco, and. Renzo later said she spoke four languages. Renzo’s talk was all tennis. He regularly attended Roland Garros, had been to Wimbledon a few times, he started tennis as a child and actually was to start the pro tour when he landed a spot on a racing team. An accident while driving had burned his face and arm. He seemed so nice that after half an hour I didn’t see the burns.

	 

	We had two rounds of drinks and when we stood up to leave I could definitely feel the influence. Renzo asked Paulina for her mobile. We were late and he wanted to make sure we did not lose the reservation. “I’ll go to the concierge for the telephone number, excuse me,” he said. We were already ten minutes late. When Renzo returned he was speaking on the mobile phone in French, frantically. I gathered he was having trouble. I touched his arm, whispering “If we are too late don’t worry. We have wanted to try the restaurant here.” Renzo smiled, “expensive, I was taking you to a simple restaurant, but very good.” “Today we are too late, next time we can go there,” I said.

	 

	In the half empty dining room they seated us for display. Waiters fussed over us from the moment we entered and the girls were the center of attention. Gail and Renzo shared conversation as did I with Paulina but there was no whispering or intimacies shared. I did look at Paulina carefully and We laughed a lot and upon leaving decided that we were having too good a time to call it a night. Renzo recommended that the Club house where we played tennis had a nice discothèque so we headed for the parking garage. As we were about to get into his car Paulina grabbed my arm pulling me toward the front. “You ride with Renzo, we girls like to be chauffeured,” she said.

	 

	The bar was busy with people moving about, everyone sizing up the other, lots of profiling by men and women. Our girls received more then a fair share of the attention. As soon as we had our drinks Paulina asked me to dance with her, then she leaned toward Gail and whispered something. They both laughed. When the next song played we continued dancing and Renzo walked onto the dance floor holding Gail’s hand. After a few minutes we lost sight of them. Paulina nestled against me and we danced closely. We exchanged a few words but we both seemed more intent on being near. She looked up at me at one point and smiled. I don’t know what I read in her smile but I could feel myself twinge and I was getting hard. Paulina adjusted her leg and I became even more excited. When she looked at me again, still pressed against me, she said, “I can feel you,” then placed her head back on my shoulder.

	 

	When we returned to our table Gail and Renzo were still dancing. I moved my chair beside Paulina facing the dance floor. She immediately placed her hand on my lap, then looking at me, said, “Are you still hard? I looked at her and nodded, yes. She smiled, and said, “That’s nice, I’m excited too.” Some minutes later she excused herself to go to the ladies room. I rose to move her chair and watched her as she walked away. When she was out of sight I started for the men’s room. When I returned, rounding the corner to our table, it was still empty. I turned toward an outside area where couples were coming and going and walked toward a little pond with lights. Halfway there I looked up at a small footbridge and noticed that Gail and Renzo, were at the foot of the bridge on the other side, and kissing. He was bending toward her, she had her hand on his back, and his hand was low on her back pressing her to him. My heart began racing and I could feel my face flush. I felt jealous, but not angry, and in the back of my mind it opened the door to my being more forward with Paullina. I know I should have expected it but it still came as a surprise.

	 

	I walked back to the table and Paulina was there, a strange man was leaning on the table asking her to dance. I sat beside her and she said, “Sorry, I took too long? “she said, with her lovely accent. She commented, “Not a problem.” Just as I started to make a comment she looked up smiling as Renzo and Gail appeared. They stood beside the table for a moment, and then Gail walked to sit with Renzo across the table. Paullina said to Gail, “It is very jolly here, no?” Gail, nodded “Yes, very nice,” and we sipped at our drinks for a few minutes in what looked like a mutual understanding not to order another round. I stood, touched Paullina’s arm and said “Excuse me… “then I looked across the table to Gail, hands outstretched in invitation, “the last dance with my date?’

	 

	On the dance floor Gail pressed close. “Enjoying, I asked. “Very… are you?” We had to speak loudly, over the noise. “Yes,” I said as I put my hands on Gail’s behind, squeezing her to me a little to forcefully.

	 

	“Paulina is beautiful, isn’t she?” Gail asked. “Not more then my wife,” I replied. “I saw you dancing,” Gail said. “did she excite you?” “Yes”, I answered.

	 

	“Did she notice you were excited?” Gail asked. After a pause, “Yes, she did.” I answered, then continuing, “How about you, you were out a long time. Did he get hard dancing with you?” She moved her head to look at me, smiling, “Yes.” I continued, “Was it exciting?” She answered, “Flattering… yes, exciting too.”

	 

	“Did he try to touch you?” I asked. “Just holding me like you are holding me now,” she answered. I continued, “that’s all?” “Yes, not much opportunity on a dance floor, is there?” I stopped questioning. I wouldn’t bring up having seen them kiss, at least not now. We were silent a while then I asked, “Do you want this to continue?” She raised her head again and was looking right into my eyes. My ever so beautiful wife, I felt a love tug at my heart. “I don’t know.” She said, still looking at me while we danced, then added, “what do you think?”

	 

	She left it up to me, and for some reason, which I still can not fathom, I said, “We can invite them up for a drink when we get to the hotel.” Gail moved her head again to look at me. “Yes,” was all she said. After a good ten seconds she added, “They are really both so nice”, with emphasis on the really. I thought it the right time so I asked, “Oh”, tell me love, what was it Paulina said to you when we rose to dance, when you both laughed.” Gail had to think for a moment, then smiling, laughing actually, she said, “She said, the only way to get both these retards going is to prendre l initiative” , Gail repeated Paulina’s French words, take the initiative. We laughed together. Then, in as light of tone as possible, I asked, “Did you take the initiative on the dance floor?” Gail stopped to look at me, and then replied with a teasing tone, “Apparently I must have, he was certainly hard, as hard as you were.” We returned to the table smiling and made ready to leave.

	 

	Renzo drove and I sat beside him. Just moments out of the parking I half turned toward Paulina and asked both her and Renzo. “Can we invite you up for a last drink,” then looking towards Gail and trying to sound spontaneous, “Wouldn’t that be nice love?” Gail responded, “Yes, please do, that would be nice.”

	 

	It was 1:30 when I asked room service for a cheese plate and wine. I turned on the radio then sat shoeless on the bed propped against the headboard. Room service had turned down the bed and propped two pillows on each side. We were chatting tennis when Paulina asked Gail about her outfit. Then she commented how she had trouble finding attractive tennis shirts because she was so small breasted. “I have the same problem,” Gail said. Paulina smiled, “Not the same,” she said. “I’m the smallest they make,” she was pointing to her breasts. Then Gail added, “Ri always says the smaller they are the more elegant the lady.”

	 

	“Paulina turned toward me gleefully, “Do you really say that?” “Yes I do,” I replied. Paulina rose and took the two steps toward the bed, lowered her face and quickly kissed me on the mouth, declaring, “I love your man,” looking at Gail as she spoke. I think I may have shown a bit of surprise because both Gail and Renzo were smiling at me.

	 

	Renzo added, “I agree, they are more stylish.”

	 

	“You are both just saying that,” she said.

	 

	Both Renzo and I assured her it was how we felt.

	Paulina pressed on, “Now you are stuck.” We all looked at her questioningly. Did she miss a word in English? “How are we stuck asked Renzo?”

	 

	She ignored Renzo, and with one hand on her hip and the other beneath her breast she mockingly said, “Ri, who is more elegant, Gail or me?”

	 

	I know I blushed, Gail sputtered with laughter, but Paulina stood there insisting on an answer. “Well it’s hard to say… I can’t … well Gail is my wife so…” and with a flash of movement Paulina pulled the tie on both shoulders and lowered her blouse to show her breasts. They were beautiful, small, the brown crown just a brief circle, but her nipples were sticking out like the tip of my finger. “Now you can tell” she said, smiling. I sat their like a child, not knowing how to respond, “They are beautiful,” I whispered, my only response.

	 

	Paulina continued, gesturing her hand toward the chairs where Gail and Renzo were sitting, “Gail, we can see if you are more elegant…no, you show us too? Gail immediately blushed, but to my utter surprise she said, “Sure, we can see,” and she sat forward to undo her dress. Paulina instructed Renzo in French to help Gail and he moved behind her to undo the four buttons on the back of her dress. He helped her slide it from her back, and in the process touched her as long as he could. As Gail slithered out of her dress I felt my cock harden. She sat on the edge of the chair, so beautiful, showing herself, blushing down to her neck. Paulina sighed, looking at Gail, “Now, that is beautiful.”

	 

	Before the mood could change Paulina said, “so I am most elegant, and Gail is most beautiful, now you must see…” and she started to reach for her breast but stopped, “No, you do it Ri.” she said. She took my hand and started to place it on her breast, but before she did she looked toward Gail and Renzo. Renzo was smiling, Gail, with a slight smile topless and blushing had the wrap on her dress open to her thigh. Paulina placed my hand on her breast and said, “touch my nipples, and see, that is where I am special.” And I did, first one then the other, and they grew between my fingers, and then grew more, like little sensitive cocks sticking out begging for attention. Gail and Renzo watched, not saying a word, not moving. Paulina climbed on the bed and knelt between my legs in front of me and smiled, “beautiful?” she asked, questioningly. “Beautiful,” I said and at the same time she offered her breast forward and touched my head for me to take it in my mouth. I took her whole breast in my mouth and could feel the nipple extended against my tongue, I placed it gently between my teeth, and I felt the flat of her hand rubbing my cock through my pants.

	 

	I was riveted to her breast for what may have been seconds or minutes when I finally took pause and looked toward Gail. Renzo was standing behind her chair, his hands around Gail and on her breasts; both were staring at Paulina and me. My eyes locked with Gail’s, she wasn’t smiling any longer but she seemed absorbed in Renzo’s attention. Paulina sensed my pause and turned to look toward Renzo as well. She softly spoke, “Come here you two, sit beside us on the bed”, and she patted the bed beside me. Gail raised her head to peer backwards at Renzo with a hint of a smile, he removed his hands from her breast and they moved toward the bed. As they were moving to the bed

	 

	Paulina stepped off and stood beside the chair removing her skirt. Her body was perfect, her legs long, strong and tanned, and she hiked up her black sheer panties looking at me seductively. “Elegant? She questioned, “I shook my head several times before I said, “Lovely.”

	 

	Gail was standing beside the bed, her dress around her waist. She looked at Paulina then back to Renzo who was now sitting beside me on the bed, removing his shoes. Paulina came beside the bed and reached to unbuckle my pants. I didn’t help; I looked toward Gail as she started climbing on the bed. She sat between Renzo’s legs, as Paullina had been with me. Paulina continued to fumble with my pants without success. Then she moved away and said, “Rian, s’il vous plait… and beckoned me with both hands, as she backed up to the chair where Gail had been sitting. I stood and when I was close she again reached for my belt to remove my pants. At the same time I reached down to touch her breasts with both hands. She sat back ready to welcome my first effort at being forward. I was now leaning over her, my face at the top of her head. I kissed her hair lightly and said, “Just a moment, I’ll be right back,” and I walked to the bathroom. I was just minutes using the toilet, and washing my hands, I splashed cool water on my face and returned, the towel still in my hand.

	 

	Now Gail was stretched out on the bed with her back to me, the top of her dress rumpled around her waist, the lower wrap open exposing her legs. Renzo was stretched full length beside her, facing her, he had removed his pants during my absence, and was in his briefs. They were kissing, his left hand was under her and resting on her back, and he was touching her breast with his right hand. Paulina was sitting in the chair watching. When I walked across the room she rose then beckoned me to sit in the chair, and she sat in my lap. We started touching and watching, she seemed as interested as I was in looking at Gail and Renzo. Her nipples were erotic, a joy to suck on, they hardened and thickened with each touch. I looked toward Gail again. She had her legs open, her left leg resting on Renzo’s leg. He seemed to be pushing his groin toward her and I wondered if he had his cock out. Paulina turned to look as well. We both watched mesmerized by their play of passion.

	 

	Paulina rose, walked to the bed and lay beside Gail on the few inches of space that remained. She pressed her breasts on Gail’s back then reached over Gail and put her hand between them. Though I couldn’t see, I felt certain she had taken Renzo’s cock in her hand. She continued moving her hand between the two of them, doing something. Gail and Renzo were kissing again. Paulina took her hand from between them and took hold of Renzo’s behind, pulling him toward her, urging him to move on top of Gail. As he rolled Paulina moved from the edge of the bed. Renzo was now on top of Gail, hunched at the waist pressed into her. I was hard, I’m sure I was dripping, but I still had not opened my pants.

	 

	Paulina moved to the back of the bed and leaned forward placing both her hands on Renzo’s behind. First over his briefs, then under, rubbing his cheeks, feeling his thighs and then her hand dropped beneath him, still rubbing and touching, Gail I assumed. When Paullina took her hands out she leaned well forward, I thought to climb on the bed, and instead she took hold of Renzo’s briefs and removed them. Gail continued kissing, her right arm resting flat on his back pressing him to her. I could now see Renzo’s balls and the hair between his legs. Again Paulina leaned forward, both arms disappearing beneath them. This time she inched her arms out with Gail’s panties trailing behind, and as when the panties were near her knees, Gail moved her legs closer to accommodate taking them off. Renzo stopped kissing and hunched up a bit to allow his mouth to kiss her breasts. Gail moved both hands to hold his head. He was hunched over her in a fucking position while he ravished her right breast with his hand and her left breast with his mouth. Gail was propped high on the pillow, her eyes closed, and her head thrown slightly back. Paulina was leaning forward with one hand on the cheek of Renzo’s behind and the other hand buried beneath them, she was touching one then the other, though I couldn’t see exactly where. I was glued to the chair. At one point I did see Renzo’s cock in her hand and I remember feeling relieved that it was not in Gail.

	Then Paullina leaned forward and placed her head between Renzo’s legs, kissing the inside of his thighs and the back of his balls. My heart was racing. Her head and hands disappeared. Gail sighed in a breathy “Ohhh”, her hands still holding his head. When Gail momentarily opened her eyes she fixed her gaze upon me. Her face was just above the back of Renzo’s head, both her hands holding his head, her eyes glassy and distant, like she didn’t recognize me. We stared for maybe ten or fifteen seconds, as the scene before me burned into my memory. Some sensation caused her to draw her head back, her eyes rolled, then closed, and she was again caught up in her passion. My heart beat faster but it was not in lust, it seemed more like in fear.

	 

	Gail started to roll her head back and forth, whether from Renzo, or what Paullina was doing, I could not tell. Paullina was kissing and sucking Renzo’s balls, her hands busy beneath them. and then she moved her head sideways so I could see her face, and there was Renzo’s cock in her mouth, long and thin causing her mouth to pooch where the head was pressing. When she moved her mouth away her hand took his cock and fumbled underneath, then Paullina raised her head. At that moment I saw Renzo clench his behind in a thrusting motion and Gail whispered a long breathy, “ahhhhh”, hunching her hips ever so slightly as he slowly slid his cock into her. From the side of Gail’s leg I could see she was pushing upward as he pressed forward into her. Her face was tense, attentive, as if she were anticipating his thrust. She looked so beautiful and though my cock was throbbing in readiness, my heart was racing, the intensity of the moment he entered her made me feel sick, and jealous.

	 

	Paulina turned to me and may have noticed my uncertainty. She just reached out her hand and said, Here,” and I rose and stood behind her at the edge of the bed. She moved sideways and said, “Look how beautiful,” and I looked down at Renzo’s cock sliding out of Gail, glistening, it kept coming out, and when he was out I could see he was not circumcised. As he pushed in again the head of his cock uncovered. Gail’s pussy seemed to simply allow it in, she was ready for him, and it just disappeared into her without the slightest movement of her pussy lips. It was so erotic that my cock started to jerk. I grabbed myself squeezing hard and quickly moved to the bathroom. I would have come in my pants if I had continued watching a moment more.

	 

	I was barley away a minute or two when Gail started to moan, “Yes… do it…oh yesss, ohhh” I stepped out and standing at the bathroom door watched Gail humping upwards as Renzo continued to plunge into her in long slow strokes. Gail opened her eyes momentarily to look at him as he continued to pump into her. Paulina was now on the other side of the bed, lying sideways, looking at them. Renzo was propped up on his arms and I could see the palm of Paulina’s hand making circles on Gail’s breast. Renzo bent forward as Gail again said “Yesss…ohhh, do it, yesss.” He fixed his mouth over Gail’s, loosely; I could see them trying to suck one another’s tongue, licking each others mouth, trying to get their tongues deeper. They continued fucking while I stood frozen in fear and lust. They ignored me. Paullina looked up at me blankly, then back to the passion of the two lovers. I don’t remember how long I stood there. Gail lowered her hands to the cheeks of Renzo’s behind pulling him into her in rhythm with his thrusts. Her moaning and sighs were almost constant. “Ahhhh, then as he would be deep in her she would whisper, “Yesss, do it, do it,” humping up into him as she spoke. I could not see his cock sliding into her, and I was afraid to stand behind them for fear I would react as earlier. After what seemed forever Gail’s started to sigh, “Ahhhh’ with each inward thrust. They quickened the pace, Gail’s husky voice saying “Yesss, yesss, do it… yesssss do it,” was coupled with her raising her hips forcefully as she started to orgasm, her hands clutching Renzo, her hips tightening and thrusting with each surge, her voice a pitch lower “Yesss…Ohhh.. yesss, her whole body reacting to each jolt. Then Renzo started to grunt, “Ugghh…” then sucking in air, “Ahhh…” as he rutted forward burying himself in her as he started to cum, Gail’s buttocks were clenching him, her hands urging him deeply into her with each spurt, five or six time Renzo clenched his buttocks as he ejaculated deep inside my wife.

	 

	I loved it, I hated myself. Gail opened her eyes and seemed surprised to see Paulina beside her. She looked at Renzo’s eyes with an expression of warmth, she didn’t see his scarred face. She smiled at Paulina, almost imperceptively. She didn’t see me standing by the chair and I sensed her panic for a moment until she saw me standing by the bathroom. She looked at me a long time, no words exchanged, no smile just an intense look which I wishfully interpreted as loving. She turned her head and whispered something to Paullina that I couldn’t hear. Renzo stayed inside Gail, not caring about anyone other than my lovely wife beneath him.

	 

	Paulina rose and moved to the chair where we had been sitting. I watched, amazed as she started to get dressed. “Rian,” she said, “I need you, can you come with me please? We’ll be back soon” In minutes, I had my shirt back on, slipped into my shoes and reached for Paulina’s outstretched hand as she stood in the open doorway. I pulled back the last second, and returned to the bedside table where I had placed the card key to our room. Renzo was arched above Gail, probably still inside her, I looked at Gail’s face and felt pangs of every emotion. She looked up at me with quiet eyes, the lust abated. I turned and left with Paulina.

	 

	Only after we were in the car I questioned, “Where are we going?” Paulina looked at me, her beautiful face emotionless and said, “To my place,” and after we drove another block she added, “I need you.” We drove a little further and I asked, “We could have stayed with them.” Again a long pause. Paulina ignored my comment, “I live there,” and she pointed to a large apartment building that looked like it had just been built. It was 3:30 in the morning when she opened the door to a very modern apartment, with long white leather couches and pictures of women posing seductively, even with photos of Paulina. “Nice,” I commented. “Thanks,” she said, “I just moved in a few months ago.”

	 

	I asked, “You say I, doesn’t Renzo live here.” She looked at me almost surprised, “No, he has his own apartment.” As she was answering she moved toward me and placed both of her arms around my neck. I bent to kiss her but she moved and nuzzled into my neck, kissing my ear and neck, while fumbling to undo my pants.

	 

	Paulina took charge. She sat me naked on the sofa, then stripped naked and stood for a moment allowing me to admire her body, she was completely shaved. In moments she was straddling me, for a few seconds she rubbed my cock along her slit then placed my cock at her entrance and held it in her fingers as she slide me fully into her. When she pressed herself against me her hard nipples were against my cheek. I could feel the muscles in her pussy flexing, the feeling wonderfully unlike any woman I had loved. It was hard to imagine but, I didn’t have to move a muscle. I could feel her milking me, occasionally she would slide forward or backward, then continue again. In less then ten minutes I began my tremors and as she felt it build she moved her muscles even faster and I erupted in her with a flood.

	 

	Paullina leaned back to look at me then kissed my nose. She went into the other room and returned a few minutes later with a warm towel and a tube of gel, and wiped me carefully, touching me all over. When she finished she placed her mouth over my cock and began to suck and touch me. Her mouth was everywhere, her finger pressed to my behind tempting entry, pulling my nipples, holding and sucking my balls, she kept this up for ten, maybe fifteen minutes, and I started to get hard again. Paulina took my cock in her hand and looked at it and said, “Let’s make this so hard.” Placing gel in her palm she spread it along my cock, then began to jerk me quickly, then faster and harder. Before long I was iron hard, and the gel seemed to have something in it that gave a tingling heat sensation. She abruptly stopped, placed a dollop of gel on my cock and straddled me, reaching her right hand behind her she found my cock and placed it at her entrance then pushed down steadily until I was in her to my balls. My head went back and I closed my eyes immersed in the sensation. She started moving up and down. It seemed to me that she was enjoying this more then when we had first made love… no, fucked. She was totally in charge, I was so tightly sheathed in her that I thought I could feel breathing through my cock. She leaned back to look at me. I opened my eyes to look at her, her breasts were so small they barely bounced, I looked to see my cock entering her as she rose, and I noticed that I could see her whole pussy… I was so surprised. I didn’t know that my cock was snugly ensconced in her behind and I was as deep inside as the size of my cock would allow. Now, caught in the thought that I was fucking her behind I started to tremble. I could feel my cum bubbling in readiness to erupt when Paulina started, “Make me feel it hot in my ass, please Ri,” and she started to lick my lips and kiss my ears, whispering, “Fuck my ass Ri, fuck me… Ohhh, you feel so big in my ass,” and I exploded in a torrent of cum, spurting four or five times into the depth of her behind.

	 

	I moved to the bedroom in a daze and when I awoke Paulina was dressed and moving about the apartment. She served me coffee, I thanked her for the attention, she responded with, “You can call me any time,” and she gave me her telephone number. She made a telephone call, speaking fast in French, which I could not understand, then offered to drive me back to the hotel. “I don’t mind taking a taxi,” I said. She wouldn’t hear of it. “Why did we leave the hotel last night,” I asked. Do you feel uncomfortable doing… in front of Renzo.” She laughed, and reached to touch my face, “No. Of course not Rian. After they made love last night Gail asked me if I could take you somewhere.” It took a while for me to absorb it, I remembered the moment when they were whispering. I didn’t want to look shocked, though I was, so I simply said, “So very like my Gail.”

	 

	It was 9:30 in the morning when she dropped me off. I went upstairs not knowing what to expect. When I used the card key, I was pleased the door was not locked from inside. Gail was propped up in bed, I could see she had straightened up, combed her hair, and room service had delivered coffee and croissants. She looked simply magnificent, no makeup, her green eyes sparkling with ease and … though I hesitate to say, she looked like she had been very well fucked.

	 

	As nonchalantly as possible I said, “Good morning, love.” She looked at me as I moved to the closet removing my pants. “Morning Ri,” and she stretched an arm out for me to come to her. I sat beside her on the bed. She touched my arm and face then said, “I’m sorry Ri.” I tried to remain nonchalant, “Sorry for what? I questioned. “You wanted to stay, didn’t you? she asked. I mused a good while, “Yes,”… I said, “even if it’s hard for me, I’d rather be with you.” She waited a while then asked, “Was Paulina nice… I mean was she friendly?” I responded, “What you mean is did we fuck, yes we did.” She moved the cover and I could see she was naked in the bed, ”Finish undressing and come lay beside me, please,” she asked. I went around the bed, dropped the rest of my clothes on the floor and climbed in beside her.

	 

	She moved close to me and placed her hand in mine. “Want to talk about last night,” she asked.

	 

	“That would be nice,” she continued, “Where did you go? I responded, “To her apartment.” Gail asked me question after question, wanting to know what we did, how we did it, did I enjoy it, even at one point, “Better then with me?” I was honest and started to relax until Gail said, “ I wish you had stayed… I was thinking…maybe having you too.” My mind raced.” Just a…” then catching myself, I slowed down to think. “You would have preferred my being here with you?” Gail replied, “Yes, it was exciting when I saw you… knowing it was what you wanted. You were enjoying watching me, weren’t you?”

	 

	I answered, “Sometimes,” continuing, “Do you think Paulina felt more comfortable leaving,” I asked.

	 

	“Probably,” Gail said then, changing the subject she asked, “Do you think she likes girls?”

	 

	I replied, “I don’t know,” then added, “I think she simply likes sex.”

	Quietly, I continued, “Paulina said that you asked her to take me somewhere.” Gail was silent, motionless, I persisted, “That you wanted to be alone with Renzo.”

	 

	“Really,” Gail replied with a questioning tone, “Do you think she is insecure with Renzo?”

	 

	I knew Gail was not telling the truth. Let it go, I thought. “Who knows.” I said.

	 

	Then I asked Gail about the night. They made love again after we left. She told me Renzo was up at 8:00 and they made love again. He left when Paulina called. Gail told me how long he was and how deep he went. She told me that the second time he must have fucked her for 45 minutes before he came, and she had many orgasms and didn’t remember how many. “Would you like to meet with them again, together this time,” I asked. Gail simply said, “No.”

	 

	I was hard, from hearing about her night. She held my cock for most of the time I was asking her questions. When I touched her she responded ever so gently. I lifted the sheets high enough to get under then positioned myself over her. She placed her hand on my back, “Gently Ri,” she said. As I entered her I tried to sense whether she was wet, or bigger, but I didn’t notice a difference. I think I was trying more to re-posses her than make love. We loved unhurriedly, for a long time, at first she didn’t respond then slowly she started to move with me. “Was Paulina tight“ Gail asked. “Normal” I answered, then I said, “she was tight in her behind.” I had not mentioned to Gail that the second time I was in her behind. Gail waited a few moments then questioned in a husky voice, “You fucked her behind?” I answered “Yes”. Gail asked, “You like that?” I said, “Yes”, Gail whispered, “I did that too last night,” I digested the conversation and felt myself welling up inside, “I’m going to come,” I told her. She placed both hands on my back, “Come in me Ri,” she whispered, looking at me the whole time. “ You come with me love,” I said. Gail whispered, “ I can’t come again Ri,” come in me please,” and she urged me with her hands pressing me in. I erupted again, more strongly then I had the night before, twitching with each spurt while Gail softly moved her hips up to receive me. Afterwards she commented, “Wow, you came a lot.” I kissed her, we shared saying “I love you” many times over, and then we dozed off.

	 

	The phone rang. I rose to answer and noticed it was 11:15. It was Peter, “Hey Ri, this is your number one fan,” “Hi, Peter.” He listened a moment, “Did I disturb something.” “Of course not” I replied a little more forcefully trying to wipe the sleep from my voice. “We getting together, he asked. “I thought we were on for tonight,” I replied. “Good, “ he said, then added, “That was quite a game yesterday. Thanks, I said. He responded with a slight laugh, “Socially too, you really move in circles.” Again I said “Thanks,” then wondered out loud, “What does that mean, what kind of circles?” I asked.

	 

	Peter answered, “First the yacht set, then Paula D., where do you find time to meet all these people?” I responded, “If you would learn to be nice to old ladies you might get invited on yachts too.” Peter laughed. “Who is Paul D,” I asked. Peter answered, “Paula D, not Paul. The girl you played tennis with yesterday.” “Renzo’s girlfriend”, I questioned. Gail was attentive now. “Well if that’s what he says, fine,” Peter said. “What does that mean?” I asked, in an annoyed tone. “She’s known, Rian, she’s a pro.” At first I didn’t understand, the, “do you mean…” Peter interrupted, a pro, a hooker.” It took a moment to digest, then I asked, “Now, how do you know that?” I did not get angry because I knew Peter would not speak lightly of people, “She has a hair saloon that rarely does hair. Half dozen girls like her, very high end clientele… works nine- to-five…boys and girls. Very successful I hear,” I was speechless. Peter called out, “Rian…you there.” I replied, “Yes Peter, I’m here, sorry”, Gail was starring, I wondered if I had paled. Then Peter, added, “Well she sure can play tennis.” And he laughed, “So, I’ll pick you up at eight, OK? I mumbled through the fog of my mind, “OK.” and he rang off.

	 

	Gail asked me to explain what we were talking about. I went through the complete conversation I had with Peter. In my mind I started to piece things together and shared it with Gail. Paullina wouldn’t kiss, she started it all off, she guided Peters cock into Gail, and I wondered if he had paid her to fuck me. It all seemed so strange. Gail asked, “Do you think he brought her just to lure me?” “Yes, I do…” I said. Gail and I looked at one another for quite some time. I finally said, “So I got to fuck a high class hooker, wow,” Gail’s smile was not so assured, “He sure put a lot of effort into it, don’t you think?” She commented, questioningly. I was worried Gail would take it as an insult. Then she added, “Well, if nothing else was, genuine, at least we know the tennis was.” I smiled, Gail smiled, then we laughed… and after a while we were taking bits from the whole of yesterday evening, one after another, twisting them into jokes, as we laughed until we were in tears.

	 

	We wiped our eyes, Gail placed her head on my shoulder and moved closer to me. I marveled at the comfort we shared. We had our problems but we also had our intellect, our humor and of course our love. “Have you decided on your bet,” Gail asked. “Yes, I think I have” I answered. . And our holiday really had only just begun.
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	Continuing from the last post; We are on holiday in Monaco, just returning from three days on board a private yacht. Plans are to stay two more days, visit with an American friend, and finish our holiday in Portofino. At the moment we are at the Mirabeau Hotel, resting from last nights partying.

	 

	- - -

	 

	The next morning I suggested we breakfast in and stay around the hotel. "Do you have something in mind," Gail asked. "I do, I do, I do," I answered, trying to add music to the words. A while later we made ourselves comfortable at poolside. Gail nonchalantly looked around, and I noted the interest she was attracting. No doubt she was shy but she did sense her appeal and she used it with adventure. For me it was an anomaly, so shy on the one hand, so driven by a conflicting desire on the other. Then the reality, here we are on holiday just a week and she has slept with, fucked I should say, three different men and, she thinks I only know of two.

	 

	I looked at Gail, "Are you ready to pay me my bet?" Gail responded, smiling, "I'm ready."

	 

	"Well," I began theatrically, "Rather than wining a single deed, I'd like to win a lifetime of shared activity."

	 

	"That sounds good," Gail said, still smiling but wondering now too. I continued, "For my bet I'd like us to promise, unequivocally, to be honest with each other."

	 

	"She gave me a questioning look, "I thought we were."

	 

	"Remember how I sensed something last year, and I was right," I asked.

	 

	"Yes," Gail answered.

	 

	"Well I know things aren't quite right, and I don't think that's good for us. I'd like an understanding between us, simply said, we share all."

	 

	"You're talking about sexual things, aren't you," she asked. I nodded, "Yes."

	 

	Ri, I am honest with you. I share everything, you know about yesterday, about what happened on the boat…," I interrupted her. "Love, please don't be specific, yet."

	 

	"Do you agree? We tell it all, past-present-future."

	 

	Gail seemed surprised at my bet. Like, I wasn't asking for a serious reward.

	I added, "I won the bet, you owe me. Do you agree that starting now we are honest about everything? We can discuss the past in bits, later."

	 

	Gail questioned, "Do you agree to the same?" I answered, "I didn't lose the bet but, of course I will agree as well." Gail looked at me smiling, but I could tell she was wondering where this was going.

	 

	We sat about the pool until late morning. Dinner was planned with our friends Peter and Phyllis so we had the whole day free. We went back to the room and the touching began as we showered together. We went to the bed and continued to touch as we talked. "Why did you ask Paulina to take me away," I asked, while gently touching my fingers lightly over her face, then her breast. "I didn't tell her to take you away," she answered. Gail was holding my still soft cock, gently squeezing. "What I said was, take his attention away from us." I thought about what Gail said and decided that it made sense. "Was I making you nervous," I asked. "No," Gail replied, "You looked like you were in pain." I didn't say it but I thought that Gail was probably right; while watching I was in pain from time to time.

	 

	Then Gail asked, "How did it feel in Paullina's behind?" I again explained how it happened, that I actually did not know, and I tried to explain that the feeling only became especially intense when I learned where my cock was. Gail laughed and said, "The ultimate neophyte…that's my man."

	 

	"And you," I paused giving her time, certain she already knew that I was asking about her taking Renzo in her behind., "Did he want that?' Gail weighed her response, "No, I guided him." I felt my face flush but I tried not to noticeably react, and I continued touching her as before.

	 

	Peter and Phyllis picked us up for 'Italian' at 8:00. Gail was wearing a short grey dress with spaghetti straps over her bare shoulders, her only jewelry her pearls. Demure from a distance, magnetic when you were close and saw she was braless. She looked ready for a fun night, and I could see the excitement in her large green eyes. Phyllis… well she just looked hot. She was wearing the long silky slack suits that girls with a figure wear well. Her cleavage, revealing as usual, and the beige color gave one the impression she was naked. Phyllis noticed my admiring gawk and smiled, seductively I thought. Peter admired and complimented Gail, Gail complimented Phyllis and was complimented in return. Then we all laughed at how silly we were while some onlookers in the hotel stared.

	 

	We sat in the hotel and had a drink then wound up in the same restaurant Giancomo had held his reception. We shared that with Peter and his comment was, "Proof I have chosen well." We ate well, forever it seemed. Peter asked the steward to make the wine selection after telling him what we ordered. What a difference that made. We had three different wines, each perfectly suited to the moment. For a man just months in town, Peter seemed to know a lot of people. Some came to the table to say hello. Peter left at one point to speak with someone and Gail leaned toward Phyllis. "Phyllis, you know we don't feel…I'm loving this evening but, well…I think…this evening will not be like the last time." Gail had a troubled expression as she was trying to kindly relay her feelings. Phyllis smiled, "I know Hon," which was what she had been calling Gail, "we kind-of sensed that. I guess we got too friendly... or something." Then Phyllis diffused the tension by looking at me then back to Gail, "And to think I shaved for him." I had been pretending not to be paying attention to their talk but Phyllis's comment gave rise to all of us laughing.

	 

	When Peter came back Gail chided, "You are taking us dancing tonight, aren't you? " And shortly afterwards we were off to the very same Club we had visited with Renzo. I don't know if Phyllis told Peter about Gail's comment but the evening was one of the most relaxed we had spent, with anyone, in a long time. I danced with Phyllis and she teased and played with me, at one stage grabbing my behind and pulling me toward her saying, "I have felt hard cocks pressing on me before," that was in response to the arched way I was dancing to keep her from noticing I was hard. Gail and Peter danced cheek to cheek, and at one point, while close to us on the dance floor Gail turned to us and said, "Phyllis, dancing with your husband makes me feel like I have three legs." At the table we laughed, drank too much, and exchanged jokes, a talent that Peter had mastered. One joke which he told I found so fitting, and it has stayed with me, was of the two men on a train, both with black eyes. Each asked the other why they had a black eye. One said, " I mistakenly asked the buxom teller at the train station for a picket to titsburg, and was slugged. The other added innocently, "I meant to ask my wife to pass the Cheerios at breakfast and instead said, you spoiled my life you stupid bitch."

	 

	Finally, at 1:00 in the morning we headed to our hotel. If it was uncomfortable for Peter and Phyllis it did not show. We were happy to have been together again, Gail was pleased no feelings were hurt, and arrangements were made for Phyllis and Peter to visit us in Portofino.

	 

	Before bed Gail questioned, "Ri, would you mind if we canceled a day at Portofino to visit with Tamara?" I couldn't believe she was willing to lose a day in Portofino but I agreed. Gail was thrilled. Then she told me that she was speaking with Tamara almost daily, I was further surprised. I wondered if Gail had told her about her liaison with Giancomo. As strange as it may seem, we were delaying our holiday in Portofino, to spend a day visiting an old, but very nice lady. In bed we lay apart. I told her how Phyllis had me hard most of the evening. "Would you want to be with her again," Gail asked. "Actually she is exciting," I said, "but it was not on my mind." Then Gail continued, "Peter was hard the whole time, I actually let him rest his cock between my legs while we danced." I asked, "Was it exciting for you?"

	 

	"No," Gail answered, "it felt silly. But he didn't push too far." Then she added, I'm glad they will come down, or up, to Portofino.

	 

	The first thing in the morning I called the Splendido to change our arrival, and we rented a car for the drive to Cannes. We arrived late morning and Tamara was truly a gem. The three of us talked for much of the fist hour we were there. When I left for a moment Gail and Tamara started their girl talk. Later a magnificent lunch, something she ordered in advance, at the same restaurant where we met. She took us to visit a friend that lived on a boat that had both sails and a motor. When Tamara introduced Gail to the couple she said, "…this is my Aphrodite that I was telling you about." The boat was as beautiful and as complete as any house I have ever seen. Polished woods, sliding doors, a huge dinning room, in an absolutely luxurious setting, easily a third again as large as the Gabbiano. Her friends were a couple in their fifties, and the man was completely enchanted with Gail. And Gail, fired by champagne and the attention, played the enchantress, her hair moving in the breeze, her short dress and long strides so appealing, cheeks flushed, green eyes sparkling. Wherever we went they rushed to invite her back, and that is exactly what they did as we readied to leave, they invited us back.

	 

	When Tamara took her usual nap we left for the beach dressed in our swimwear, Gail in her bikini, covered by a wrap around her waist. It was less then a long block to the stairs that led to this section of the beach. At the base of the stairs a small wooden house served as the service center for the chairs, and a café that served some food and drinks.

	 

	We selected lounge chairs in the last row, away from the wooden walkway. The chairs immediately in front of us were empty. A beach boy lay towels on our chairs and took our order for water. Gail removed her wrap and the top of her bikini commenting, "I'm probably the smallest one out here." I smiled looking at her breasts, and replied, "And the most perfect too." I had noticed that when we arrived several of the men and a good few women had carefully looked her over. Gail placed her bags on the small table between our lounges and proceeded to put sun cream on me. When she finished I reciprocated and tried to concentrate on rubbing cream on her breasts. She pulled my hands away, looking around to see if anyone had paid us attention.

	 

	We were there about thirty minutes, still not having entered the water, when a family of three arrived and chose the lounge chairs directly in front us. They were black and speaking English which made me assume they were American, but later we heard them speak another language. The man was huge, maybe two meters and quite heavy. His wife was also a large person, and when she took her swimsuit top off her breast burst forth like ponderous melons, and I mentioned to Gail, "they must weigh five kilos each."

	 

	Their son, probably still a teenager, was tall, sinewy, and had a full head of bushy hair that was alternately reddish, and dark brown. He went unnoticed as he took off his shirt and lay down.

	 

	Fifteen minutes later Gail put on her swimsuit top and we walked to the water. We splashed about, walked up to our waist and returned holding hands. Our neighbor, the young man, was walking towards the water as we left and I said, "Bon Jour." He responded "Hello," and Gail smiled. It was a good hour later that I noticed the young man sitting up, sideways on his chair, constantly looking our way. When I looked up he quickly looked away. I looked towards Gail. I thought her being topless was worth looking at, and then I noticed that she had her legs apart, one leg bent at the knee.

	 

	"Did you notice you are the center of some attention," I asked as I sat up and leaned closer to her lounge. "Yes," she said, "he has been watching me at every opportunity."

	 

	"Can he see anything," I asked. "He's looking between my legs," she said, smiling at me, "but I'm covered ." I turned my shoulder away from him pretending not to notice the exchange.

	 

	I was reading the Financial Times when Gail asked me if I wanted anything to drink, then she stood up to walk to the café. I ordered coffee, and she left, this time she did not cover her breasts. After some time the beach boy delivered a small pot of coffee and I wondered why Gail had not returned with him. Another good while passed and I looked up to see Gail approaching, with the young boy just behind her.

	 

	Gail proceeded to introduce me to the young man whom she had been chatting with at the café. He offered his hand in an unassuming manner as Gail rejoined, "This is my husband Rian… Ri this is Samuel." We both continued to stand, him towering above me, while Gail made herself comfortable in the lounge again. We were speaking for some few minutes when I sat on my lounge inviting Samuel to sit on the lower part and we continued. He was a student, his father was a diplomat in Washington D.C., they were returning from Africa to Virginia USA, where they lived. Samuel spoke French, perfect English and I guess some African language's as well. He tried hard to keep his eyes on me but he invariably would turn left to gaze at Gail. Her small breasts were spread on her chest with jutting nipples, her legs slightly apart, her bikini clinging snugly between her legs, no pouch, just a perfect slope from her flat belly to the narrow confines of her vagina.

	 

	 

	At one point Samuel excused himself and went to his lounge chair to retrieve his sunglasses. He spoke with his mother and she twisted partially to look at us and smiled. I glanced at Gail, she was watching Samuel's every move. She acknowledged my glance by smiling, but made no comment. The boy was tall, slender, muscular without bulge, he had medium dark skinned handsome features, and to me still very youthful looking. "Nice young man," I commented to Gail. She looked at me to see if I was being critical. "Yes," she smiled, "he's beautiful."

	 

	My response was, "I'll bet he doesn't shave yet." Gail again looked at me more questioning then smiling, she said, "I hope not."

	 

	Samuel returned and we started chatting again. I walked to the water with him, Gail declined to come, and he told me much about his school and his goals. How long are you staying here in Cannes, I asked. He replied, "Actually I'm leaving tonight."

	 

	"We are too," I said.

	 

	He responded, "Yes, Gail told me." I persisted, " going back to Virginia?"

	 

	"No he answered, "I have a school friend in Nice, I'll stay with him until the weekend then return to leave with my family."

	 

	"You driving up tonight," I asked. "No," he responded, "I'll take the train."

	 

	I thought about it for some time then decided not to say anything. We would pass Nice in our drive back this evening, but I should mention it to Gail first.

	 

	As we walked back to the chairs Samuel asked if I would care for a drink. I said no and continued back to the lounge. Gail opened her eyes when my body caused shade. "Love," I said, "Samuel just told me he is going to Nice this evening."

	 

	"Yes," Gail said, "he told me that before." I responded quietly, looking at her eyes as I did, "Did he tell you he was taking the train?" Gail was quiet, an unusually long time. "I didn't know," was all she said, her smile was gone. "Do you think I should offer him a ride.?" Again quiet, like she was thinking. ""Sure, we can drop him off…" she ended her sentence and questioned, "what do you think, do you mind.?" If the questions were loaded I'll never know. We agreed to offer Samuel a ride. When he returned we offered to let him ride with us and he was thrilled and accepted. He immediately went to discuss it with his mother and she rose and came to thank us. When we were ready to leave the beach Samuel walked with us up the steps to the street and half a block back towards Tamara's building. I pointed to our car parked on the side street.

	 

	"That is our car," I said, pointing to the grey Renault. "We'll be leaving at 20:30," I repeated, "at 8:30."

	 

	"I will be here," said Samuel, "Thank you." He looked at Gail and she returned his glance. No nods or exchange that I could see but, I felt a twinge of … of something.

	 

	It was about 18:00 when we started back to Tamara's building. We had her key and upon entering the apartment Tamara was crossing from the kitchen where she greeted us, "When you are dressed we will have a little snack for your trip." She said. She had laid out the table with an array of fresh fruit and cheese, a sliced baguette and liter bottles of water, beads of cold sweat making lines down the chill-smog on the green bottles. It looked great and I was hungry.

	 

	Gail showered first then packed our belongings and placed them in the hallway. She dressed in a loose cotton travel dress that was calf length and comfortable for travel. A short while later I joined them, and the three of us sat at the table nibbling while chatting, mostly listening to stories that Tamara told. We looked at more photos of her and her husband with famous politicians, and writers, photos of her visits with a renowned philanthropist in a picturesque town in the USA, and more. She was able to weave a web of excitement and social insight into her history and, as in our first visit, we hated to leave. She asked a lot about the boat trip with Giancomo. I don't know whether Gail shared secrets with her when I was not present, or when they spoke on the telephone. We finished our coffee at about 20:15 and bade Tamara a warm goodbye, knowing that Gail's promises to write and call would be kept.

	 

	On the way down Gail said, "Do you think it would be fun to take a holiday in Cannes, with Tamara around.? "It's a thought," I replied, not really believing it would be my ideal, then wondering if there were some hidden reason for Gail to ask. "Are you O.K. with Samuel riding with us," Gail asked. "I am," I said, meaning it. Gail touched my arm, starting to say something, then she stopped as I bent to pick up our bag and leave the elevator. I looked at her wondering, expecting her to continue. "Ri, would you want to watch me with Samuel? Her cheeks and chest blushed, turned red. It was the first time she had asked me something like that so directly. My heart was thumping, I felt flush. I looked into Gail's eyes and I could see the questioning fright. It had taken courage for her to ask, she was being honest. I reached for her hand, standing there in the lobby, "Love, what brings you pleasure, turns me on," then, to be even more reassuring, "nothing is more exciting." Just before we arrived at the car Gail said, "Ok. I'll ride in the back with him."

	 

	We had the car packed and Samuel was not there yet. I moved the front passenger seat as far forward as it would go. "Tell him that's what you do to stretch out when you want to relax.," I said. Gail questioned, "You think he'll find this strange, think we are wierd?" She continued, with slightly more strength of tone, " I am not going to make love Ri." Then she smiled, Tamara said they "trigger quick…". "What, " I asked, angrily. "You told Tamara he was riding with us… about this?" my voice was rising. "Yes, why not?" Gail nonchalantly replied, then with a slight chuckle she added, "Tamara thinks you're a gem, her words were that you're my perfect mate."

	 

	"What do you intend to do Gail," I questioned, "tease him to death." Gail looked at me then replied. "I'm thinking about health, Ri. What do you think?" I answered, "You want me to stop and get rubbers?"

	 

	"No," Gail said, then she added, "I don't know."

	 

	For a few moments I thought about it, then said to Gail, "Well, I could stop along the way. Truth is though, I can't imagine… he's an educated boy… seems pretty clean cut, almost under the gun with his parents." Then Samuel exited a car that stopped on the corner and walked toward us carrying a small duffel bag.

	 

	While I placed his bag in the trunk Gail climbed in the back behind the front passenger seat. She released the front seat and pushed it to lean forward.. We explained to Samuel that this was customary for Gail when she felt like stretching out, and we started our journey. Just minutes away I said, "If it's all right with you folks, I'd prefer to take the coast road. After Antibes it's just as fast as the highway." They did not respond. From time to time I could feel Samuel knees pushing against the back of my seat. If I turned my head I could easily see Gail but, I had not done so for the ten or so minutes we were driving.

	 

	As we neared Antibes it was now properly dark. I drove past the Cap and then along the ocean road. I felt a shift in movement in the back and tried to glimpse the back seat in the rear view mirror but Gail was below the mirror angle and Samuel was behind me. I thought I heard, "It's Ok," being whispered behind me, then sensed more movement. I turned on the radio and tuned in some music. I adjusted the mirror in pretext of lights shinning from behind. There was some traffic but not enough to require all my attention. When we stopped at a traffic light near the center of town I cocked my right arm across the arm rest and turned to look at Gail. "Do you feel like anything to drink before we get on the expressway?" It was my excuse to look. I couldn't see Samuel. Gail was facing me slouched down a little, her legs covered, her dress partially spread on the seat. She was leaning, just barely, towards center, and her left arm was outstretched. Her dress hung between her slightly spread legs. She looked at me, unsmiling, like I interrupted her, "No thanks," she replied.

	 

	Just before we reached the port area I felt more movement. When we stopped at the next light I turned again. I could only see half of Gail, she seemed to be stretching upwards kissing Samuel. I knew this area well so I drove across the street and stopped along the area near the harbor wall, it was not well lighted and hardly any walkway for passers-by. I didn't even bother to turn around to look at them, "I'll be back in a minute," I said, I'm running over to the store across the street," and I stepped from the car quickly closing the door to shut the light, and darted diagonally across the street.

	 

	I went into two stores, neither had rubbers. Both recommended the pharmacy back in town, which meant returning. I decided not to return and crossed at the corner walking down the meter wide walkway to where we were parked halfway down the block. As I neared the car I could hear the radio. I was on Gail's side and I wanted so badly to open the door to see what they were doing. I was standing alongside and just behind the rear door and I bent to look into the side rear window. Gail was leaning against him, they were kissing, he had his right arm wrapped around her and was holding her breast. His pants were completely open and his cock and balls were jutting out of his fly. Gail's right arm was outstretched and her hand was wrapped around his cock, first stroking it, then touching his balls, then stroking his cock again. Samuel was enormous, his cock a repeat of his tall lanky body. It was very long, thicker then me, and uncircumcised. The light from the other side was just enough for me to see that Gail was thoroughly engrossed in trying to make him come.

	 

	I walked back a few cars then crossed into the street and approached the car from where I had left. I entered, closed the door quickly and said, "Sorry I took so long."

	 

	We were driving just a few minutes when Gail said, "Ri, do you think I was right about what I said about calling Tamara… you know, my concerns? Or were you right?" What the hell is she talking about I thought, "Tamara… telephone." Her voice sounded close and I turned to see that she was sitting in her seat again. It took me a few moments but I caught on. "I think I was right," I said, then added, "When we stopped back there I tried to solve the problem, with no luck. Tamara did not answer." Then I made it easy, for Gail adding, "Don't worry about it, I'm sure I was right." She was asking about safety and rubbers.

	 

	When I felt Gail move again I turned briefly and saw that she was on her knees in the middle of the seat moving toward Samuel. They whispered between them. Then I felt pressure on my seat. Gail had moved over to his side and was straddling Samuel, her back pressed against the back of my seat. I turned but couldn't see that far behind me. I noticed that Gail's white panties were on the floor board where Gail had been sitting. My cock was aching now. They whispered, and fidgeted, I could feel the movement through the seat. Then came the soft unmistakable "Aaahhh," of Gail being penetrated. I could picture that long cock sliding into her and my breathing became difficult. Gail's sounds were muffled in kisses, I twisted the mirror further and I could now see her face when she placed her head on his right shoulder. First I heard, "Uhhhh,," then silence. After a moment or two again, "Uhhh, slowly," and then "Ohhh,," He was inching into her. I heard her breath deeply then "Ahhh,' and this time I could feel her movement on the back of my seat. This went on for five minutes then it felt like she hunched forward and I heard her gasp, Ohhhh, yeess," and then they slowly began a rhythm that I could feel and perfectly imagine. In the mirror I would see her face one moment, then it would disappear when they kissed, then back again. Car lights behind helped show her face and made eerie patterns with the light. Gail started to hump him, I could clearly feel it on the seat. Samuel had not made a sound except for the few whispers they shared. Gail would rise, her back hunching in the mirror, then slide down on his cock with a long breathy "Ahhhhhh. I started rubbing myself. I felt Gail rise then start to slide down his cock when she whispered to him,"your cock is so hard…. " she sighed. Later it was "Aahhhh, Samuel, it's so deep…" Gail was totally immersed in their union, no longer aware of any presence.

	 

	When she slide down his cock again I could feel her moving more quickly, like she was humping him in earnest while he was deep inside her. The pace quickened, Gail's every movement signaled on the back of my seat. Then it happened, Samuel erupted, screaming a gruff, "Chaaahhh," then he'd breath in and "Chaaahhh," again, and with each spurt of his come he made the same throaty guttural sound while Gail chanted, "Do it… come in me…do it," and I could feel her bumping the seat as she humped his cock, and I could imagine his cum spurting into my wife.

	 

	Samuel was quiet again, Gail kept moving slowly, uttering an occasional "Ahhhh." and I recognized the sounds of their kissing again. She had not come yet but I could tell by her sounds that she found pleasure in what they had shared. Gail continued moving on him and when I glanced in the mirror it looked like she had leaned back and he was fondling her breasts again. They were kissing with a less rushed passion then when they had started. Some of this I saw, the rest I assumed. Gail was whispering to him, "You were so deep in me… you came so much." Then Samuel whispered, "You are so beautiful, I…" and he stopped, either because Gail kissed him or he was reticent to continue what he was saying. It seemed, to me at least, that their sharing was as intense in feeling as was their lust. The motion behind the seat was unrelenting, and because I felt each tug I was by proxy made a part of it. I burned wondering if his cock was still buried in her, I thought about how much cum was in her, was she dripping. My mind was racing.

	 

	We were getting close to Nice. I guessed they were still joined so I decided to turn off at the St. Laurent exit. When we reached the intersection I turned right toward a large apartment building beside the sea. They were whispering, and I heard Gail say "Yes… me too…" but I could not make out the rest. As I turned onto the wide well lit access road I pulled close to the grass on the far right and stopped the car. I felt pressure from behind the seat and then heard the rustle of movement. Gail had moved from behind the seat.

	 

	The motor was running and the driving lights on as I turned in my seat to see a picture that will be forever seared in my mind. Gail was sliding backwards, wedging the upper part of her back partly against the door and the seat, one leg bent on the back of the seat, the other on the floor board, her legs spread wide. Her dress was still up around her thighs limiting my view. Both Gail and Samuel were seemingly oblivious of me and gave no sign if they noticed we had stopped. I was turned fully sideways and could see all of Gail. She had her arms outstretched toward Samuel as they continued their adjustment, then Samuel moved forward and Gail lifted her dress with both hands. I could see her pussy, glistening in the half light. I gasped at the sight, my heart pounding, I was about a foot from her pussy and I could see her hole still gapping from the cock it held just moments ago, the lips puffed and wet. Her gaze, overflowing with lust, was fixed on Samuel, her arms outstretched in invitation.

	 

	Gail's right leg was spread wide leaning against the back of the front passenger seat as Samuel moved forward between her legs. The upper part on his body came into view as he placed his left arm as support on the edge of the seat, and as he moved forward to mount her his cock came into view. I was frozen in time, fearful as I watched his long cock move forward. He was hard as a pole, just ten or fifteen minutes after he had had a crashing orgasm. She was concentrated on seeing their union, her right hand holding her dress down to give unobstructed view. Gail's left hand appeared and took hold of his cock, her hand barley covered a third of his long tool. She placed the tip at her still open hole and with her right hand now on his buttocks she was guiding him forward. I thought that his cock seemed to long and I watched in fascination as it slide into Gail. I had never seen anything like this, so close, it was simply overwhelming in intensity. Every fiber in my body was on edge, my earlier fear now turned to pure lust, my cock twitching rhythmically. When he was halfway into her she slowed him. After some seconds of adjustment she nudged him forward again. I could see her pussy lips spread around his cock. It seemed like there was little friction, I could see beneath his cock and the line from her pussy that reached to the darkness of her back hole.

	 

	I was fumbling with my pants to free my cock when I heard Gail sigh, "Aaaahhhh." And I watched as Samuel's cock completely buried in her. All I could see was his large sack - balls contracted, resting on her. Gail had her hands on his lower back. Her legs were bent towards her chest, her heels resting on his buttocks, eyes closed. I guessed she had earlier taken one arm out of her dress to give Samuel access to her breast, one side of her dress was pulled down and one breast was exposed, her nipple jutting out, round and bullet hard.

	 

	The scene was riveting. Samuel started to slide in and out, his cock a never ending rod as he slipped out of her. I watched his cock retract, dripping wet, with strips of cum. In the darkness I couldn't see the contrast of his black cock sliding into her but, the imagined contrast was electric in my excited state. Gail had already started to sigh, long breathy "Aaahhh's," as his cock would bury into her belly. I could visualize that her position, and the length of his cock allowed him to touch her depths, to bottom out. I tried to picture where his long cock was reaching. Samuel was pumping steadily, he was separated from Gail by the length of his arms, his head hung low in concentration.

	 

	The position Gail was in did not allow her to lift her behind in contra-thrust, but I could see the muscles on her upper thighs humping into him with each plunge. On one occasion I watched as his cock slid out of her and a string of come hung firstly on his cock then fell on Gail clinging just below her pussy, I reached out and ever so gently touched the come and then touched Gail. She was soaking wet. She turned to look at me. We locked eyes and she just stared at me. No smile, no expression that I recognized. I wondered how she thought of me when so immersed in her lust. Then, almost imperceptibly, her lips arched in a fleeting smile of recognition, after which, tugged by some sensation, she just as quickly closed her eyes and rolled her head away.

	 

	 

	Their rutting continued for a long time. I watched each thrust, the telltale movement of his buttocks clenching, the intoxicating sight of his wet cock shiny with their previous cum, slipping into her pussy. Gail would shift when he was deep in her, as if she was trying to make his cock-head touch her in different places. I was conscious of every movement, the twitch of muscle, her finger tips edging his buttocks forward guiding his long tool back into her. I could touch my nose to Gail's legs, I could smell the sex. With each inward thrust her muscles would flex humping upward anxious to embed the full length of his cock. Her pussy was devouring his long tool, first disappearing then re-appearing glistening. Each time it came out was a wonderment that all that length was inside her. The bottom of her behind was soaked, I touched the sticky wetness, her pussy lips so magically wrapped around his cock, were in submission to the iron hard tool that was causing her to hump, and moan, and roll her head. I couldn't resist touching here a few times - and each time I did I almost expected an electric shock, so immersed were they in their union, so spellbinding the picture before me. Their pace was quickening, their passion ready to erupt. Finally, Gail turned burying her face in the back of the seat, grunting "Ugghhh," She was pulling Samuel to her and writhing, "Aaahhh, ….do it….Ugghhh," her sounds matching his push into her, her heels propelling him deeper. Then, just short of screaming, she burst out, "Aaahhh,…" then more quietly, "Yes, do it… please do it,." I had never experienced her screaming. She started to shake, I touched her thigh to feel her shaking. Then she started to whimper, between each "Aaahhh, Oh yes…do it." never had I seen her so enraptured in orgasm. Then Samuel started to grunt, "Chaaahhh, each time he filled her, his head thrown back, resting on both arms. Gail turned to look at him, "Yes… come in me," she said, she was looking up at him pleading, her hands gripping his behind cheeks, pulling them open, "Yes… come now baby, come in me."

	 

	"Samuel's final Chaaahhh was deep and guttural, as he ground his pelvis into Gail and stayed fixed to her, Gail's whispered "yes, yes, yes" signaling each burst of cum, his behind cheeks flexing each time his cum exploded deep within her belly.

	 

	They lay exhausted, Gail still holding the cheeks of his behind, Samuel still propped on his arms, both looking at one another. I watched as he pulled out of her. Globs of semen beaded around her pussy. She kept her legs raised and open while she reached for her underpants, by touch found them, and used them to wipe herself. Samuel had retreated behind my seat again, and was fumbling about. I believed, that the whole time, he was uncomfortable with my seeing him. Gail looked at me while she lowered her dress. I turned in my seat and started our return to the highway.

	 

	Fifteen minutes later we were on the Promenade Anglais in front of the Hotel Boscolo, where Samuel's friend had suggested they meet. During the last few minutes I believe Gail had moved over and I expected she was kissing him. They said their goodbyes in the car. When Samuel exited I stepped out, shook his hand and wished him good luck.

	 

	I drove away and when we were around the corner, I stopped the car to adjust the seat and Gail climbed into the front. We were in no rush so we chose to drive the coastal road,

	 

	Gail sat quietly for five minutes then reached over and touched my arm. "Did you like that…? Ri," she asked, in a very tentative and questioning tone. I looked at her; she had a troubled look on her face. I replied, "It was so erotic love, I can't begin to tell you." Gail's face relaxed. "Oh. I'm so glad, I was afraid…" I interrupted her, "At one point I almost came without touching myself." She smiled, her hand still resting on my arm, "I adore you Ri, you know that…" I interrupted again, "You certainly adored him tonight, and you really came hard, didn't you?" Gail whispered, starring ahead in thought, "Yes. I don't think I've ever…" Gail paused, then ended with, "It was intense."

	 

	 

	"What were you doing when we started driving again," I asked, "kissing?" She didn't answer so I looked her way. "No" she said. I looked again, "So… won't you say," I asked. "I was touching him," then she added, "…sucking him." I replied in a surprised tone, "Wow," trying not to press too much, "Did he get hard again." Gail looked at me with a relaxed smile, "Almost… we reached the hotel too soon." I commented, "Youth?"

	 

	"His cock was beautiful," she whispered, almost talking to herself. I added, "I saw that."

	 

	"Ri, he was so deep, I could feel everywhere it went, I've never…" she paused, a look of absorption on her face. Then she asked, "Do you know how old he is?" I responded, "I didn't ask him. He looks young, but, Eighteen?" I guessed. Gail didn't respond. Then I asked, "Is he of age." She nodded a Yes. "Are you going to tell me how old he is," I asked. She smiled, "No." she replied.

	 

	I took her hand and placed it in her lap with mine. She felt warm. Gail asked, "Do you like me when you are watching me," I replied truthfully, "I love you, looking or not…but sometimes I get jealous." Gail continued. "Did you get jealous just now?"

	 

	"No," I said, "But I got very excited."

	 

	"Did you come," she asked. "No," I said.

	 

	We stopped at a light and I kissed her after which she asked, "Do I taste different?"

	 

	"Yes," I replied. Gail reached over and touched my cock through my pants. I reached out and lifted her dress placing my hand on her pussy. She was very very wet. "Do you want me to touch you," she asked. "No, let's wait until we are at the hotel."

	 

	We walked into the hotel looking pretty ragged and rumpled. In the room I immediately ordered two drinks, stripped my clothes and lay naked on the bed. Gail sat on the edge beside me. "I'd like to just lie beside you, ask questions, touch." I said. Gail smiled in acquiescence. "You going to shower," I asked. "No. If you don't mind I'd like to stay…" I persisted, "you want to let it soak in?" Gail just shook her head, comfortable in her decision, "It was really special Ri. You have no idea how wonderful it was." she quietly stated. I noticed she was using the word "it" instead of him. I asked, "You think… was it exciting because of his youth?" She did not reply. When the drinks arrived we closed the door on the waiter and lay beside one another on the bed. I asked some questions about Samuel and she quietly answered. I was still burning with lust and Gail was being kind. Finally I leaned over her and took her breast in my mouth. She held my head with one hand, permitting me, her eyes open, daydreaming. I moved on top of her and she opened her legs to receive me. As I slide into her she placed her hands softly on my back. She was dripping wet, spongy. My cock made squishy sounds as I slowly stroked into her, the lights were on, she was looking at me, smiling. I thought I would arouse her but I didn't. Maybe she couldn't even feel me. I quickened my pace and when Gail sensed I was close she said, "Come in me… come baby," and her words, especially the "baby" were jolts that caused me to explode, and I jetted my semen into her already cum filled belly, less then three minutes after we had started…I had started.

	 

	The next morning we slept late, Gail waking to coffee I had ordered from room service. By 11:30 we had checked out and started our drive to Portofino. Gail wore a simple silky looking jump suit. I knew that under the outfit she usually wore an underwear set she had that was like a one piece swimsuit. It was an outfit of which I wasn't particularly fond. I thought the loose legs and bib top did little to highlight her beauty. This time she was braless in a cotton armless t-shirt under the outfit.

	 

	Most of the morning we were subdued but the thought of an early lunch and the drive cheered us. Just before we reached Viarregio we stopped for lunch at a restaurant which seemed to be family run and, judging from the license plates out front, catering to tourists. The wooden tables had silverware wrapped in white cloth napkins and condiments already on the table. We ordered and then I left for the WC. When I returned I walked past a couple sitting in the booths on the wall, the man facing our table, staring, fixed on our table. I could see right up Gail's crossed legs, her thighs met at a darkened place which drew my attention like a magnet. I couldn't see anything private but, it was provocative for me and I am certain the man as well. When I sat down at the table I blocked the mans view. I asked Gail, "did you notice your admirer?" Gail answered, "His wife must have noticed his gaze because she turned to look at me," Gail paused then smiled, "I made sure he was rewarded when she turned back." I laughed, adding, "I could see your legs from the hallway when I returned, nothing shows." Gail leaned forward and said, "I uncrossed my legs and opened them, and I'm not wearing panties Ri… for you." I felt my cock twitch, Gail was indeed in a playful mood.

	 

	Under way again, relaxed and comfortable after food and a glass of wine, we chatted and flirted. I had easy access under her shorts, and started touching between her legs while she would ask and occasionally question, touching my cock through my pants. Our conversation was mostly about what she had experienced and I loved to hear the details over and over again. We were pretty worked up when I asked, "If you had to pick the most exciting - or the one you wanted to repeat, who would you pick?" She was quiet a long time; I glanced and noticed that she seemed to be concentrating on a real answer. "It's so hard to say, the circumstance is so important a part of the experience," Gail responded. I then asked, "Only consider the sexual intensity. What was the most sexually rewarding?" She continued to delay her answer. I thought maybe she did not remember which ones I knew about. Gail leaned over to touch my cock again; I placed my right hand over her already wet pussy and crooked my finger upward to touch her clit. "Come on," I said. "Don't get all philosophical." Gail looked directly into my eyes, and quietly said, "I think Gia."

	 

	My heart skipped, Gail blushed her cheeks flushed, her neck blotches of red. My head was spinning, was she being honest because of the bet, I could see it had taken some effort on her part. I took my hand from between her legs and placed it behind her head, pulling her face to mine and we kissed. When we separated I said, "I love you Love." Gail looked at me intensely for some time then said, "we can talk about it later, but I love you too Ri… kind of a whole lot."

	END

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Gail Entertains Leo

	 

	 

	 

	HADRIAN M

	 

	 

	 

	It was evening when we arrived at the Splendido Hotel to a welcome that was more then we expected. The introduction to the Manager by Giancomo served us well. We were upgraded to a magnificent room both larger and with a better view. Thirty minutes after we checked in I received a telephone call from a tennis player by the name of Wilhelm, informing me he was available for tennis at any time, including night play. I was thrilled that there was someone to play with during our stay. I asked if a nine o’clock game was too late and he assured me it was quite usual. “Fine,” I said “I’ll see you at nine.” He told me he would book the hotel court in my name, and we rang off. While unpacking the phone rang again, this time it was Katarina, welcoming us to Portofino and inviting us to attend a party the next evening. I felt certain our holiday here in Italy would be fun.

	 

	Gail walked with me to the courts and we met Wilhelm. I couldn’t believe the combination that greeted us. A broad smiling blue eyed man of about twenty five or thirty that was a perfect advert for a German gene factory, handsome, perfect teeth, with a German name and broad very Italian accented English. Gail and I both laughed. When Wilhelm looked questioningly I commented, “I look more Italian then you do.” He just smiled; I guessed he had heard that before. We were on court for more then an hour and he played magnificently. His backstroke was a picture in perfection, his all white attire struck a classic pose, and he was a delight to watch. I won but I know that Wilhelm had paced me. The three of us sat on the clubhouse deck drinking water and talking. When he learned that Gail played he offered to arrange another player. Before we left I offered to pay and he refused. I didn’t press, assuming I would later find out why he was so willing to spend his time with us. We organized to play the next afternoon, Gail included.

	 

	The next morning I answered a few emails from work then we started with our already planned tourist schedule. Gail dressed skimpily and seemed to have an unabashed intent to rouse anyone that was fortunate enough to catch her at the right moment and glimpse between her legs or a flash of breast. She even commented that she felt mischievous. I couldn’t help but make a comparison between Gail’s at-home and travel behavior. How unrestrained she could be when we traveled, and how very staid, almost prudish, she was when we were at home. Most strange was that I loved both traits.

	 

	At four PM we headed for the tennis courts. Wilhelm was accompanied by Nicolas, a young man, I guessed to be about twenty, with long brown hair and too rosy cheeks for a man. The youngster smiled without speaking when he shook my hand. Gail opted to play singles and she and Nicolas moved to the opposite court, separated by a green canvas hanging on the fence. During one break I watched and I thought that Gail may have been too much game for Nicolas.

	 

	When we finished Wilhelm invited me to play again tomorrow then walked down the pathway toward the hotel. I sat with Gail and Nicolas, placing one of the plastic strung chairs to the left of Nicolas almost opposite Gail. “Good workout?” I asked, looking at Gail. “Very,” she replied, “but I think Nicolas didn’t try too hard,” she added in a teasing tone, smiling. It took him a moment to register what she had said, then he responded defensively, “Oh no Miss Gail, I tried hard, you play too good.” Gail tilted her head back and took a sip from her water bottle and, as she did, her left leg opened. Nicolas and I did the same thing… we both glanced between her legs. The court lighting shone off her white panties, but it was not strong enough to see the shadow of what lay beneath. But it was enough to trigger the imagination and it caused my cock to tingle. I wondered what it was doing to the young man. I was also sure that Gail was aware of the what we were seeing. We exchanged niceties with Nicolas for a few more minutes then we thanked him and rose to leave.

	 

	We found Wilhelm still on the pathway some ten meters from the court, speaking with a man of his age. Gail was just behind me and I asked him if she could play again as well. He commented directly to her on how surprised he was with her game, and suggested that he organize a better player for tomorrow. Gail insisting that Nicolas was fine said, “I’m only here on holiday, and he certainly keeps the ball in play.”

	 

	When we returned to the hotel we sat in the lobby and ordered two Compari and soda. Gail was drawing some attention but she was lost in conversation and didn’t notice.

	 

	“If you want we can play doubles tomorrow,” I offered.

	 

	“No,” Gail said, “I’m perfectly fine with Nicolas.” I thought Gail said that because she knew I preferred singles. She continued, “He played well enough to give me a work out

	 

	and whether you noticed or not, I did loose a few games.”

	 

	“You managed to give him an aprPs workout as well,” I commented, smiling and looking directly into her eyes. She blushed, smiling with that look I love, and then she leaned over as if to share a secret and whispered, “I don’t know what’s gotten into me lately. Everything …” she paused, “everything seems to excite me.”

	 

	I countered, “You mean everything turns you on, don’t you?” Yes, she nodded without a sound, she had that… I’m busy thinking look.

	 

	“Do you intend to just tease that boy or is it leading to more,” I asked.

	 

	She looked at me for a good while, then smiling she asked, “Do you want it to lead to more?”

	 

	“Maybe…, if I knew, or if I was with you.”

	 

	Gail studied me for a moment, the hint of her smile still there, “He’s cute,” she added, ending the conversation about Nicolas.

	 

	Katarina called from the lobby of our hotel at nine o’clock. When we stepped from the elevator she was standing on the opposite end of the lobby, a drink in her hand, speaking with a gentleman. She raised her arm to beckon us and I followed two steps behind Gail as we wove our way across the lobby. As we passed or approached people seated in the lobby Gail drew appreciative glances, even stopped the conversation of two couples.

	 

	Gail had dressed in a mid calf medium-green and blue dress, with three buttons at the top and bottom. A cloth belt of beige silk around her small waist highlighted her figure hinting at the perfect swell of her behind. She wore brown sandals and the buttons unfastened at the bottom of her dress permitted her long bare legs to seep out with each step. The top was close-fitting enough to contour her braless breasts. How Gail always managed to look so sexy and proper at the same time was beyond me.

	 

	Katarina introduced us to the gentleman she was standing with. He turned out to be the assistant manager of the hotel. We stood for a few minutes while they discussed a mutual friend and then we left. Katarina drove down toward the coast and after a short drive started to drive up the hill, winding her way through narrow tree lined streets with each house surrounded by a wall. We barley caught a glimpse of the houses but somehow imagined that they were luxurious. We wove our through residential areas, with the best view of the beautiful homes seen while looking down at the walled in homes. The houses seemed to be getting larger. At an intersection we turned left along a high wall and the street was lined with automobiles. Gail nodded her head toward the property and said, “This is where the party is.” The entry was a very high black fence with a black metal sheet between the fence bars, blocking all vision to the house inside.

	 

	As we approached the gate a guard started toward the car but Katarina reached into her glove compartment and pressed a garage door opener, and the gate started to slide open.

	 

	Katarina waved to the guard and Gail commented “I would say you have your in with this party giver.” Katarina smiled, “The house is owned by my Uncle. The party is being given by my cousin.” I noted, “There are a lot of cars out there.”

	 

	When the gate was opened we started up the driveway and the house came into view. “Wow,” I said. “We should be arriving on horses wearing armor.” The house looked the size of a small castle. The circular driveway wound around a central fountain and some fifteen or twenty cars were jammed into every free corner of the driveway. The drive was lined with four meter high bushes uniformly trimmed making a perfect natural wall separating the front property from the driveway. We passed an Aston Martin parked in the drive and I promised myself a close up view later in the evening.

	 

	We walked into the house and stood in awe. It was truly beautiful, classic, “Genteel living,” Gail commented. I added, “Certainly done with taste.” Katarina led us from room to room, the people we saw smiled in greeting but it seemed we were in search of the host. In a large library some ten people were sitting around and talking, some smoking cigars. Sitting on the edge of the desk was Bruno, our host. Katarina kissed him and introduced Gail and I, speaking in English. I remembered seeing him at the party on the boat. He thanked us for coming and held Gail’s hand a little longer then necessary. We made the rounds of everyone in the room and when the conversation began again, it was changed from Italian to English. I was amazed at the courtesy, just like that ten or more people change to a foreign language and more importantly, no one was let out, and they all conversed. Certainly in my country a good part of the group would not have been able to continue in English.

	 

	A waiter approached with a tray of two selections of drinks. W choose the white wine and Katarina suggested that she show us around the party. We followed from room to room, there were small groups everywhere. In some rooms we just looked in, not speaking to anyone. In the dinning room there was a long table with a center piece of carved ice. There must have been fifty different dishes of food, hot and cold, in a buffet display over which Gail commented, “It’s too beautiful to eat.”

	 

	Towards the back of the house an exercise room had all the equipment piled into the corner. Two double doors were folded open onto the pool area, and a small group ensconced between an array of speakers was making music, very melodic, very Italian. Just outside the open doors two couples were dancing. Ten or fifteen tables for four were placed strategically beyond the dance area.

	 

	We went into the pool area where there must have been some twenty or thirty people in small groups in different locations. The pool was on the lower of two levels in what was as much a garden as it was a bathing or sunning area. The small lights along the paths and the lighted pool were augmented by a half dozen torches burning on bamboo poles. The effect was intimate and very appealing.

	 

	We stopped at one group where Katarina introduced us to “Patricio,” and after our greetings he started to ask questions, in flawless English, about skiing in Chile. While Gail was recommending areas, a woman approached with two drinks, one which she handed to Patricio. He stopped talking and said, “This is Allyson,” and he introduced us to his wife. For some reason she started talking with me while the others continued their ski comparisons.

	 

	Allyson was “an Australian living in Italy,” as she put it. She wasted no time telling me how she met Patricio, their apartment in near Portofino, and how they have been talking of taking a trip to Chile and Argentina. Allyson was an inch or so taller then Gail, a little more buxom, with a soft very feminine manner. I thought she was younger then we were. Her long brown hair highlighted large brown eyes and the most sensuous mouth I have ever seen. When she spoke I was drawn to watching her mouth, almost missing what she was saying. She had a way of speaking some words with the hint of a lisp and for some reason it was sexy. Her dress was just above her knees, the soft material adhering to her shape, I would have sworn she wore nothing underneath. Allyson spoke with me for some five minutes then touched my arm and said “your wife is lovely.” “Thank you, I said, “I think so too.” She moved from my side to Gail who was animatedly conversing with Patricio and two other men. Allyson placed her arm around Gail’s waist and quietly said to the group, there is a magnificent table of food, let’s go inside before the goodies are gone.”

	 

	I walked beside Gail to the buffet, people were already lining up on both side of the table. Allyson gave me a plate and let me precede her. Gail was walking through the other side with Patricio. The buffet was a feast of its own. Allyson suggested I try the tiny balls of cheese made from buffalo, skewered with tiny peeled tomato’s and a huge leaf of fresh basil - and then the carpaccio of tuna - there was much too much.

	 

	“Best I take one or two items and go back for more,” I said, as I headed, plate in hand, for a small grouping of chairs in a nearby corner. Allyson was right behind. People gravitated to the nearest chairs and when finally left the buffet table, the chairs beside us were full. Gail and Patricio went to chairs at an angle from ours, about ten feet away. Eventually there was a group of five men and a boyishly dressed girl sitting with Gail and Patricio. One of the men was an older man, tall, with red hair, standing near the group, not talking, staring at Gail most of the time. I thought he looked familiar but could not place him. I paid as much attention to Gail as possible in spite of the fact that I was talking with Allyson and others. When Gail would notice my attention to her, she would smile back.

	 

	Patricio was doing most of the talking and I noticed that Allyson too would glance their way from time to time. When Katarina went through the buffet she came to stand beside us and we got into conversation. “Gabriela said she would be here this evening but she hasn’t arrived yet.” Katarina commented. I was surprised, “It would certainly be nice to see her again,” I said, adding, “Is Giancomo with her?” Katarina responded somewhat cynically, “Not when she is around here.” I pondered her comment, “Doesn’t Giancomo get on with her family?” I asked. Katarina smiled looking at me a long moment then leaning toward me she shared, “He is family, and she is his niece.” It took me some moments to digest her comment but I didn’t think it my place to comment so I just nodded my head. Allyson returned to the buffet and went to where Patricio and Gail were sitting. She handed Patricio the plate then stood beside him, smiling a hello toward Gail in the process.

	 

	Katarina suggested that we move outside. I looked toward Gail until she caught my eye. I nodded my head beckoning her with a smile to come and join us. She paused waiting for an opportune moment then rose, smiled at Patricio and modestly stepped back not wanting to interrupt the person speaking. She placed her empty plate on a nearby end table, the slight bending motion framing her small breast in profile for a moment. Just the few steps that she took to join us were a display of her beauty, smiling as she walked toward me, grace in each move, a show of leg well above her knee revealed with each step. I noticed that all her buttons at the bottom of her dress were now open, and that Patricio, Allyson, and the older red headed gentleman watched her every move. I took Gail’s hand and the three of us walked outside to the pool.

	 

	A waiter was making the rounds with fresh drinks. We all took one then walked toward the musicians where a group of people were dancing. We stood leaning on the balustrade that circled the upper part of the pool area and we watched the dancers. We were about ten or fifteen meters from the dance floor, the music was romantic, the garden and greenery around us beautifully lighted. It was a captivating sight. Most of the tables were full and I observed that, spread throughout the house, there must have been sixty or more people at this party.

	 

	Patricio and Allyson soon appeared on the dance floor. As they danced Patricio laughed a little too loudly while talking with his wife, I believed that he was putting on a show. For some reason I took stock of the man I had just met. I guessed he was about forty, half a head shorter then his wife, with a strong frame. I imagined he worked out. His hair was long, curling at the bottom, except in the front where he had a deeply receding hairline. Because of his carriage and manner my read was that he was arrogant. I decided, without reason, that I did not like him. As he danced closely with his wife he touched her behind flaunting his actions without concern that others could see.

	 

	I became aware that Gail was watching them too. Without looking away she said, “He wanted to know what business you do with Gia.” I looked at Gail, “What? What would make him ask a question like that?” Katarina was looking at Gail too.

	 

	Gail answered me, her gaze still fixed on the dance floor, “He told me he knew about the Argentine project of Giancomo. I simply said I don’t know.”

	 

	Katarina moved in front of Gail. “He is a fool,” she said. “Don’t pay him attention.” Then with a hint of disgust, “nonsense, he knows nothing of what Gaiancomo does.” Then she touched Gail’s arm and said, “You know Gail, only the Americans shorten Giancomos name to Gia. Gia is a girl’s name. We call him Tio, or Gian, in English that’s John, but not Gia.” Katarina said it with humor and Gail responded with an “Oh, of course, I’m so sorry. Do you think it annoyed him?” Katarina smiled and assured her it did not, then noticing a friend she excused herself and walked toward the girl entering the house.

	 

	I took Gail’s hand and we walked toward the dance floor. She wrapped her arms around me and we moved around the floor. “After some few minutes Gail said, “You notice how they continue with the same kind of rhythm, slow, romantic. Very civilized for this age group,” she stated. I grunted a yes and said “The only thing romantic is your almost naked breast pressing on me. Gail ever so slightly pushed her breasts harder against me. We had both had a lot of wine and I could tell Gail was loose. She is usually too worried about “people are looking…” (Her words), but she was relaxed tonight. We soon exited the dance floor and walked to where we had been standing.

	 

	Gail saw the waiter and asked if I wanted another drink. I was feeling the effect of what I had already had and declined. Gail beckoned to the waiter and at the same time Allyson walked toward me from the dance floor. I did not see Patricio. I did see the older man with the red hair looking my way. As Allyson approached me she asked, “Is Gail gone?”

	 

	“No” I said and pointed to Gail returning with her fresh drink. Both girls smiled at one another then Allyson asked, “May I borrow your man to dance?” Gail nodded, “You may.” Allyson reached for my hand and whisked me away toward the music.

	 

	We stepped into the crowd of dancers and as we started to dance Allyson stood at arms length and said, “Lovely setting, isn’t it?” I smiled, “Very much so. Do they do this often?” She replied, “Not really. It’s almost the end of the season, they have more parties then.” She moved closer to me and it wasn’t long before we were caught up in the mood of the music. I attempted to watch Gail but before the first song was over, I had lost sight of her.

	 

	 

	Allyson was dancing so that she was pressed to my leg and I often found my leg between hers pressing boldly on her vagina. She didn’t seem to mind and when my hardness became evident she reached her small hand between us and moved my cock flat against my stomach. “Is that better she asked?” turning her head from my shoulder to speak close to my ear. “Thank you,” I replied, and then added, “That felt good.” Allyson didn’t say anything for some moments then responded, “I’m glad, I thought so too.” In my mind I questioned our audacity then I considered, we were all here for close to two hours now, drinking steadily. At least for myself, my inhibitions were somewhat cloaked. Obviously there was no cloak of restraint upon Allyson for just minutes later she reached between us and slid her left hand beneath my belt, and after some fidgeting, with the back of her hand against my groin she wrapped her fingers around my cock.

	 

	There were people packed around us which allowed this kind of movement to go unnoticed. Her touch was electric and as hard as I tried to control my reaction, I couldn’t help the humping motion that ensued. It was so exciting, everyone around us, from time to time she would move her fingers over the tip of my cock. Her right arm was outstretched and wrapped around my neck, the way she was leaning close you could not see her arm between us.

	 

	For some reason I glanced to my left and noticed that Patricio was standing four or five meters away from the dance floor looking, I assumed, for Allyson. “I think Patricio is looking for you,” I said. She raised her head to look, he certainly could see me as we were near the only light. Allyson guided me so that her right side was facing where her husband was standing. I glanced and realized he was not looking our way. I turned to look to my right and there was Gail, dancing just a few couples away. That’s where he was looking. Gail was dancing, very properly from my perspective, with the older red headed man. I was worried that Gail might guess what Allyson was doing so I steered her toward the other side of the dance floor. We danced for five more minutes, she squeezed and pulled and teased me until I was aching. Before we broke to move from the dance floor I tucked my penis beneath my waistband. “I hope we can have a replay,” Allyson suggested. I smiled, and said, “What I need most is an orgasm..”

	 

	We looked for Patricio and he was not to be found. I looked over the dance floor and Gail was gone as well. Alyson drifted toward the pool and I walked toward the house. I went into the buffet area, poured a glass of mineral water and went to look for Gail. I hadn’t seen her for the last fifteen minutes I thought. People were entering and leaving the house. I walked into the kitchen where Katarina and a half dozen people were sitting around with drinks, talking. She had her back to me so I turned and walked back to the entry, where a couple was leaving. I followed them outside and as they walked across the circular yard I turned left and walked toward the Aston Martin. As I walked away from the front of the house there was less light. I stood by the right side of the car looking in, I even touched the leather seatback. People were walking down the entry drive toward the house. I entertained sitting in the car but hesitated. More people were leaving, five people came out the front door, three walked down the entry drive toward the gate, I recognized them as some of the group I had just seen in the kitchen.

	 

	The other couple turned right walking toward the cars along the other side of the house. I turned my attention toward the Aston Martin and started to bend in to see the panel when I realized that the couple walking toward their car had been carrying drinks. I again focused on their receding figures and the jolt of my heart starting to race drained me momentarily. It was Gail, she was walking a half step behind the tall red haired man. I watched as they walked the length of the cars and then turned left and, because of the high bushes, I couldn’t see them any longer. I was absolutely numb, I just stood staring. When reality returned my curiosity or anger, or both, took hold. Now the circumstance was dictating events and I looked around the yard trying to ascertain the best way to get closer to where they had walked.

	 

	As nonchalantly as possible I walked behind the Aston Martin and crossed the walkway on the left side of the circular drive. I walked behind the tall bushes until I came to where I had to cross the drive. There was a break in the wall of shrubbery and bush and I crossed the road at about halfway the distance of the driveway, and immediately stepped behind the bushes on the other side. I was looking over a grassy expanse with small areas of landscaping and many large trees leading downhill toward the wall. The light from the other side of the wall silhouetted the trees but it was darker at ground level. From my higher vantage point I scanned the expanse but did not see them. I started walking toward the house, still behind the bushes. I was about ten meters from the cars parked beside the house and abreast of a large tree. Staying close to the tree I again searched the yard around me. Some forty meters away, where a fair amount of light was reflecting from the pool area, I saw the red headed man leaning on a large tree, almost down at the wall. He was facing the tree, facing me, and I could see Gail’s hand, still holding her drink, and a part of her shoulder. He was standing close to her but they were not touching. It seemed like they were talking.

	 

	I was frozen in my place. Here we go again, I thought. My heart racing, my stomach churning, should I call to them… should I leave. But I did what I wanted to do, I walked back toward the exit until I was sure I was out of sight. I then started down the hill toward the wall. When I was abreast of where I thought they were, I started walking uphill in their direction. To a large extent I used the trees in the yard to shield me from being seen. I stopped moving when I saw them. I was in front of their tree, to her left. I could see all of Gail, her back to the tree, her body slightly turned to her right. They were talking quietly, though I could not make out the words. I was leaning on a large tree, a good half of the left side of my body exposed. I was less then ten meters away, and about a meter lower on the slope. I almost didn’t care if they saw me.

	 

	The music from the pool area made the setting seem romantic, but not for me. He said something and Gail said, loudly enough for me to hear, “…really? He again spoke and they both laughed. When she laughed he touched his right hand to her lips. Gail did not respond to his fingers, no kiss, or even acknowledgement, but I noted mentally, she didn’t stop him either. Again he said something and she laughed. Then Gail lifted and drank from her glass, then bent to her left to place her glass on the ground. I didn’t move because I thought she could have seen me, I felt just a breath away. When she stood she placed both her hands on the tree behind her, as if not to dirty her dress. Mr. Red’s hand went back to her mouth, he said something, then started to draw his finger down from her mouth to her chest. He touched her breast first with his finger, then he simply cupped her whole breast.

	 

	My mind was screaming, my breath labored, why I thought, why was she not stopping him. He now was touching and cupping both breasts. He moved his hands around lightly, first titillating her nipples then squeezing them, then pressing his hands below her breasts and forcefully pushing upwards. He repeated this again and again. Gail’s did nothing but stand there, her head leaning against the tree, I guessed her eyes were closed because from time to time she lifted her head and looked down at his hands on her breasts. He was absorbed in loving her breasts. I am sure this went on for ten minutes. Different pressure, sometimes a whole hand over her breast, sometimes the palm only skirting her nipple, but on it went as he just loved and mauled her breasts simultaneously.

	 

	I hated seeing him touch her, I hated myself more because I was hard, and mostly I hated Gail for letting him do that, and enjoying it. Mr. Red stopped moving but left both his hands on her breasts. Gail raised her head, maybe she smiled, I couldn’t see that clearly. He kept his left hand on her breast and placed his right hand low on her stomach rubbing her in downward strokes so that his hand was skirting her vagina. Then, without pretense, he placed his hand under her dress between her legs. Gail’s head was leaning back on the tree. Mr. Red was lost in trying to touch her everywhere at once. His hand slid down her thigh, over her knees, back up to the flat of her stomach, around to her behind, between her legs again. He was lost in trying to get his fill. Gail lifted her head and looked at him for a good ten seconds, then shifted her weight and opened her legs.

	 

	I had to look away to catch my breath. Mr. Red was now touching between her legs, while rubbing his face across her breasts. After some moments he knelt before her and through her dress touched his mouth to her vagina. He kissed her thighs and took pleasure in the nearness, then lifted her dress up and placed his head between her thighs. I couldn’t see because the dress covered a part of his face but, judging from Gail’s movement, I was certain his tongue was pleasuring Gail. He did this for just seconds when Gail reached down and prompted him to stand up. He rose, but before standing again kissing her vagina from outside her dress. His hand continued touching under her dress. What started as a lot of movement slowed to intimate touches and nearness. He was obviously focused on her vagina, and I thought Gail was moving her hips. I could tell when his fingers entered her because she gasped, “Oohhhh,” and she took her arm from behind her and placed her hand on his wrist. She was guiding his hand, his fingers, as they slowly went into Gail, then out, in again, and Gail hunched forward to watch… then straightened to concentrate on the pleasure, then hunched again.

	Next Gail did something she has rarely done with me. She stopped leaning on the tree, let go of his wrist, and lifted her dress with her left hand. I could now clearly see his hand between her thighs, obviously his finger or fingers deep inside her. Gail started to rub herself, her fingers just inches above his… first slowly, then more rapidly. He was hunched over too, moving his fingers quickly in and out of her. She had arched her back looking down at his hand, then lifting her head and tilting it back, then looking down again, masturbating herself in short quick movements. My heart was beating with the rhythm of her movements. She stopped and said something to him. He paused, both of them not moving now, and Gail reached for his wrist with both hands and guided his fingers out of her. She again said something and then, without moving her fingers, she let go of her dress and reached her hand toward Mr. Red and through his pants, rubbed her hand over his penis. It seemed he was following her lead when he unzipped his pants and took out his already hard cock. He began stroking the length of his cock. Gail then lifted her dress and started masturbating again, while watching him. It didn’t take long before both of them were groaning with comments of “Yes…yes, do it,” or “si belissimo.” Gail had obviously asked him to masturbate for her and now she alternated between looking at her hand then looking at him playing with himself. He started slowly, but soon was rapidly jerking himself, his gaze fixed on Gail hunched over herself her fingers at her pussy rubbing her clit. Gail twice let her dress fall and used her other hand to put a finger in herself, humping her own hand in the process.

	 

	This was so erotic a scene. I have barely ever witnessed my wife masturbating, and here she was asking this stranger to masturbate for her, she hunched over herself masturbating for him to see. I could not imagine Gail’s lust so unrestrained that she would allow herself to be seen in such a state of abandon. I was now excited as well, and disappointed too - with myself, because I was no longer able to identify my anger. Gail started to sigh, “Oh, aaahh, now, come now,” she said to Mr. Red. Her hand was a flash of movement across her clit. He was looking at her and pumping himself almost as quickly as she was. Gail tilted her head back and started a low moan, “Aaah, aaah…” and after a pause, “ ohh yes… I’m coming,” all in a loud whisper. She humped her hand, trying to watch him while caught in her own passion, her head bobbing back with the pleasure, then forging forward to watch him, then tilting back again. Seconds later Mr. Red grunted and pumped his hips, obviously coming too. I couldn’t see that part of his anatomy, his cock, but Gail was watching him intently, her hand still between her legs. Some moments later they were still and after looking at one another and smiling, exchanged some words I couldn’t hear. She kept her dress raised and stood waiting for him as he closed his pants. He took a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped something from Gail’s leg. If it had not been so erotic, if it wasn’t my beautiful wife, if I wasn’t excited too, I would have laughed.

	 

	I backed down the hill as they stepped away from the tree and started walking toward the house. Once out of view I ran toward the driveway in an effort to get into the house ahead of them. I reached the bushes at the driveway just as they stepped around the cars. I waited. Mr. Red walked with her to the door. They stood outside for a moment, his left hand went from his jacket pocket to her hands, they exchanged some words, then he waited outside for a few moments while Gail entered. While I waited I thought, what happened to her underwear. After he entered I stepped from between the bushes and walked up the drive to the house.

	 

	I headed straight for the kitchen but the waiters were busy there. I walked toward the study that led to the rear garden. “Ri,” someone called. I turned as Katarina was walking down the stairs. “I just told Gail that whenever you feel like leaving just tell me.” “Thanks,” I replied, “have you seen Gail?”

	 

	“Yes, she is using the restroom upstairs, second door left,” she smiled. She had reached the bottom of the stairs and swept by me, touching my arm as she passed. I started up the stairs wondering what Katarina knew. I waited in the doorway of a large bedroom, it was a good while before Gail stepped out into the room. She smiled at me, “I’m glad you are back love… you abandoned me.” As she reached me she stretched out her hand and we continued toward the stairs hand in hand. “Let me tell you,” she said, “that fellow Patricio, he is relentless. I needed you to rescue me.” “Sorry,” I said. We were halfway down the stairs when she stopped. “Did you enjoy Allyson?” she asked, looking at me with a wry smile. “Just that one dance,” I said. “I looked for you afterwards but couldn’t find you. Where did you go.” She did not answer.

	 

	We were walking toward the dance area which was really crowded now. The band was singing a very slow romantic Italian song. When they stopped, they announced in Italian that they would be playing ‘oldies’ songs during their break. I led Gail to the dance floor and wrapped my arms around her as Me and Mrs. Jones filled the night air. She melted into my arms and we swayed and swooned from one great song to another. By the time we had danced to the third song I had forgotten about the scene that was plaguing me and we danced, closely, sometimes hardly moving. Gail looked up at me, “I love it when you wrap me up like this, makes me feel protected.” I squeezed her and ran my hand down her back. She moaned in appreciation and pressed into me. I rubbed her back and stuck my nose in her hair. My hand progressed and I touched her bottom. Then I remembered… I again ran my hand across her behind and said, “Where is your underwear.” She quietly answered, “It’s there,” I rubbed her again, this time more carefully. There it was, I could feel the top of her panties above her behind. I was certain she was not wearing panties out there in yard, also certain that she had nothing in her hands. Her lipstick and comb were in my jacket pocket. I wondered, how she managed to be wearing underwear now. We saw Patricio and Allyson dancing, I smiled but I really did not want an interchange at the moment, so I danced away and into the crowd. For another ten minutes we danced, the atmosphere was surreal, the trees, the crowd of dancers in shadows, the star studded sky above, the oldies selection of songs that everyone in the world had heard, the new ones we all knew. We swayed and floated across the dance floor for another minutes, then the band returned and, for us the spell was broken.

	 

	We walked toward the pool and it looked like people were coupled in small groups in every corner. The scene reminded me of the evening on the upper deck of the yacht Gabbiano. “Lets, start back,” I said, then looking at my watch, “it’s after one. OK?”

	 

	Gail looked at me, nodding yes, “let’s see if Katarina is in the house.” We headed for the house and soon found Katarina in the study with a group of friends and Allyson. .

	 

	Katarina smiled when she saw us. “Are you ready to go?” she asked.

	 

	“If you don’t mind.” I said,. “Not at all Katarina responded, walking toward me “Come Ri, help me for a moment,” and she half pulled me with her, leaving Gail and Allyson standing there. When we were in the hall she leaned toward me. “Ri, Allyson has asked if she and Patricio could drive you home. They want to apologize for something.”

	 

	My first response was, “Apologize, for what.?” Then I added, “Of course they can drive us back to the hotel.” When I told Gail she just shrugged her shoulders, as if the change annoyed her..

	 

	While making our thank you handshakes Allyson left to find her husband. We were waiting at the base of the sweeping staircase. Gail was holding my hand and leaning on my shoulder. “I have something interesting to tell you,” she said. Trying to look surprised, I looked down… she leaned away and we made eye contact, her impish smile accenting the mischief in her eyes. “Later.” she said.

	 

	Patricio drove down the winding streets, a little to fast for someone who had been drinking all evening. Gail was sitting very close to me. We made small talk, mostly between Allyson and Gail. We stopped at a traffic light on the lower road, now not very far from the hotel when Patricio turned around. He had placed his right arm across the back of the seat. The lights from the street were shining through the glass top of the sun roof. “Gail,” he said in a little too loud voice, “I want to apologize to you… very barbaro… I’m sorry.” Gail looked at me and questioned, “Barbaro?” I helped her, “I think he means barbarian,” Gail looked at me incredulous with the comparison. Then she reached her hand out and patted Patricio’s arm, “That’s O.K. Patricio, not to worry…” she said, mocking what many of the Italians seemed to say. I was still confused as to why he apologized, though I could tell he assumed that I knew. He said they would like us to have lunch with them tomorrow. Gail left it to me to respond. Allyson said, “Please.” I smiled at Allyson, “Of course, that would be nice.”

	 

	While preparing for bed Gail told me what happened. “When we first started dancing it was fun. During one dance he got hard.” Gail was standing in front of the mirror, topless, leaning against the basin, her perfect behind highlighted by the top of her thongs. She looked toward me “he wasn’t shy about it either. He was leaning and pressing against me. At first it wasn’t an issue. He even pressed it between my legs. That bothered me… he was directly in front of me, dancing like a zombie. People could see what he was doing. I looked for you… of course you were nowhere to be seen” I sensed that the fact that Gail’s concern that others might have seen really troubled her. She continued, “After a while he started to fidget around in his pants. He actually intended to take his cock out. It took me a moment to figure it out.” Now Gail had moved to the bed, she was waving her toothbrush as she related what had happened, gloriously naked except for her panties. She was usually so composed, it was rare for me to see her animated and angry. She went on, “finally when he saw my discomfort he folded his thing against his stomach and started dancing again.”

	Couldn’t you just walk away, I asked.

	 

	“It wasn’t that easy… I didn’t want a scene, he held me tightly.” Gail’s voice quieted, “Then Leo came over.”

	 

	“Who is Leo,” I asked. .”

	 

	“Oh, ” she said, too nonchalantly, “The older man. The tall redheaded man.”

	 

	“Yes, I’ve seen him watching you,” I said, “Did he help you?”

	 

	“He must have seen what was going on. He came up to us on the dance floor and just took hold of my right arm, he leaned close to Patricio and said something, then danced away with me.” Gail laughed, obviously replaying the scene in her mind, “Actually, it was pretty smooth.”

	 

	“Why do I seem to remember him from somewhere?” I asked. Gail, now back at the bathroom mirror, looked at me. “He was at Gia’s… Giancomos party in the restaurant in Monaco. Remember? He was talking a lot with Angelo,” I didn’t remember but Gail thought my grunt was an acknowledgement.

	 

	“So, what happened?” I asked hoping the `Leo rescue` was what Gail wanted to tell me about. Gail continued, “We danced just seconds, he apologized for what had happened, and then when I said I would use the ladies room he walked with me toward the restroom in the bathhouse. It was locked, in use. I waited nearby, hoisting myself up a few inches to sit on the cement railing that separated the pool from the bath house. Leo sat on the edge of that huge cement planter filled with the bamboo.”

	 

	I sensed Gail’s direction and said, “I’ll bet he was getting a good view between your legs.” Gail chuckled, “Yes Ri, he was.”

	 

	Then Gail continued recounting what had happened. “I didn’t mind though…his looking, I may have even opened my legs a bit more.”

	 

	I thanked him again, I said, “Leo, thanks for what you did there.”

	 

	“No big thing”, he responded. He told me an Italian girl would have made a big incident.

	 

	I said, “that was what I was trying to avoid, I don’t know how to thank you.” He had mostly been looking at my legs, up my dress when occasioned, but now looked at my face smiling widely. I asked him what was funny. “I know how you can thank me,” he said. His smile was mischievous but I allowed it to continue. I asked him, “You do, and how would that be?” He looked at my legs again, smiling still, and said, “I’d love to be surrounded by that beautiful white patch.” I mocked surprise and said, “Leo, not you too?” He raised both hands palm out, “Sorry, it’s my heart speaking, not my head, ” he made a fist and thumped his chest mimicking his heartbeat. At that moment the door opened, I jumped down and as I entered he asked, “May I wait for you?” Glancing around the edge of the door I said “that would be nice.”

	 

	“Of Course,” I said to Gail. “Why shouldn’t he wait,” the latter with a hint of sarcasm.

	 

	Gail was now finished at the mirror and sitting on the edge of the bed, rubbing cream on her legs. She continued, “When I came out he was still there, waiting. I told him I had better go look for my husband and he told me you had just walked into the house. I said `thanks, it’s a good thing you’re keeping track of us,` he smiled and with simple forthrightness told me he has not stopped thinking of me since we shook hands at the restaurant. I blushed but I also laughed at his candor.” Gail turned her head to look at me, “for some reason I didn’t feel intimidated by his attention.” As we started for the house I reached to place something into his palm, closing his fingers around it, and said, “please surround yourself, Leo.” He looked at his hand, touched my still warm panties with his other hand, and smiled from ear to ear. In the bathroom, when I considered doing it, I thought it was funny. Now that I actually carried it out I was embarrassed and blushing. Thankfully, he didn’t notice. He offered me the hook of his arm. I placed my arm in his and we walked to the house.

	 

	Gail had finally finished her bedtime rituals and pulled back the sheets to join me in bed. Save for her panties, she was naked. That she did not put on a shirt or nightgown was an omen in itself. As she moved the air around her smelled fresh, and when she turned on her side her small breasts hung just low enough to highlight her jutting nipples. She nuzzled close to me. I turned to face her and moved close placing my right arm on her hip. We looked each other in the eye, both smiling, content in silence.

	 

	I rubbed lightly over Gail’s hip and back then, touched her cheek and gently squeezed her earlobe, a soft place I love to feel. I rubbed from her shoulders to her lower back, then caressed the cheek of her behind.

	 

	“Love me? Gail questioned. I answered, “hooked forever,” then added, “What was it you said you wanted to tell me.” Gail whispered in a breathy way, “Oh yes. I almost forgot. When I went upstairs, just before we left, I opened the wrong bedroom door. Katarina was in there with another girl and a man.” Gail stopped. I waited for what seemed a fair amount of time before I asked, “So? Is that all.” Gail responded quietly, “She was with the girl.” We lay quietly for a few minutes. I broke the silence, “That was a mostly liberated crowd tonight. I wouldn’t be surprised if they were swapping too. I think that’s what Allyson and Patricio had, or still have, in mind.”

	 

	“Yes,” Gail whispered, I think that too. She had been touching me while we spoke and I was now hard. Gail had been running her hand up and down my penis then turning her hand backwards and rolling it around. She moved close and placed her left leg over me edging me onto my back, her thigh now resting on my penis.

	 

	“Phyllis left us a message, they are coming day after tomorrow,” she stated, then continued. “Do you think Allyson is attractive?” “Yes, she’s attractive… ”

	 

	Gail persisted. “Would you like her to touch you like this?” Gail had all five fingers tips lightly rubbing upward strokes just on the head of my penis. “I’d like anybody that does that.” I replied.

	 

	Gail leaned over and placed her mouth gently over mine and immediately her tongue was searching. While we were embracing she placed her left leg over and straddled me, still kissing. My penis - now a stone hard cock was pressed against her bush and belly, the under part and my balls pressing directly against her open pussy lips. As we continued to kiss her left hand moved between us and took hold of my cock. She lifted her behind just enough to place me between her legs gently rubbing me across her wetness. When centered at her entrance she pressed down and I felt that tide of warmth and wetness as the head of my cook slowly entered. Gail stopped kissing me and placed her head on the side of my chest, her body still raised above my cock. She began to press down, pausing then pressing again, and then her tell-tale sigh indicated I had fully entered her.

	 

	We lay feeling attached with no words spoken. Being in her fully, her hands on my upper arms, her head on my shoulder, hardly moving, was surely as close as I would ever get to feeling as-one with someone.

	 

	“Can we sleep like this?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

	 

	“Only after I come,” I mouthed, while thoughts of the earlier evening were creeping in my mind. I placed my hands on her behind and gently spread her cheeks allowing my finger to brush then rest upon her back hole

	 

	“Are there things you still feel uncomfortable doing with me?” I asked. I felt her head move slightly in a sign of no, then she responded, “I don’t think so, why?”

	 

	“I’m just wondering out loud,” I answered. “There must be many things we haven’t done together

	 

	“Like what?” I didn’t answer and she insisted, still whispering. “What things? I always felt we were pretty good about trying things.”

	 

	After some quiet, she added, “Are you talking about me doing something with a Girl?” “No,” I said, “You know that has never been an issue with me.”

	 

	Gail offered, “If ever I fancied a girl it would be someone like Gabriela.” As an afterthought she stated, “She like Girls, you know.”

	 

	I paused before responding, struggling to hide my surprise and not wanting to discourage Gail from continuing to talk. To keep heightened the feeling of Gail’s wetness around my cock I tightened my behind cheeks and pulled out a little, then entered her again and asked, “Now how would you know she likes girls?”

	 

	After a pause she said, “Oh, I heard someone say it.”

	 

	“Did Katarina say it.?” I asked. “No,” Gail whispered. After an interval of silence she knew I was waiting for her to say how she had heard it. “Giancomo said it,” she whispered. We had talked very little about him since she had told me of their liaison, and she still did not know I had spied on them. I thought this might be an unguarded moment and she might be more candid. “Did he suggest you be with her?”

	 

	“No.” she answered. After a pause, I persisted, “You remember why he mentioned it?”

	 

	Gail sighed and I could feel her breath across my nipple, she continued, “I said that I thought Gabriela was so beautiful why would he want to be with…”

	 

	I interrupted her before she finished, “I keep telling you love.” I was touching one breast as I spoke, “It’s your soft beauty… innate sensuality. The combination makes you irresistible.” Gail squeezed my arms and rubbed her breast into me. “I love that you think that.” She said.

	 

	All the while I was rubbing her behind and pushing my cock gently upwards, into her, then relaxing and pushing again. I continued, “You gave me an idea of what went on with him but not why you thought him the best … your best lover?” Gail raised her head and looked at my face. I peered down at her smiling, touching her caringly, hoping she did not sense my jealousy. Her eyes were searching mine, you’d have thought I’d asked her to solve the riddle of existence.

	 

	“He was so different,” she said. “So tender. It seemed like he loved the parts he was loving. When he kissed it was full of passion, he touched every part of my mouth with his tongue. He sucked my lips, it was like my mouth was my whole body for him. He touched my nipples until they were on fire. Not soft, never too hard, I don’t remember but I think he made me come from touching my breasts.” Gail was whispering, sometimes looking at me to make a point, I could tell she was mentally picturing the encounter. I asked, “Did you come from his penetration or from his touching you?”

	 

	Gail thought for a second. “I don’t know. It was strange. When he started to fuck me he didn’t go inside. He had his cock flat between my lips and he was pumping up and down bumping and rubbing his cock against my clit. What was really wonderful was when he took his cock in his hand and started rubbing his cock fast over my clit. I was excited by then, ready to come. He rubbed until the exact second I was ready to come and then he stopped. He did that again and again, each time resting by putting his cock inside me. When I pushed against him to fuck me, he didn’t. I wanted to come. Again he rubbed his dick and then he would stop and kiss me. When he was finally ready to let me come I exploded, I kept coming from every little movement… his touching my clit, my behind, his kisses.”

	 

	She was telling her story in snippets. Halfway through I was excited and I started moving in and out of Gail as much as possible. Gail responded first by just moving her body while keeping my cock fully inside her then, finally, she lifted her behind and started to move up and down, still relating and reliving the feelings she experienced with Giancomo. Gail was leaned over me looking down, her small breasts hanging - so perfectly proportioned to her slim figure, her jutting nipples attesting to her excitement. She knew I was excited now, and she continued, “When he loved me with his mouth he devoured every part of me. He sucked my clit and the inside of my pussy. When I came he sucked it out of me. When he kissed my back hole I could feel his tongue on every wrinkle, inside and out.” I could feel Gail’s wetness increase, reliving the experience was exciting her as well. She continued her slow steady movement, up and down, my cock bottoming out each time. My hands were on her hips and my eyes were open, watching her.

	 

	“Did you plan to be with him when we were all scheduling our afternoon?, I asked, while looking at her.

	 

	“No. When we returned no one was here. I stayed in our suite. He came down and knocked on the door. He had a drink for me. When he came in we talked for some time and then… it just happened.” I didn’t say anything to Gail but I didn’t quite remember it quite that way. She continued to narrate. “What got me excited was the kissing. It started that way. I tell you Ri, when he started to touch and kiss my vagina it was like my vagina was all of me… he made love to it… I could tell he loved doing it.” Gail was now moving more forcefully, her breathing signaled that she was close to coming. “Come baby,” she said in a breathy whisper, “do it, cum with me.” I started to lift and rise to her rhythm, Gail was pushing her behind against my thumb pressing against her back hole. I knew the sensation of her pussy getting more wet and hot before she orgasm’d. I was pulling on her nipple, pressing her back hole and meeting each thrust as she started “Ohhh Ri… oh yes baby… do it, do it….ohhh, and Gail started to cum… in torrents. She stopped moving and sat breathless, concentrating on her orgasm, my still hard cock completely secreted inside her. I could feel each throb of her orgasm, each twitch, and though I wasn’t coming I took pleasure with her. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her hair disheveled, her face a mask of bliss. I felt my senses heighten, my breast tightened, my memory recorded the scene I was watching, and I breathed with difficulty at the intensity of the love I felt for her.

	 

	Gail was literally wrapped around me, naked, her head on my shoulders, her fingers absentmindedly moving on my chest as if she were counting the hairs. “You didn’t cum Ri, did you? “No,” I answered, “almost actually,” I corrected.

	 

	Again she queried, “Any reason?”

	 

	“”Yes,” I said, “I was busy thinking how much I love you and I forgot to come.”

	 

	“Oh you… bullshit,” she said, and she pulled my chest hair. “Honestly,” I responded, and I knew she did not believe me.

	 

	We lay cuddled and touching for five or ten minutes without speaking. Then Gail asked, “Why did you ask me about trying things with you? What were you thinking?”

	 

	“Oh, yes,” I answered. That was nothing, just a thought.”

	 

	“What thought,” she insisted. “You don’t think nothing thoughts.”

	 

	Why not tell her I thought to myself. “Well I was thinking that we have never masturbated for each other.”

	 

	Gail looked at me now, for a good while. Finally, she corrected, “Yes we have… in Curacao, in that creepy beach cabana.”

	 

	She was right I thought, “Yes, but that has to have been five or six years ago.”

	 

	“You said never, didn’t you?, Gail reminded. She continued, “I’ll masturbate whenever you want me to.” After a pause, more thoughtfully, “I’ll do anything for you.

	 

	I questioned, “would you?”

	 

	“Yes…of course,” she replied.

	 

	A good thirty seconds went by before I quietly responded, “Then how come you can’t stay honest with me.?”

	 

	Gail rose up and placed a hand on my face. In a concerned tone she whispered, “Oh Ri, you mean about Gaincomo. I know it’s not fair to you. I never plan these things but when it happens…I guess part of the excitement is the spontaneity. I always plan to tell you but somehow it comes out slowly. Even when I’m enjoying it I hate myself for not being more perfect for you.” Gail was almost laying on me now as she continued. “I know you love it when I tell you about what I do, but I found it so difficult when you watched me with Peter. The thought of you watching scares me, I get so afraid you’ll hate me.”

	 

	My simple response was “How could I ever hate you,” which I am sure did nothing to ease her misgivings.

	 

	Gail had moved her hands from my chest to my semi hard cock and was touching me again. After some moments she moved her head down and started to kiss my cock. I closed my eyes and let her ministrations carry me away. She knew every place to touch, where to lick and how to press. The very thought that it was Gail and that she would take my cum in her mouth or on her cheek, was enough to make me orgasm. She rose up and slide on top of me. In seconds she had guided me back into her warm, still very wet pussy. She rose up and down and pumped forward urging me to orgasm. As I felt the buildup taking control I wrapped my arms around her and in a single motion I flipped her onto her back and braced her legs in the fold of my arms, bending them halfway to her

	 

	chest. I started humping and grinding my full length into Gail and she started to groan with each downward thrust. Soon she started intoning, “Do it Ri, do it … cum in me baby,”…and moments later I thrust into Gail to balls length, gasping and groaning as I gushed deep in her belly while she still whispered to me, “Yes baby, yes love, do it.”

	 

	We spent a leisurely morning in the hotel with an hour or so on the narrow strip around the pool. It was sunny but a bit too cool in the water so, we mostly talked. We got to talking about a bet I had won that required her to be honest with me, and how well she was adhering to the deal we had made. I didn’t want to bring up a specific issue but I did say that I thought she was faltering, and to my surprise she agreed.

	 

	Long ago I had decided that I did not need to place restraints on Gail, she was already overly constrained. When we were at home it was tortuous at times. She would constantly bring up “…what if’s…” which effectively kept us from trying anything flirtatious with anyone else. On one occasion at home we had dinner at the Sheraton Hotel with some business visitors I had in town. When we finished dinner and had said our goodnights, we started out of the hotel when I suggested we stop for a drink at the bar. We sat and listened to a great group singing popular songs in English and Spanish. We were at a table for two, side by side, and facing the band. I noticed one or two in the group regularly staring at Gail. Her legs were demurely crossed so it must have been her beauty that attracted their attention. At one point I placed my hand on her legs and she placed her hand on mine in an automatic reaction. When I later attempted to move her dress she immediately covered her knees again. On a second attempt I was a little more forceful. Gail quickly adjusted again but this time turned to look at me and whispered “Ri.” She was blushing a little and the look in her eyes was of hurt, near to tears. I felt myself the scoundrel, and to this day the picture of her almost teary green eyes is imprinted in my mind. I have decided it’s impossible to push her at home. Here, on holiday, I’ve decided it’s impossible to stop her.

	 

	“It’s different when we are here,” she said. “I just feel like here, having fun is accepted.” I commented, “It is, or at least not judged critically.” Gail nodded her head in agreement. I continued, “Then…why do you feel I can’t share with you?”

	 

	She looked at me sympathetically, “I do share… some. I think I am always afraid you will think less of me, also…” she hesitated a long time then barely whispered, “it’s more exciting when no-one knows.”

	 

	Over the last days Gail had told me bits and pieces of her liaison with Giancomo. I was pleased that her account was as I had seen it happen. I still did not tell her I had spied on them and I was feeling guilty that she was being honest and that I was hiding my misdeeds. Then, maybe because of guilt, maybe meanness, I decided to tell her of past spying I had done. “You know love, I saw you making love with Werner.”

	 

	Gail turned to look at me, she literally paled. Her look was stern, concentrated, I knew her mind was churning. When her cheeks started to color again her lower lip looked like it was trembling. I wished I had not mentioned it. Gail whispered, “So long ago… why didn’t you tell me before?”

	I reached for her hand, it was cold. “Not to hurt you,” I answered.

	 

	“Can you keep a secret from me so long?” Gail asked.

	 

	I faked a smiled while looking at her, but my heart was heavy, and I did not comment. I wanted to ask the same question but I held myself in check. I hoped I had not hurt her. Why did I open my mouth I questioned in my mind. Her moist eyes were filled with question. Her cheeks were flushed, I couldn’t tell if she was blushing or angry. And from some deep chamber of my mind I recalled a famous author saying “…I never got in trouble for things I didn’t say.”

	 

	As mid day approached we returned to the room to ready for lunch with Patricio and Allyson. Gail may have had an unpleasant experience with Patricio but she certainly didn’t seem to be concerned about dressing down for the luncheon. She looked just stunning. She wore loose yellow shorts that could pass for a short skirt when she was standing. Her knit shirt had no collar and had a deep v opening in the front. I could see her nipples and when I asked, “Are you wearing a bra?” she answered, “No, do you think I should?” I tried to muster a tough look and said, “I prefer you don’t… I’m there to protect you.”

	 

	We were waiting in the lobby when Patricio arrived. He was alone. He shook hands, first with Gail and then with me. “Is Allyson meeting us?” I asked.

	 

	“She’s preparing lunch,” he responded as we started out the door. When there was a comfortable moment I exchanged glances with Gail. She looked as perplexed as I was, but we didn’t question Patricio. In less then ten minutes we were riding up the elevator in a three story building not too far from the sea, where they had their apartment.

	 

	The apartment was just the epitome of leisure living. Allyson greeted us in a gauzy dress that left nothing to the imagination and I now understood that women are intuitive in a way that men will never understand. Gail had dressed spicily with the intuition that she would be competing with Allyson. And they did. A young was there, introduced as Allyson’s brother. She suggested I play tennis with him while I was in Viareggio. He looked to be about twenty five and turned out to be a real ski enthusiast and we talked some of Bariloche. Patricio was proud of the apartment and insisted I see it all. It was imposing, not ostentatious, and for me a good insight into modern Mediterranean living. The food … we thought it was Allyson’s hand but it turned out to be Patricio’s mother in the kitchen and she had the touch. Afterwards we sat in the living room looking out over the balcony at the sea. Patricio asked me , “What is your business?” I explained briefly. It turned out he knew of our trip with Giancomo and he too was thinking I was somehow involved in business with Giancomo. We all drank too much. Gail was relaxed and both girls were flirty, with flashes of leg, on occasion the quick glimpse of panties, and the men enjoying the display. If any tension had existed it was gone by the time we left. They promised to call, I said I would play tennis with Vincenzo and Allyson joined us for the drive back to the hotel, the girls sitting in the back.

	 

	When we arrived in our room we had a message that our friends Phyllis and Peter had arrived. I immediately called and chatted with Peter. I planned to play tennis, Gail and Phyllis were going to meet in the lobby and we would all meet in the bar at seven for drinks then dinner.

	 

	Gail’s tennis partner Nicholas was disappointed she didn’t come. I spent a good hour and a half workout with Wilhelm running me from side to side until, after one point I chided, “…are you preparing me for a tournament?” When I returned to our room Gail was still not back. I jumped into the shower and targeted the steamy force of the water on my right shoulder, which was sore from serving. Just as I was stepping out Gail returned, all bubbly and smiling, bearing a small package that was a gift from Phyllis.

	 

	“We’ve been in the lobby for the last two hours,” she stepped into the little room to use the WC but kept talking, “the manager that Giancomo introduced to you stopped to speak with me, he knew my name and asked if everything was all right.”

	 

	“That’s professional of him,” I added.

	 

	“When we ordered drinks the waiter told me that our drinks were courtesy of the hotel.” “Now that’s nice…” and I added, “Giancomo must really have clout.” I heard “Mmmhhmm…” from Gail and then she flushed the toilet.

	 

	“Nicholas missed you,” I said, “I booked tomorrow for you if you want to play.”

	 

	Gail asked, “Did you have a good game?”

	 

	“Very… he ran me from side to side on fifteen and twenty volley plays.” I continued,

	 

	“Did Phyllis fill you in on how long they are staying?”

	 

	“Not really… we talked girl stuff, fashion and shopping, and fending off the guys.”

	 

	“Oh,” was all I said questioningly, hoping she would continue.

	 

	“There was no one in the lobby when we got there. In ten minutes there were ten guys sitting around drinking and staring. They heard us speaking English I guess.”

	 

	“Can’t blame them,” I said.

	 

	Gail continued, “Yes, after a bit we made the most of it… had fun… talked with one man.”

	 

	I began, “Those shorts certainly make it easy to tease.”

	 

	Gail just looked up at me and smiled.

	 

	We took our time getting ready for dinner, I put on a jacket and tie and Gail a simple dark maroon and purple colored dress. I was looking at the back of the dress and thought I had not seen it before, so I asked where she had bought it.

	 

	“In Santiago, the small store across from Fendi.”

	 

	I commented, “Don’t you think it’s a little serious for tonight?”

	 

	She didn’t answer, she was bending then slowly rose and turned. The dress was cut across her shoulder not particularly low. It fit her waist like a glove and flowed over her hips completely outlining her waist, her perfect thighs, her legs. The front had a slit that was more then halfway up her thigh. She moved and I could see three quarters of her leg. She bent, ever so slightly, and the top of her dress left space between her chest and the dress, just enough for me to realize that in the right position I would see her breasts. She had a small gold pin on the chest of her dress and no other jewelry. Her hair was pulled up and the dark dress gave contrast to her delicate neck. She looked worth a painting and I was bursting with pride.

	 

	Phyllis and Peter were waiting in the lobby. Peter, in a dark blue double breasted blazer with grey pants looked so very correct. His ascot gave him just the right amount of flair, his graying temples, his blackness, and most importantly his carriage, made the perfect impression. To me he was what a movie star should look like. Phyllis looked a dream in a green dress that bared her chest above her buxom qualities and gold colored high heel shoes that showed her perfect legs.

	 

	We walked into the bar, girls first, and heads turned. Peter leaned in my direction and said, “This as a repeat… everywhere we go with these girls the room gets quiet.” Some of the men had stopped talking and were watching the girls until they were seated. We ordered drinks and spent the next hour catching up on each others doings these last weeks. It seemed like our interest in one another was centered around the time we spent on the Cote Azur, and we constrained our questions and discourse to these happenings. Of course among the questions Peter asked was if we had heard from Giancomo. I thought out loud. “I find it amazing… the impact that our meeting Tamara has had,” then I explained to Peter that Tamara was, ”…this older woman we met in Cannes. Everyone talks Giancomo. Our old friends are wondering, or impressed… all our new friends are from his clique. I wonder where it’s going?”

	 

	Peter responded, “It goes nowhere, it lasts as long as people think you have access. He’s powerful and you seem to be able to get close to that power. The interest is in him, through you, not in you and him.” Then Peter laughed, “except us, we’re just interested in you.”

	 

	I couldn’t believe Gail and I were still drinking, we had started at lunch time. and were now ordering our second round before we left for dinner. When it was dinner time we headed for the lobby and piled into a Mercedes taxi, both girls and myself in the back. Peter had, as usual, made the right restaurant choice in Da Puny, an ideal blend of excellent food and relaxed formality. We went from a cool Orvieto with antipasto to a Burgundy with the main course. The food was delicate and perfectly proportioned. It was nice to finish a meal without feeling gorged. Peter treated the red wine with so much respect that I asked, and learned he had chosen a collectors wine. We were relaxed, enjoying one another’s company, with Peter and I teasing the girls because of the attention they were getting. Waiters hovered hoping to get a glimpse of breast when they leaned or moved. Phyllis and Gail did not disappoint them. Midway through dinner the girls decided to go to the ladies room and there was a rush of outstretched hands to move their chairs. I rose when the girls started to stand and I watched Gail turn in her chair, and to the delight of two waiters standing nearby she opened her legs, paused for a second, then stood and walked away.

	 

	We continued the evening in a discothPque that had been recommended by the concierge at the Splendido. We lucked into a table at the side of the dance area, a booth that was large enough for three with chairs at both ends and a low rectangular table, like a living room table in your home. Sitting in the booth or chair on the right end of the table gave a close up view of the dance floor, and the dancers themselves provided us an interesting and ever changing scenario for the rest of the night. Peter and Phyllis went out on the dance floor and I moved beside Gail on the booth seat. We sat sipping our drinks, without speaking, watching the dancers. Gail’s legs were closed and leaning against me, the slit in the middle high and between her thighs. With the onset of a slow and romantic song Gail said, “lets dance…” and we walked hand in hand to the center of the dance floor. When we started to dance Gail stumbled a step. I steadied her, “Are you OK?” After she had nuzzled close she said, “barely, I think I’m getting drunk, “and she giggled softly in my ear. The beat changed but we kept dancing the same way, probably out of step with the music, but not caring. When we returned to the table some ten minutes later, Peter and Phyllis were sitting on the booth seat. Phyllis rose and asked if Gail wanted to join her in the ladies room. Gail declined and when Phyllis left Gail scooted beside Peter in the booth. As she sat down Peter smiled at her and asked,

	 

	“…can you do that again? ” In sliding into the booth Gail had to spread her legs, causing her dress to rise high. Combined with the slit in the front, Peter and I had a very enticing view of my ladies inner thigh. Gail smiled, unconcerned.

	 

	We watched the people dancing, some showing off in front of our table, some blissfully entwined floating around the dance floor, and some doing their best to hide the games they were playing. Phyllis returned with a man just behind her. She leaned over the table giving Gail and I a glimpse of most of her breast, then she turned toward Peter and said,

	 

	“This is Aldo, he asked me to dance,” and with a coy smile added, “do you mind?” Peter stood and offered his hand to the startled young man then beckoned with both hands indicating it was alright to dance with Phyllis. Peter commented,

	 

	“She has had just the right amount to drink, she’s charged.” We continued watching, Phyllis had disappeared. After some five minutes Peter looked at Gail,

	 

	“I have to dance with you Gail…,” again no comment from her just a smile that seemed to say OK. “Peter continued, “Lets wait for Phyllis to return… can’t leave Rian alone.”

	 

	“Don’t loose your turn because of me,” I said to Peter. “I’m surrounded by people.”

	 

	Gail seemed to be focused on sipping her drink and the people dancing, and not paying attention to our talk. “That’s OK,” Peter said, “We’ll wait.”

	 

	When Phyllis returned Peter and Gail rose to dance and Phyllis sidled in beside me.

	 

	“Wow,” she said, “he was excitable.”

	 

	I took the cue, “That’s what you do to men, my dear.” “Do I excite you? she asked while looking directly into my eyes.

	 

	“I wouldn’t be human if you didn’t.”

	 

	“I hope you can show me later on,” she added, patting my thigh with her left hand.

	 

	After some minutes of watching the dancers I asked Phyllis to dance with me. “Thought you’d never ask, lover,” she said. When we reached the dance floor I turned toward her and she just melted into my arms. All my senses were triggered… I could feel her upper legs against me, her breasts were touching my chest and her arm ever so softly draped around my neck. My hand was resting on her lower back and she felt naked beneath her dress.

	 

	“My goodness Phyllis, I forgot how wonderful you feel.”

	 

	She didn’t comment but I thought I sensed a nuzzle-in movement as she pressed her breasts against me. In moments I was hard and we both danced so that I would press against belly, or upper thigh, almost dry humping one another as we slowly moved around the dance floor. At one point I saw Peter dancing, his back was toward me. When he turned slightly I noticed that Gail was resting her head on his right shoulder and his hand was flat against the upper part of her behind, as if he were pushing her into him.

	 

	It may have been ten minutes that we danced, and then there was a break. Peter was in the middle of the two girls and I was seated on the chair. I commented quietly, just to Gail, “You and Peter look like you just woke up.” Gail smiled and reached for my hand under the table. Moments later Gail reached for her purse, excused herself, and went to the ladies room. She returned just as the music started again and moments after that Aldo appeared again, this time with a friend. Aldo asked Phyllis to dance and looked to Peter for approval, which he received. His friend, speaking perfect English, asked Gail to dance. She looked at me and whispered, “I don’t feel like dancing again…” I nodded my head and raised both hands, “Sorry, but thank you.” The young man was courteous and actually made the slight hint of bowing as he retreated. “My oh my,” Gail commented. “Did you see that?” I replied, “I did… pretty courteous, don’t you think.”

	 

	“Very,” Gail responded, as she looked in the direction where the young man walked, obviously thinking the better of him.

	 

	Peter looked a bit revived and sat forward rubbing his hands together. It’s morning I guess we’d best go, “Anyone want a last drink? Gail and I declined, still sipping our last drink. Peter waved to the Cameriere and made the sign of adding, and the waiter returned with the check some minutes later. We waited a few more minutes for Phyllis to return, and we left.

	 

	In the taxi returning Phyllis commented. “I could have danced all night with Aldo… he reminds me of Peter ten years ago.”

	 

	We all laughed, Peter turned from the front seat, and “We knew his Italian was showing when you did all your dancing on the other side.”

	 

	Phyllis added, “Yes, I tried to guide him around to your side to make you jealous… but he wouldn’t budge.”

	 

	Peter chided, “you didn’t have to guide him around, I was jealous without seeing you,”

	 

	“Fat chance,” my love,” she added.

	 

	We arrived at the hotel and somehow, without talking about it, we gravitated to Peter and Phyllis’ room. I was surprised that they had a two room suite, in a cooler on the sitting room table was a tall bottle of Champagne with a waiter’s towel neatly wrapped around it. Peter turned on a small radio. Gail was sitting on a two person couch, listening to our chatter but not speaking. A sure sign that she had more than enough to drink. I was half standing sitting on the arm of a three person couch opposite Gail. Phyllis sat other end of the couch, Peter was standing at the table.

	 

	“A tall cool night cap before we quit?”... Peter asked. He was looking at Gail.

	 

	She replied, “I’m stumbling over words now, but I can handle one more.”

	 

	Phyllis chimed in, “We can dance as well,” and she walked toward the radio on the lamp stand. With glasses in our hand Peter raised his glass,

	 

	Phyllis sipped then raised her glass again, “And to all the Aldo’s in the world…”

	 

	Peter chimed in, “May they continue to poke their way into our lives.”

	 

	Phyllis again, “To Rian for having the hardest poke and the smoothest manner.”

	 

	Peter chuckled. I looked at Gail, she blushed slightly, still smiling. But I could see she was wondering what Phyllis meant by the smoothest manner.

	 

	I raised my glass, “To Phyllis, the gentle intermediary,” I said.

	 

	Phyllis turned to look at me. She seemed tipsy before, it was not obvious now. Her eyes were boring into me, Peter’s glass was still raised, frozen in the moment,

	 

	“You know, Ri,” Phyllis said, “that is one of the nicest things you could say.” She got up from the couch, stepped over to me, bent her head and kissed me on the mouth, not very briefly either. When she broke off the kiss she sat right beside me on the couch, and left her right hand in my lap. Gail was watching the scene unfold, no smile, no frown, just looking. Her feet were flat on the floor and her legs ever so slightly parted. The slit in her dress allowed me to see between her legs but after her thighs I could not see her panties and I wondered if she were wearing black ones, or any at all.

	 

	Our conversation continued, centered around the shops and restaurants that Peter and Phyllis had found during the summer months. At one point we talked about whether Europeans or Americans were more courteous and, as a comparison, Aldo’s name came up again. Phyllis mentioned, “He asked me if you were a movie star.” Peter and I looked at Gail but Phyllis corrected, “You Peter, he asked about you.”

	 

	Gail and I smiled, looking toward Peter, “Why not… I can see his asking.”

	 

	Peter questioned, “What did you say.”

	 

	Phyllis smiling broadly said, “First I laughed… then I said you were the best actor.” Gail laughed and had to put down her Champagne. Peter rose and in mock anger took the few steps to Phyllis and wrapped his large arms around her. When his squeezing and shaking her was over he sat down beside her, her left hand now in his lap.

	 

	Peter commented, “Well, it was obvious to us where his interests lay.”

	 

	“Oh, let me tell you,” Phyllis added, “We didn’t take three steps and he was hard. He took my hand and held it between us. The back of his hand was on my breast. When I didn’t move his hand away, he simply started to feel me.” We were all paying close attention to Phyllis. “All the while he had his hips pushed forward, pressing into me.”

	 

	She moved her hand across Peters lap then commented, “well, well… am I getting my lover excited?” and she centered her hand on what we assumed was Peters hardening penis and started to move hands in a squeezing and milking manner.

	 

	Peter stated, while shaking his head, “You are incorrigible,” then added, “ and that’s what I love about you.”

	 

	Phyllis looked at Peter then turned her body and stretched to kiss him, It started as a brief kiss but Peter soon had his arms around her, and was kneading her breast. Phyllis kept rubbing Peter’s pants, where his bulge was now obvious.

	 

	I stood and took the few steps to sit beside Gail. She turned slightly and settled her back against me. We were both watching Phyllis and Peter and I at least was getting very turned on by the scene before us. Phyllis had stopped kissing and was now fumbling with his pants trying to free his cock. She was having trouble with his fly and in frustration simply opened his belt and spread his pants open. Her hand disappeared into his crotch and started unveiling his long almost hardened cock. I had forgotten how big and black it was. Phyllis’s experienced hands rubbed and stretched his cock. Peter submitted to her ministrations by resting his head back and sliding forward on the couch. Gail and I were mesmerized. I had placed my left arm behind her and was stroking her arm and part of her breast without realizing it. Phyllis lowered her head to Peter’s now fully hardened member. The head of his cock was bulging, a purple black, and we could see the veins and the top of his balls. Phyllis lovingly caressed his cock, kissing it from the side, sliding her mouth up and down the length of it. She placed it on her face and rubbed her cheek against it, then slapped it against her face. We could see the lust in her eyes, whilst Peter, his hands on her shoulder and head, had closed his eyes except for the few times he looked down at his wife loving his cock. It was a very erotic scene and what started as a tingle in my penis was now my rock hard cock pressing for release. I pulled Gail closer though there really wasn’t space between us. Obviously watching Phyllis and Peter was exciting her as well because she turned to face me and began to kiss me with passion.

	The feel of Gail’s tongue between my lips made my head spin. I closed my eyes and we were lost in each other. I could feel her hands all over me. Even in my aroused state I thought, …I love it when she drinks too much. Who knows how long we kissed, I tried to reach the depths of her mouth… during a breather I opened my eyes, she looked so beautiful. She sensed me looking at her and opened her eyes. Firstly I saw lust, which faded to a warm inquisitive glow, then as her mouth creased with a smile her eyes lightened with a mischievous spark and she whispered, “… you want to?”

	 

	I looked into her eyes while contemplating my answer, even her motives. I turned to look across the space to our friends. Phyllis had her dress bunched at her waist, with no underpants on and a wispy patch of hair above her vagina. She had mounted Peter with her back toward him, his cock deep inside her. She had one breast uncovered and was rubbing it and pulling the nipple with her left hand. Her right hand was over her pussy and, as she rose, we watched Peters cock slide out until she had her hand around it’s base, while he was still in her. It looked like she was jerking his cock and fucking him at the same time… it gave the impression that his cock was two feet long. Peter’s legs were slightly spread, his pants still around his ankles. I could see his balls. Gail was looking now as well. Phyllis kept sliding up and down on his huge cock. I loved the contrast, the black and white. She was looking directly at Gail smiling and it caused me to feel a jolt of concern. Did Phyllis and Peter have this all planned. Then, even worse, was Gail in on the plan, this scene.

	 

	Whatever my concerns they were quickly abated as Gail reached for my pants and started to unbuckle the belt. When I felt her warm hands on my cock, nothing else mattered. We were on a small couch so I rested my back on the arm and backrest and was in a perfect position for Gail to sit on my lap. My pants and shorts were at my knees.

	 

	“Kick your pants off,” Gail said quietly, still holding my cock with both hands.

	 

	I wiggled one leg out of my pants and underwear and let them rest on the floor, still on my other leg. Gail was straddling my legs and rubbing my cock. She kept one hand on my cock and placed the other behind my head, bent forward, and started to kiss me again… and Gail’s kisses were, for me, a form of making love. From when we first met her kissing was so soft, exploring, not full of slobber, clean, slowly yielding. I often told her she kissed with her heart. Now, here again, my heart and head were spinning, intoxicated with my wife… with seeing my friends on the next couch… and, the wine.

	 

	We continued to kiss as Gail moved further up on my legs. She was still fully clothed, I had been feeling her breasts through her dress. When her thighs were near my cock Gail raised her dress with one hand and used the other to bend my cock downwards placing the tip between the lips of her pussy. She moved enough to seat my cock at the entrance and began to apply pressure. She broke off the kiss and sat upright in readiness to slide down on my cock. I opened my eyes to watch. Gail had her head straight, eyes closed, and one hand on the back of the couch, the other on my chest. As I felt her pressure I looked down to watch it slide into her. The head of my cock was now in her. I couldn’t believe we were fucking in front of someone. Then it dawned on me and without thinking I whispered, “where are your underpants?” Gail didn’t stop but she opened her eyes and with no expression that I could read said, “I took them off.” I mulled over her answer for a second, “When?” I asked. She smiled ever so slightly, “Earlier, in the dance place.” She was still pressing her groin and my cock was halfway inside her. The intensity of her tightness caused me to close my eyes for some seconds. When I opened them Gail’s eyes were closed again. I asked, whispering, hoping Peter and Phyllis couldn’t hear me, “Why?” Gail opened her eyes again and looked down at me. Her face reddened slightly and a broad blotch of red started to grow on her neck. She was blushing, looking into my eyes, “Peter asked me to,” she barely whispered.

	 

	In spite of the excitement of the moment Gail’s answer caused a chill to run through me. I thought, could they really make so elaborate a plan, and include Gail. Gail had answered me, blushed, then closed her eyes again and commenced pressing me into her. She was wet inside and it didn’t take much to enter her completely. Gail sighed when her crotch came to rest at my balls. The feeling was intense and I finally closed my eyes in order to participate. I placed my hands on Gail’s waist as she started moving up and down. She would stop just moving around to feel me inside her, then slide back and forth on my legs, my cock touching her in other places when she didn’t raise herself. I opened my eyes again and looked toward the couch where Peter and Phyllis were. Peter’s eyes were closed, Phyllis was still sitting on him, his cock buried in her, not moving. She looked at me, the same smile outwardly carved on her face. Once again my paranoid thoughts took over and the wondering began anew. Gail had moved her right hand from the couch and she had it between her legs. She was touching herself while she rode me. She was trying hard to make me cum and I desperately did not want to disappoint her, but the thoughts kept cropping up. I could feel her orgasm nearing, and she started to sigh, “Ohhh, Ri,” and I could feel her fingers rubbing rapidly across her clit. As she started to orgasm there was a deep sigh, I felt her shiver then twitch and with each twitch I could feel a surge of wetness inside her. It was so beautiful, her face, eyes closed, a mask of pleasure. When she was finished she opened her eyes slowly and looked at me, ever so slightly smiling, and I loved and trusted her again.

	 

	We looked over towards Phyllis and Peter. Gail was still completely dressed, you couldn’t see where we were joined. When Gail smiled Phyllis said, “That was beautiful.” Peter was looking at us as well but he was still interested in Phyllis and he started to rub both her breasts which were now exposed. When Phyllis twisted to kiss Peter, Gail turned toward me and kissed me again. My cock was still hard as stone, still completely inside her. After a few minutes Gail stopped kissing me and placed her mouth near my ear and whispered, “I want to make you cum love,” and slowly I felt her warm pussy rise off my cock.

	 

	Gail slid down on the couch and was on her knees straddling my feet. My cock was in her hands and I could feel her breath on my thigh. She kissed and pulled and rubbed my cock with such affection and intensity that I had to look from time to time, and I marveled that this beautiful woman was so intent in my pleasure. Then I heard the grunts and “Ummphhs,” of Peter coming and Phyllis saying in a lusty voice, “shoot in me honey, shoot in me.” I didn’t even open my eyes. Gail continued to suck on and rub my cock against her face and neck. I heard rustling and I opened my eyes. I looked at Gail first and then Phyllis. Peter was gone. Phyllis was still watching us and touching herself.

	 

	Gail rose and placed her knees inside my legs then pushed my right leg out toward the floor. She then buried her head between my legs and started to kiss and suck the base of my cock. Soon she had her mouth on my balls and she was spreading my behind cheeks in an effort to get more access to my balls. She had never done this before. The feeling was exquisite, I raised my head to look at her, she was on her knees, her behind in the air.

	 

	Again I had a rush of thoughts; where had she learned this, why was she doing this, only to be quelled by another charge of senses and I was lost in the feeling once again.

	 

	How long I floated in this near to cumming state I don’t know, but I couldn’t come. Gail had moved up and was again sucking my cock and rubbing it against her face and neck.

	 

	I felt her hand on my balls and it felt different. I opened my eyes and Phyllis was sitting on the floor beside the couch, her dress still around her waist. She had her arm beneath Gail’s leg, it was her hand touching my balls while she had her other hand between her legs playing with herself. Gail started to alternate between my cock and my balls. I felt Phyllis move and a moment later I opened my eyes to her breast poised at my mouth. She had moved in front of Gail and offered me her breast. My mouth reacted by instinct and I felt her large nipple running across my tongue. I suckled, I squeezed, Gail’s sucking was taking it’s toll and I felt my orgasm mounting. I felt Gail quicken, she sighed, probably sensing my getting ready to come. I tried to take more of Phyllis’ breast in my mouth, I rolled my head while sucking and I could feel Phyllis pushing closer. I opened my eyes briefly, then closed them again, then immediately opened them again. Just above my head was Peters black arm. At first I couldn’t figure it out then I realized he had his hand down the front of Gail’s dress and was fondling her breasts. My orgasm subsided. Thoughts ran rampant again, it took me a minute to settle down. Why not I thought, I was sucking his wife’s breast.

	 

	The sucking and touching continued. Phyllis sighed and moaned from time to time, I couldn’t tell if it was from my sucking her breasts or her own hand. Gail sighed too, and I recalled the time when Peter had almost caused Gail to orgasm from playing with her breasts. I felt like I had been on my back for an hour but it was more like fifteen minutes.

	 

	Phyllis moved to place both her breasts in my face and I could feel her rapidly touching herself, then slowing. I was buried between her breasts as I sucked one and squeezed the other. Gail was slowly steadily pumping her mouth over my cock in a fucking motion. I couldn’t see Peters arm but I could feel Gail press forward from time to time, probably pressing against his hand. The intensity started to mount again, and with it I sucked and squeezed harder on Phyllis’ breasts. As I felt myself getting closer Gail must have sensed it too. She jolted forward for a moment then started sucking more forcefully, it was so intense it almost hurt. Gail started to sigh, I heard her muffled “Aghhh,”. Then I felt the couch move and I opened my eyes. I could barley see around Phyllis’ breasts, I moved my head toward the back of the couch and a bolt of cold lightening shot through me. Peter was standing behind Gail, her dress lifted onto her back, both his hands on her hips, eyes closed, pumping into Gail. He was fucking her from behind and she was sucking me in rhythm to his thrusts. The sight caused me to instinctively groan. Gail thought I was coming and started sucking me harder.

	 

	Then she started moaning, “Uhhh, mmminnn,” it came out as a hum, muffled from my cock in her mouth. She started jerking her body and whimpering, I recognized that she was cuming. The muffled whimpers sounded like little squeals, the sounds were so carnal, the scene so sensual that I felt the surge again. This time I thought I would cum.

	 

	Gail sensed my participation. In spite of the fact that she had just cum and probably needed a rest, she sucked voraciously. I in turn sucked furiously on the breasts before me. In minutes Phyllis started making deep long sighs, “guhhh, guhhh, achhh, I could feel her hand moving across her clit, then she was cummimg and she collapsed upon me. Gail was sucking the side of my cock between little grunts. Then Gail wailed, “Ohh-agghhhh,” and her body stiffened. I thought it was because she was cumming but instead she started moving again. Peter was behind her steadily moving. Gail pushed her mouth downwards on my cock then stiffened again. I thought I had hurt her but she resumed sucking. I was aching, all I wanted to do was cum. Peter started to quicken his movement and soon he was thrusting deeply into Gail. Then he too grunted and started to cum. Gail tried to suck me and push against him at the same time. She was whimpering again, Peter was shouting, “Oh damn, agghhh, oh damn,” and with each damn he uttered he was thrusting forward shooting his come into Gail. From her whimpering, I knew she was having one of her prolonged orgasms and that triggered my orgasm. When I started to cum Gail quickly moved her mouth away and lay her head on my thigh holding my cock tightly. My cock began to erupt, gush after gush spewed high and landed all over her face and hair. I humped myself into her hand moaning from the intensity. After I stopped cumming Gail was still on her knees and whimpering softly. We remained like that for some minutes. Peter left the room. Phyllis moved to the side of the couch then slowly stood up and walked naked to the bathroom. I wiggled free from under Gail and rolled off the couch on my knees. I wanted to get the towel that had been on the Champagne. Gail needed to be cleaned. When I stood I placed my hand on Gail’s back. Her dress was still raised over her buttocks, I intended to pull it down but I looked first.

	 

	In shock I cried out, “Oh baby, no.” I’m sure my voice broadcast pain. Gail’s pussy was red and raw, and her behind was an open gaping hole, dripping cum. The sight tore at my heart, I ached for her, I was angry, and I quickly pulled her dress over her behind. I leaned my head on her lower back and wrapped my arm around her. “Oh love,” was all I could think of saying.

	 

	Gail looked at me, smiling awkwardly. Cum was on her cheek and neck. She collapsed sideways on the couch and placed her hand on my thigh and asked, “was it nice for you baby?” I wanted to cry. I reached for the towel and tenderly wiped the stains away. My sweet lady, she lay spent and exhausted. I just wanted to get away from this room, from Peter and Phyllis. I quickly put my pants and shoes on and helped Gail stand, and hand in hand I led her from the room. As we passed the toilet, I heard the bath running. I didn’t call goodnight to them as we left the room.

	 

	When we arrived in our room Gail sprawled over the bed on her stomach. I ran a bath for her and rummaged through the bottles on the bath counter, and poured the bath oil into her water. I came back to the bed and lay beside her while waiting for the bath to fill. I put my face close to hers and whispered, “Are you all right.”

	 

	She managed a smile, “I’m fine,” she said. “I think I’m a little drunk.”

	 

	“Me too,” I said, and I placed my arm over her neck adding, “I love you love.”

	 

	Still smiling she asked, “was it nice for you Ri?”

	 

	“It was very nice love.” I answered.

	 

	Her smile broadened, “Good.”

	 

	I helped her undress and bathe. I sat on the bathtub ledge and scrubbed her with a cloth. I washed the cum leaking from her behind again and again. When she was bathed I shook powder all over her body and we both went to bed naked.

	 

	I didn’t answer the phone the next morning. We ordered breakfast in, then went back to bed. We awoke and cuddled and talked. When I finally had the courage to talk about last night I asked, “Did Peter and Phyllis plan anything with you last night?”

	 

	She looked at me questioningly, “No, not that I recall.”

	 

	I waited a full thirty seconds, “Why did you take your panties off for Peter?”

	 

	Gail didn’t answer. “To be honest with you, I don’t remember why.”

	 

	“Did he ask you to?”

	 

	“Yes, when we were dancing. He said he can’t understand how girls can stand the thongs in their behind. I told him we usually don’t notice it. When he asked if it is more comfortable without them I said yes. Then please take them off he asked. I laughed and said ok. When we left the dance floor he reminded me, so, I took them off. But, mostly because they were wet. I should not have worn silk. “

	 

	I continued to question Gail. “I thought you weren’t going to be with Peter again?”

	 

	Gail replied, “I wasn’t. When you started with Phyllis I thought that was what you wanted.”

	 

	Here I was attempting to shoehorn a coincidence or two into a conspiracy involving the three of them, and then I’m stunned with Gail’s simple response.

	 

	Peter called again at about noon.

	 

	“We’re on for lunch at 2 today, aren’t we?”

	 

	“Yes, I said, “we’ll be down.”

	 

	“Good, We’re leaving tonight at about six.” Then he added, “Everything all right?” “We’re fine,” I said, but that was not true.

	 

	Lunch was a matter of motion. Gail didn’t feel any betrayal from last night so her reactions were friendly. I felt differently, which I am sure Peter noticed. We said our goodbyes in the hotel lobby. Phyllis prompted Gail to arrange our meeting when we returned through Monte Carlo, en route to Nice, at the end of our vacation.

	 

	“I don’t know our schedule,” Gail answered truthfully, and looked toward me.

	 

	Phyllis looked at me, “Well?” was all she said.

	 

	“I’ll look over our schedule, ” I said, “I have your numbers if it can work.”

	 

	The next evening was a surprise, a call from Giancomo. “Enjoying Portofino,” he asked.

	 

	“That would be an understatement,” I replied.

	 

	“Do you and Gail have time for lunch tomorrow, with Gabriela and I”

	 

	“Of course, we would,” I immediately replied, not even thinking of asking Gail.

	 

	“How is Gail,” he asked. He must have sensed a pause so he added, “I heard she had some annoyance at a party.”

	 

	“No… nothing worth mentioning,” I said.

	 

	“I’m glad to hear that,” he responded, sounding sincere. “Till tomorrow then, your hotel at one.”

	 

	“See you at one,” I said, and we rang off.

	 

	We greeted Giancomo and Gabriela like lost friends and they seemed just as delighted to see us. Lunch was in our hotel and, as was usual when he was around, we were provided a lot of attention. After lunch they were going by helicopter to a town in the interior of Portofino to the opening of a new hotel. Just before lunch was over Giancomo handed me a letter. “It’s our itinerary in December in Buenos Aires. We would love for you to join us, if you can.”

	 

	I looked at the dates, “I can certainly start working on it,” I said, December is usually a month of limited work travel. I’ll let you know about a week after I return.”

	 

	Gabriela and Gail watched the discourse from the moment he handed me the letter.

	 

	“That would be nice,” Giancomo added, then he rose and said, “Excuse me a few minutes I want to greet some friends,” and he walked to a table on the other side of the dining room and sat with an older couple that we has seen in the hotel almost every day. Gabriela smiled at me, “You get on well with Giancomo,” she said as a statement.

	 

	“I hope so,” I responded.

	 

	“You treat him she just right, that’s why he feels comfortable with you.”

	 

	I just nodded and wondered if she knew the whole tale.

	 

	For the remaining days in Portofino we played tennis, toured a Yacht building company, visited the church at San Lorenza, went swimming in the cold but beautiful Paraggi Cove, visited Santa Margherita, and made love every day, sometimes twice.

	 

	One day Gail asked, “How old do you think Nicholas is?”

	 

	“Twenty,” I said, not mentioning that Wilhelm had told me.

	 

	Gail responded, “Yes, that’s right.” Then she added, “He acts like fifteen around me.”

	 

	I didn’t respond. Gail continued.

	 

	“Do you mind if I invite Nicholas to the room, while you are playing.”

	 

	I smiled, looking at her but again didn’t comment.

	 

	“I think it would be fun to…,” she paused searching for words, “to tease him.

	 

	Still smiling I questioned “Do you think that’s smart?”

	 

	“I think that it can be done without being obvious, if that’s what you mean,” Gail said. “That’s what I mean,” I responded, nodding my head non-enthusiastically, and then adding, “It’s OK.”

	 

	As the days wound down we regretted having to leave. Our stay had been a delight but, we both agreed that we still preferred the Cote d Azur, France. Gail played tennis every day with Nicholas but waited to leave with me. I thought she had changed her mind about 

	When I arrived in the room Gail was wearing a short terry robe, she had showered and her hair was still wet.

	 

	She sat across from me as I undid my tennis shoes, “You have a good last game?”

	 

	“Great,” I said, looking up at her. Her legs were closed but the robe had opened and I could see the wisps of hair at the top of her mound.

	 

	“I did too,” she added, looking at me with a mischievous grin.

	 

	It still didn’t register with me. “Did you beat him straight away, you cut short the game.”

	 

	“I wanted to get back first...” she said, searching to see if I were dense.

	 

	“Oh.” I exclaimed, “You invited Nicholas?”

	 

	Gail nodded, “Yes,” still smiling, not adding anything to the statement.

	 

	“So,” I asked, “are you going to tell me how it went.

	 

	Gail rose, walked over to me and sat in my lap. With her lips very close to my cheek she said, “Yes, my love, I’m going to tell you everything, but not today.”

	 

	I leaned back to look at her, smiling; “Now that’s unfair. Why not… better yet, when?” “Tomorrow,” Gail stated quickly, shaking her head in mock stubbornness.

	 

	“But we’re flying tomorrow,” I added.

	 

	Gail’s smile broadened “Yes we are love, and it’s going to be a fun flight.”

	 

	End

	 

	Gail with Fledging Nicholas

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	We were driven from Portofino to Nice in the air cushioned comfort of a Citroen. We held hands and looked at the scenery, sad that we were leaving. For some reason we both feel very much akin to the surroundings and the style of life the French enjoyed. We boarded Air France for Charles DeGaulle and from Paris we started our fifteen hour long journey to South America.

	 

	Gail was dressed in a loose pleated dress, both comfortable for travel and one that I loved to see her wear. It had buttons from top to bottom, and the beige and brown print, for some reason, made her look younger. She wore flat shoes and her hair was loose and full of movement when she walked. I was wearing a comfortable pair of slacks a knit shirt with a front button sweater tied around my waist. The only carry-on we had was my laptop. I settled in by the window (economy class of course) with Gail in the adjacent seat. Two men sat at the end of the aisle, one younger on the aisle, the other man wearing a coat and tie, looked European, and was separated from us by a seat. The man on the end was leaning over and talking with a lady across the aisle from him.

	 

	As soon as the overhead lights allowed cabin movement, the gentleman on the end of the aisle and the lady both rose and moved a few rows forward to window seats on the opposite side of the plane. The empty aisle seat was quickly taken by the gentleman sitting closest to us, he even looked at me and smiled when he was finally settled in, acknowledging that we all had more room now.

	 

	I hadn't mentioned to Gail that I was waiting to hear what happened when Nicholas stopped by the room but, it lurked at the ready in my mind all day long. We took our usual two pillows and two blankets each but hesitated to make ourselves too comfortable until after the meal was served. Food, good food, and drinks were served and instead of opting to view a movie, we lifted the arm rest and cuddled under the blanket with which we had covered ourselves. It was after midnight and we were tired as well.

	 

	"I'm dying to tell you what happened with Nicholas," Gail said. "You act like you have forgotten about it."

	 

	I assured Gail, "Not a very good chance of that," tweaking her chin in the process. She was slightly turned to her right, smiling. She sat back, looking forward, and with her head leaning close to my ear, she started.

	 

	"If you remember I played tennis for about fifteen or twenty minutes. I simply played the fourth game then said, sorry Nicholas, I have to make an urgent telephone call. Would you mind bringing my tennis case to my room in ten minutes. He looked surprised that I was stopping the game but didn't comment upon it, he simply replied, "yes, Miss Gail." I added, please don't trust it with anyone else, it has some personal things inside. He nodded, "I will take it there myself."

	 

	I hurried upstairs to shower and as I was putting on my robe the door-bell rang, he must have waited exactly ten minutes. As I walked to the door I picked up your mobile phone and placed it to my ear. I opened the door and Nicholas was standing there my case in hand. He reached out his hand offering me my case. I turned away from him, as if occupied with the telephone, and without speaking, beckoned him to enter. He closed the door behind him and stood in the small foyer. A few moments later I finished my make-believe call and as I placed the phone down I turned to thank him for bringing my case. "It was no problem Miss Gail", he said. "Come in", I said and beckoned, sit down for a minute. I have to thank you for playing tennis with me this week. Nicholas just nodded, smiling." I pointed for him to sit in the chair with the back to the window, where you used to read."

	 

	She continued, "I asked if he would like something cold. "A coke would be fine, thank you." he said. I served two cokes then sat down on the small couch facing the window. Gail's hand was resting on my left, thigh, not moving. I reached over and placed my hand on her legs, leaning my arm against hers, wanting the feel of her flesh as I readied for what was to come. I asked her, "did he seem nervous?" She looked at me thinking, "you know," she said, "it was hard for me to read him."

	 

	"Any way," Gail continued, "we sipped our drink and talked tennis for a few minutes. I moved my legs and crossed my ankles. He gazed at my knees, I let them open slightly and ignored his glances. We talked more and I moved again. This time I let my thighs part and I knew he was close to seeing the white of my panties. "Which ones were you wearing?" I asked. "Those loose lace ones," Gail said, smiling.

	 

	"When he had been concentrated on my legs for some time, I looked at him trying to appear mischievous and said, "Nicholas, are you looking at my legs," then I look down at my legs appraisingly. He blushed, literally, but I didn't allow a response as I continued quickly and said, "I noticed whenever we were playing tennis you seemed to often be looking at my legs." His face was blank, maybe even frightened, until I smiled at him while touching my legs and said, "I always thought my legs were skinny." Nicholas immediately sat forward responding, "No Miss Gail your legs are …" and realizing he was revealing his habit, he stopped. His cheeks were red. "You think my legs look strong?" This time he opinioned, "very strong, very nice Miss Gail." I interrupted, asking Gail, "Do you think he had an idea that you were flirting?" Gail pondered her answer for a moment, "At that time I couldn't tell. Later on I felt he didn't know

	 

	Gail went on, "I leaned forward in the chair placing my right foot on the toe and twisted my foot around to look at the back of my leg. I hope they're nice, I said, knowing my movement opened my legs enough for him to see my underwear. I saw him take a breath, I kept my legs apart for some time, still with a hand on my calf, looking down. Nicholas, I said, you've been real nice to me this week, how can I repay you? He thought I was suggesting money and said, "Oh no Miss Gail, I was happy to play,. I can't take your money." I had straightened my legs but left them parted a bit. He couldn't help himself and kept stealing glances. I found the courage to ask, you really do like my legs, don't you Nicholas. When he looked at me his eyes appeared to glaze with a mix of lust and affection. "Yes, Miss Gail, I do." I smiled, actually feeling sorry for how uncomfortable I was making him feel.

	 

	I patted my right hand on the couch and said, why don't you sit there, it's easier, I won't have to stare at the sun. He sat on the opposite end of the couch then rose again to retrieve his coke and returned. I turned sideways to face him, leaning my back on the arm of the couch, and simply raised my right leg, knee bent, onto the couch I noticed the movement uncovered part of my leg so I commented, "I don't mind if you see my legs, Nicholas," and I lifted the robe and let it fall, leaving my left leg bare as well. I was sure he could see down to the couch cushion and my panties. I watched his face, he reddened, looked at me then back again, very concentrated, and he wet his lips. I waited a moment and asked, do you like it.? He nodded and opened his mouth to speak, but didn't, he was overwhelmed. I let my knees part further so he could see between my legs. I'm sure the lace panties left little to the imagination." Under the blanket I was touching Gail's legs and occasionally her breasts, through her clothes. "Were you getting excited," I asked. "Very excited," she said, "it was even hard for me to talk."

	 

	She continued. "I stayed that way for a minute or two allowing him to look at me. For a moment I thought he was going to touch me, but he didn't. When I brushed the other side of the robe off my leg he breathed a long sigh and leaned closer placing his left hand on the couch seat a few inches from my behind. I spread my legs further apart and watched his face, then glanced downward and saw that he was hard. The look on his face was one of rapture. It made me feel so good… so admired. I was wet with excitement. I wanted so badly for him to touch me. You can touch me Nicholas, I said. His left hand moved to the outside of my thigh, he was starring between my legs, then he lowered his right hand and placed it directly on my inner thigh and moments later on my panties over my vagina.

	 

	Gail was trying very hard to please me and as the story progressed so did her enthusiasm. When she caught herself sounding too excited her voice filled with reticence and she looked at me to see if I was angry or thought poorly of her. To make her comfortable I said, "Say pussy baby," and Gail responded, "…pussy," then continued. He kept his hand still, then looking up at me smiling and shaking his head he whispered, "marvelous, Miss Gail" he said it in Italian, "meraviglioso." I momentarily placed my hand over his hand on my panties, then pinched the panties between two fingers and pulled the material to the right allowing him to see me. I touched his hand again and placed it on my pussy.

	 

	Gail revealed, "I was so excited Ri, I was trembling. I've never done anything like that before, you know that. I was leading him and it made me feel like a slut and I was wet with excitement. I raised my head, and looking at his bulge I said, "can I see you too Nicholas?" He was lost in touching his treasure but he looked at me, saw where I was looking then simply said, "yes."

	 

	He removed his hand from between my legs, hesitantly I thought, and stood up while starting to unzip his shorts. Why don't you take them off, I said. He looked at me, smiled, then lowered his shorts and underwear in one movement. I gasped. He was so different than what I expected. He was completely shaved, his cock was almost fully hard and really curved, and very long and thin. He sat down, his shorts around his ankles, and immediately started touching me again. He touched me all around my labia, opened me with two hands, I could tell he was inquisitive, not very experienced. I was leaning back but my head was high enough to see his cock jutting upwards inches from his chest.

	 

	Sit the way I am sitting I said, while signaling with my hand that he should turn. He kicked his shorts from his legs and turned to lean his back on the arm. He had one leg on the floor, the other bent at the knee on the couch between my legs and the back of the couch. Our bottoms were six inches apart. I asked him to slide closer, then I slid down to close the space and our bottoms were touching, my pussy was resting over his balls, it looked like his cock was an appendage that belonged to us both.

	 

	The small couch was perfect for our position. The way we were doubled over I could touch his cock or myself , with ease. I reached to take hold of his cock. He closed his eyes and breathed a long sigh, like some long wished for dream had just begun. I wrapped my hand around his cock, and squeezed, I pumped up and down a few strokes then slide my hand to the top and pulled back the skin to see the whole of his cock head. He was staring, his eyes distant and glassy watching my hand explore his cock. Do you always shave I asked, " I just started shaving a few months ago," Nicholas answered, "Does it look nice?" "I like it," I answered still concentrated on playing with his cock."

	 

	Gail was rubbing my cock with a steadily increasing rhythm. I was pumping and pushing back from time to time as I felt my orgasm building. To keep our neighbor on the end of the aisle from noticing the movement I raised my left knee high enough to tent the blanket that was covering us.

	 

	Gail went on. "I bent his cock toward me, moved backward and raised myself slightly, and began to rub the head of his cock against me. "It was thrilling for me," Gail said. I was holding his cock like a hammer and rubbing the head through my slit and against my clit. Again he gave a long sigh. I started rubbing his cock head between my lips in increasingly shorter movements until I placed it at my center. I slide slightly forward and felt the head of his cock begin to enter me. Nicholas moaned and gently humped his hips toward me and, to my surprise, he started to spurt cum. I felt the first jet inside me. I tried to push forward to get him deeper in me and partially succeeded, His body spasm'd. He hardly made a sound but continued to spurt into me, three four five times. I still had my hand around the lower part of his cock. His face was a mask of pleasure and surprise. It went on for a long time and I thought he had finished. I wanted to continue to rub his cock so I let it slip out of me and he promptly shot another bolt of cum on my pubic hair. He had not finished cumming. I quickly pushed him back inside me and milked and pulled on his cock and touched his balls until I was certain he was finished. It all happened in less then three minutes.

	 

	As we calmed I smiled. and he returned my smile with warm eyes. Did you enjoy that I asked. He nodded; starring at me, still smiling, not speaking. A minute later he said, "Oh Miss Gail… I wish you were not leaving." I still had my hand on his cock, the head was still in me. I could feel his juices flooding me, dripping. I let go of his cock and moved back until it slipped out, then took the flap of my robe and wiped myself. When I finished I touched him again and realized that he had hardly softened. I simply bent forward and, while looking down placed my pussy above his cock and, using my left hand to guide his cock, I slipped it back inside me. This time I rose up enough to slide down his cock and it slowly entered deeper and deeper until I felt it couldn't go any more. Ri, his size was perfect. He was further in me then anyone, ever. I couldn't believe how perfectly it touched me everywhere."

	 

	Gail was rubbing my cock with devotion now; she sensed that I was close to cumming in her hand. The last description was intense for me and as she coaxed me with a whispered, "Cum for me baby," I erupted into her hand. Gail wiped me with a napkin we had kept from dinner, we exchanged smiles and 'love you(s)' then cuddled and I dozed off.

	 

	I awoke and Gail was not beside me. I looked at my watch, I must have been sleeping for more then an hour. I got up and walked down the darkened aisle to the WC. There was Gail sitting on the arm rest of the aisle seat closest to the toilets. Standing in front of her was the man from the end of our aisle. A stewardess was standing with them. They were talking and Gail and the man were both holding a glass in their hand.. Gail smiled broadly when I approached. I stood beside her and she wrapped her right arm around me.

	 

	I said hello to the stewardess, and declined her offer of a glass of wine. Looking up toward the man Gail said, "This is my husband, Rian," then added, "this is Stoy. He's from Macedonia." As we shook hands I commented, "Never met anyone from Macedonia, my pleasure Stoy." "It is nice to meet you Rian," adding, "some people don't even know Macedonia is a country." "Well," I responded, "I probably wouldn't know myself except that Gail keeps me informed." Stoy commented, "Yes, she was telling me a little about her work. I'm in travel, heading to a convention in Buenos Aires." "Why through Chile, I asked, curious. Stoy answered while shrugging his shoulders, "Best price I could get, just a small difference in flying time."

	 

	I used the WC then returned to where they were standing and we chatted for some few minutes. They seemed engrossed in conversation about sea-ports in Greece and Macedonia so I excused myself and returned to my seat. I had just started to doze off again when I felt Gail nudge in beside me. "He's nice," she said, "he's going to Buenos Aires for a tourist agents convention." After a pause, "Did you miss me.?" I placed my arm around her shoulder and hugged her to me. I could tell she was relaxed from the wine. She looked up at me with mischief in her eyes and asked, "Want to hear more about how Nicholas fucked me?"

	 

	Gail started, "I rode him for a while. Then we stayed behind to behind for a few minutes. It was so easy sliding him in and out. His cock is the perfect size. He was touching inside so deep, it was wonderful. When I started to get excited I wanted him on top. I let his cock slide out and I placed my legs on the couch. "You get on top Nicholas," I took my arms out of the robe and lay naked under him. He was between my legs in a moment and this time he held his cock as he placed it at my entrance and slide into me. He just shoved it all in. I winced at one point because of the depth. He pulled back with an apologetic smile. I urged him back in with my legs and he slowly started to pump into me, stopping when he was deep and touching my belly and my breasts, even my face.

	 

	While Gail was whispering in my ear I had my left hand between her legs alternating between touching her clit and sliding my finger as far as I could from that angle. It was dark enough to make it difficult for anyone passing to see. From time to time Gail would push her pussy against my hand, but I knew she was wet mostly from her reliving the liaison with Nicholas.

	 

	Gail continued, "Ri, he pumped into me steadily for ten or fifteen minutes. When I started to cum it was from where he was touching me deep inside, the feeling was so intense. I used my feet to push him into me and when he was deep, every little movement, his or mine, kept my orgasm going. I felt him tense, he was going to come, and when I grabbed his side to pull him into me he just sighed a breathy "aghhhh…" and I felt his cum begin to spurt inside me. I could feel each spurt because of how deep he was in me. It was wonderful Ri."

	 

	Gail's mouth was near my ear while she was telling me about Nicholas. The feel of her breath on my ear and neck, and her hands under the blanket on my exposed cock had me excited and hard again. When Gail finished talking she slid away from me her body occupying the next two seats. She was on her side, her head resting in my lap, her mouth now just inches away from my cock. The seat on the aisle was still empty and Gail's face was partially covered by the blanket, so I bent my cock towards Gail's mouth. She immediately proceeded to suck my cock, then jerk it, playing with my balls then returning to my cock. It wasn't long before I felt the pressure mounting and I started to cum. Gail sensed the moment and kept her mouth on the side of my cock sucking and jerking it as I humped my groin forward with each eruption, her hand over the head squeezing with each spurt of cum. If I moaned or sighed it wasn't noticeable over the dull hum of the engines.

	 

	I placed my hand on Gail's cheek bending down a little and said "I love you sweet… thanks." Gail squeezed my thigh in acknowledgement. My cock was back in my shorts though I was still unzipped. Gail had her hand drapped across my thighs as if she intended to sleep as she was. I stretched her blanket over her legs and behind and lay my head back to rest.

	 

	I awoke to a slight movement. It was still dark in the cabin; Gail's head was on my upper thigh facing forward. Her behind was against the back of her seat and her thighs and legs extended into the empty seat beside her. In the aisle seat Stoy was also covered with a blanket. His seat was reclined, the armrest raised, and he was leaning to his right. I noticed that Gail's right leg was stretched and seemed to extend to Stoy's seat. Her upper left leg was bent at the knee. I didn't move. I closed my eyes to mull over in my mind what I had just seen. Gail moved her head ever so slightly and I thought I heard a sound. I looked again, this time barley opening my eyes. Stoy was definitely leaning in our direction. I thought I saw movement under the blanket. It was hard to tell. Gail's upper leg moved and her knee extended even further out like she had bent it more. Then I saw Gail's behind move, as if she had humped it forward. My heart started beating faster as I pictured that Stoy was touching Gail beneath the blanket. The next ten or fifteen minutes was a blur of emotions. My heart was beating so loudly it was a wonder that Gail could not hear or feel it. I tried not to move or to signal that I was awake. I could feel her movement through my thigh. The combination of the moving blanket and the ever so slight humping motion of Gail's behind created the picture of his touching her. Because of the way her legs were splayed I was certain, or I imagined, he had his fingers in Gail and was moving in and out of her.

	 

	Conflicting feelings of jealousy and excitement came to a head when Gail humped forward and I heard her barely audible mew of pleasure, "Mmmm," that comes involuntarily from the throat. I was excited now and I could feel my cock tingle and harden. The now certain motion of his hand created a dull thump of movement which I could feel through her body, even though she was not moving. I peeked down at Gail's half covered face just as she whimpered and noticeably humped her hips, under the blanket. Then another "Mmmmah," this time a bit louder. The pillow between the seats partially hid my face from Stoy and I glanced in his direction. He was leaning further toward her, concentrated, obviously sensing Gail's readiness. I knew that he could feel her wetness increasing and feel the regularity of her humping movement. Gail was probably soaking his hand, and he had to be aching at the thought of the wet and ready pussy between us, that he would not be able to fuck.

	 

	There was no judging how long Gail allowed herself to be touched and fingered. To me it seemed a long time. Gail would occasionally twist her body spreading her legs differently. At one point she had her face on my lap but her body was almost completely on her stomach. Her right leg stretched straight out touching Stoy's leg, her left leg bent deeply at the knee. They thought I was sleeping or they didn't care. I was fully hard again and wanted to touch myself but I didn't want them to know I had been spying.

	 

	Gail was making sounds and humping her hips regularly. Stoy was hunched over her, completely engrossed in trying to bring Gail to orgasm. In spite of the blanket, it would have been impossible for him to hide his actions if I had opened my eyes, but they were beyond caring. I could feel Gail's breath against my thigh. She was rhythmically pumping her hips when she moaned a whispered and breathy, "Ohhahhh," and her body started to twitch, first a small jolt then another increased in force. I felt her hand tighten on my thigh and I knew she was cumming, her face was now turned downward, her mouth against my thigh, the breath of her sighs a twinge of heat that I felt through my pant leg.

	 

	I was angry with myself for allowing this to happen, and too, that Gail didn't seem to care if I woke up. The strain of making believe I was asleep and fighting my pumping heart were all constrained by the excitement I felt. My cock was about to burst. If Gail's hand would just brush against it I was sure I would come. Stoy had stopped moving now and soon his hand came from under the blanket, Gail's body now still. Her head continued to rest on my leg. It was over.

	 

	We dozed for a while and were awakened by the cabin announcement. Breakfast was served with Gail beside me, we exchanged just a few brief words with Stoy. We were less then an hour from arrival. and ready to de-board.

	 

	Our thoughts were taken up with collecting our things and the excitement of arriving home. We exchanged goodbyes with Stoy and did not see him again as we picked up our luggage and headed for customs. In the taxi home Gail placed her arm in mine and leaned seductively against me. "Was it worth waiting for the Nicholas story," she asked in a whisper. I looked at her, nodding as I did, "Yes, it was. You have to tell me again," I said. Gail looked into my eyes, lovingly I thought. "I will, " she said, then added, "thanks for a lovely holiday, Ri."

	END
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	"Don Hadriano," our housekeeper called out. She walked across the kitchen to hand me the wireless phone and whispered, "It's for you, a foreigner." I recognized the voice of our friend Giancomo, and I greeted him with a warm, "Saluto Giancomo, it's so nice to speak with you again." We exchanged the usual niceties, and then began to fill in the gaps since we had last seen one another.

	 

	"Rian," Giancomo said, getting around to the subject of his call. "We are arriving in Buenos Aires in a few weeks, we'll be in Argentina for six days. Gabriela and I were hoping you could join us."

	 

	"We were expecting to," I replied with candor, "Just fill us in on the exact dates, and I will talk to Gail. It works for me in any event, once we have the dates Gail will ask for time off."

	 

	"Wonderful, thank you," Giancomo said. "We look forward. If it is helpful, we have a plane that we can send for you." Laughing, I exclaimed, "A plane, now that would be a first. Thanks, but not necessary," I said, "There are many daily flights, we can easily get to Buenos Aires."

	 

	"Rian," Giancomo asked, "Is Gail there? Gabriela would like to speak to her." "Of course," I replied, and I tapped on the patio door to beckon Gail to the phone. The girls talked for twenty minutes, laughing, there were a few quiet giggles, and then Gail rang off.

	 

	Giancomo's call was not a surprise. We were together in Europe this past summer and he had discussed his Argentine trip, and the possibility of our getting together. Gail and I were both looking forward to the break. They were arriving on a holiday weekend, which for us meant we only had to ask for three days off. Gail and I both work, but both companies kindly granted the days we needed.

	 

	When we arrived at the hotel in BA, we checked into our room and immediately called to Giancomo's suite. Gabriela answered, glad to learn of our arrival, and we planned to meet in the hotel lobby.

	 

	Ten minutes later Gail and I went down to the lobby lounge to meet her. Gabriela hadn't arrived. We chose a table that permitted us a broad view of the lobby, and the passers-by a view of our table. Minutes later, Gabriella emerged from behind the elevator bank and strode elegantly toward us, grinning, obviously happy to see us again. She looked stunning, dressed in beige silk slacks with a matching jacket over a blue blouse, her short hair flecked with blonde wisps and, as was usual every eye followed her advance, including the women. She and Gail hugged and laughed, and then she turned to me and pecked me flush on the lips.

	 

	The three of us sat in the hotel bar, sharing events since we were last together. The exchange soon became girls talk and I sat back, pleased and proud, watching these two beautiful women in animated exchange. Both were oblivious of the admiring glances of every onlooker. Gabriela informed us that a model from Holland was traveling with them. A publicity program had been built around the project they were planning, and the model was taking pictures for a magazine. She had already called the girls room and asked her to join us in the lobby.

	 

	We had been in the lobby some thirty minutes when I looked up to see a young girl approaching our table. She was tall, with flowing blonde hair interspersed with braids, her long gait made her appear to be floating across the lobby. She was casually dressed in jeans and flat shoes, her blouse revealing the slightly darker shade of her aureole, her slight build typical of a fashion model. She was gorgeous. I'm sure my face had a look of awe, because when Gabriela introduced me to Tatia both girls chuckled at my expression.

	 

	I offered Tatia my seat and reached to the next table for another chair. Gabriela told us a little about Tatia, calling her a "quite popular Dutch model," and briefly informed us of the purpose of Giancomo's visit. His aide and secretary from Milan, Marcus, was here with us, keeping things on schedule. The six of us would travel day after tomorrow to Bariloche for four days.

	 

	The two days in BA were a haze of activity. Though Giancomo only made brief mention of his work, it seemed he was part of a group planning to buy land near Bariloche. He had meetings and luncheons, while the girls enjoyed world class shopping for anything in leather. I browsed antique shops amazed at the amount of the European articles, whether real or fake. But for dinner our group of six were together and seeing Gabriela, Gail and Tatia walk into a restaurant or dinning room was a sight to behold.

	 

	Giancomo's business was finished as planned on Friday, and early that same afternoon we readied to leave. We later came to learn how large his project would be and we understood why so many local businessmen maybe even officials were paying rapt attention to his every move.

	 

	We were chauffeured to BA Airport and driven directly to the plane that Giancomo had arranged. We boarded the small aircraft, fascinated to be traveling for the first time in a private jet. We arrived in Bariloche two hours later and were met by staff from the Hotel. The drive into town was a spectacular vista of peaks and lakes. The hotel grounds were framed by mountains heavy with cypress and closeted between two crystal clear lakes.

	 

	The hotel had one VIP cabin which was reserved for us, just a brief walk from the main building. When we entered a housekeeper was walking through the rooms opening fourteen foot high slat-shutters that were over each window. The view from every window was breathtaking. Our suite was on the right, one window looking west at the mountains, the other north toward a lake. Giancomo and Gabriel had the Southern view of the main hotel and another lake with the mountains to the west. The bed was huge, high, and fluffy with pillows and covers looking very mountain cozy.

	 

	In the center of the cabin were a complete dining room, kitchen, and living area. Just above the kitchen was a second floor sitting room, with an open railing looking down upon the sitting area below. A wide staircase rose to that level. Tall double doors in the center of the upstairs living opened westward toward the mountains and onto a narrow balcony. From the balcony a magnificent sweeping panorama made you feel part of this breathtaking scene. In the upstairs living area, on the south side a tall door opened onto an attic wing where shelves were stacked with pillows and down comforters. I imagined it would be so cozy in the winter time, all blanketed up with the windows wide open and the snowy mountains lit by the moon.

	 

	Tatia and Marcus were taken to the main building, ensconced in a suite, where she could receive magazine people and photographers. A few young men were stand-in partners and a photographer and cameraman were already awaiting her arrival. Marcus managed the business meetings for Giancomo, and Gabriela was the pro-temp manager for Tatia. Gabriela was to go everywhere with the filming crew, pressing people onward to meet the time schedule that had been set.

	 

	That evening we dined in the hotel in the most secluded area of the dining room. People hovered around the lobby, maybe to speak to Giancomo, or Marcus, or to see Tatia. One businessman with personal interests even spoke to me, and was disappointed that I was "only a Chilean." After dinner we had drinks in the bar then the four of us retired to our cabin. We sat on the upper level and sipped champagne looking out at the starry night through the huge windows. Gabriela and Giancomo on the couch opposite us, Gabriela's skirt raised just high enough on her legs to draw my recurring attention. I am sure Giancomo was having the same experience with Gail.

	 

	The restaurant had sent over a tray of fruits and cheese before we returned to the cabin. Around midnight I went down to the kitchen to make a plate for us to choose from. Gabriela came to help me and at one point, while placing fruit on the plate, she leaned her breast against me and stayed there, as if waiting for my response. The moment passed, and we collected silverware ready to take the plate upstairs, when Gabriela suddenly stood in front of me and placed both her arms around my neck, she looked into my eyes, smiling, maybe teasing, and said, "When will I get you interested." "Me?" I questioned. "Yes… you," she said still smiling, tilting her head coyly.

	 

	"Well," I responded, "My interest has already risen, and re-risen, often."

	 

	"Ha," she trumpeted, laughing with and at me, "I only wish."

	 

	I crinkled my eyebrows and smiled questioningly trying to act composed. I wondered if Gabriela knew about Gail and Giancomo, and whether she was trying to seduce me in order to make it convenient for him and Gail to rendezvous. She studied me for a moment then released her arms from my neck. "You don't even know you're interesting," she said, then after a pause, "We voted you the sexiest guy last summer."

	 

	"Me?" I questioned, then added, "Oh yes, I can just see it, me and Francis of Assisi."

	 

	Nothing was said until we were upstairs and I had passed the plate around. If Giancomo had made any advance toward Gail, I didn't sense it. Gabriela spoke first, looking at Giancomo, "I was telling Ri that we had voted him the sexiest guy last summer, and he doesn't believe me."

	 

	Giancomo looked at me nodding, "That's true," he said. "A few days after we returned from Portofino a group of us were sitting around. The subject came up between the girls and they voted for you." I could feel myself blushing. Gail had taken my hand and was smiling. We actually called Tamara and she agreed. Her assessment was that "…you were," and she used an American term, "…most cool." She thinks that being jealous and showing it is something all Italian men do. In your case not only don't you show it, but you're so reserved around women they beg to see you try." Giancomo chided while smiling, "You can teach me something Rian," he said. Gail was grinning from ear to ear.

	 

	"Why are you laughing," I asked. "I'm just smiling," she answered.

	 

	Later, in our room, I asked Gail if Giancomo had been flirty. "Not really," she said. "When you went downstairs he came over and touched my cheek, then he stood before me staring for a few moments, that was all."

	 

	I continued, now with humor, "How does it feel being married to the guy voted most sexy?" "Oh nothing new," Gail commented, looking at me with affection and a broad smile, "I've adjusted to being second."

	 

	We opened the doors looking toward the mountains and breathed in the cool mountain air. The stars seemed inches away. "Why don't we keep the doors open all night Gail asked. "We'll get cold," I commented. "Get more blankets," she replied.

	 

	Barefoot, I went back to the upstairs living, opened the closet door, and started to stack up a comforter and two more pillows. When I bent to pick them up I noticed a light behind and left of the shelves. I moved forward and peered toward the beam. A long pole rose through the ceiling that supported the fan that was centered in Gaincomo's room.

	 

	There was a circle about the size of a basketball through which a fan was hanging in the center. I could see into Giancomo's room, and as I approached closer to the fan I could hear their voices, talking in Italian. I looked through the space and could see a section of the wall beside their bed, and then a shadow as someone passed nearby. I smiled to myself and withdrew, picking up the stacked blankets and pillows as I left.

	 

	Our windows were open and the bed was piled high with down covers. We cuddled close, the crisp mountain air was revitalizing, and we talked for a long time. We started touching, exploring, and wound up with Gail's back to me, her nightgown raised to her waist, her naked behind pressed against my groin. She reached back wrapping her hand around my semi hard cock and began to fondle me. Gently she squeezed then slid upwards until my cock was out of her hand, repeating this again and again, until it was stone hard. I played with her small breasts, running the flat of my hand over and around her nipples, loving them, hefting them over and over again. When I reached my hand between her legs Gail was wet, ready. With my arm reaching over her behind and my hand between her legs, I pulled her closer to me.

	 

	Gail moved her left leg forward, arching a bit, giving me access to her pussy from behind. Her hand reached back to guide me and I simply slid into her, half my cock wrapped in her warmth. I moved in and out just inches at a time. We stopped, started again, almost pulling out before plunging back in, reveling in the intensity of the feeling. Some twenty minutes later we sensed our readiness and stopped fondling, wishing now to concentrate on orgasm.

	 

	It started gently, me entering her deeply then pausing for kisses and love words; Gail was touching her breasts at the same time. As the passion grew I started to hump into her quickly, more forcefully, and I felt Gail twitch, the telling signal that she was ready to cum, and she whispered, "Cum in me now, Ri,…I'm going to …" she moved her hand to touch her clit and I could feel her fingers moving rapidly as she rushed herself to orgasm, "Now, I'm…" and the last words were swallowed as she started to moan in a low gravelly voice, "Ohhaa, ohhh, ohhh yeah." She reached her hand behind her scratching my behind as she grabbed me, pulling me closer. When we finished we stayed together for a long time, with me still fondling her breasts and she touching herself from time to time. Gail reached for my buttocks to pull me close, as much to keep my shrinking cock inside her as for the nearness, and we feel asleep with her hand was resting on my buttocks, my cock still inside her.

	 

	The next morning we all breakfasted in the cabin, eating from a small but very complete buffet. The kitchen doors were wide open and the crisp air and clear day was truly a reprieve from big city living. Gabriela walked out of her room looking dazzling in blue raw silk slacks and a pale yellow sleeveless shirt and sandals. Gail was wearing a loose blue linen skirt, cut just above her knees. Her blouse was a white see through material with a blue silk décolleté underneath. She had not worn a bra and her breasts were softly outlined. She looked enticing. We breakfasted with quiet conversation until Giancomo mentioned the schedule for the day. He invited me to join him; however, I believed he was just being courteous, so I declined.

	 

	My plans were to see what the tennis possibilities were, and tour some of Bariloche. Though Gail had decided to join Gabriela and Tatia, we arranged that she would call me at 1PM if she wanted to meet me. With no changes our plans were to meet at 4PM as suggested by Giancomo when he informed us of the day's schedule. He had smiled mysteriously when he said "I'd like to show you something, and hear your comments." Then he added, "Our group is invited to dinner tonight," he paused, "Semi–formal," another pause, "And I promise an early out so we can see what the night life is like in this town." We bid adieus and headed to our rooms. Ten minutes later the girls were chattering away as they jumped into their waiting car. Giancomo left with them to ride as far as the hotel, where his car was waiting

	 

	I lulled around the room some twenty minutes answering and sending a few emails, left a written message on the bed in our room telling Gail I was going to Bariloche, and would either be in the room or call for messages a little after 1PM. I grabbed a sweater and started a leisurely walk to the main building, and took a taxi into Bariloche.

	 

	I was dropped off at what the taxi driver called the center of Bariloche and I began exploring. What a beautiful city it was with a backdrop that I compared to St. Moritz in Switzerland. I found the haute couture shops, lovely little café's, a relaxed crowd strolling everywhere, and the typical older crowd of 'mountain walks' people that you find in ski towns in the summertime. It was a picture book page that could have been in Europe as easily as here in Argentina. I had been roaming around for a good two hours when I walked to a taxi stand and started back to our hotel. I had been to St. Moritz and Banf and was impressed, but Bariloche was to me, the most attractive ski resort town that I had seen.

	 

	On returning to the hotel I wasn't paying attention and forgot to tell the driver to turn toward the cabin. He dropped me at the main building and I went inside to buy a newspaper. I wound up with a Financial Times and Mercurio then headed back toward the cabin to wait for Gail's call. When I entered the cabin I started toward our room but was stopped by the sounds of voices in Giancomo's and Gabriela's room. Trying not to disturb anyone I went to our room. I started reading the newspaper, but curiosity got the best of me and I went into the kitchen trying to hear who was in the room. I could hear voices but not make out who was talking. Strangely enough it sounded like Gail's voice, and that made me nervous.

	 

	I played with my decision some moments then went up the stairs to the living room. I opened the balcony doors and stood outside for a moment or two, expecting someone to hear me, then I looked down toward the windows on my left, hoping to see something. I couldn't hear talking now that I was outside. I went back inside closed the doors and sat down in the lounge chair to calm myself. I heard the talking again and decided to go into the closet where I had found the down blankets last night. I opened the door and stepped inside without turning on the lights, pulling the door behind me almost to closing. The windowless room had a large shaft of light beaming through the floor from the hole for the fan.

	 

	Still standing at the door I slipped out of my loafers and made my way toward the hole in the floor. When I was standing right above it I could see a good portion of the bed. I didn't see anyone. I knelt and maneuvered around to view the whole room, no one was there and I realized that the sounds I was now hearing were from the television. Still kneeling I started breathing deeply to relax, annoyed at my own paranoia, feeling so much the fool for the way I was acting.

	 

	The phone started to ring and by the second ring I remembered Gail's call. I looked at my watch, it was exactly 1 PM. I leapt up to race to the phone but, just as I started to open the closet door, I noticed the downstairs entry door opening. I stepped back leaving a slightest crack to see through.

	 

	A big mustachioed man, I didn't recognize, was walking through the door. Just behind him was Gail, and she was talking on a mobile phone. Actually, Gail was calling to me and was finishing her message while walking into the cabin. What I heard was "… I'm picking up the logo board for the photographer, Gabriella is waiting." At that point Gail was in the cabin walking toward our room, the man still standing in the hallway. I watched Gail open our door, look around without going inside, and then she turned and walked towards Giancomos's room. "Gabriela's room is here," she stated to the man, "let's hope." I didn't hear the rest as she stepped into their room. The man followed her and stood in the doorway, one arm on the door the other the frame. He was just beneath me now; I could only see the upper part off his body. I was looking down upon his broad back and very thick neck.

	 

	Gail was doing something in the room. After some minutes he questioned, "Is she sure that it is here?" His accent was absolutely French and Gail's response was muffled. Then the man entered the room leaving the door half ajar. I moved from the closet door toward the hole in the floor. Gail was looking through the drawers under the television, and then she commented, "She said it might be in his suitcase. Would you mind looking in them," and she turned and motioned, pointing I assumed to where the suitcases were. When he walked into the room I had my first good view of him.

	 

	The man wore a green jacket that had a crest on the front. His hair was cut the way soldiers do it, shaved around the bottom. He didn't appear to carry extra weight but his neck was thick, huge actually, which made him appear extremely big. At first glance I thought he was Arabic, maybe because of the mustache. But, his accent was obviously French when he called to Gail, "Could this be it?" By just moving the upper part of my body I was repositioned to see him holding a design printed on cardboard that came from the envelope.

	 

	"Gail chimed with pleasure, "Oh yes Andre, that's it," then she added, "Maybe we should call Gabriela and ask."

	 

	I was still peering through the hole looking at Andre, when, he smiled and put a finger to his lips sounding, "Shhsss," signaling Gail to be quiet. I felt a chill run through me. Had I made a noise? I had hardly moved and the TV was still on and noisy. Then I sensed what was coming as he moved from his side of the room toward Gail. I stealthily shifted position. They were just a few meters beneath me. When I lowered my face to the opening, it was as if I were in the room with them. Andre placed the envelope on the dresser table beside her, "Lets wait a few minutes before we call," he said. He was now standing just inches from her.

	 

	"That was nice…what you did in the car," Andre said to Gail. She smiled, and after a long pause responded, "I was being silly." Andre reached out his hand to touch her face and Gail simply stood there. He touched her cheeks, and then ran his finger across her mouth. She was looking at him smiling as his fingers flitted across her eyes and she closed them. My ears were ringing, roaring, and for a moment I thought I would be sick.

	 

	Andre placed his hands on Gail's arms and moved back a few centimeters. "Do it again for me," he said. Gail was starring at him, still with a slight smile, but doing nothing. "Come on," he said, "Do it again." Gail stood poised then slowly bent, moving her hands toward the hem of her skirt. She took her skirt and slowly lifted it until the hem was at waist level. I guessed it was now at a level that showed her panties, but from my angle above them I could only see to her thighs. "Higher," he said resolutely, and he simply leaned slightly to his right looking between her legs. In my mind I was screaming, "Stop this!" But I never said a word, and my heart was pounding in double time.

	 

	Gail raised her skirt a little higher. I wondered what in the world she was doing, standing in front of this man showing her panties on demand. Andre released her left arm and bent further right to better see between her legs. Slowly his right hand moved upward and he placed it on her thigh. Gail's dress partially blocked his hand, I could see his wrist and a part of his hand, and it was moving. She didn't move away, or restrain him; she just continued to hold up her skirt.

	 

	Andre straightened, his right hand still buried between her legs his left hand holding her arm. He was looking at her face. She was looking down watching as his hand explored between her legs. I guessed from the motion that he was already under her panties. Andre again bent to his right, a concentrated look upon his face. I couldn't see his hand because of the fluff of Gail's skirt where it doubled over, but his arm and hand movement had me picturing his fingers sliding through her vagina. Gail was now watching his face as he intently starred between her legs. I could see all of her thighs, barely centimeters from her panties.

	 

	After some moments his arm started a rhythmic pumping motion, and I knew his fingers were in Gail. Her eyes appeared to darken with a lustful far-away cast. How beautiful her face looked when she responded to pleasure, momentarily closing her eyes and tilting her head back. Gail's body was now moving as well, imperceptibly humping forward to meet his thrusting fingers. She made a quiet but breathy sigh, "Ooohha," again tilting her head back and closing her eyes.

	 

	Andre was still bent forward looking between her legs when he stopped, his hand disappeared further under her skirt, and he yanked her panties downward stopping at mid thigh. "Take off your ponce," he said, pronouncing pants as ponce. Gail did not hesitate and reached for her panties and slid them down, lifting her left leg and stepping out of one side. She placed her right hand on his chest for support and reached with her left hand to remove them. With the small bundle of beige silk bunched in her hand Gail turned to look behind her, then made a half step backwards and placed her panties on the table-desk against the wall. Now she was leaning on the table, the edge pressing into the cheeks of her behind, and Andre moved to her. They were almost directly below me.

	 

	At that moment I thought Gail looked so helpless and I wanted to reach to her. I've always thought of her as delicate and she now seemed engulfed in the grip of this large and coarse looking person. But I did nothing as I watched Gail reciprocate.

	 

	Andre leaned forward taking Gail's head in both hands, roughly I thought, and began kissing her. Gail's eyes opened wide, surprised, then she closed them and seemed to be kissing back with passion. Whilst still kissing Andre's right hand again disappeared between her legs and he arched his body, seemingly to better position himself for touching her. His left arm was holding her arm, his right hand was moving in a pumping motion, and I pictured one or more fingers inside Gail because she tossed her head back and squatted slightly, to open her legs. His arm pumped and moved for a minute or two until he abruptly stopped.

	 

	Andre stepped back and began to remove his pants. Gail still leaning back against the desk said in a soft voice, "We should get back to them Andre… with the Logo."

	 

	He didn't comment he was pulling down his pants and black jockey shorts. Gail was watching, very intently I thought, as he bent over to push his shorts to his ankles. She was starring at his penis when he answered, "We'll hurry," and as he stood straight he reached for Gail's skirt and lifted it even higher, now he was holding it up, and I saw her completely naked from the waist down, both hands gripping the edge of the table.

	 

	I saw the gentle flair of Gail's hips, her long sculptured legs. Her beautiful face was wrinkled in concentration, her lips pouting. She looked so lovely, and used. Andre didn't take the time to look, he moved closer and when he lowered his left arm to her behind I was finally able to see his cock. It was sticking straight out and it was monstrous, fat, thicker than any I had seen and very dark. My immediate thought was that it didn't look any longer than mine but it was thick, much thicker. Gail was starring at his cock in wonderment, and I swallowed in fright for her.

	 

	I had seen Gail being ravaged before and each time, no matter how hard I tried to control myself, I wound up getting excited. Even when I was angry, I would get hard. This time was different, my stomach was churning, and I was transfixed, but I was not hard.

	 

	Andre pushed his groin forward and the head of his cock was touching Gail. His dark tube was as thick as a horse. She was looking at him as he reached with his right hand to guide himself. Leaning back, he started to rub his cock up and down Gail's vagina, I could see his uncircumcised head slipping between her wet lips, disappearing between the folds then slipping out again. He did this for some minutes, both seemed mesmerized by the rhythmic movement that was pushing the folds of her vagina from side to side. They were looking down, obviously enjoying the sensation. When he was leaning back my view was perfect. I could see where they joined, his cock and the patch of hair Gail left unshaved. I could hear their breathing as he continued rubbing his cock through her pussy lips, then made circular movements across her clit. Gail moaned softly, "Ohhhaa," and she reached with her right hand and placed it on the back of his arm, as if urging him toward her.

	 

	Andre increased the motion, moving more quickly between her now very wet folds. Gail was looking down, concentrated on the fat cock that was partially buried between her pussy lips while Andre continued pushing and pressing. I could tell that Gail was now totally lost in the feeling, her neck was red, her cheeks flushed. She placed her left hand on his arm and while still looking at his cock she said, "Do it now…" and after a breathy sigh she said, "Put it in me."

	 

	Andre pulled back his skin so that his cock head was completely exposed. He rubbed against her slowly one last time, stopping when the head of his cock was at the center of Gail's pussy. His groin inched forward burying half of his head in her, then he inched forward again, making tiny thrusts, then withdrawing, then slowly thrusting forward again. Gail twisted and repositioned herself with each movement, sometimes breathing an "Aawhh," as he sought to open her to his size. Andre pushed again and Gail reached down, using two fingers in a V position around his cock as she tried to spread herself for his huge tool. My position was perfect, I could see everything as long as he kept a space between them, I could smell them.

	 

	Gail would throw her head back from time to time and I was afraid that she might look up and see me, my face was that close to the hole. Again she tried to accommodate his thickness by placing her fingers on the side of her pussy and pulled outward. I couldn't believe that he was already halfway into her, and when he would withdraw his cock it was glistened from her wetness. From my vantage point his cock looked like a bottle attaching them to one another. I recognized the glazed lustful look on Gail's face as she looked down and saw his cock partially buried in her.

	 

	Andre's inching his cock into Gail took quite some time. I was amazed at his patience. I thought that he must have had a few experiences where he could not fit. I was even more amazed that it fit into Gail. The walls of Gail's pussy were clinging so tightly to his cock that inches were pulled out each time he withdrew. It was so erotic, as if her pussy were attached to his cock, intent on pulling him back inside.

	 

	Signaling his intent to cum Andre pressed his upper body to Gail, his face was now cheek to cheek with hers, his shoulders bent, hunched, so that his face was on hers. Now I could only see his thick neck, and the cheeks of his behind. Gail's left leg was on the floor, her right leg raised, bent at the knee resting on Andre's thigh. Her eyes were closed and she grimaced from time to time, as Andre finally inched more of his thickness into her.

	 

	"Aghhh," he droned, "ahhh…:aghhh," and he intoned a few dirty expletives in Spanish. He moved back slightly, and they both looked down watching his progress. I couldn't see to where they were joined but I heard the liquid squish of their effort. Andre was forcefully humping her now, five or six strokes then he would slow as if to control when he would cum.

	 

	When he started humping in earnest it was near to violent, the table crashing against the wall. He stopped for control and when he separated himself, again I heard the squish of his withdrawal. He swayed back, this time far enough for me to see his cock partially buried in Gail, creamy white liquid a circle around his cock. Gail's face was crimson. Andre pushed again, "Am I hurting you?" Gail didn't answer but she moved her right hand from his arm and placed it on his behind, giving him the signal he needed to push deeper. As she was pulling him to her he began clenching and unclenching his behind in short thrusts. "You are.... so wet," he said.

	 

	Gail's head was now slightly laid back, her eyes closed. "Do it," she breathed, "Just do it," and to my utter surprise Gail said, "Ohh… now, Ohhhahh, fuck me," and I could see her urging him forward with the movement of her leg.

	 

	My face was burning, my hands trembling. Not my Gail, that's not her talk. I touched my cock out of curiosity. I wasn't soft but neither was it hard.

	 

	Andre was now moving into her, then pulling out then thrusting deeper. He started looking down again when Gail raised her other leg off the ground and wrapped it around his thigh. It was all the encouragement Andre needed and he grunted "Agghhh… you have me… Achahh, now… you have me all," and I saw that his cock was fully in Gail. She placed her arms around his neck for support, the desk edge was pressed grotesquely into the cheeks of her behind, and Andre's glistening cock was moving in and out of her wet pussy. Then Gail softly whined in a whisper I could barely hear, "Ohha...Ohhhh, yes do it, do me."

	 

	Andre slowed to a rhythmic humping motion for a short time, leaning into Gail so that they were again cheek to cheek. Then Andre stopped and leaned back to look at Gail. "You love this, "he stated. "You love this, don't you, "he asked. Gail opened her eyes to look at him. She was consumed at this point, eyes glazed, mouth partially open, her chest a fiery red. She had a look of expectancy on her face, "You love this, don't you," he said again.

	 

	Gail answered, "Do it…Andre, just do it."

	 

	Then again he asked "Tell me… you love it." He was looking at Gail waiting for an answer.

	 

	Gail nodded her head and spoke at the same time, "Yes, I love it." Then she leaned forward and pulled his head to hers and covered his mouth with her lips. It was a kiss more lust filled and physical then any I had seen. Their heads twisted and turned with what I assumed were their tongues searching for deeper more intimate places.

	 

	I watched, raptly, as if looking from outside my life into the life of another. My woman, my sweet Gail totally immersed, enjoying this, and I ached, not lustfully this time but with jealously, and for the first time, fear.

	 

	While they were still kissing they resumed fucking. Gail's legs were tightly pressed against his sides and she was urging him into her with each thrust. Their rhythm was causing the desk to bang against the wall again. Gail was now constantly moaning and Andre grunted a "Uumm," each time he humped forward. They were speeding up; Gail now broke off their kiss and wrapped her arms around him, her body now molded to his.

	 

	The cheeks of Andre's behind were clenching with each thrust and the muscles in his legs tightened as he fucked my wife with force. Gail then started to whine with a growing intensity, "Ohhh…ahhh, oh yes do it…ahhh, do it." She buried her face in his chest as her feelings intensified, then she screamed "Ohhahhh," in a voice that sounded like she was crying, "Ohhhhh…ahh… I'm cumming…do it…do it" and Gail started to twitch and hump her hips forward as each forceful wave of her orgasm swept through her. She ground her head into his chest turning it from side to side. Andre kept pumping into her, occasionally grunting while Gail continued her whining "Umm, umm… ohhh.," her arms wrapping then re-wrapping around him as she tried to grind him deeper into her.

	 

	Andre's arms were completely wrapped around her as he humped toward orgasm and then, with a rumble that started in his throat, he sounded, "Agghhh, ahh oui, ahh oui, " and he pushed deeply into Gail and stayed still, his behind clenching five or six telltale thrusts, indicating each time he spewed his cum deep inside her.

	 

	Gail continued to cling to him, his cock still in her. They stayed together for one or two minutes. When Andre moved his head to look at Gail, she raised her head from his chest. She looked like she had been sleeping. Her hair was ruffled, her chin and chest still red.

	 

	Gail stretched upwards, closed her eyes and moved her mouth to his. She started kissing him lightly but I saw her lips open and her cheeks gave testimony to the movement of her tongue in his mouth. Andre stood straight, Gail doing all the kissing, his eyes open, intent on watching her. When she stopped, he looked at her smiling, smirking I thought, "You love it, don't you?" Gail just looked at him, the half smile that was there before his question broke slightly to a smile, acknowledging his comment or, maybe she was agreeing.

	 

	When they separated Andre bent down to pull up his pants. They parted enough for me to see Gail, one hand and her behind were on the edge of the table, her skirt up at waist height, her legs still spread wide. There was a gaping hole where Andre had just retired his cock, her pussy looked raw and used, Andre's cum and her wetness were all over her thighs, and dripping from her pussy.

	 

	Finally Gail moved, she placed her left hand between her legs cupping her pussy, and started to walk toward the door. She walked from the room and I assumed she was headed to our room to clean up.

	 

	When Andre was dressed he shut the TV and pressed some numbers on his mobile phone. Speaking in Spanish he said to someone, "I think we have found it. Ask her if it is a blue and green design." They must have answered, affirming it was the design, because Andre took the blue envelope and walked out toward the kitchen, closing the door to Giancomo's room behind him. As soon as the door was closed I quietly rose and moved from the fan-hole to the closet door. It was still unlatched and just enough ajar to allow me to see downstairs.

	 

	Gail exited our room a few minutes later with fresh makeup on. "You don't look like you have been fucking," he said to Gail in a crude manner. Gail smiled meekly in return then asked, "Have you called?" Andre nodded then raised his hand showing her the envelope, all the while starring at her with what I could only explain as a cocky smirk. I hated the bastard at that moment and I hated that Gail would allow this person into our lives, however briefly that might be. I watched them leave and when I heard the car drive away I exited the closet.

	 

	I went into our room and noticed the telephone light flashing. The time was 1:33 P. I pressed messages and retrieved the call that Gail had left. "Hi Ri," her voice started, "It's almost 1 PM, I'm on my way to the cabin to get something for Gabriella. You must have found a game. I'll call again when I am back with Gabriella." Then she whispered, "Love you Hon."

	 

	The rest of the afternoon was a haze of consternation and self pity. I walked back to the hotel and found the concierge. After five or six calls he had organized a pro and a game of tennis for the next day. When I returned to the cabin at 4P they were all there. We exchanged greetings and after Gail kissed my cheek she stood beside me leaning on my arm. I tried not to show indifference toward her in front of our friends. No need to spoil their visit. Giancomo suggested the girls wear jeans or slacks and five minutes later we left.

	 

	We were being chauffeured beyond Bariloche. Some ten minutes out Giancomo received a mobile call. While he was talking Gail questioned in a whisper, "Are you alright Ri?"

	 

	I looked at her with as blank an expression as I could muster and said, "Sure, I'm at peace." I knew that had to ring strange with Gail because I had never said anything that stupid before. She reacted with a look of surprise but made no further comment.

	 

	After another ten minutes of driving we came upon a Range Rover, parked on the side of the road. A large trailer was hitched to the back and six snow mobiles were sitting in an open field, some thirty meters away. After introductions to the gentlemen waiting there, we were given brief instructions on handling the snow mobiles, and the five of us roared off in a line. We rode over a rise and continued down and across a small valley. On the next hilltop the leader stopped.

	 

	From the hilltop vantage point, the leader and Giancomo started to point to different landmarks. When we had an idea of the property limits that were in discussion Giancomo proceeded to tell us details of the project. It was truly a magnificent setting for what was planned, and I said as much. We enthusiastically heralded the beauty of the property, two-hundred-fifty hectares of verdant land, with mountain backdrops in every direction.

	 

	In the car on the way back to the cabin we all commented and opined on the development. Giancomo looked at Gail and said, "What do you think?" lifting his chin in a nod as he asked.

	 

	"Gian, I think it's a beautiful location. I certainly couldn't comment on the developing part." My clever lady I thought, she sounded so solid, actually she was solid, about most things.

	 

	"Ri," Giancomo asked, "What do you think about Argentina?" Before answering I thought to myself, this is heading somewhere. "Beautiful country, love the people. Easy for me because of the language." Then I added, "Why?"

	 

	He looked at me and smiled. "Could you live here?" I immediately answered "I could, whether I would is the question. A city like Buenos Aires probably, like Bariloche, I doubt it."

	 

	Giancomo stared for a moment, "Yes," he said, "You're probably right. Me too. I'd love it for six months then need change." I interrupted his thoughts, and asked, "Were you planning to move here?"

	 

	He responded, "During development, probably. I could always visit you on weekends in Santiago, if I get bored." I smiled, the girls laughed. "You'd be welcome," I added.

	 

	Giancomo continued, "That is, unless there was someone I could trust with the project oversight." Gabriela offered, "What about Ri or Gail?" she asked of Giancomo. He raised his hand beckoning toward us, "They would both have to like it, wouldn't they," he answered.

	 

	Back in the cabin we all chatted about the land, and then retired to our rooms. We had a semi-formal dinner to attend. In the room Gail asked. "Do you think he was offering for us to oversee his project… a job?" I answered, "I think it was leading that way, that's why I tried to show no interest."

	 

	Gail continued, "Do you think it could be interesting for us… financially I mean." I paused to think before responding, "It would have to be interesting financially and good for us at the same time." As we readied ourselves we chatted. "How did your afternoon go," I asked.

	 

	Gail responded "Well enough. It's fascinating what they do, the photographers and camera men. I had to run the errand for Gabriela, that's why I didn't meet you."

	 

	How did you get back," I asked. "One of the security men drove me." "Security men," I questioned, "They have security men?" "Yes," Gail replied, "Everywhere Tatia and the cameras go. Three of them." "Wow," I exclaimed, "I'm impressed."

	 

	We drove in Giancomo's limousine to the hotel, picked up Tatia and Marcus, and made our way to into town where the dinner was being held. Someone Giancomo knew was waiting and he led us to the Reception Hall.

	 

	When we entered the room, some thirty of forty heads turned and starred. It was not at Giancomo, it was for our ladies. They looked magnificent and the silence for a few moments attested to the approval of the guests.

	 

	We sat at a round table with two more couples. The older couple was a man who was some official of the city. His robust wife, a woman of about fifty, sat beside him in a low cut gown, her ample chest creating a platform with deep cleavage. I sat beside her and after speaking I found her intelligent, and very aware of the response she gave rise to. Beside her native Spanish, she spoke English and Italian faultlessly. This cultured lady was a delight and I thought how nice it would be to introduce her to our friend Tamara, in Cannes.

	 

	Some speeches were made, mostly they were brief, and the dinner was pleasant. We were there about two hours, when we began saying our goodbyes. Both Gail and I had three glasses of wine and we were feeling relaxed.

	 

	The limousine whisked us away and we wound up at a dance club, for the taste of night life that Giancomo had promised. Our party was expected and catered to more then was necessary. The place was typical, and loud. Our reserved table was just inches from the dance floor, with at least a hundred people dancing around. "Wow," I yelled to Gail above the noise. The girls were on the bank looking at the dance floor, Giancomo and I on the end, facing one another and Marcus sat in the center facing the girls.

	 

	Champagne was already cooling at our table. As soon as drinks were served Giancomo asked Tatia to dance and they stepped onto the dance floor. Tatia was terrific, very into the young style of dance and suggestive too. Giancomo was smiling, sort of letting her do her thing, while doing his modest movements. Marcus danced with Gail and I asked Gabriela to dance with me. Rather then twisting around and moving wildly, she pressed up against me and we slowed our pace to allow us to dance closely. I decided I wanted to enjoy her attention and I pressed her back to feel flesh, and tugged her waist towards me. We hadn't moved far from our table and now and again Gail, though still dancing, would look my way.

	 

	As nice as the place was, it was too loud to talk, and Giancomo and I both were getting restless. We were their almost an hour when someone that Gabriela knew from the days work came by and asked her to dance. I was watching Gabriela dance, my hand on the table with Gail's hand over mine. I felt her hand twitch and I looked up. A man was bending down speaking towards Giancomo's ear, then he offered his hand to Giancomo. It was Andre. Giancomo looked perplexed but he offered his hand without saying a word and Andre introduced himself. Gail was frozen in her seat and I noticed her looking at Giancomo with a tortured look on her face.

	 

	Andre said a few words to Giancomo and then looked across toward Gail, ignoring me. Someone from behind him touched Andre's shoulder and said something, that prompted him to excuse himself saying, "Work calls," and without looking back to us, he left. Gabriela came back to the table and Giancomo came to sit beside me. "Strange fellow that was. Says he works for me. Do you find this place loud?" he asked. "I do," I answered. "Maybe we can give the girls another spin or two and find someplace where we can hear ourselves speak."

	 

	Giancomo rose to dance with Gabriela and as I turned away from watching them Andre was standing beside me. He introduced himself and offered his hand. I started to rise, "No, don't bother," he said, pushing downward on my shoulders urging me to remain seated. I rose anyway. Gail was watching me transfixed, even in the poor light I thought I noticed her pale. Andre continued, "I heard all about you…, they sing your praises." "And how is that?" I inquired, almost shouting. "Today, at the promotional shoot," he said, "Gabriela and your wife …but mostly Gabriela, they kept talking about you" The last, "mostly Gabriela" part sounded a touch of sarcasm and I responded, Friends…that's nice," I said smiling.

	 

	He was hardly listening to my response when he stated, "I hear you play tennis… I've been looking for a good game." I smiled and said, "I understand," without suggesting a game. "Have you organized a court yet?" He asked. "Yes, I have. I'm playing tomorrow." He inquired, "Where? I lied, "I don't remember the name, it was organized for me." He repeated, "I'd love a decent game. I'll try to find out where," and with that he turned saying, "I've got to go," and he went back to overseeing the club.

	 

	Gail had been watching us as we talked. She could hear some of what we said but, rather then shout we had been leaning closer to each other's ear while talking. The exchange had made her nervous.

	 

	As we left the club Andre was at the exit and he bade us good night. He exchanged a few words with Gabriela about the photo work for the next day and we left. On our way back to the cabin Gabriela brought up his name. "You know, Andre says he may play tennis with you tomorrow," she said. "That's news to me," I responded. "He said he would call the hotel tomorrow to find out where you will be playing," she added.

	 

	Giancomo had been listening and commented, "He is one cheeky fellow," then addressing Gabriela he asked, "Are we involved with him in any way?" She replied, "Not really, except he is supplying the security. He is also a nephew of …" and here Gabriela went on to mention a name that Giancomo knew. Gabriela continued, "I was asked to use him if possible and told he was resourceful." Giancomo replied almost before she was finished. "He strikes me as troublesome…distanziare," he said to Gabriela, and I was sure she understood it as an instruction. Then he added, "You know Ri, I would like to see you play tennis. I have always loved the game. Can I watch tomorrow?"

	 

	"Of course," I replied, I'm only knocking up with a pro tomorrow, maybe I can offer him something so he will lose to me."

	 

	Once back at the cabin the four of us chatted for a few minutes, still standing, then said goodnight I washed and brushed and was in bed in minutes. When Gail climbed in she moved beside me and after a few moments said, "You acted strange tonight." "I didn't mean to… in what way was I strange?" I asked. Gail responded, "Distant," she said, "are you angry with me?"

	 

	I saw this as an opening, "Why should I be angry with you?" "No reason," she said, "that's why I feel like you've been acting strange. Even when we danced it felt like you didn't want to touch me?"

	 

	I placed my hand on her thigh, it was bare. Gail laid her long strong fingers in mine and sighed, "I'm glad," she said.

	 

	I persisted, "You've said that before."

	 

	Gail turned her head, "What? What did I say, when?"

	 

	"You said …no reason," I answered, "That was when you were screwing on the patio at the Hotel du Cap."

	 

	Gail was quiet for a long moment, "Oh Ri," she said, "you disappoint me," and she took my hand off her thigh, rolled away on her side, and went to sleep.

	 

	The next morning we breakfasted from the buffet and everyone was out by 9:30. I had organized a private tour of the ski area even though everything was closed for the summer. I had to admit that Bariloche was more beautiful than the ski areas I loved so much in Chile. Bariloche was less intense, more character, I promised myself to ski there at least for one winter holiday. The day went quickly and I arrived back at the cabin to change just in time to make it to the courts at 2:00 PM.

	 

	The tennis court was beautiful, shade trees all around, with covered seating and a cooler box with water. Much to my surprise Marcus and Tatia were there. Giancomo was already there with Gail sitting beside him. Giancomo was speaking with Nelson the tennis pro. Gail's greeting for me was a smile so broad, that its cheer swept over me. Her green eyes were blazing with the reflection of the clear mountain brightness and I thought to myself, once again, that she is the epitome of beauty and simplicity. If she was angry at me last night, it seemed forgotten.

	 

	Gabriela was missing but there were three other persons from the promotional group that I did not know. Nelson, was the typical weather beaten and tanned pro, I guessed about fifty. He greeted me with ease of a tennis pro that had seen it all. We started to knock up and I marveled at the way all pros seemed to manage to minimize their use of energy and effort while playing. Nelson did it with grace. We played without trying to outdo each other, but still requiring effort to stay in the game.

	 

	We had been playing about twenty minutes when Andre arrived at the courts. He was geared up with the latest Fila wear and he looked very much a tennis player. He walked directly to Giancomo and greeted him like an old friend then, ignoring Gail, he looked at me, "Are you ready for a run about," he asked. I turned to the pro as he approached the net and briefly explained the situation and Nelson stepped from the court. Andre walked out to the base line and immediately started doing exercises. I might add that he was looking very professional in his warm-up, and his attire.

	 

	In fairness, Andre's game was reasonable. Obviously he had spent some time on court. He won his first service. When we changed sides between games he was grinning, looking across the court toward Gail. She noticeably blushed then looked away, engaging Giancomo in conversation. I felt jealousy and anger bubbling within me, not with Gail but with Andre's crudeness.

	 

	Still on serve at the fourth game, we were picking up balls near the net when Andre commented loudly to me, of course for everyone to hear, "What happened to the hot Chilean?" When I looked up at him, he had a macabre grin, and raising his eyebrows in innocence said, "Gabriela told me that you were the best… at everything." He emphasized the last part. Gail cringed. Giancomo moved as if to stand, then he just slid forward in his seat staring sternly. "Astounding," I said. Andre looked up and asked, "What…what is astounding?" Whilst looking straight into his eyes, smiling, I replied, "Your lack of courtesy."

	 

	There was absolute silence on court, when I added, "But I promise to try harder." The moment seemed frozen, uncomfortable, then Andre simply nodded and turned to move back toward the base line.

	 

	Thereafter Andre did not win a game, and very few points. After four consecutive games were lost he said "I haven't been playing for a while…" His grating smile slowly disappeared completely. Everyone was tense. At breaks I noticed him looking at Gail, and that she avoided looking back. Now I was feeling protective towards Gail, and I was hoping to finish this game quickly. I did not want Andre to broadcast another crude comment.

	 

	Before the second set was over Gabriela arrived. She was her usual buoyant and cheerful self. She stood beside Giancomo and he said something to her. When we next broke between games she walked across the court toward Andre and asked, "Who is winning?" Andre wiped his face and nodded my way, "He's ahead." "Good", Gabriela yelled for all to hear, "Basta…enough," she said.

	 

	Gabriela took Andre's face in both hands, laughing while shaking it back and forth in mock recrimination, "See," she cheerily announced, "I told you he was the best," her good humor eliminating the tension. She took his hand and walked, pulling him, to my side of the net. She raised both our arms as for a prize fighter, then leaned toward me and kissed my sweaty forehead. She announced loudly, for all to hear, "We have an appointment to keep, basta for now." Everyone on the court stood and clapped. Of course the applause was for Gabriela.

	 

	We had dinner in the hotel with Marcus and Tatia, afterwards the four of us walked back to the cabin. The night air was cool and the stars just an arms length away. It was beautiful. I was walking with Gabriela, some few steps behind Giancomo walked with Gail.

	 

	Arriving in the cabin I walked into our room. When I came out just minutes later, Giancomo had gone upstairs with Gail. Gabriela and I sat in the downstairs kitchen; she was telling me all about her favorite artist, Eugenio Benvenuti. Giancomo yelled down, "Anyone for a good port?" We both said "no thanks," and we continued talking. Gabriela stood and said, "Excuse me for a minute Ri." She returned a few minutes later wearing a short white terry robe. Her long legs lifted the flap as she walked toward me. I was instantly excited. At first I thought she had nothing underneath but when she sat beside me I caught glimpses of a filmy blue material underneath. Gabriela knew the effect she was having on me and she smiled, "You like?" I smiled, and nodded an earnest yes.

	 

	Fifteen minutes later Gail walked down the broad stairs and stood beside us at the table. She listened for a few moments then touched my shoulder, "I'm going to change too," she said, and she made for our room. She returned about five minutes later, the picture of sensuality. She was shoeless, wearing a soft white cotton shirt that stopped above her knees. Four buttons were open at the top. Her strong legs tapered down to small feet, her painted toenails the only color she was wearing. She looked so delicate without color on her face. Just the sight of her created a tingle in my groin. Her shirt looked loose and comfortable, yet it had enough fit to show her girlish shape. I could see her nipples and I guessed she was naked underneath.

	 

	Gail placed her hand on my shoulder and stood beside us for a few minutes listening to Gabriela explain the way she lucked into a painting at auction. The underlying motive for Gail's being there, I thought, was that Gail was jealous when I paid attention to Gabriela. She was competing. Now Gail was just as enticingly dressed, undressed I should say.

	 

	When Gabriela finished speaking Gail quietly announced, "I'm going to sit upstairs and finish my port," and she turned and walked toward the stairs. I watched her as she was walking up the stairs. It was surreal, like a shadow hovering above you in a dream.

	 

	I talked with Gabriela another fifteen minutes but Gail pervaded my thoughts. When Gabriela rose to get something from her room, I used the excuse to stand, "I guess I'll go upstairs and say goodnight, I'm finished for the night," I announced. Gabriela paused for a moment, and then while nodding, she moved beside me, and placed a hand on my face, then kissed my cheek, "Bon nuit, Ri, sleep well."

	 

	I started up the stairs, and just before arriving at the top, speaking loudly I said, "let me say goodnight." Giancomo must have been standing because as I rose to the level of the room, he was turning to sit in the single sofa chair. By the time I reached the middle of the room, he had his legs crossed, one foot shoeless, and swinging. Gail was on the large couch to his right; the back of the couch was facing me. She didn't move. I walked behind her and placed my hand on her shoulder. Her body was slightly turned to face Giancomo, with her legs tucked under her. Her left arm was bent and resting on the back of the couch which caused her shirt to tighten around her chest, perfectly framing her breast. What a beautiful sight she was.

	 

	"Night Ri," she said, as I bent to kiss her cheek. Giancomo said goodnight in Italian. I thought he looked tired. "Is your foot hurting?" I asked, nodding to his shoeless foot. He smiled, "No, I have the habit of swinging it… the heel marks the leg of my pants." I acknowledged his explanation, nodding, "Night." I said again. "Goodnight Ri." Giancomo replied. Once in our room I pulled the door behind me without closing it all the way and washed for bed. I left the bathroom light on with the door half ajar, allowing light for Gail.

	 

	Twenty or thirty minutes went by, I lay in bed wondering if Gail was just finishing her port, or if Gabriela had gone upstairs too. I must have dozed off because I heard Gail close the bathroom door when she returned. After quite a while the bathroom door opened, the light was out and she made her way to the bed by moonlight.

	 

	Gail moved in the bed to make herself comfortable and, as was her custom, she stretched her arm to touch me. "I'm awake," I said. Gail moved closer and when I could feel her breast on my arm she said, "Sorry I woke you." "Not to be," I said, "I was worried about you…upstairs." She put her right arm over my stomach and squeezed my arm to assure me, saying, "It was nice, we mostly chatted about the development." I continued, "If I were him I'd find it hard looking at you in that shirt." Gail answered with delight, "It's sexy, isn't it…you like it?" "I got hard just looking at you when you walked in." I answered. Gail added, "Good, I was trying to make you look at me, not Gabriela."

	 

	Gail moved her hand across my stomach and over my cock, resting it on my thigh. "Did you come to the tennis court with Giancomo," I asked. "Yes," she answered, not offering an explanation. "Where did you meet up with him?" Gail replied, questioning, "Gian?" Then without my answer she continued, "He came to the where Tatia was working." "Oh," I said, feeling a bit like a jealous boy. We lay without speaking for a few minutes, with Gail softly rubbing my thigh. Then she commented, "You know, Gian hasn't tried anything. He's been flirty a few times but that's all. Actually, I think he may have something with Tatia," she said. "No, I didn't know," I responded. All the while thinking that, with Gabriela why would he need more. "Who knows," Gail said, talking to herself, and then she asked, "Is that why you were upset yesterday?" I simply answered, "No." Gail pressed on, "I know when something is bothering you," she said. "Then why?" Just to keep the discourse flowing I said, "You know how I sense things with you. Yesterday I sensed something… and you looked like you had been making love." With consternation in her tone, she asked, "What makes…," she paused, then continued, "When did you sense this?" "Here, when I came back." Gail countered, speaking softly, "I didn't see Giancomo until I arrived here." I responded with, "Oh," and I let it drop. Gail was touching my cock now and I was getting hard.

	 

	I moved to my side and slipped my hand under her shirt and began to squeeze and touch her breast. "I'm sorry about last night," she said. I responded, "OK." I lifted one side of Gail's shirt, then the other, allowing me to touch both breasts. I concentrated on her nipples for a few minutes then slide down to place my mouth on her breast. I had my leg over hers, trapping my cock against her thigh.

	 

	Gail had one hand on my head the other on my back. I slowly ran my left hand down her stomach and lightly across her pussy, pressing when I felt her wet lips. We were touching for five maybe ten minutes when I moved from her breast to kiss her. Gail opened her mouth to me and I slipped my tongue under her lips, at the same time as I slide my finger into her. She was really wet, ready for me I thought. I didn't feel the tightness I was accustomed to. I slide my finger out and pressed two fingers into her. Again she felt different. Then it dawned on me, Gail must have been fucking Andre again today. But where, when, I wondered.

	 

	I stopped kissing Gail, "Baby," I questioned, Gail answered with a grunted, "Yes?" "You have to help me." "With what," she whispered. "Please be straight," I said, "Have you been making love today." I couldn't bring myself to say, fucking. Gail didn't respond. I nudged her by pushing my hard cock against her leg. "Why do you ask," she finally whispered. "The way you feel," and I moved both fingers that were still inside her. She inquired with a little tremor in her voice," How do I feel?" "Really stretched, and wet, like you still have cum in you." Gail laughed, "Oh Ri, you are such a detective when it comes to me." "So answer your beloved detective, did you?" I asked.

	 

	It was thirty second later, but it felt like a week, when Gail answered. She turned her face to my ear and whispered. "No, Ri, I did not make love today… I did masturbate though." "When…where did you masturbate?" I inquired, trying to sound relaxed and monotone. Gail was taking her time, "Just now when I came in to change." "Is that why you are wet?" "Yes, I guess so," she whispered. I moved my fingers in her and said, "Let me taste you," and started to pull my fingers out. Gail grabbed my arm "Ri, you're crazy, don't…" but I quickly placed my fingers in my mouth. "Doesn't taste like you," I said, jokingly, though actually I couldn't tell even if there was a difference.

	 

	"Come on top of me baby", I said, "I want you to fuck me." "I'll love you," she said, as she slid on top of me, sat upright to take off her shirt, and reached behind her to guide my cock into her. Without preliminary rubbing she centered me and then pressed downwards. My whole cock slide right into her. She started to move slowly, partially up and then forward a bit. I thrust upwards each time I felt my cock fully in her. She was concentrated on pleasuring me. I knew her movements.

	 

	She felt so wet and I wondered, first to myself and then out loud, "What if the wetness I am feeling were Giancomo's cum, would you tell me." Gail whispered, "Yes," while slowly rising on my cock as she tried to prolong my pleasure. "Did you expose yourself to him while you were upstairs?" I asked. "I don't think so," she responded between breaths. She was trying hard to make me cum "Do you think he may have seen you by accident," I persisted. "Yes," he may have, she answered. I grabbed her hips as if her talk was exciting me. I knew my Gail; I could tell that she was talking to please me.

	 

	Gail pumped and moved and touched me for fifteen minutes trying to make me cum. "I'm getting tired Baby, cum in me now," she said. Let me get on top I prompted. As we changed places I heard Gail sigh.

	 

	I positioned myself between her legs and placed my cock at her wet stretched center. I immediately sank halfway into her, resting on my arms. Gail reached down to touch herself as my cock slowly penetrated deep into her belly. "Love," I said, "Tell me why your pussy feels so stretched," I asked, as lustfully as I knew how. Gail didn't answer. I quietly continued, "You feel as if you have had a big fat cock stretching you for me," Gail was concentrated on touching herself, I was slowly humping deep into her then moving around, trying hard not to cum. "Would a thick cock pumping into you feel good?" I asked. "Uhmm," Gail sounded her first recognition of my talking. I was hunched over her now, my mouth close to her ear but I left space between us as she touched herself with more abandon now.

	 

	My mouth was an inch from her ear when I whispered, "Imagine you standing, leaning against the wall, and some guy with a thick bottle size cock is rubbing it against your pussy, getting you ready to take his thickness. Your pussy is stretching to take it all, your wetness making it possible for him to slide in." I was pumping into Gail more rapidly now, and when she didn't answer I continued, " Imagine the thick cock sliding in filling you, your legs lifted, wrapped against his waist, you begging him to shove it in… Would you love that Baby, I asked. "Ohhh," Gail sighed as she touched herself faster, I imagined her eyes squeezed shut, deep in concentration. "Would you…" I quietly insisted. "Ohhh… yes," Gail sighed, and she started making a pumping motion against me.

	 

	I could tell she was nearing orgasm so I started to hump more forcefully. Gail was soaked, literally soaked, cum coated my cock each time I withdrew. I still believed there was someone else's cum in her. "Imagine the fat cock getting ready to spew hot cum into you," I added. "Do you want him to cum in you now Baby?" Gail replied, "Yes Ri… cum in me Baby, please… cum in me now," her voice raspy and low, the way she sounds as her orgasm comes upon her. She tightened her legs to my side as I started humping frantically, wanting to cum with her. And as if from a distance I heard "Ohhaahh…Oh Ri…do it Baby." and Gail thrust upward as each wave of her orgasm coursed through her. She was squeezing me tightly, her arms now around my back, her mouth near my ear, "Ohhhaa…Ohh yes Ri."

	 

	We held each other very tightly, for a long time. No words said. I moved my mouth to kiss her and brushed her cheek. I tasted a tear. I couldn't see but I touched her face and knew she was crying. I placed my head beside hers, cheek to cheek. Gail whispered, barley audible, "You saw me, didn't you?" The seconds that I was thinking of a response felt like days, "Saw you what?" I whispered back without moving my head. Again, long seconds with no answer. "Saw what?" I insisted. Gail moved, I could tell that she tried to look at me in the darkness. There was still the pause, then she kissed my mouth wetly, "Nothing," she answered, "I thought maybe you had seen me in the bathroom, masturbating," she cleverly replied.

	 

	The rest of the trip was a repeat of me wondering if she were meeting Giancomo, though I actually believed he was beyond that now. Gail seemed to be obsessed over Gabriela liking me. One afternoon Gail said, "I think you're the only guy that has never tried to get her. She is fixated now." So I jokingly commented, "That's exciting." Gail didn't appreciate the humor hence I stopped making jokes whenever she talked about Gabriela.

	 

	Before we started back to Buenos Aires we discussed meeting Gabriela and Giancomo again, in September in Cannes. This time Giancomo was actually going to take a one week vacation. Gabriela was thrilled and kept thanking me as if I were the one making his decision. For some unexplained reason, and in spite of the age difference and lack off mutual interests, we thought of Giancomo as a friend, and were certain he felt the same way about us.

	 

	We said goodbye to each other in the hotel in Buenos Aires. The girls hugged, Giancomo and I talked about what we might want to do during the week's holiday in France. Gail and I walked from the hotel hand in hand, and we waved to our friends just before we climbed into the taxi for the airport, and our trip home.
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	All married couples must go through the same exploration phase. If they are already sexually active, and more importantly, satisfied with their sexual activity, the exploration is probably more risqué. At one point a few years ago, I decided to write about a sexual experience we had. Since then I have continued writing, mostly about our yearly holidays.

	 

	What I thought made our holidays worth writing about was that my wife experimented sexually, both with and without me. When I re-read the old stories it seems like a lot of activity. When I relate it to the rest of our day to day life, it’s but a teardrop in a stream.

	 

	We began this year’s holiday in August. First we flew from Santiago, Chile, to New York where we stayed overnight in lower Manhattan. The next day we met Gail’s cousin for coffee at Ferraro’s, a pastry shop in China Town that we came to know as students in New York. In the afternoon we made our way to JFK Airport, getting there early as was recommended. We boarded our plane for France two hours later, arriving in Nice in the morning to begin our 2002 holiday.

	 

	It was close to 10AM when we finally had our luggage, a mobile phone rental, and were loaded into a trim grey Opel rental that registered only 187 kilometers of use. We exited the airport driving toward Cannes without exchanging much comment; we were both tired and excited. Being back in France felt like coming home.

	 

	This year was special for us. Firstly, because we were meeting many friends during our stay and, we had a longer vacation. When my assignment for working in Chile was complete I was offered a promotion which extended my stay for at least three years. Gail and I talked it over and considered it a good growth opportunity and a chance to save Along with the promotion I picked up another two weeks of holiday time.

	 

	Last year, before we finished our holidays and left France, we visited our friend Tamara in Cannes. She is an elderly English lady whom we met on a previous vacation and she and my wife had become friends. After lunch that day we three casually strolled to the port area to visit Tamara’s friends living on a boat. She introduced us to a charming British couple, Duncan and Charlotte, and we visited with them for a quite a while. Tamara introduced us to Charlotte saying, “This is my Aphrodite… that girl I have told you about.” Obviously we, or Gail, had been a subject of conversation.

	 

	I recall the meeting so vividly, both the setting and the innuendo. I guessed Tamara’s friends to be in their forties and fifties, unmistakably proper British in their attire and in the relaxed courtesy we were provided.

	 

	It didn’t take long for me to notice that Duncan was completely smitten with Gail. Charlotte, his wife, moved around effortlessly serving us tea and then cool white wine, always with a smile and fixed gaze that made me feel she could see through me. She conveyed experience.

	 

	For a while Duncan and I sat apart from the girls, sipping a cool Compari and soda. We talked about Vicuna, an animal indigenous to my country and valued for their hair. As a retired clothier it was an interest he had played over in his mind for very many years. The three ladies were content conversing among themselves. Tamara was relating a story while Gail and Charlotte kept interrupting with smart comments, then all three laughing in unison. Gail was simply enchanting that day. It was hard for Duncan to keep from looking over to her, and every time Gail noticed his glance, she responded with a warm smile.

	 

	Before we left Duncan and Charlotte had invited us to stay with them on board their boat, when we visited France the next year. Of course we smiled and said “…that would be nice,” never imagining that it would happen. As we left I could see that Tamara was proud or maybe satisfied, that she had brought us together.

	 

	In the ensuing year Gail spoke by telephone to Tamara, discussing the invitation on many occasions. Tamara of course insisted that their invitation was genuine, and continued to insist we should stay on their boat when we were on holiday again. We finally agreed to call Duncan and Charlotte, to get a firsthand impression of their enthusiasm to have guests for almost three weeks. Gail spoke first and later swore to me that Charlotte was thrilled to have us. When I spoke to Duncan he didn’t even consider that we might not visit. He already had ideas as to where we could sail, and things we would do. Except for the last part of our holiday, when we would holiday with an Italian friend for a week, we would be aboard his yacht the SeaAyre

	 

	So, here we were driving toward Cannes with plans to stop by and say hello to Tamara, and then head to the SeaAyre where we would spend the next sixteen days as guests of Charlotte and Duncan. Our agreed upon arrangement was that we would keep to our personal schedule’s, planning in advance whatever we do jointly. As it turned out, we were together most of the time.

	 

	We parked the car as close to Tamara’s building as possible and asked the concierge to watch a suitcase that did not fit in the trunk. Tamara was thrilled to see us again, and in minutes she and Gail were chatting incessantly. What was to be a ten minute hello visit, took an hour. Just before we left Tamara called the boat to inform Charlotte that we would be right over.

	 

	Following Tamara’s directions to where the boat was now docked, we drove into the port and in moments we were alongside the SeaAyre. Duncan was on the deck and immediately called his greeting as I stepped out of the car. A young man came trotting down the gangway to help us unload the suitcases, and then he beckoned us to go on board, taking charge of the suitcases and parking the car.

	 

	Our reunion with Charlotte and Duncan felt like a natural extension of our many discussions by telephone the past two weeks. After ten minutes of hugs and chatter Charlotte showed us to our cabin, one level below.

	 

	We walked to the end of the hallway and Charlotte opened the double doors and stood to the side to allow Gail and me to pass. “Wow,” was what I actually exclaimed, when I stepped inside. Gail smiling broadly turned to look at Charlotte and said, “It’s absolutely lovely…, lovely.” Charlotte’s hint of a smile suggested she knew just how lovely it was.

	 

	The suite was U shaped, taking up the width of the boat, porthole windows exactly in the middle of the room on both sides. A huge bed on a dark wood bedstead was facing us, covered by a solid beige bedspread of raw silk. Dark patterned throw pillows were pilled at the head. Left and right of the bed were nightstands, after which there were dark wood paneled sliding doors that led to small en-suite rooms. The rooms had an office desk, a built in TV cabinet with drawers underneath, and a floor to ceiling closet for suits and coats. A small electronic safe was tucked into the rear left of the closet, just like a hotel.

	 

	The starboard side room became Gail’s side of the bed. The open sliding doors on her side led to the same size room, also with TV, drawers and closet. However, the other wall had mirrors, lights, and a wide stool, all perfectly placed in an authentic ladies makeup room grouping.

	 

	 

	Gail and I browsed the room for a long time before we looked at Charlotte to thank her again, “It’s lovely, so refined, we’re going to love it Charlotte,” Gail said in her usual soft voice. Then she walked to Charlotte and kissed her cheek, thanking her. It was typical of Gail to be appreciative and I sensed that Charlotte was delighted with her show of enthusiasm. Obviously she was the decorator of this boat.

	 

	As soon as Charlotte left I looked toward Gail. She was leaning against the bed, her left hand resting on the covers. Smiling broadly, she leaned forward as if someone was listening, and in a half whisper said, “Isn’t this beautiful. I can’t believe that we have this…” and she raised both hands in a gesture to encompass the room, “for sixteen days, with Turkey or Sardinia thrown in.

	 

	The suite was air conditioned and had a full freshwater bath and shower, they didn’t spare the comfort. When Charlotte left us we proceeded to unpack, and shower. We drank gallons of Perrier and lazed about the room, not wanting to leave.

	 

	In the weeks preceding our visit I had spoken with Duncan many times. We were going to decide where we would sail on a short trip, and the choice was between Sardinia and Bodrum in Turkey. I too was thrilled with the accommodation, and felt certain that in spite of being at close quarters, we wouldn’t run into uncomfortable issues. Though we did not know them well, I rested comfortably with the thought that Tamara did.

	 

	 

	Gail was ecstatic with the arrangement, her eyes glistened with exhilaration. I loved her look at that moment. I took two steps toward her and we hugged. “You know,” I said, “If we were to organize and pay for a holiday of this caliber and setting, it would cost…,” I paused, never finishing the thought, and we separated and began to unpack our three suitcases.

	 

	We placed our clothes in closets and drawers and piled our dirty clothes for laundering. “Let’s remember to ask where we take our dry cleaning,” Gail said. “Maybe we can get some things cleaned tomorrow morning.” Half dressed we moved through the cabin and Gail gave me instructions on what went into the different drawers.

	 

	Finished with my unpacking I took a map from the desk and sprawled across the middle of the bed. When Gail was finished she too climbed on the bed and reaching behind her back she unsnapped her brassiere and knelt beside me, facing my feet. Then she lifted her short slip and stretching her right leg over me, she sat on my lower stomach. ”Scratch my back please,” she said. I rubbed, and then softly scratched her back, in this oft occurring ritual that she loved, and ten minutes later we slept.

	 

	 

	We were on deck in the late afternoon and we visited with Charlotte and Duncan sitting on the rear deck of the boat. I felt like Onasis, I wished I had a Cuban cigar. Charlotte informed us that nothing was planned for dinner, and she showed Gail the food pantry. Instead, we invited them to join us in driving to Juan le Pin, to a pizza place we knew and, Duncan accepted. Charlotte leaned forward from the rear of the car, touching my shoulder and Duncan’s at the same time, “You know Rian,” she said, “In seven years of living on the cote d azure Duncan has never driven for pizza. I am simply amazed that we are in this car.”

	 

	The next morning I arose very early, still on Chile time. Without showering I dressed and made my way out of the yacht basin and found a grocery store with still warm French bread and fresh chevre, Gail’s favorite breakfast. She was still sleeping when I returned so I closed myself into the study.

	 

	It was late morning when we ate our breakfast of bread and cheese while chatting. Gail was on the bed, cross legged, the patch of her ivory colored panties stretched tight, her small breasts hanging pert and beautiful, partially showing from the side. She looked so beautiful, un-pampered, hair slightly tousled. Gail noticed my studied gaze and smiled warmly, at ease with my appraisal.

	 

	I showered and left the cabin when Gail started her morning routine. Walking through the lounge I opened a doorway on the starboard side of the boat and stepped onto the port side deck. I was walking around the boat, facing forward. Just a few feet further a small metal door opened to a stairwell that led toward the wheelhouse, two levels above. Climbing the first few steps, I was now in a roofless corridor, between the wall that was the base of the wheelhouse, and a four foot high metal wall that looked out over the sun deck.

	 

	Looking toward the front of the boat was a sight to behold. I could see an array of yachts, with the city as a backdrop, and mountains beyond. On the boat, a railing completely encircled the sun deck, with white canvas hanging between the rails, affording almost total privacy. Four beach recliners were scattered across the deck, some chairs among them. I noted that the recliners all had the name of the boat on the canvas cushion in brown print. I heard a voice, speaking softly, and I looked down almost directly below me and a few feet to my right.

	 

	Sitting in a lounge chair turned sideways to me, half reclined, was Duncan. His eyes were closed, an open newspaper lay across his chest, his white terry robe was opened, and he wore nothing underneath. Charlotte was sitting sideways on the edge of his recliner. She was leaning over him, fully clothed. Her left hand was between his legs, beneath his balls, her right wrapped around the base of his penis. His penis was long and hard, curving inward toward his chest. Charlotte stretched across him for the dark bottle of sun cream that was on the recliner table beside him. She poured generously into her left hand and placed it it back between his legs. She was speaking softly but I couldn’t hear what was said.

	 

	Duncan had his eyes closed, both hands at his side, while Charlotte started to spread the oil around his balls and over the full length of his penis. I chuckled, almost audibly when I noticed that Duncan was completely shaven. Charlotte stopped for a moment and gazed to her right, leaning forward, then sideways, as if to see beyond the shiny brass air vent that blocked her view. Then she continued to play with her husband as I stepped back from the corridor wall and quietly retreated.

	 

	I retraced my steps, walking through the living area, and stepped out of the open doors on the rear deck. There were wicker chairs and side tables on both sides. I picked up a French newspaper and stumbled through my poor French trying to read the headlines. Minutes later Gail came out on deck and sat opposite me leaning over to re-buckle her sandals. She was bra-less and the view was inviting. I told her what I had just seen with Charlotte and Duncan and she laughed commenting, “I thought that they were supposed to be less active when they get…” she paused, “When they get more mature.”

	 

	I questioned, “Do you have any idea how old they are.”

	 

	Gail smiled and asked, “What do you think?” Her smile told me that she already knew.

	 

	“I’d say he was in his fifties and her her forties,” I said.

	 

	“Not quite,” Gail responded, “He’s sixty two and she is fifty one.”

	 

	I was surprised, “Did Tamara tell you?” Gail nodded, yes.

	 

	Gail continued, “Are you still planning to call Peter today?” Peter was an American friend we had made in France a couple of years ago. He now had an apartment in Monte Carlo where he lived part of the year. We had exchanged phone calls on a few occasions during the year, with plans to meet when we arrived in France. While in Chile Gail had reminded me, a few times, that I had agreed to call him. At first I thought it was her always courteous nature, later I started to wonder if there was another interest.

	 

	Answering Gail’s query, “I thought we should wait to see if Duncan had anything planned. Peter will surely want to meet. Don’t you think it would be better to have a grasp on our schedule?” Gail nodded again, her gaze centered upon a group of three men unloading a car and carrying grocery boxes on the boat next to ours. “What do you think about meeting with Peter again,” I asked.

	 

	Gail considered my question for a moment, and then answered. “We learned a lesson last time. Let’s make sure that whatever we do with them, you’ll control the planning.” Her response was typical of her generosity. She was wise and creative in her efforts to be non confrontational, sometimes to extreme.

	 

	Just then Charlotte stepped out from the living area on to the rear deck. Smiling broadly she said, “Well hello you two. We thought you’d be exhausted and want to rest for a while.”

	 

	Gail replied, “I think we’re too excited, though we may not last long this evening,” adding, “You know Charlotte, the room is so lovely, and I can’t begin to tell you how much we appreciate it.”

	 

	Charlotte moved toward Gail’s chair and placed her hand on Gail’s shoulder. “Thank you, dear,” she replied, “We’ve been looking forward to your visit for months now. Duncan has been studying maps, calling all about. He had said to me, that we must make certain this is a memorable holiday for you. So you see, we’re just as excited as you are.”

	 

	Charlotte stepped between us and walked to a wicker chair on my right. She reached for the arms to drag the chair closer to where we were sitting. When she bent over her thin slacks tightened over her rear, gently shaping each cheek of her behind. A little larger then Gail, I thought, but shapely and with an appealing softness and movement. When her chair was nearer, she sat down. She looked at me and said, “I’m sorry about surprising you on the sun deck.” My quizzical look spoke my thoughts, so she continued, “Seeing me service my husband is not the best way to start.” She was looking directly into my eyes and I thought I sensed a flicker of mischief.

	 

	 

	It took me some seconds before I understood her comment. “I’m sorry that I was there. I didn’t know you had seen me.” I paused adding, “Actually I thought it was a fine way to start, both the day and the trip. I was jealous.”

	 

	“Rian?” Gail shouted. I looked up; her finger was over her lips, indicating for me to keep quiet. She was noticeably bothered with my comment, and blushing, with the unmistakable insinuation, and my audacity.

	 

	Charlotte interjected, her broad smile setting the tone, “I’m glad you aren’t uncomfortable.”

	 

	I shook my head and mouthed, “No,” audibly adding, “Not at all,” I said, then added, “I mentioned it to Gail and she thought it was sweet,” Part truth part lie. Charlotte turned to Gail, smiled, and nodded, affirming that all was well.

	 

	 

	’We don’t know if you have made any plans for the rest of the day,” Charlotte said. She was looking at Gail. “We’re going to a small bistro for dinner this evening, and we’d love for you to join us.” Gail responded, “Of course, we’ve nothing planned.”

	 

	”Ahh,” Charlotte sounded, “I’m going to a Spa tomorrow, for a facial and some pampering. It’s possible that Tamara may come as well. We’d be there for several hours tomorrow afternoon. You’re welcome to join.” Gail looked at me wondering if I would mind, I’m sure she was thinking of the cost, without saying anything I tried to look approving. Gail returned her gaze to Charlotte. “I’d love to, and I certainly could use it.”

	 

	Gail and I spent the rest of the afternoon walking through Cannes. I enjoyed both occasions when we stopped first for coffee and later we sat in a small creperie. Gail was wearing a Benetton shirt that perfectly showed her tiny breasts. Her short skirt was tight and when she sat without crossing her legs, it was a sight to behold. I saw men rush to get seats facing her, staring instead of eating, and even risking the wrath of their wives. Gail showed no interest, sometimes almost convincing me that she was unaware of the glances.

	 

	The next morning I went for bread and cheese. After eating I informed, “I’m going to look around for players, maybe drive to Antibes.” I said. “Do you want me to try to book for you too?” Gail responded while buttering her bread with chevre. “Yes, why not, we had fun when we played together in Monaco.”

	 

	I showered and shaved, donned khaki shorts and sandals, grabbed my passport, wallet, and our mobile phone, and made for the port parking area. Gail and Charlotte would visit Tamara this morning, have an early lunch, and then have their spa treatment. They would be back again in late afternoon. I planned on returning at four.

	I drove up the coastline toward Antibes, and stopped at the Hotel du Cap. There were players around, and a local pro we knew was on court. He was pleased to see me and offered to set up a few games. “Truthfully,” he added, “most of the guests at the moment were hackers.”

	 

	I continued down the coast toward Nice and I stopped before Nice for a sandwich. Something subliminal must have triggered me to think of calling Francoise. She was a woman I had met at the Hotel du Cap two years ago. We had a brief affair, almost in retaliation when I had learned Gail had dallied with her husband. I carried a miniature Cartier address book in my wallet, and quickly found her number. I dialed on my mobile and a child answered. In the best French I could muster, I asked for Francoise. The child paused for a lengthy while, I thought she didn’t understand, and then I heard her whispering to someone. Finally a response, “Allo,” I recognized the voice of Francoise and I identified myself.

	 

	“Oh Rian,” she responded, obviously pleased. “How nice to hear your voice,” and we proceeded, at first tentatively, to exchange niceties. Then we asked questions, and finally we felt comfortable being suggestive. “Where are you,” she finally asked. “In Nice, passing through on my way to Monaco,” I answered, and I explained our holiday plans and my today’s schedule. She persisted, “Can we meet?”

	 

	Well of course I would not let the opportunity pass. Francoise told me where to go and we met forty minutes later at the Vendome Hotel. She looked as lovely as I remembered; her hair cut short, barely any makeup except for a splash around her eyes. We exchanged small talk covering our goings-on over the last year, I told her about our presently being ensconced in a yacht in Cannes. She laughed, she shared some talk about herself and Roger, and before long we had our hands on the table, fingers entwined. When I left an hour and a half later, we promised to get together sometime during our visit.

	 

	On the way back to Cannes I stopped at a small tennis club in Antibes where I had once played with the pro. He remembered me, and at my prompting he called a friend in Cannes that worked at the Club Martinez. He made an appointment for me and, with his directions I went straight to the Martinez to arrange my tennis play during our stay. I gave them my credit card for billing, and organized a game for the next day. I also asked if he could organize a doubles for the following day. He said he would have to wait until tomorrow as the only person he knew was out of town today. I knew the routine. He was anxious to see our level of play.

	 

	I arrived back at the boat at four fifteen, and Charlotte and Gail were sitting in the living area drinking V-8 juice. They looked so scrubbed and relaxed I commented, “Wow! What beauty shines through after a little pampering.” Charlotte looked relaxed and scrubbed, and Gail looked radiant, her usually flawless skin was glowing.

	 

	Charlotte interrupted my admiring glance. “Rian, firstly, Duncan has planned dinner tonight at the Palm Beach Casino. I hope that’s convenient?”

	 

	“That works well for us.” I said, looking at Gail.

	 

	Charlotte continued, “And,” she played with a pause, “We thought a party coupled with a weekend trip would be nice and we wonder if you and Gail approve.”

	 

	Again I looked at Gail and she responded before I could speak, “I already told her I think it would be fun.”

	 

	Charlotte interjected, looking at me with a half smile which made me feel like she was teasing me, “You know, there’s no tennis when we sail, but we make up for it,” she said.

	 

	I nodded, smiling “I think we’re both looking forward to the sailing,” I countered, and for some unknown reason I shuddered, as from a cold chill.

	 

	Dinner at the Palm Beach was simple and terrific. Most of the staff knew Duncan and catered to his every whim. We started with Champagne and opted to continue throughout the meal. Before it was over we had had too much to drink. The conversation with Duncan was delightful. Whatever he said he reduced to words of precise meaning. He was very politically informed with an uncanny ability to remember names and dates. I was very impressed. After dinner Duncan ordered a Port for each of us. “If you aren’t a Port drinker, you should be,” he said, “It is by far the most civilized drink.” And we toasted cheers to one another.

	 

	As we finished coffee Duncan asked of no one in particular, “Shall we try our luck at the tables for a while?” We left the dinning room with Charlotte on my arm and Duncan a step behind Gail and touching her arm as he spoke, “I would imagine you are lucky,” he said to her, “ I’ll spot you some chips if you promise to share the winnings.” He had now laced his arm in Gail’s as we walked toward the casino. “I’m not a gambler,” Gail said, but in spite of the smile her shyness was showing.

	 

	“Not at all?” Duncan asked.

	 

	“Not at all,” she confirmed, “Except for a numbers game I sometimes play.”

	 

	Duncan insisted, “Oh, come on my dear, you play roulette for me and I’ll play your numbers game with you.” Gail just smiled and looked at me for help. “Is it a deal,” Duncan asked offering his hand. I knew that Gail was nervous about taking and maybe loosing his money so I smiled and nodded, urging her to shake on the deal.

	 

	I watched at the roulette table for a short while. The three of them had taken seats. Gail was excited and nervous with the stack of chips that Duncan had ordered and placed in front of her. I watched Gail energize when she won, and look almost apologetic toward Duncan when she lost. In all however, Gail was a winner, albeit not by much, and that allowed Duncan to boast his perceptiveness on the ride home.

	 

	In the taxi from the casino, true to his word, Duncan asked about the numbers game. Gail explained it and they played a few rounds, with Gail winning three of four, and Duncan acting frustrated in the loser roll. It was a trick game that I knew well, and I reckoned that soon enough Duncan would figure it out. By the time we reached the boat Duncan was obsessed with the game, while Gail, smartly so I might add, declined to play further. Duncan raised the stakes. “OK,” he said, “let’s make this more challenging… and rewarding. Each time I loose, it’s a dinner for one person, your choice of guests, champagne included.”

	 

	By this time we were back at the boat. I noticed that as we were walking up the gangway there were lights burning and music from the yacht beside us. Gail, Charlotte and I sat in the living while Duncan mixed champagne and cassis for us, then resumed challenging Gail at her numbers game.

	 

	Charlotte stepped in at this point speaking for Gail, sort of protecting her from Duncan. “Come now Duncan, she can’t wager against that. She has nothing to lose.” Duncan was quick to reply, “Beg to differ my love, firstly she has won each game, and she has a lot she can offer to lose.” Duncan’s retort was classic, “Why Duncan, what are you suggesting. You expect her to wager her britches?” He was quick again, “Whatever she has that is worth wagering, why not make it a real wager,” he said. Gail was looking one to the other surprised at the turn of events, but smiling, not upset.

	 

	Duncan seemed to be thinking for a moment then added, “Well, with Gail’s permission, the wager might be interesting if…” and there was a lengthy pause, “Each time you loose it’s represents a guest for dinner, and an article of your clothing too. Each time Gail looses, we three all loose an article with her.” “Deal,” Duncan quickly said. Gail looked at Duncan smiling, wondering where this was going, then while looking at me she said, “OK, I’m game.”

	 

	But the game did not last. Gail won two of the three they played. I was certain she allowed Duncan to win the middle game they played. I assumed she was trying to throw him off. They agreed to continue tomorrow, or whenever, beginning again where they left off.

	 

	We bade Charlotte and Duncan goodnight and walked hand in hand to our cabin. In moments I was in my shorts and in the bathroom in front of the mirror. When Gail came in I was brushing my teeth and I mumbled through foam filed mouth, “How was the Spa and facial today.” Gail was standing to my left in front of another mirror wiping her face with cotton. She stopped for a long moment, looking at me through her mirror, “You know,” she replied, “I still can’t figure it out.” I looked at her questioningly. She continued, “The Spa part was strange… I mean the massage. But the facial was great, didn’t you think so?” she asked.

	 

	“Yes,” I answered, “Your face, your skin, looked fresh, scrubbed.” Gail was busy again but sounded an “Uhmm, I thought so too.” I asked her, “What was strange?”

	 

	Gail began, “When we were in the taxi on our way over, Charlotte said that I could “…have any service I wanted.” I didn’t think anything of it even though she mentioned it again just before we arrived. I had a facial and she went off somewhere else. I had to wait about ten minutes for my massage so I sat in the pool area. Charlotte came out of one room and walked across the pool area with a masseur following her. She stopped and commented on the facial. We talked for a minute then she said, “The massage will be great too, ask for the extended service,” her emphasis on extended.

	 

	”The massage was good,” Gail continued, “Though he was a little strong for me. Halfway through the massage the masseur, Jacque, asked me if I wanted the full service. For a moment I thought, if he presses any harder I can’t take it, so I said, “What you are doing is fine, thanks.” Five minutes later he asks again, and now I am guessing what Charlotte was trying to tell me. Sure enough, in the taxi on the way home Charlotte asks me, “Did you have the extended service?” I Smiled at her and said, “No, I didn’t know how much it would cost, and I was ashamed to ask.” Gail was now leaning toward me, taken up with her explanation, animated in repeating to me that Charlotte had said, “Oh my dear, I should have informed you. You missed out this time. Next time you will be my guest, I will arrange everything.”

	 

	I watched Gail walk from the bathroom in her Benetton night shirt. It had a deep V neck and was short enough to make your heart ache for more. She smiled at me with affection and when she reached the bed she knelt on one knee and stretched her face upward to kiss me. She pulled back the cover and sat leaning on a stack of pillows, her legs partially covered. I moved besides her resting my face on her thigh, now aware of the slight scent of the Bulgari perfume she had recently taken to wearing.

	 

	“What do you make of Duncan,” I asked. Gail had her hand on my shoulder and was lightly touching me.

	 

	“In what way?” she asked.

	 

	I responded, “Is the game and the gambling a come on?”

	 

	Gail said nothing at first, still rubbing, and then finally commenting, “He’s flirting, I sense it.”

	 

	I asked, “How far do you think he will go?”

	 

	She stopped rubbing and moved her legs slightly apart as I started to caress her thigh. Gail finally answered, “I think that depends on me. I know he likes me.”

	 

	I was now feeling her leg, softly touching her thigh. My face was turned so that my mouth was touching her left thigh, and I lightly kissed her from time to time. “Do you intend to encourage him?” I asked. I felt Gail’s head move and when I looked up she was smiling at me.

	 

	“I don’t know Ri, I thought about it.” After a moment or two she added, “I don’t think so.” She was quiet again and my hand started to explore further. “But… I think he’s cute,” she added. I looked up again thinking she was teasing me. No smile this time. She was musingly gazing ahead.

	 

	Touching Gail was having its effect and she separated her legs further, allowing me to touch her more intimately. I slide my hand from her thigh to between her legs, running my finger into the space at the top of her thigh, I loved the closeness that place imparted.

	 

	Earlier this year I found a net site that wrote about and had graphics on the G spot. One Sunday morning, when Gail and I were both relaxed and eager for sex, we experimented. We spent hours trying, and finally succeeded. I was absolutely amazed at the intensity of her reaction, and Gail was obviously both thrilled and satisfied. Since then, Gail’s unspoken lead to my touching her that way was to sit up in bed leaning on pillows, like now.

	 

	I lifted her shirt and ran the flat of my hand across her stomach, then softly scratched my finger through her neatly trimmed hair. I nonchalantly commented, “Isn’t Duncan a little on the mature side… for you?” I had rolled over her right leg and was now on my stomach, between her parted legs, with my face just above her thighs. My fingers had made their way down to her slit and I started to explore.

	 

	Gail finally answered. “I would not expect to be interested but, I actually thought about it… about him today.” She paused a moment, “Does that sound strange?”

	 

	I didn’t answer. I was sliding two fingers inside of Gail and her pussy was already moistening. I softly kissed around her thighs and through her hair, then lightly placed my lips upon her clit and gently sucked. I could taste her wetness and I was getting excited by her slight movement. Gail had both hands on my head and when I looked up she had both eyes closed, concentrated on my loving her. I finally propped my index finger under my middle finger and pushed deeper into Gail, searching for the spot. I soon found the nubs, that special place, and began rubbing and pressing.

	 

	I remember how surprised I was the first time, at how hard I actually had to push and rub. Now, the rhythm of my movement and my continued kissing through her hair and around her thighs was causing her involuntary movement. I looked up; Gail’s forehead was furrowed in concentration, her eyelashes fluttered even though her eyes were closed. It looked like she was smiling from the pleasure, I studied her face and thought, my oh my, even from this angle she is so lovely.

	 

	 

	I wasn’t pumping in and out. I was touching on a tiny spot, trying to force my fingers to move in circles. Gail was very lubricated now; it allowed my hand to slide into her more deeply, making my finger movement easier. Her hips were moving slightly, humping forward of their own accord. I did not have to move any faster, just steadily. I sensed the feeling was intensifying; soon she would have an orgasm. She stiffened and lifted her behind from the bed, “Ohh, aahhh,” her hands were grasping my head, “Ohhh, oh Ri,” she sighed. For minutes she continued moaning and saying my name. I desperately strove to place my mouth as close to her pussy as possible. I knew she would soon flood with passion. Now her moans were low sounds, signaling each charge she felt course through her, “Ohh, aaaghhh… Ri.” Then began the telltale liquid, it was so copious that it squished out over my hand. She was coming now, so intensely that her mouth was open but made no sound. I tried to put my mouth on her clit, above my hand. . She stiffened again then started to tremble as the feeling deepened in intensity. The trembling became more exaggerated and she continued to softly moan “Aahhh, ohahhh,” then catching her breath she would begin again, gasping, “Aahhh, ohhh,” over and over. Her pussy was pouring liquid onto my hand, her fingers now clutching my hair. It was so exciting for me to feel and see her orgasm. And, as her orgasm and the trembling subsided, I hurriedly took my fingers from inside her and placed my mouth over her wet pussy. I loved the taste of my wife’s passion.

	 

	Minutes went by with nothing being said. I rested my face on her thigh. Finally Gail whispered, “That was wonderful Ri.” She had that just loved look upon her face, that timeless moment when every woman looked like Venus. She continued, “I only wish I could do it for you,” she said.

	 

	Oh, goodness, Gail exclaimed, look at the bed. A huge wet circle was under her behind. Gail rose and came back to the bed with a towel. She lifted the sheet and placed the towel on the mattress then covered it with the sheet. “Move over,” she said and she cuddled close to me. “Let me love my love,” Gail said, as she reached to touch me… and we continued into the early morning hours.

	 

	The next day we all seemed to be heading in opposite directions. I had organized tennis, Gail and Charlotte had planned to lunch with Tamara, and Duncan had meetings planned in Nice. A car was waiting for him even before I left to play.

	 

	After tennis I walked the streets and wound up shopping. I found an Italian made blue suede zip front windbreaker which I bought for myself. I passed a small ladies boutique where I saw a dress, which I could well picture Gail wearing. Since it was on sale, and I was familiar with Gail’s size, I bought it with the understanding it could be returned. “Actually,” the salesgirl said, “If you telephone we will pick it up and credit your card.” She smiled, “Now that is service, no?”

	 

	When I returned it was late afternoon. Duncan was drinking Port and watching CNN. I sank into an old very comfortable large chair with huge wide arms. We chatted, mostly about world affairs. I was amazed at his understanding of issues. For every issue we confronted he had an assessment, knew the precipitating cause, and in depth details. I was impressed with how informed he was, and how he applied his knowledge to mitigate the sharp edge of issues.

	 

	 

	”Have you firmed up your trip with Mr. Giancomo?” he asked, and he mentioned my friend Giancomo’s family name.

	 

	“Yes,” I said. “We have planned a week at Simi. I believe we have a house.” Then I added, “It’s a Greek island.”

	 

	“Yes,” Duncan said, “I know it. It’s a perfect choice.” I nodded. Duncan continued, “How long have you known Mr. Giancomo?”

	 

	“Actually, we met him through Tamara.” I replied. “We visited together in Bariloche this last December as well.” I was surprised at his interest. He continued, switching to another thought without reference, “Did Charlotte tell you we have a small reception on board tomorrow,” he asked. “No,” I replied. Duncan added, “There are some friends arriving from Hungary, they’ll be on board one night. Charlotte thought she would make a gathering of it.”

	 

	The girls arrived, chatting loudly, and a bit giddy. Both carried a pink carnation. Charlotte quickly announced, “Tamara has corrupted us. We’ve been drinking Kirs all afternoon. I’m certain I drank a dozen... almost.” They both had enjoyed the afternoon. Charlotte was sitting beside Duncan on the three place couch opposite me. Her dress rode up her legs when she sat. She was turned toward Duncan speaking to him but she took a moment to look at me, telling me she knew that I was getting a show. She was a sexy lady, whatever her age.

	 

	We sat and talked about the reception tomorrow, there was another party planned for the next evening, before our little sailing trip. Duncan went off for a few minutes and returned with yet another bottle of wine, we laughed and talked, Duncan dazzled Gail with his intelligence, and Charlotte surprised me with her openness. I remarked to myself that the more I was around her the more I could see and feel her attraction, she was truly sensual.

	 

	As it started to darken Duncan asked Charlotte if we had plans for dinner. “Oh yes,” she exclaimed, “Tamara has it all organized. She has instructed me not to plan, she is having dinner delivered.” Twenty minutes later a small car pulled alongside and two Chinese men carried bag after bag of food on board. We feasted on dumplings, and lettuce wrapped vegetables, soups with snow peas floating on top, fried noodles, duck and chicken and pork in delicately flavored slices, and a dolce of sliced fruits to dip in hot honey.

	 

	We continued to drink and Duncan suggested that Gail and he begin the numbers game again. Both girls burst out laughing. Duncan looked at me and I motioned with my hands outstretched, palms upward, suggesting that I too did not know what was so funny. “What’s so funny,” he asked Charlotte. The girls looked at one another and Charlotte said, “Shall I tell them?” Gail, her laughter subsided but still with a broad grin, nodded. “Well,” Charlotte began, “We had planned to put on five pairs of shorts and underwear when next we played the game.” Duncan smiled, “Schemers, both of you,” he said. I commented, asking Gail, “Were you convinced you would loose?” She replied, “He’s a quick study, one never knows.” Charlotte still did not know that there was a trick to winning.

	 

	They began to play the game. Charlotte and I were both encouraging Gail. Duncan lost three times when Gail, I thought, allowed him to win one. Instead of demanding that she, or we, took off an article of clothing, he just said, lets wait until I win a few. A few more losses and Duncan was now in for a dinner party that would cost considerably. Charlotte was already planning where, and who to invite.

	 

	When Duncan won again, he moved forward on the couch, sitting on the edge in concentration. Charlotte laughed, “Come Duncan, it’s hard to concentrate when you are drunk.” He placed a hand on her knee, “Drunk? My dear I am far from drunk.” Then Duncan won again. “I’m getting the knack,” he said, “Come here my Dear,” he said, patting the couch beside him. Charlotte laughed, “Don’t believe him dear, he is trying to scare you that he will win.” Gail’s smile had a questioning overtone as she rose, drink in hand, and took the few steps to the couch. Charlotte rose to make room for Gail and said, “Okay, humor him,” and she walked to my chair and sat on the wide arm beside me. As they started the game she leaned to her right and whispered to me, “There’s a trick isn’t there? He can’t win,” she asked rather then stated. Still bending she placed her ear near my mouth for an answer. “Gail should win,” I assured, “Unless Duncan has been practicing.”

	 

	The game was going slowly. Gail was smiling at Duncan, her eyes wide, anticipating his response. He won the next game, and then another. I realized that he had figured out the trick, and was now playing back to Gail as if he were guessing. Still, he did not demand his winnings. “Now I’m ready to wager,” Duncan said. “Why don’t we play one final game…double whatever we have lost.” We were all looking at Gail. She was still smiling her eyes darting across Duncan’s face looking for some sign to read. I could tell she was sober enough to figure out that losing meant we were all naked. Finally she responded, “One last game, fine, but this time the first to reach one hundred loses, instead of wins.” Gail smiled at Duncan and raised her eyebrows while waiting for his answer. Duncan thought for a moment then nodded, “Agreed, if we all stay as we are until we retire.” Charlotte added, “Dunny, that’s the easiest part.” Gail looked in our direction, not seeking my approval but noting that I was not opposed to her continuing. “Fine,” Gail said, “Our last game.”

	 

	Gail lost. She looked at me again, questioningly, wondering what she should do now. We were silent. The moment was awkward. Duncan didn’t say a word. Finally Charlotte stood up, “Well we’ve all lost.” Then with a note of frustration, “Duncan wins because he gets to be naked with us.” I couldn’t help but laugh. How would Gail handle this, I thought, but with no less interest I wondered what Charlotte would look like undressed.

	 

	Charlotte stood up less then a meter in front of me and started to unbutton her dress. When her top was open she simply took her arms out of the shoulder and let if fall to the floor. Duncan was transfixed, staring at his wife. Gail had just stood up to begin undressing. I looked at Charlotte’s behind and I felt the heat of excitement begin. She was loose, both cheeks had a slight jiggle when she moved, her white thong appearing at the top of her cheeks. Her behind was high, flawlessly rounded, and her thighs were firm and perfectly shaped.

	 

	Charlotte turned around to face me, proud to have me look at her, I thought. I gasped. The glory of her behind was small wonder compared to the shaved vagina before me. Her brassiere and panties were completely see through, her breasts medium in size and hanging slightly had large areola and huge nipples which were already excited.

	 

	When I looked toward Duncan I noticed him watching Gail. She was wearing a silky shorts outfit that looked like a dress, and she was stepping out of the shorts. Duncan was staring between her legs. Her silky beige thong had a patch covering her front but from his angle I was sure Duncan could see the shadow of her hair.

	 

	Gail was looking down while undressing, aware that Duncan was watching, too reserved or shy to stare back. I noticed that her neck and cheek were red, she was blushing. “Wait a minute,” Charlotte said. Gail stopped her shorts in hand just a meter away from Duncan. “You men stand up… get started.” I stood up as did Duncan. He started taking off his shirt, all the while watching Gail as she continued to take off her shorts.

	 

	Duncan was out of his clothes in a flash. His boxer shorts well tented from an erection. He kept staring at Gail as her shirt came off. She was topless now, her chest spotted red, her small breasts firm and perfectly shaped in silhouette for me.

	 

	Charlotte sensed that Gail was shy and walked to her, placing her arm across her shoulder. “You know,” Charlotte said with mock seriousness, “Thanks to you,” and she was shaking her head “no”, but jokingly, “We are in this position.” The timing was perfect, we all burst out laughing. Then she added, “But we will have one hell of a dinner party, I promise you,” and she patted Duncan on his leg and sat beside him. I had taken my shirt and pants off and was standing in briefs. I sat in my chair again. Gail walked toward me and sat on the arm where Charlotte had been sitting. I wasn’t at all uncomfortable, this was no less then how we… how everyone, went to the beach.

	 

	“Hold on,” Duncan chimed in, still staring at Gail. “I won more then two or three articles of clothing.” He was right so I added, “That’s right, he won four times and then doubled.” Gail placed her hand on my shoulder, “Ri, whose side are you on?” and after a pause, “Okay,” her look said this will teach you, “Ri, you start.” Charlotte added smiling mischievously, “Ah yes, you start Ri, show us your buns.” she laughed.

	 

	“Duncan rose, unprompted, and, almost in unison, we both slipped off our shorts. I was excited that Charlotte was looking at me, but being as reserved as I am the excitement did not show. Duncan, on the other hand, was hard, his long tool curving up toward his chest. It was what I remembered when I was peeking over the wall. Gail was unabashedly looking at his cock, as we both sat down.

	 

	After what seemed a very long minute, Gail stood up, “Well, I guess it’s our turn, she said, and she bent forward and pushed her underwear down with both hands. I glanced at her in profile. Her chiseled legs, the swell of her behind, her breasts hanging like teardrops, nipples pointed, she was already excited. Charlotte was doing the same and when she turned slightly I drank in the beauty of her behind, and I felt the twinge of excitement begin.

	 

	We sat there, motionless, me staring at Charlotte though I really couldn’t see anything, and Duncan mesmerized with Gail. Her left leg was touching the floor, the other was dangling from the arm. Charlotte broke our reverie, “Well Dunny,” she said, “You’re certainly of a single mind.” They looked at each other smiling, her words imparting some special meaning. It seemed like his cock was the most noticeable thing in the room. “Look at you,” she continued, and with absolute immodesty she leaned forward and wrapped her left hand around his cock.

	 

	Gail and I watched, Charlotte stroked and rubbed and after some minutes she placed her right hand between his legs and under his balls. I placed my left hand on Gail’s back and softly moved from touching her spine to slipping my fingers between her arm and her chest. All this while Duncan was staring at Gail and she was alternating between watching his face and Charlotte touching him. At one point he closed his eyes with pleasure. When he focused on Gail again she moved her right leg toward me opening herself for him to see. And I strained watching Charlotte, hoping to catch a glimpse between her legs each time she moved.

	 

	As if from a haze I heard Gail say, “What are you doing when you turn your hand?” Charlotte looked up and smiled at Gail. “I’m just releasing his sack, keeping it tight,” she said, and at the same time she made the hand movement, which I had not noticed before. “Come here…see,” she suggested. Gail touched my shoulder as she rose and walked toward the couch. I watched Duncan’s face as he followed her movement.

	 

	At first Gail stood to the right of them separated from Duncan while she watched Charlotte practice her masturbating art. Duncan was reacting to the attention and would lift his hips from time to time. Gail was absorbed and asked, “Why do you turn your hand.” Charlotte smiled, “Place your hand on top of mine and feel what I’m doing.” Gail stepped in front of Duncan and bent forward, her breasts not far from his face. She reached her hand down and placed it under Duncan’s balls, on Charlotte’s hand, then bent her knees and squatted between his legs. Now the two of them were moving and talking clinically. “Yes, I see, it just allows your hand to roll away,” Gail said. Charlotte responded, “And keeps it tight, you see how it stays tight,” she commented. Charlotte pulled her hand away leaving Gail to manipulate Duncan’s balls, while Charlotte kept stroking his cock with her left hand. Gail was now moving her hand under his sack, and she looked up to Duncan’s face for reaction. I could not see her face but when Duncan looked at her his expression was one of absolute pleasure. Charlotte smiled at Gail, “You’re a natural, she said, “Here, do this too,” and she placed Gail’s left hand on Duncan’s cock.”

	 

	Charlotte watched for some thirty seconds then she rose and while looking at me smiling said, “We can’t neglect you, can we Rian.” She walked to my chair, sat on the arm rest, and without charade of any sort simply reached for my now hard cock. I watched her hand move and twist then looked up to see Gail now on her knees, looking at Duncan’s face as she played with his balls and stroked his cock.

	 

	Charlotte touching was incredibly sensual. I turned to look at her then ran my hand across her back, to the top of her behind, then reached to touch her breasts and huge areola, and marvel at her thick nipples. “You like…,” she asked smiling. “Yes, very much.” I said. Charlotte moved from the arm and stepped into the chair standing. What a captivating sight, her shaven pussy just a breath away from my face.

	 

	Charlotte squatted and sat on my thighs facing me, her feet pressed against and partially under my thighs. She reached for my cock with both hands and lifted it so that it was resting on her stomach. Soon my cock was being touched and stroked, rubbed against her stomach, and squeezed between her two hands as she constantly placed then withdrew them over the length of my cock.

	 

	I sensed movement across the room and, to my utter surprise, I watched Gail as she rose, turned her back toward Duncan, and bent forward stretching her arm under herself between her legs. She reached for his cock, and with her head looking over her shoulder, she placed his cock between the lips of her pussy. Then the movement began, sliding it through her pussy lips a few times, ending with her pushing backwards and his sliding into her. Duncan grunted loudly Uhmmmm,” the very first sound he had made since his wife started touching him. Charlotte turned in response to his groan and watched for a moment, smiling.

	 

	I watched Gail move in small plunges and I could see his cock disappearing inch by inch. Gail was totally concentrated on taking him. She would look back, and then down between her legs, then push against him. When he was half in her Gail straightened, rolling her head back, her eyes closed, a half smile on her face as she took pleasure from the feeling.

	 

	Charlotte slid away from me a few inches and resumed her touching. She was stroking my cock, and then slowly sliding the head through her pussy lips. The feeling was electrifying as my cock slide over her clit and popped out between her hands sliding up the full length of my cock. When I was between her pussy lips I could feel her center and each time I felt her entrance near I pushed forward, hoping to enter. But, Charlotte would move, imperceptibly, and my cock would continue through to her hands.

	 

	“UUhhh, yes,” Gail exclaimed. I looked up. Gail was half bent over driving back into Duncan’s cock. Uuhhh, aachh, yes, she breathed, an orgasm rising in her. Her breasts were hanging, her hands resting on his thighs, her eyes squinted shut. The way she was positioned I couldn’t see his cock entering her, but her thrusting backwards made it obvious that she was taking all of his length. Gail continued to push onto him without making any more sounds, slowing her pace as she finished her orgasm.

	 

	Watching Gail stoked my excitement and I said to Charlotte, “I’m going to cum, take me in you,” She leaned forward placing her mouth near my ear and whispered, “Not this time Rian…, you cum now, cum on me.” Charlotte then took my cock and rapidly rubbed just the head at her entrance. A few moments later she slid my cock between her legs and slid forward, the head of my cock now resting between the cheeks of her behind, the wetness of her pussy obvious on the rod of my cock. She placed her right hand in the rear and cupped her behind, sandwiching my cock between her cheeks and hand. She slid back and forth two or three times and I groaned “Acchhh, uuhhh,” as my cock erupted, shooting bolts of cum into the cavern she created, each jolt making it more slimy and slippery, causing yet another spurt. The feeling was exquisite. I grunted again when she took my cock, her hand filled with cum, and she continued to pull from behind, milking me to exhaustion.

	 

	When I opened my eyes she was smiling at me. “You like?” She asked again. I smiled, and through my still cloudy mind repeated, “I like… very much.” Charlotte leant forward and kissed me softly on my lips, mouth closed nothing passionate but it seemed so appropriate.

	 

	I looked over toward Gail, and they were gone. Charlotte must have sensed my surprise because she turned. “They’re gone.” She stated. I made no comment. “I’ll bet they’ve gone to our cabin.” After a pause, “Duncan doesn’t cum, I’ll bet Gail is trying to get him to orgasm.” I couldn’t think of an appropriate response so I simply grunted an “Oh!” After a moment Charlotte slid back and stared to rise. “Shall we go watch them,” She stated rather then asked.

	 

	Both naked we started out of the living onto the starboard side of the boat, and we walked toward the front. It was chilly. After just a few steps she opened a door and entered a stairwell. When the door was closed she turned and to our left there was another door. She opened it carefully and stepped into a darkened room. I followed. We were now in a small sitting room that was adjacent to and part of their cabin. We walked through a narrow corridor, maybe two meters long and stood in an archway overlooking their bedroom.

	 

	The huge room was dimly lit and the large bed was empty. “Huh,” Charlotte exclaimed. Then she laughed, “He must be on the sun deck,” she said. We made our way out the front door to the bulkhead passage that led to the sundeck. We walked up the few steps that allowed us to look over the wall. The port lights illumed the deck enough to see Gail and Duncan. He was lying naked on a recliner. Gail had a jacket thrown over her shoulders and was standing with her legs straddling the recliner, squatting over Duncan as she took his cock into her, then rose up then lowered herself again.

	 

	Though we couldn’t see his cock entering her, the movements told the story. Gail would lower herself, slide forward and back, then rise again. She would stop for a moment when sitting on his groin. Her both feet were still resting on either side of the recliner. We couldn’t see Duncan’s cock, and, other then Gail’s legs being exposed, she was covered from our view by the jacket.

	 

	Charlotte and I stood side by side watching then the chilly air prompted me to stand behind her both for warmth and to feel her behind. As we watched Gail and Duncan I placed my semi hard cock against her and began to touch and feel the cheeks of her behind, running my hand sideways through her cheeks and between her legs.

	 

	Gail started to make sounds as her humping forward became faster. I knew the sign as she placed her hands on both his arms and leaned a little forward to allow her to move faster. Suddenly she moaned, Ohhh… now, uhhh, ahhh, and placed her hands on his chest, leaning further forward, humping her hips in small thrusts. Her orgasm was short, less dramatic then usual. When she was finally spent she looked down at Duncan and spoke, something we could not hear, but which made him laugh. He lifted both hands and touched her breasts, but the movement was hidden from the jacket. They exchanged a few words which we again couldn’t hear except when Gail ended with “… I can’t.” and they both laughed.

	 

	We returned unnoticed to the living area to gather our clothes. As we were leaving Charlotte turned and stretched to kiss me. I meet her lips and placed my hand in the middle of her back. She opened her mouth and softly started to kiss and suck my lips and tongue in the most sensuous kiss I had ever experienced. Evidence of the effect of her kissing showed as my cock started a slow rise, all this just from a kiss. Before Charlotte stepped back Gail came into the living. “Hello, you’re still here,” she nonchalantly asked, then, because of the jacket she added, ‘It’s a bit chilly outside.” Charlotte said, “Hello Gail… I’m off now.” Then she turned back to me, “Thank you for a lovely time Rian.” She touched my cheek, walked to Gail and pressed her cheek to Gail’s cheek, “Sleep well you two.”

	 

	We must have looked a strange sight. Gail in the oversized mans jacket, both of us with our clothes in hand, I was still wearing my socks, as we walked through the boat corridors to our cabin.

	 

	I closed the cabin door and walked to the beside lamp. Gail was standing at the foot of the bed. Now, in the light, I was taken aback at her look. She was hardly disheveled considering what had gone on the last two hours. Her face was awash in that ‘just finished fucking’ look, her eyes a little puffy, she was staring at me with a comfortable smile. “Did you enjoy the show,” she asked. “Yes, what little I saw.” Her smile broadened, “You certainly seemed to be occupied with Charlotte.” I didn’t comment. “Did you make love to her?” Gail asked.

	 

	“I tried to fuck her”, I answered, “And she wouldn’t let me.”

	 

	“Yes,” Gail added, “She loves to play, doesn’t she.”

	 

	I was surprised at her comment and responded, “She certainly knows how.” Gail walked into the toilet and prepared for bed. Some ten minutes later she crawled into bed.

	 

	Gail moved close to me and placed her arm between my arm and body. “You tired?” I asked. “Mmmn,” was her response. A while later she said, “You didn’t mind, did you… I mean, Duncan,” she asked.

	 

	“No, I didn’t mind.” I answered, adding, “He really sapped you thoroughly, didn’t he.”

	 

	 

	Gail sounded “Mmmn, he did. I couldn’t continue.” After a pause, her voice an octave higher, “You know, he didn’t cum.” Her tone was questioning, then she questioned, “Ri?”

	 

	“Yes,” I answered.

	 

	 

	“He was so hard. It was like hot and… it was harder then anything I have ever felt.” He stayed that way the whole time.” She moved her face to rest on my shoulder. I must have cum two or three times.”

	 

	I pushed my arm beneath her to cuddle her to me. “Did you enjoy… I mean was it special?” I inquired, whispering to the top of her head.

	 

	She hesitated, then answered, “He was just very hard, that’s what felt so good. It seemed that the hardness made it less personal, and I was just concentrating on my orgasm.”

	 

	I added, “You were, you were humping him with abandon, when we watched you.”

	 

	Gail raised her head a few centimeters, “You were?

	 

	“Yes, we walked up to the sun deck.”

	 

	She just settled her head back on my shoulder and said nothing, then soon fell asleep.

	I lay thinking about the evening. Strangely enough, I felt no jealously, I didn’t mind her fucking Duncan. I would often feel jealous at the way a man would look at Gail, if he had shared her, but for some unknown reason this was not the case with Duncan. . In this instance I noted that not only hadn’t I felt jealous but that I felt comfortable knowing or not knowing her feelings. Was it because I had been with Charlotte or was I becoming more confident of my special place with Gail. Most probably it was because we were being honest with one another, her openness gave me confidence.

	 

	The next morning we rose late and walked to a small standup coffee bar for breakfast. We had doubles planned for the early afternoon and this evening we had the reception. When we came back from breakfast a car was beside the boat and Charlotte and Duncan were standing at the gangway. “Morning,” we all exchanged, the girls kissed one another’s cheek. Charlotte commented to Gail, “I’m off doing some last minute things for the menu tonight. I’d invite you but it’s truly a bore and, you have tennis.” If there is anything you need, ask Duncan, if he is here. Charles will be here mid day and can help too,” and she started down the gangplank. There was no hint of last night and obviously we were all comfortable

	 

	When we were in our cabin Gail mentioned, “I’m going to get Tamara this evening. She’ll stay for a while at the reception, and then I’ll take her home.” I made no comment as I walked into the dressing area on my side of the room, and retrieved the dress I had bought for Gail. “What are you wearing tonight?” I asked. Gail didn’t answer, probably because it was not a question I would normally ask.

	 

	Finally, “Why?” in a curious tone.

	 

	“How about wearing this I said, and I swept into the room with the dress trailing behind on a hanger.

	 

	“Ri,” she exclaimed, reaching for the dress and holding it away from herself then placing it against herself. “It’s beautiful… when did you get it?”

	 

	We played doubles with the pro and a young American girl from California. The girl, probably still a teen, looked like she had just left her bed, her boyish haircut uncombed, her manner sullen, like she was annoyed at being there. As the game progressed she loosened up toward Gail. I in turn played to her, and in spite of the pro working double hard, we won. I arranged to call the pro when we were back in town, and we left.

	 

	On the way back to the boat Gail said, “Why were you so mean toward that girl.” I replied, “I didn’t think that I was being mean. But, didn’t you find her depressing?” “Oh Ri, she was just a teenager, finding herself.” “Do you think she was Gay,” I asked. Gail nodded, “Yes,” then added, “Why? does that bother you.” I responded, “Not at all…how do you know? Gail just shrugged, “Who knows for sure, I just guessed she was.”

	 

	Charles, the Captain, was on the boat and greeted us when we returned. We headed straight for our cabin to shower. “Lets relax in bed a while this afternoon,” Gail said, her flirting smile and raised eyebrow suggesting a treat in store. We lay in bed under a sheet, completely naked and we chatted. “Tamara must really have some sway around here,” Gail said, a thought that popped from nowhere. “Everyone seems to know her. I think her husband had something to do with ladies fashion, in England.” I asked “Which husband?” Gail looked at me and. noting I was not being facetious, she answered, “Her first.”

	 

	“Why do you think she wanted us to stay with Charlotte and Duncan. “I thought about that,” Gail replied. Actually, I don’t believe there is any subterfuge on her part. She likes us, she knows, she senses, we like her and she wanted to help. “Charlotte and Duncan are like masters at sex,” I said. “Charlotte must have a Phd in hands.” Gail chuckled, “Yes, and Duncan must take steel pills to get that hard.”

	 

	“Was he harder then me.” I asked.

	 

	“Much…Ri, he was like stone, Gail said, sounding somewhat clinical.”

	 

	With my thoughts reeling, I asked, “Does that much harder make it better.”

	 

	Gail turned her head to face me, a soft smile emerging, “No not better, different, nice, the hardness makes you just want to.., to fuck,” she said, then commented, “You know, now that I think about it, Duncan and I never kissed.”

	 

	I stretched my arm to her side of the bed and rested my hand on her side. As we talked I softly touched her breast, circling her areola over and over, then touching her nipples with a feather light a touch. After some ten minutes Gail whispered in a somewhat raspy voice, “Suck me baby.” I moved to her side and slid down the bed, resting my mouth on her right breast. Gail’s arm curled around my neck, my soft cock rested over knee.

	 

	I kissed, and hefted, touched, and loved every part of her breast. I sucked out on her nipple loving the feel of it’s hardness. I pressed her nipple in with my tongue until it was buried in the softness of her breast. I was caught up in the abandon of loving her breast, just her breast. My cock hardened against her leg. Gail’s body was reacting to the attention, slowly raising her hips from time to time humping an imaginary cock. She finally took my head in both hands and pulled my face to hers, and we kissed, her mouth open wide begging me to extend my tongue to every corner. Then softly she narrowed her mouth until our tongues were touching. We kissed, for minutes, and by now my groin was bursting with need.

	 

	My body moved over her, my cock extended like an arrow, searching for her center. When my cock found the wetness of her pussy lips, I slid my right hand under the sheet and placed the head of my cock at her entrance, and without pretense or rubbing, I slid into the yielding wet heat of her pussy. Gail moved her hips upward to meet me, she too burning with need. We made love, slowly, lots of kissing, lots of, “…does that feel good baby.” We fell asleep in each other arms and awoke in the early evening.

	 

	“We had better get ready,” Gail said, adding, “Would you mind getting Tamara on your own? Gives me some extra time to get pretty for you.” I dressed in a blue suit, feeling certain it would pass even though some people would be in dinner jackets. As the reception was planned for eight thirty I started out for Tamara at seven forty five. I asked the taxi to wait and I went upstairs. Tamara was ready.

	 

	“Where is my Angel,” she asked. I smiled, “”My Angel, you mean?” I corrected. Tamara smiled, “Yes… that she is.” She had three tall glasses and a tray of hor’d oeuvre sitting near an unopened bottle of champagne. “You do the honors, Rian,” she said. I opened the bottle and we toasted. “I have to go downstairs and dismiss the taxi,” I said. Tamara looked at me sternly, “Oh my dear, we will be ready soon, he will wait. We are paying him,” and she looked at me over her glasses, “n’est-ce pas?” (Isn’t that so.)

	 

	Tamara walked up the gangway on my arm, and Charlotte and Duncan immediately rushed to her and took charge. They walked into the living and commandeered the best chair for Tamara. It seemed that most of the people in the room knew her, and they took turns greeting her. This most proper elderly lady, that seemed not so proper underneath it all, never failed to amaze me.

	 

	The men for whom the reception was being held, were standing in a group on the back deck. Duncan introduced me to Ian and Charles, then asked Ian to introduce me to the others.

	 

	I stepped from the rear deck into the living area for a drink. Charles was beside me. I was still standing by the drinks table when the port side door opened and Gail stepped inside. I would have sworn there was thunder and lightening, had it not been for the silence. Gail looked absolutely radiant. Every man, and woman that saw her enter, stared. The dress I had bought her was a sheer soft blue and flowery print material. It was three layers of the same material one atop the other. The sheerness of the layers suggested it was see-through, though it was not. Gail had pulled her hair on the top of her head and her bare neck looked long and elegant. The dress length was perfect for me, maybe a bit shorter then what Gail usually wore. It showed her flawless legs to perfection.

	 

	She walked straight toward me, looking at me as she moved through the guests. When she was directly in front of me she whispered, “You like it, Ri?”

	 

	I took her hand, and leaned a fraction forward. “You look enchanting, my love.”

	 

	“Thank you,” she replied, “You sure it’s not too showy?”

	 

	“I’m sure,” I said, then I turned to my left and said, “Charles, let me introduce my wife, Gail.” She offered her hand and a smile, and I know it melted his heart.

	 

	I placed my hand on Gail’s waist and nudged her to turn, “There’s Tamara,” I said. Tamara was looking our way. Gail turned and spoke so quietly that I’m sure only I heard, “Oh, how beautiful she looks,” and she almost lunged toward Tamara’s chair.

	 

	I had noticed Gail’s makeup was different. There was white color above her eyes and her lips were a very cheery bright red. Her toes were showing through the front of her shoes and her toes nails were the same color as her lips. Gail, Charlotte, and another woman were the only ones with short dresses. The others, including Tamara, wore long dresses, gowns. Later Gail informed me that she and Charlotte had agreed to wear short dresses.

	 

	Twenty people sat at a table that had been extended into the living area. There were seven ladies. Gail and a lovely French lady were probably the youngest. Waiters from the caterers were formally attired, and they served course after course of wonderful food. They served a Romanian dish in honor of a guest which relaxed him enough to alter what had been a rather dour look. The dinner was a treat, wine flowed freely, and two hours later a small band came on board and set up instruments.

	 

	Most rose from the table and started moving about. Tamara sat between Gail and myself, and Charlotte was to my left. We stayed at the table with Charles, who had been sitting beside Gail, and we chatted. At about eleven, more couples started to come on board and for the rest of the night they poured on and off the boat.

	 

	Some twenty minutes after dinner Tamara told Gail she would like to leave. Gail informed me, and I found Charles, the Captain, and asked if he could call a taxi. Some ten minutes later Tamara said goodnight to a few people and the three of us made our way down the gangway to the taxi.

	 

	We rode up with Tamara to her apartment and I sat in the living, looking toward the sea, while Gail and Tamara disappeared into the back room. A few minutes later Gail reappeared with a small box in hand, and we said goodnight and taxi’d back to the boat. “What’s in the box,” I asked. “She wanted me to wear this jewelry tomorrow night, Gail said. It’s a bracelet.”

	 

	When we arrived at the boat there was a taxi in front of us dislodging quests. We started toward the gangway and two men walking from our left, slowed down, allowing us to go first. “Bon nuit, Miss Gail,” one of them said.

	 

	Gail turned to look behind her and stared for a moment then smiled in recognition, “Good evening Maurice.” The other gentleman raised his right hand in recognition, and Gail said, “Good evening Neal.”

	 

	We proceeded up the gangway onto the back deck teeming with people. We laced our way through the crowd and went directly to our cabin, to drop off the jewelry. I opened the box, and was shocked. This was no ordinary piece of jewelry, it was full of diamonds and sapphires. “Gail,” I said. This is a valuable piece. “I know,” she said, “Tamara told me. She insisted I wear it tomorrow.” I wondered out loud, “I hope it’s insured.” “Oh yes, Gail said, “It’s insured, Tamara told me it’s insured.”

	 

	We were freshening up in the bathroom at the same time. “Who is Maurice,” I asked. Gail didn’t look up, “He lives on the next boat,” she nonchalantly responded. I paused to digest, “How do you know him,?” Gail turned to look at me, “Charlotte introduced him.” Then she smiled, “You jealous?” “Yes I answered. Of him and anyone else…” She was beside me now. “I love the dress Ri, it’s lovely, it makes me feel like doing mischief.”

	 

	I persisted, “Where did she introduce you… when?” She realized I wouldn’t let her change the conversation so she answered, “When we returned from the Spa, we stopped in and had a drink. They live on the next boat” Interesting I thought, then queried, “Why didn’t you mention it?” She responded immediately, and convincingly, “Oh, we were just there briefly, I didn’t think about it again.” I broke of what probably seemed like an inquisition to her, and I believed her last comment.

	 

	I sat on the edge of the bathtub watching Gail in front of the mirror . She was almost finished now, and looked even more exciting then when she had walked into the living area earlier this evening. Her makeup was more pronounced, a bit more color around her eyes and lines around her lips. She sensed my studying her, and said, “I love the dress Ri… though I’d probably never have bought it.”

	 

	I smiled, “It looks perfect on you, I think it’s sexy. Why wouldn’t you have bought it?”

	 

	“Isn’t it too sexy? She responded, “I know you can’t see through it, but it looks like you can.”

	 

	“That’s why I bought it,” I commented, and I started toward the cabin and brushed my hand across her behind as I passed.

	 

	When we reached the deck I led Gail around to the rear of the boat and we entered the living area from the rear deck. The bar was in the corner near the doors and we took drinks and stood at the end of the bar talking. The lighting on the dance floor was very subdued, we watched the dancers near us, in the light of the bar.

	 

	As a popular romantic Italian song began, I placed our drinks on the end of the bar and danced with Gail. She molded herself to me, her cheek resting on my shoulder, and we moved to the romantic sounds of Italian words we barely understood. I loved the smell of her hair, and I pressured the top of her behind with my right hand, urging her closer. As the song ended Charlotte came to us and whispered in Gail’s ear. They both turned and looked across the darkened room, and Gail said, “Yes, I’d be glad to.” With that Gail started across the room and Charlotte offered me her outstretched arms, inviting me to dance.

	 

	“I’ve asked your wife to ask one of Duncan’s friends to dance,” Charlotte informed, as we started to dance. As she spoke her upper body leant away, but her groin was glued to me. “Do you mind?” I didn’t answer, too concentrated on pushing myself against her soft body. “I think he is tired of dancing with me. We don’t have enough ladies here tonight.”

	 

	During the next while I danced with other guests, as well as with Gail. A very striking lady from Denmark danced with me a few times. She was taller then me, easily over six feet in her high heel shoes, and I had to look up to her when we spoke. Her husband stood at the bar watching her each time we danced. When I danced with Gail she chided me on my interest in the “tall girl.”

	 

	Charlotte stood with me at the bar for a moment. I asked her to dance again. As we started to move to the floor we passed a guest Tamara had invited. Charlotte stopped and exchanged some words in French. She was insisting that he dance with us, and we wound up moving across the floor with his arms on her hips, dancing to her back. Then Charlotte spun around and I was now pressing against her behind, my hand resting well around her waist. The French gentleman and I even exchanged a smile or two during the dance. I was so close to his face that I thought…don’t mistakenly kiss him, and I laughed to myself. This went on for some minutes, and I noticed that others were doing the same thing.

	 

	At one point I had not seen Gail for a while and I craned to look around the living area and then the deck. I found Gail in a dark corner dancing between the two men we had seen on the dock when we returned. They were barley moving and Gail was pressed between them, her face turned away from my direction.

	 

	I lost interest in dancing and situated myself where I could watch Gail. I didn’t understand her sudden interest in these men but, I assured myself, it’s a party, relax.

	 

	A man with a goatee stood beside me for a few minutes. I recalled his tall wife had pointed him out earlier and I introduced myself. Hs wife waked up to us with two drinks in hand, and passed one to him. We spoke for a few minutes and he left and I continued the conversation with his wife. We danced again while waiting for his return, and I learned they were from Iceland, and their friend, one of Duncan’s guests, had invited them. I lost sight of Gail while we were dancing.

	 

	When the dance was over we walked the few feet to where we had been standing and Gail was waiting. Without allowing an introduction she opened her arms and swept me back to dancing. I was happy to be holding her and we swayed through the song without speaking. Finally I said, “Enjoying?” I felt her nodding her head.

	 

	Partly into the second song Gail stretched her head toward my ear, “Ri, I want to try something,” she said, She sounded tentative, hesitated, then continued, “Maurice and Neal have invited me over to their boat, for a drink.” At first I was slow to understand, “Why…” I asked, then, because of her having said “…try something” it began to sink in. “To be with them?” I whispered, actually unbelieving.

	 

	She waited a long time before she nodded and said, “Yes.”

	 

	Again a long pause while my mind tried to absorb the implications, “Both together?” I asked. Gail nodded again. It must have been thirty seconds before I continued. “How can you think of doing that,” I whispered in a quick annoyed tone. She was standing still now, close beside me, holding my arm, watching my face. I spoke quietly rambling in rapid succession, “How can you even consider that? Is going there safe, are they safe?”

	 

	Gail regarded me patiently, then said, “Ri, haven’t I often told you that you have a singular gift for spoiling all my joy, with your common sense?” I was relieved thinking she had relented, and started to respond with, “You know…,” but she smiled and hushed me with a finger to her lips sounding, “Shhh.”

	 

	Was she was teasing me? I also thought her speech was slightly slurred. She continued, “You’re right to worry, but I know they are safe.”

	 

	I immediately leaned in and hissed in her ear, “How can you know?” I could tell Gail was weighing her answer.

	 

	Finally, she responded while looking straight into my chest, “Because Charlotte told me,” she answered, then she looked up into my eyes. Again it took me a while to respond. All the while Gail was searching my face for signs, still smiling, but it was not a happy smile.

	 

	“Are you saying that Charlotte … knows them?” I questioned in a throaty whisper. Gail nodded. “You mean she actually is fucking them?” I crudely asked.

	 

	Again she nodded, “I think so,” she said, so softly that I strained to hear. Then, for whatever reason I foolishly asked. “Does Duncan know?” Gail looked at me wondering why the question, then she shrugged her shoulders in a gesture of, who knows.

	 

	She leaned closer and turned sideways to speak to my ear. “Ri, it’s something you first brought up,” she emphasized the word you. “We’ve talked about it, haven’t we? You said you’d love to try. I think I’d like to try now.” She paused to let it all sink in. “If it happens I’ll tell you all about it,” Gail leaned into me when she said, “all about it.” Now she was enticing me as well.

	 

	My thoughts were a whirlwind. She was right, we had spoken about it. I responded to her barrage of words, “We spoke about you and I, and someone else. Not about you, without me.”

	 

	Gail placed her hand on my elbow, “Come on Ri, I told you I couldn’t… not with you there.” She looked in my eyes, “Once I try it… if it’s… well, we can talk about it first, then I promise I’ll try with you.” I looked at her as calmly as possible under the circumstance. The thought of her going over there was causing my stomach to churn, and simultaneously, the idea was exciting.

	“Tell me,” I asked. “Did this start when you stopped by yesterday.”

	 

	Gail looked directly at me. “No, it’s something I just decided this evening.”

	 

	“Tell me the truth, did anything… anything at all happen yesterday? My gaze was fixed on Gail and I think she somehow felt compelled to answer honestly.

	 

	“Nothing…really.” Then she added, “He kissed me, that’s all.”

	 

	There flipped my stomach again. “Was there touching,” I asked.

	 

	“A little, very little,” she said. Then Gail insisted, “Ri, it has nothing to do with now.”

	 

	 

	“Oh Gail,” I almost moaned, “Now I wish you hadn’t told me.” My mind was in turmoil, not to mention my conflicting feelings. “You’ve made up your mind,” I said, unfairly placing the responsibility on her. My throat was dry as I whispered toward her ear, “Fine. But you have to agree to be back within an hour.”

	 

	Gail looked at me, her eyes took on a haze but her face brightened. “I’ll be back before an hour… I love you Ri,” and she wrapped her arms around me and pressed her cheek affectionately against my arm.

	 

	I pondered over her words. I was bothered about their earlier meeting, and anguishing over her going again. I wished she had just gone without asking. I guess that sometimes a lie can be sweeter then the truth. And her promise gave me no pleasure, rather I was filled with melancholy as we stood side by side near the crowded dance area, waiting for the moment she would leave.

	 

	 

	Then she abruptly walked away, heading toward the food and drink table. She took an already poured glass of champagne, and walked to the front of the living. Maurice and his boat mate Neal were standing close to the door that lead to the starboard deck. I moved toward the rear deck and stepped outside of the living, keeping Gail in sight through the window. I could see them and the gangway near where they stood

	 

	They continued to speak, laughing at one point, with Neal joining in. Then Maurice walked to the door, and opened it. Gail waited a moment or two then she walked to the door, and in the darkness of the doorway he laid his hand on her thigh and they exchanged some words. He left and I watched him descend the gangway.

	 

	Gail was just a minute or two behind. She moved with the constant entrance and exit of guests. A second before she stepped on the gangway she looked back toward the living area, to where I had been previously standing, then she disappeared. Neal walked to the rear deck and was speaking with another lady. For a moment I thought she was leaving with him, but he left alone.

	 

	When she left I was frozen in place for five minutes, maybe longer. I had looked at my watch, it was ten minutes before midnight. Though I tried to recall what she had said when she asked to go, I couldn’t remember. My thoughts were reeling from jealousy, to anger, to excitement.

	 

	I walked into the living and Charlotte stopped me. “Duncan gave up, retired,” she said, “Where is Gail?”

	 

	“She just went down,” I answered, “She’ll be back.”

	 

	Charlotte asked, “Care to dance,” her arms extended. I simply took her arms and danced her the few steps to the area where people were crowded around the small group that was entertaining. At the moment they were on break and we were dancing to recorded music. Charlotte snuggled up to me, pressing her breast firmly against me. It felt good holding her.

	 

	After the dance she took me by the hand and led me out of the living to the bulkhead passage where we had stood watching Gail and Duncan. When we were in the center of the boat, looking forward from the bulkhead, she stopped. The sundeck was full of couples in the semi darkness. Charlotte turned to face me. “Are you enjoying the party.” “Very much,” I answered.

	 

	Charlotte reached her arms around my neck and stretched to kiss me. Our lips met, I was surprised at how soft her lips felt. Her mouth opened and closed, sought then withdrew,

	 

	while her tongue searched. She softly sucked my tongue first in my mouth then drawn into hers. I was overcome, I had never been kissed like this before. She spoke into my mouth, “Touch me,” she mumbled. For me, a kiss usually felt earth shattering when it was someone I loved, or in great passion. Neither was the case at the moment but the kiss was so sensual as to cause me to reel. I touched her breasts momentarily then moved my hand between her legs. I rubbed her mound and pushed my hardness against her. She reached down and lifted her dress, and I ran my fingers beneath her panties. I played with her wetness, flicked across her clit and humped her leg.

	 

	We must have been petting for five or ten minutes when Charlotte moved her mouth away. “Rian dear, you are a delight, but we had better stop. Now is not the time, and Gail will be looking for you. She was right. Now was not the time. We separated, Charlotte righted her dress and we made our way back into the living.

	 

	I walked to the side door that led to the starboard deck where Gail had passed some while ago. I leaned over the edge and looked down. People were still coming and going, some standing on the dock chatting. There were two taxi’s waiting. I looked over toward the next boat which was mostly in darkness. I looked out at the city lights and thought, how easy it is to be smitten with Cannes at night. You begin to love the parties, the beautifully dressed people, the whispering women. You slide into using the day to prepare for the night and begin caring more for the darkness. We did that today.

	 

	My gnashing of teeth was soon over. I was leaning on the railing as Gail stepped from the rear gangway of the other boat, and started walking in our direction. Just before the gangway she looked down at her dress, touched her hair, and started up toward the deck. I looked at my watch, she’d been gone forty five minutes. I moved down the small starboard corridor and was just a few feet away when she stepped on board. A few people noticed her but with no more interest than they noticed everyone else. What I noticed was that she was still the most attractive woman on board.

	 

	I reached for her hand and she grasped it, all the while staring at my face. I was working hard at trying to look expressionless. She looked fatigued but in a strangely nice way. Her cheeks still looked flush and I noticed that she was a little red around the mouth and chin. As we walked into the living I moved toward the darkened rear dance area. We wove between a few dancing couples then I turned to dance with her. As much as I wished that I didn’t care, I did, I was thrilled to be holding her. She lay her face on my shoulder and pressed into me as we danced but hardly moved.

	 

	Who knows how long we danced before I spoke first. “Was it what you expected?” After a long silence, “No,” she barely whispered. I pulled my head back to look at her, afraid she had been hurt. She looked up though she couldn’t see me clearly in the darkness, “It was unbelievable, Ri,” she barely whispered. I could feel the tension in her arms. Her voice had sounded guarded, a little afraid I thought.

	 

	We had danced to the edge of the bar where there was some light. “You came back quickly,” I said.

	 

	“Yes, I told them that you would miss me,” again raising her head to look at me.

	 

	I asked, “Do you want to talk about it?”

	 

	She looked me in the eyes, a slight smile this time, “Do you want to hear about it?”

	 

	I thought for a moment, “Yes and no,” I replied, trying to hide my interest, “Maybe later.” Her smile vanished in disappointment, but she didn’t press me.

	 

	After a few minutes of half hearted dancing Gail asked, “Are you playing tomorrow?”

	 

	 

	I nodded yes without thinking, afterwards remembering I was not booked. But I didn’t correct myself, my mind was racing

	 

	“Maybe we should call it a night,” she asked rather then stated. She twisted sideways to start to leave. I held on until she said, “You’re hurting me,” and looked at me quizzically.

	 

	Without realizing it, I was squeezing her so hard that I had hurt her. “I’m so sorry,” I said, feeling ashamed. She looked at me questioningly, then relaxed and smiled.

	 

	“Should we go now,” she repeated.

	 

	“Lets dance a bit more, I answered.

	 

	She responded with an urgency, “Ri…,” and after a long pause, “I had to put paper between my legs. I’m dripping from… from everywhere.” I felt my cock twitch and harden just from her words. I placed my hand in the bend of her back and guided her from the dance area.

	 

	Once in the cabin Gail went straight to the toilet. I gave her a few minutes and when I heard the shower, I went in to brush my teeth, and then climbed into bed. When Gail slide into bed she came to rest on her back, her arm stretched out to me, her hand resting on my upper thigh. After minutes Gail whispered, “You want me to tell you about it, Ri?” I placed my hand over hers, just holding it. “Do you want to hear what happened,” she again whispered.

	 

	I paused a long moment, “Yes, but not now,” I lied, “I’m exhausted.” I turned to lie on my stomach, dislodging her hand, and before I settled, I slipped my ready to burst cock in a position that allowed me to lay comfortably. Then, to give her a guilt trip I added, “I’m emotionally drained.”

	 

	As had become usual, the next morning I rose early and went to the bakery and fromagerie for fresh bread and cheese. As I was stepping on the gangway to leave, the Captain said, “bon jour.” He had slept on board and was leaving at the same time. We spoke and he commented that he would return in the early evening and ready for tonight’s party and, the planned trip. “Mr. Duncan hasn’t been this busy since I have been Captain,” he said.

	 

	“I hope it’s not an annoyance, I said.

	 

	“Oh no sir, the opposite. It is my pleasure to see the activity.” Where are we sailing tonight,” I asked. “I understand Sardinia,” he said, then he questioned of me, “No?” I didn’t know what Duncan’s final plans were, so I didn’t answer.

	 

	I returned to the boat with my treasure of fresh cheese and bread and went straight to our cabin. Gail was moving about the room, still in her night shirt, and the Krupp coffee maker had filled the room with the smell of freshly brewing coffee. We sat at the small round table in the corner and had breakfast. She looked beautiful this morning, no makeup, her hair just brushed back. I told her so and she responded with a weak smile. “You’re upset about last night, aren’t you,” she asked. I smiled, gesturing with my head from side to side as if to say. A little yes, a little no. “I’ll get over it,” I said. She nodded, understanding, then added, “I’d like to tell you about it when you’ll listen.”

	 

	I had no time today. My plans were to call Francoise this morning. Gail thought I had tennis planned so when I left I took my gear, wearing my tennis shoes, planning to say they had not booked me. Again, just before the gangway I heard, “Bon jour, Rian,” and I turned to see Charlotte heading my way. “I saw you returning with the bread under your arm,” she said, “You look so French,” she laughed. We walked down the gangway and toward the port parking. “Did you enjoy last night,” she asked.

	 

	“Yes, thank you ,” I said, then continued playfully, “Want to know what made the most lasting impression?” Charlotte smiled, with an impishness that made her seem more modest then she was.

	 

	“Yes,” she said, “Since I enjoyed that the most as well.” Charlotte added, “Did Gail enjoy?”

	 

	I wondered if she knew that Gail left last night. “Yes, I think she did. I know she did.” Charlotte was wearing flowery pants that were tapered at the bottom and reached halfway between her knee and ankle. The pants were just loose enough to allow her behind to move sensuously. As we passed boats and people, most men turned to look at her. She continued, “Tonight will be less people, more fun. Last night was for Duncan’s visitors. Tonight is for us.”

	 

	“Did Duncan’s guests enjoy… I didn’t see them leave,” I commented.

	 

	Charlotte responded flippantly,” Oh, I bet they enjoyed. They all discovered their virility.” I didn’t understand the comment or the tone, and I looked at her questioningly. Charlotte added, “Duncan doesn’t approve of blatantly organizing sex for his guests, so he arranges meetings,” she, emphasized the word meetings, and she raised her eyebrow as if questioning whether I understood.

	 

	It took me some moments to digest the meaning then I exclaimed, “You mean some guests were…,” Charlotte didn’t let me finish. “Yes,” she nodded, “Remember our friend from Romania, and the young couple he was with toward the end of the evening.” I nodded in recollection, Charlotte continued, “Well, he thinks that her husband left in anger, because she couldn’t resist flirting with him when they danced.”

	 

	I gasped, asking, “Really?” She nodded, “Duncan won’t arrange a prostitute. He prefers a mind shattering encounter they will remember forever.” Charlotte was looking over her sunglasses at me, acknowledging that she had just shared a secret. I smiled, we were at the taxi stand, she waved, “Ciao Rian,” and she walked toward her taxi. I turned and continued toward the parking area.

	 

	I called Francoise from the call-cabin in the Carlton Hotel, and informed her that I could not fix a day until we returned from the trip. We made tentative plans to meet in a week. After coffee at a standup café, I felt silly walking around the city with my tennis gear just to waste time. First I thought I would head to the tennis courts, but I returned to the boat. Music was softly playing through the sound system as I headed to our cabin. Gail was not there, and I assumed she was on the sun deck. I put on my swim suite and started toward the upper deck.

	 

	I walked up the stairs of the bulkhead passage and I was on the next to last step when I was able to see over the bulkhead. Gail was there all right. About mid way on the sun deck Gail was sitting on a sun chair between Duncan’s legs. He was reclined with his feet on the deck on either side of the recliner. Gail was facing him, sitting on her bent legs, her knees wide apart and close to his thighs. She was wearing her swim suit top, but no bottom, and Duncan was staring between her legs as she stroked his cock. They were calmly talking, though I couldn’t hear, the music just loud enough to overpower their voice.

	 

	The high canvas fencing around the sundeck protected them from view, but not if someone came on board and walked to the bulkhead. I stopped and watched. He was facing the sea, and Gail the starboard side. If she looked up slightly to her right she would see me. I stared for a few moments shocked more by the nonchalance then the deed. Strangely enough I also noted that I felt no jealously. Maybe the fact that I lusted after his wife made this encounter a none-issue in my mind. Gail rose and placed her feet on the deck, on both sides of the recliner. She said something, and Duncan placed his legs on the recliner. Gail unceremoniously moved forward, still holding his long curved cock. Duncan stretched his arm and spent a moment touching Gail’s pussy with the back of his fingers.

	 

	Gail’s torso was above his cock now, her head bent, looking between her legs as she started rubbing his cock against herself. When he was centered she started pressing down, watching him disappear into her. I couldn’t see him sliding into her, but I watched her legs sink lower and I knew how deep she was taking him. Her head went back, her eyes closed and she started riding him slowly. Her strong legs would tense as she rose, lingering a few seconds before her body weight carried her down, his cock disappearing deep in her belly. At first she would lower herself part way and stop, maybe adjusting to his length, then take the rest of his cock. After a few thrusts she would rise, then lower herself in one slow smooth motion.

	 

	I observed them for a good few minutes. It was as if I were watching another person, I didn’t feel betrayed, or even jealous. Gail finally started to quicken her movement, her hands clutching her breasts. Her swimsuit top was askew, one breast still partially covered. Duncan would alternate between lifting his head to look at his cock enter her, then he would lay his head back, eyes closed, his only effort that of pressing his groin upward to present his curved hardness.

	 

	I watched Gail have her orgasm, heard her long throaty groan, as she rested her hands on his chest, allowing the last few jolts of pleasure to course through her body. He was completely embedded in her now. Gail lowered herself to his chest and rested her face on his shoulder. He stayed inside her, and it looked like they were speaking, though I could not hear. I turned and walked back to our cabin.

	 

	Gail walked through the cabin door five or ten minutes later. “Ri,” she exclaimed, surprised to see me. “Didn’t you get a game?” she called. I was in the attached room at my computer. I rose and walked into the bedroom. “No game,” I said, “I guess there was a misunderstanding.” Looking at Gail I asked, “You okay?” She didn’t answer, but I’m sure she wondered if there was something in her presence that hinted of ‘I’ve been fucking.’ “Moment,” she said, and she walked into the bathroom. She came out after using the WC and primping. “How long have you been back?” She asked.

	 

	“Just arrived,” I answered, “I’m picking up my emails. Then I thought I would sun.” Then I asked, “Have you been on the sun deck with Charlotte?”

	 

	Her simple reply was, “Thought I’d get some sun for a while.”

	 

	Gail continued, “We’re sailing tonight. I thought it would be nice if we took Tamara to lunch. What do you think?”

	 

	I answered, “Fine… that sounds fine,” and added, “She’s like a walking history lesson,”

	 

	 

	Gail humphed a laugh. “More like an historic expose.”

	 

	She walked up to me, squeezing herself between my arms and pressing her face against my shoulder asked, “Can we talk about last night.” I responded, “If you’d like,” trying to sound as uninterested as possible. “I’d like… but I’d like you to want me to tell you, to ask questions.” I stepped back from her and walked to the bed. I took the two pillows from beneath the bedspread and piled one atop the other, and lay on the bed. I patted the bed beside me and Gail happily climbed on the bed and crawled beside me, nestling her head on my chest.

	 

	“So tell me now…” I said. Gail looked up, sternly, I knew she preferred I ask questions. I smiled. “Okay, okay,” I said, “I’ll ask questions, Were you nervous when you left me?”

	 

	She responded directly, “No, I was so excited… I didn’t have room for anything else.”

	 

	I continued, questioning, “What made them imagine that they could suggest something like that.”

	 

	Now Gail pondered her response and began relaying the events. “When we were returning from the spa Charlotte suggested that we stop there. In retrospect I think that she had planned it with them. They greeted us, had fresh orange juice squeezed, she flirted a lot with both of them. About ten minutes into the visit she left the living area with Neal. Maurice walked from the bar and sat beside me on the couch. “Do you know what they are doing?” he inquired. “No,” I replied, expecting the worst. He continued, “May I tell you something personal,” he asked. I didn’t answer, and he sensed I was uncomfortable. He moved away, more like leaned away, but he continued. “We saw you once or twice around the dock getting on and off the boat. We both find you enchanting.” Gail expressed how she felt when he said that, “I know I blushed,” she said, “And he laughed.”

	 

	Gail continued explaining the scenario, “He retreated from pursuing me, and became more charming. At one point he touched my lips, and I didn’t move away. He said that he and Neal jokingly argued over and over about who wanted me more. He said that in order to remain friends, they would share me. I just laughed. When Charlotte returned she stood behind the bar with Neal while we all spoke for a few minutes. When we were ready to leave I rose and walked to the sliding door. Charlotte was still behind the bar and she leaned in to kiss Neal. Maurice was beside me and did the same. I didn’t stop him. While he kissed me he placed his hand on my behind and squeezed me softly. I allowed that too.”

	I had my arms around Gail’s upper body and she continued explaining talking into my neck. She went on, “When we were dancing last night he asked if I had ever been with two lovers. I said no. He said that he and Neal would like to volunteer. That’s how it began. I started thinking about it, then entertaining the idea. At one point I think he sensed that I was entertaining the idea and he suggested, “You should try, you’ll never find two men that feel more passionately about you.”

	 

	Gail was unwinding. “It was really something Ri. Not as fulfilling as you and I… but it was exciting. It was like I was detached, no lover emotions, no concern about what they felt. I was just immersed in my feelings, many at one time. It was only about sex, as pure a sex as I have had.”

	 

	“How did it start,” I asked. “When I walked in Maurice was alone. He took my hand, led me away from the sliding entry, then turned and kissed me, she stopped. “Was he touching you, I asked. “Yes, his hands where everywhere,” she answered. “Did he undress you?” “No,” Gail replied, and continued. I was kissing and touching Maurice for some time when Neal came behind me and started kissing my neck, touching my thighs, my legs. I felt him raise my dress, I heard him sigh as he started to touch my bottom.”

	 

	Gail continued, “Maurice wanted me to go to his bed, I said no, that I had very little time. I was still kissing Maurice, he had a hand on my breast and the other between my legs.

	 

	“And you, how did you feel,” I asked. “Ri, I was so excited, when Neal’s hands started kneading my behind that I thought I would orgasm.”

	 

	Neal started kissing my thighs at the bottom of my cheeks, It was amazing. He squeezed and touched, first gently then roughly. He pulled my panties down and I stepped out of them. He spread my cheeks and started kissing me in the back, right on my hole. He just loved it. It was amazing, his kisses, his hands, his tongue. By the time he pushed his fingers inside I was panting.

	 

	“Didn’t you take your dress off ,” I asked.

	 

	“Not the first time,” Gail answered. “Maurice had taken his pants off. I had his cock in my hand and was rubbing it against me. Then Neal took his finger from my behind and I felt his cock rubbing my behind. He was sliding it through my cheeks, stopping each time to poke and push near... at the hole. He must have wet his cock because he started pushing into my behind. He was gentle, it didn’t hurt. Slowly he inched in. I was rubbing Maurice’s cock against my clit but I was only feeling Neal in my behind. Ri, he had it all in me in seconds.”

	 

	I was hard now and Gail was touching my cock. I moved her away from me and said, “Move over for me baby, I want to be in you.” Gail moved onto her back and softly placed my raging cock at her entrance, and I buried myself into her. I could feel that she had just been making love. “Keep telling me about it,” I said.

	 

	“Maurice wanted to be in me. He kept pressing forward trying to find a position. I was leaning slightly forward, keeping Neal in me. I lifted my left leg and wrapped it around his thigh and he found my pussy. I was trembling, he was sliding into me, Neal was moving, but never sliding himself out of my behind. When Maurice was finally in me I could feel their cocks touching inside me. I started to tremble Ri. My whole body was shaking. They were holding me up. I felt my orgasm begin, bolts of sensation shooting through my body, again and again. I know I must have made noise. I don’t even remember when it ended. Next thing I knew Maurice was kissing me, and I was sucking and kissing back.” I sensed that Gail was trying to be graphic, using words she rarely spoke. She was blushing with shame, her neck red and blotchy in places.

	 

	I moved slowly watching her face as she spoke. Her hands were on either side of my waist, her legs spread wide and slightly bent. Her eyes were closed. As intent as she was on feeling me move in her, so was she equally intent on relaying her feelings about last night. At that very moment I felt lovingly toward her. I saw the slight curve of her eyebrows, her almost always smiling face, and I reminded myself of how naïve she was in accepting that people were usually good intentioned. Even me.

	 

	Gail’s words continued to paint last nights scene. “We moved a few steps from the wall to the couch. Neal was holding my dress around my waist. Maurice placed the couch cushions on the floor and lay down. No words were spoken, I knew what they wanted. I squatted over Maurice and guided his cock into me. I remember thinking that I hadn’t noticed before that he was not circumcised. He was anxious to cum and I was anxious to make him cum. Then Neal was behind me. I lay forward and I gave him entrance again.” Now Gail opened her eyes. “Ri, it was so…crude. It was vulgar. We were all fucking, just to cum. I think I moved in two directions at once, feeling him in my behind, feeling their cocks rubbing, It was so hot. We were on the floor less then five minutes when we all started to erupt. First it was Neal, I pushed back to feel him cumming. Then Maurice groaned and that set me off as well. It was pure sex.”

	 

	Gail was quiet now. She looked at me questioningly. She could see that my eyes had softened. “You cum in me now, please baby,” she said. I continued to move slowly. Any more friction and I would have cum. “Did they plan another visit,” I asked. “No,” Gail said. When I came out of the bathroom they both kissed me, thanked me, and we said goodnight.

	 

	No more questions I thought. I wanted to love my wife now. Gail sensed my need and rose to meet my thrusts. When I had to calm myself she lay patiently, not moving, waiting for my passion to subside. When Gail lifted her eyes to look at me I saw the affection to which I had become accustomed. I didn’t try to arouse her, I knew where she had just been. It wasn’t long for me. As I started to moan my pleasure Gail placed her knees against my hips, her feet were pressing against the back of my leg “Cum in me baby, cum for me Ri.”

	 

	I awoke feeling chilled. Gail was still lying on my chest, sleeping. I pulled the bedspread from her side to partially cover her then started to cover myself. The movement woke her up. “What time is it,” she asked. We had only been in the cabin for an hour but it was time to get ready to pick up Tamara.

	 

	We showered again and started dressing. Gail was only in panties, leaning forward toward the mirror putting on her makeup. I touched her behind. She looked at me through the mirror. I smiled, asking, “What’s happening with Duncan.?” She started to laugh.

	 

	“What’s so funny?” I inquired. She responded, “If you mean sex wise, it’s strange. I love the way he feels, he’s so very hard, almost unreal. But it’s like being with a living dildo. He doesn’t cum.”

	 

	“You mean at all?” I asked.

	 

	She turned from the mirror to look at me, “Yes, he doesn’t cum at all.”

	 

	I continued, “What does he say?” “Nothing about that, what little he says is how good it feels, how I look, he wants to … screw every day.” I asked Gail, “Did he say that?” “Yes,” she replied, then turning to look at me questioningly, she added, “I’m thinking of taking him up,” and she gave me a teasing look.

	 

	I interjected, “You’ve been feeling active these days, haven’t you?”

	 

	“Yes, I have,” she admitted, “since the moment we landed.” I was sitting on the bed watching her, she turned and we both smiled.

	 

	I watched her get ready, my head reeling with conflicting thoughts. Here was a woman with whom I had lived for many years. Every morning she awoke in a cheerful mood. Our bad moments were few, compared to the cheer and friendship we shared through the years. So, what’s the big deal I reasoned, just here a few days, already a few lovers… no, I was her lover, the others were strangers she had fucked. Rest easy Rian, I thought.

	 

	All day cars and trucks pulled alongside the boat. They delivered instruments with speakers for the party, and cases of food, and sacks of vegetables, for the sailing. We lazed around most of the day but in the early evening we walked to our car and drove to the tennis courts to watch the players.

	 

	 

	When we returned to the boat it was only six thirty however, a good few people were milling about the deck. Charlotte greeted us as we stepped on board, “I called you,” she stated, then continued without waiting for our answer. “I want to introduce you to the people who will be sailing with us.”

	 

	Since we were leaving after the party, Charlotte had the on board guests arrive early. Everyone had already been to their cabins, and unpacked. We made the rounds meeting our new neighbors. They treated us as if we were permanently on the boat. All of them seemed to know about us.

	 

	There was young very attractive couple from Naples, Italy. The man was tall, thin, and could easily have been a movie star. His wife, with whom we later became quite friendly, was an archeologist, and we spent many fascinating hours listening to her talk about Roman and Greek history.

	 

	An Austrian couple, I guessed to be in their early forties, had the portside cabin next to ours. His plump wife had a cheery smile, and he was obviously fit, and he tried to show it, shaking hands with him was a painful experience. Later in the trip we came to know him. He was so correct, that we joked about it with him. Things like, “where’s your tie,” when he was wearing a swimsuit. I was impressed that they were able to live their passion, by living in the magnificent ski village of Lech.

	 

	A tall lanky talkative Englishman married to a lovely lady from Venezuela named Evita,… yes Evita. They were with their two children, their daughter, a student in Aix en Provence, and their teenage son, a student in a British Military School. We didn’t meet their children until later in the evening. The man was an underwriter, and he was the insurer of Duncan’s the boat.

	 

	There was a single man we were introduced to, a gentleman called Dolphin, who looked an unlikely character to be consorting with this group. He was a tall wiry man with long arms and dark blond uncombed hair. He had a beard which grew irregularly creating, for my impression at least, a crazed look. I immediately thought of Van Gogh.

	 

	Of course I naively asked the expected, “Dolphin, like the fish?” His response was to stare at me for a moment, expressionless, then reply, “Oui,” though he had earlier responded in English to our introduction. Gail tried to salvage my mistake with a cheery greeting, but he was no more courteous with her. Dolphin abruptly cut through the introduction and left, walking directly into the living area where they had placed trays of food for the buffet table. Gail glanced at me on the verge of laughter.

	 

	We came to find out that Dolphin was indeed an expert on Dolphins, had spent years in Cuba, writing about them, and was usually on board when the Duncan sailed, half as a guest half as a scuba expert when someone wanted to scuba dive.

	 

	We were in our room at seven thirty and didn’t return to the deck until almost nine o’clock. The party was well under way and the spread of food was double what Charlotte had organized yesterday.

	 

	Gail was wearing dark blue silk pants with a matching long sleeve blouse. On top of the blouse she wore a jacket that was made of cords of woven beige and gold linen, made into a fishnet vest. Of course she was wearing Tamara’s bracelet on her left wrist. She wore evening sandals that also had a jeweled woven thread that went between her toes. Her fingers and toes nails were painted the same color as her lipstick, the only stark color she wore. She looked a dream and when I told her, “You know love, for some reason these last few days you have looked absolutely stunning, more so then ever before.” Gail reached for and squeezed my hand, smiling, and of all things to do, she reddened as she started to blush.

	 

	We stood with some of the other on board guests. The Italian couple were delightful. Evita introduced her children. Her daughter was gorgeous and had eyes for the Italian man. Her son Richard was young, very retiring, standing very straight. After the introduction he stood stiffly, not knowing how to continue. He blushed when Gail gave him her hand.

	 

	We ate and danced with each others wife, and I danced with Gail. It was really entertaining and light. Charlotte was thrilled that the on-boards seemed to be getting on so well. I danced with her and she noted, “Everyone has asked about Gail. She looks particularly enchanting tonight. What have you two been up to.”

	 

	When the dance was over I didn’t see Gail. I browsed the darkened room and thought I saw hurried movement near the starboard deck door. It looked like the Dolphin man leaving. Then I noticed young Richards back rising from behind the edge of the buffet table. He had been bending over hidden by the table. Then Gail partly rose and disappeared below again. I walked over to the table and found Gail on her knees, her plate sitting on the floor, she was picking up spilt food. Her head was down, and when I stood beside her she saw my legs and looked up. Her face was streaked with tears, her makeup smeared, she looked at me and said, “Oh Ri, I’m so sorry.”

	 

	I smiled and touched her shoulder. “Not worth crying about love. I’ll clean it.” Richard was helping to gather the food, he heard what I said to Gail, and he looked at me sternly.

	 

	“Thank you,” I said to him. He nodded in recognition. I continued, Leave it to a lady to get so upset over…” and young Richard interrupted me.

	 

	“I think she is crying because someone has been bothering her.”

	 

	I turned to Gail and placed my hands on her shoulders coaxing her to stand. “What happened here? Has someone pushed the plate from your hand?”

	 

	Gail didn’t answer. She wiped her hand on a napkin and turned to me, “Ri, walk me to the cabin please… lets go through this door,” and she turned to the deck door and we walked to our cabin.

	 

	Gail sat in the chair in our cabin and started sobbing again. I knelt beside her, held her, assured her it was no big deal. I went for a wash towel to wipe her tears and when she brought the cloth up to her face, I noticed a large bruise on her right wrist. I took her hand, “What in heavens name caused this,” I questioned. Gail did not answer. I asked again. Finally, to shut me up she said she bumped it on the table.

	 

	Something happened and Gail didn’t want to talk about it. When I suggested we return to the party she said I should go, she wanted to stay in the cabin. I insisted she explain what was going on. It took me an hour of coaxing and sympathizing until she agreed to tell me.

	 

	“First you must promise not to do anything. To drop it… if I tell you.” She insisted.

	 

	“Well doesn’t that depend on what you say,” I asked.

	 

	“No,” Gail insisted. “ I mean it Ri. I’ll not have you embarrass me or Charlotte.” Then she added, “Oh. Forget it. Nothing happened, I dropped a plate.”

	 

	“Gail,” I argued, “You’re not being fair.”

	 

	“Ri,” Gail said through tears that started again. “Please, let’s drop it. I don’t want to talk about it. Maybe when I get over this,” and she gestured both hands toward her body, indicated herself in tears. Even with her tearful face and streaked eyes, she looked so lovely.

	 

	That was all I could do. I held her shoulder, patted her hand, inspected the bruise which was turning blue. After some time I realized that we were not going to return to the party so I undressed. Gail did the same, and we went to sleep on my chest, my left arm under her and numb from pressing her close to me.

	 

	The next morning I rose to the hum of the engines working. I was looking forward to being on deck, to see the sea around us. I put on jean and shoes, slipped into a shirt and went upstairs. No one had arrived but breakfast was already laid out. I spent a few minutes on the deck, looking at the sea, noticing that some waves looked pretty large. I returned to the breakfast table and loaded one plate with breads and cheese, and another with sliced fresh fruits, and returned to our cabin. Gail had started the coffee brewing and we sat cross legged on the bed and ate.

	 

	Gail was more relaxed about last night and agreed to tell me what happened it I agreed, and promised, and pledged not to make an issue in any way. I agreed.

	 

	Gail started. “I walked to the buffet table to pick at a few things. I had my plate in hand when Dolphin came beside me. He asked if I were enjoying the party and I assured him I was. He said that he heard I was in France every year. I said yes, now with a little reserve, because I thought he was heading somewhere. He asked if I like to party.

	 

	“Just like that?” I questioned, “Do you like to party”.

	 

	“Just like that,” Gail assured. I answered him, “Sometimes I do,” I said. “Parties like this… yes.” She continued, “I tried to sound as friendly as possible. He moved closer and was immediately on my left. He leaned over a little, and said I know you like to party, with emphasis on the word know.”

	 

	I interrupted her, “Do you think he knows Maurice and Neal?”

	 

	Gail responded, “I don’t know. I thought that too. His right shoulder actually bumped my left arm, and he said “Oh, careful,” and he touched my lower arm near the plate I was holding. Then he simply moved his hand from my arm to my behind. He put his hand completely over the left side of my behind and took hold.”

	 

	 

	”What!” was all I could muster in shock.

	 

	Gail Continued. “Firstly, I was shocked, then I turned to him, and with as much anger as I could muster I hissed, “Take your hand off me.” His face was inches away, he just looked right into my eyes, smiled, and squeezed harder. I was so angry that I simply lost it. I placed the serving spoon in my right hand back on the table and I just swung at his face. He lifted his left arm and my wrist hit the bones on his wrist. It was painful, it hurt me, and I dropped the plate. As the plate fell he let go of my behind. I bent down to pick up the plate, crying with anger. I think he scooted out the portside deck door. Young Richard was nearby and he helped.”

	 

	I questioned, “Did young Richard see what happened?”

	 

	“I don’t know if Richard or anyone else saw what happened. It was so degrading. My stomach knots when I think about it. Ri,” Gail said with some pleading in her voice, “Please let it go. You promised. Tamara takes such pride in handling situations. Let’s you and I handle this well.” I nodded in agreement, then Gail added, “I’ll just stay far away from that… that man.”

	 

	Well, I had to keep Gail happy, even though I was steaming with anger. I would bide my time. We had three or four days on board with this man, I had to wait for an opportune moment. The most troubling result was that I felt like I had not been there to protect her. For Gail, the only thing she seemed concerned with was that we do not embarrass Tamara, or cause trouble for Charlotte and Duncan. And, she kept reminding me of my promise.

	 

	The Captain had said that we would be sailing some fifteen or twenty hours, depending on the sea, and whether or not he maintained 12 knots. We were headed for the western side of the Italian island of Sardinia.

	 

	Of course after Sardinia we were returning to Cannes for a week, and then we had planned a trip to Greece with our friends Giancomo and Gabriela. There was so much ahead of us, we both had to get the incident behind us and enjoy the rest of our holiday.
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Gail Dives With Richard

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Introduction

	 

	We returned to France for holiday less then a week ago and we’ve been on board a stately yacht for the past four days.

	 

	We came to be invited to spend our holiday on this magnificent yacht because of a friendship with Tamara, a delightful and sophisticated British senior living in Cannes.

	Gail, my wife enjoys Tamara’s special charm, and the two are, in simple terms, tight. Despite some forty years difference in their age, the two can talk and giggle on the phone for hours.

	 

	Last year Tamara introduced us to Charlotte and Duncan, the owners of the yacht, and they invited us to spend our holiday aboard, using the boat like a hotel. We responded to their invitation to spend sixteen days of our holiday aboard their boat.

	 

	Last night we set sail from the home base of Cannes, for the twenty some odd hours trip toward Sardinia. We would be spending five days traveling and exploring the seas and cities of that Mediterranean island.

	 

	There were others on board, couples we had just yesterday become acquainted with.

	 

	One young couple was from Naples, Italy. The husband Paulo was tall and thin with wavy brown hair, and, by any standard, an attractive man. His wife Rosalie stood at 5’6” with a tiny waist that always caught your attention. Her well proportioned breasts always seemed to boast cleavage, and her permanent smile soon made her every ones favorite. I also found her sexy, with an untouchable air. Because of her background as an archeologist she also became our teacher,

	 

	Another couple, probably in their early forties, was from Austria. They lived year round in the magnificent ski resort of Lech. Gertrude, “Call me Gerty,” she said, was of medium height, a little on the plump side, and always pleasant. Her not so perfect command of English made her seem reserved, but before the trip was over that image changed. At one point I would have voted her the sexiest girl on board, of course after Gail.

	 

	Gertys husband was Heinz, a tall and stern looking man. The kind of man that almost injures you with a handshake. Heinz was also super correct, nodding, almost bowing to the ladies every day, shaking ands with everyone in the room each time he left. He turned out to be the most fun guy. He never seemed to know the difference between serious and a joke, and we all ribbed him. We came to expect him in his tie when he went swimming.

	 

	A tall lanky talkative Englishman Richard, married to a lovely lady from Venezuela named Evita, was another guest couple. They were on board with their two children, their daughter Janice, a student in Aix en Provence, and their teenage son Richard, dubbed young Richard, a student in a British Military School. We didn’t meet their children until later in the evening. Richard was an insurance underwriter, and he managed the coverage of Duncan’s boat. Because of the two Richards the son became known as young Richard.

	 

	There was a single gentleman called Dolphin, who looked an unlikely character to be on board. He was half guest half scuba expert. He would come in handy when we did our planned scuba diving near Sardinia. The first night we met Dolphin he insulted my wife Gail. She actually tried to strike him, and hurt her arm in the process. Gail was frightened of him and simply abhorred his presence. Whenever I saw him, after that first night, I tried to make my dislike of him obvious. Gail, in turn, made every effort to stay away from him. If he came into a room she left and from time to time I saw her tremble in anger. It was not the most accommodating situation.

	 

	During the first days on board Gail and I shared sexual experiences with Charlotte and Duncan. The rest of those on board were new acquaintances. If you would like to know more about the first days on board you may turn to Literotica - Stories & Pics - Authors Index – Hadrian M - Gail surprises Rian.

	 

	The Story

	 

	We were out to sea, sailing at 11 knots, on a sunny day with an exhilarating wind blowing across the deck. It was cooler than I had expected. Charlotte had earlier informed us that most of the meals would be served in buffet fashion. I was surprised to learn that a crew of seven people was on board. Surprised because I did not know there was that much room in crew quarters and, I had not seen them board.

	 

	The Captain had us all meet on the sun deck and he gave us safety instructions. When he was finished he asked us to wait and he returned to the pilot house to blow the emergency horn for us to know the sound.

	 

	After lunch most of the women wound up on the sun deck in swimsuits or topless, but the chilly air shortened their stay. In the late afternoon we gathered in the living and Rosalie showed us maps and drawings of sunken Phoenician cities and Roman forts. With words she painted a fascinating history about the gold and silver mines of Sardinia that dated back thousands of years, and of sunken Phoenician cities, still intact, that one could scuba-dive through. She was also pointing what to look for when we dived over a sunken Phoenician city we planned to visit.

	 

	Some of the places where we would be diving were discussed. During the discussion Dolphin came into the room. I noticed Gail tense, and some minutes later Gail she walked to the portside deck door and left. Charlotte looked up when she left, then concentrated again on what Rosalie was saying. I stayed for about ten minutes then looked unkindly at Dolphin, the cause of Gail’s difficulty, and left as well. I made mental note as I was walking to our cabin that Dolphin didn’t seem at all bothered by our stern looks.

	 

	Gail wasn’t in the cabin so I immediately went back on deck. Before checking in the living area, I walked up the stairs that led to the gangway overlooking the sun deck. Gail was at the rear of the deck, partly sitting on the railing facing aft. Duncan was sitting in a chair with a book on his lap, talking with Gail. She saw me and raised her hand to beckon. I walked to the center and down the four step ladder. As I crossed the deck and approached them I said to Duncan, “Aren’t you planning to dive over the sunken city?”

	 

	“Oh, I think not,” he said in his charming accent. I was quite familiar with the sound of British English. Duncan’s sound was larger then most, more British, maybe old school, and it held a special charm.

	 

	”Don’t you and Gail plan to dive? Are you skipping study,” he quipped, adding a humph sort of laugh.

	 

	We continued to converse with Duncan for a good half hour. At one point we were discussing his reading interest. The book he had in hand was called The Great Betrayal. It was a book on current American political issues. Once again I was impressed with his scope of interest.

	 

	We went back to our cabin hand in hand, our first words spoken as we entered the cabin. “That guy… Dolphin, he gets to you doesn’t he?” I said.

	 

	Gail nodded. “Yes. He has such disdain, and he isn’t even aware of how crude he is.”

	 

	“Stop using nice words, he’s a pig,” I said. “Pig fish, that’s what I’ll call him.” Gail looked up weighing my comment.

	 

	Then she related, “Duncan asked me if something were wrong,” She hesitated a moment. “Of course I said no. He also asked if I want to meet with him.”

	 

	“What did you say?” I asked.

	 

	“I said nothing was wrong, and I didn’t say no.”

	 

	“Have you made a plan to meet?”

	 

	“No. I told him that there are too many possibilities of being discovered. Maybe, if an opportunity arose…,” Gail informed.

	 

	“That makes sense,” I added. “I don’t know why I’m not bothered by your being with him.” Gail turned to look at me without comment.

	 

	That evening we all gathered for a served dinner. Evita wound up on my left. That we both spoke Spanish prompted us to converse from time to time in our native language. Gail was on my right, and young Richard beside her. Gail and young Richard were chatting continuously. Occasionally Gail would take my hand to gain my attention prompting me to listen to what he was saying.

	 

	Earlier he had admitted that he was behind Gail when pig-fish had grabbed her, that first night. He had witnessed it all. He laughed at the nickname we had for Dolphin, and immediately started to use it. Young Richard seemed to work hard at being social. I believed he was shy but it came across as reserve. As soon as he felt accepted he relaxed enough to share a joke, and we three laughed spontaneously. I liked the young man and could see that he had taken a fancy to Gail.

	 

	Paulo was across the table from me with his wife on one side and Janice on the other. Janice was paying uninterrupted attention to the handsome Italian. What surprised me most was Paulo’s response. He smiled and laughed and paid attention to Janice, but always with concern that his wife was included. It was truly a lesson in charm and diplomacy that I often think about it. If Janice left that evening feeling she had won his notice, it was because Rosalie was not uncomfortable with his diverted attention. I marveled at the social grace Paulo exhibited in handling the young lady’s advance.

	 

	Afterward we sat around the living area sipping port and chatting. It was a pleasant evening, and when we broke at about midnight, we all knew a little bit more about each other.

	 

	Young Richard walked with us back to the cabin. His cabin was before ours and when he said goodnight Gail turned back and stepped into him and kissed his cheek goodnight. I’m sure he was thrilled, and I wondered if Gail had a motive.

	 

	The next morning I rose early and was on deck looking at the empty sea. It was clear and refreshing. The Captain came beside me with a morning greeting, and he pointed out another very large ship sailing in the distance. I asked, and he explained a little about the stabilizer system on the boat, and also assured that he would show me around the engine area during the trip. He informed me that we would be in Alghero this afternoon, check in with immigration, and then continue sailing south along the coastline.

	 

	As we approached Alghero we were all on deck looking at the coastline with binoculars, and comparing locations with a detailed map that we had. A motor boat for skiing, and a rubber boat with a motor were secured above the main deck on the roof of the boat, just forward of the sun deck. Two crewmen were lowering the rubber boat. We all scurried when the Captain asked for our passports. He left with an attaché case, with a crewman driving the rubber boat. He returned about two hours later and we set sail.

	 

	The rest of the night we slowly sailed south along the western coast of the island. Lights from villages on the island made the trip magical. About 10 PM Gail and I donned sweaters and went on deck. We stayed there for a long time, enjoying the cool air, barely speaking, the sea and stars best expressing the moment. At one point we were joined by Gerty and Heinz. Before they left he commented on how he enjoyed the night sky in the mountains, where he often sat under a blanket and did the same thing we were doing now.

	 

	Shortly after they left I thought I noticed movement on the rear deck, off to our left. It was the second time I noticed the shadow. I told Gail too wait and I walked toward the deck. Young Richard, his hands tucked deeply in his pockets, was aimlessly walking about. “I thought I saw movement,” I said. “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” I asked.

	 

	“Yes, the coastline makes it quite magical,” he said.

	 

	I agreed. “Why don’t you come up front, and stand with us,” I asked.

	 

	“Oh, that’s nice,” he said, “If I’m not intruding.”

	 

	We walked to where Gail was leaning on the railing and she greeted him cheerily. The three of us were leaning forward on the rail watching the dark coastline slide by, commenting from time to time. “It’s getting cool,” Gail said. Young Richard must have really felt the chill because he was simply wearing a knit shirt. “If you want to stay a while, I’ll get a blanket.” “Yes, let’s stay a while,” Gail said.

	 

	I returned a few minutes later and threw the blanket over Gail’s shoulder, She stretched her arms and placed one arm and the blanket over my shoulder and the other over young Richards shoulder, and as we continued to gaze and chat we slowly moved closer to Gail, warming her from both sides. I was certain that, like me, he could feel Gail’s small breast against his arm.

	 

	At about four in the morning I awoke from the difference in the stillness on board, we weren’t moving any longer. I threw on pants and a shirt and walked upstairs to the deck in my bare feet. The view was amazing, as if a theatre group had hung a backdrop for our viewing. The boat was stopped, anchored I assumed, so close to the island of Sta.Antioco that the sparsely lit streets and houses on the mountainside seemed and extension of our deck. I returned to bed, only to return in the morning and marvel anew, with Gail, young Richard and Paulo and Rosalie all lined on the railing with me.

	 

	The Captain had stopped so that we would all see the island as we did, and also because we would now arrive at our destination at a time when we could be served. We continued along the coast and, when we reached the southern tip, started to sail eastward. Most travelers headed to the north coast like Costa Esmeralda for holiday. The southern coast was less traveled, but Duncan knew the area well, and we were treated to the most magnificent beaches at the base of the swamps of Pula, and the sea, where we finally anchored about half mile offshore, was protected and calm.

	 

	Plans were that everyone would go to a Nautical Club where we would scuba or snorkel, then later lunch and dinner would be served at a hotel. Most of the girls were dressed with extra large SeaAyre shirts, with swimsuits underneath. The shirts were a gift from Charlotte, with the name SeaAyre written across the back. We had planned to join the group going to the Nautical Club, but when we learned that the pig-fish was the leader of this little expedition, we decided to go our own way. Of course young Richard opted to join us.

	 

	Duncan went in with the first boat and we followed him. He was planning to organize the hotel for lunch and dinner and to reserve cabana’s that would be available the rest of our stay on land. Apparently he had done this before and the hotel eagerly greeted him when we arrived. Richard Sr., young Richards’s father, was with us as well. When the arrangements were made, we all walked to the beach and chose what we thought were the best located cabana’s. We were number three. While moving to and from the cabanas we noticed guests walking about in various stages of undress.

	 

	The Cabanas were white canvas tents that had a high shrub fence around the front patio with cushioned recliners and chairs. The front of the tent had flaps, curtained back, leaving half of the front open. Inside the cabana was dark, with large yellow candles set about if light were needed. There was a table, four very large armed wooden beach chairs, and a four wall folding screen spread wide at the back, covering the back exit. A flap that served as the back door, spread open when pushed and led to a path that ended at the WC, not far away. Behind the screen there was a small table with towels, a wooden folding chair, and a tall clothes hanger post.

	 

	After making the arrangements, Richard Sr. and Duncan went off to look at sailing boats that were in the harbor, and we stayed at the hotel, sitting in comfortably cushioned chairs, drinking cokes. I watched a couple walk by with tennis clothes and racquets. I waited a few minutes then said to Gail and young Richard, “I’m going to follow them to see what the courts are like.” My tone was half questioning, hoping that Gail would not mind.

	 

	“Don’t be long, we should try the snorkeling.” Considering that young Richard had convinced us to carry snorkel gear with us, it made sense.

	 

	The tennis courts were not worth mentioning, and the players were novice. I didn’t stay more then two minutes and I walked back. Of course I should have known, Gail and young Richard were gone.

	 

	There weren’t many places to go. I looked out by the pool then started toward the beach and the cabana area. I passed the restrooms and came upon the rear of cabana number three. I pressed into the flaps and stepped inside barely causing them to open. It took some time for my eyes to accustom to the darkness. I moved inside and the canvas flaps closed. I had to stand still while I waited for my eyes to acclimate to the darkness,

	 

	When I moved just a foot or so to my right I had a view out through the front entrance onto the patio. I was actually on the right side of the cabana looking out to the left side of the patio. Gail was sitting on the far side of the patio in one of the large cushioned chairs, leaning back, both arms resting on the chair arms. Her left leg was raised so that the heel of her foot was on the seat, and her leg leaning out. Her right leg was on the floor with her knee resting on the right side of the chair. She was spread completely and, though the shirt extended down like a dress, I could see right to her bikini bottom.

	 

	Gail was facing the cabana but looking to her left of the entrance. I couldn’t see young Richard. But I heard him, “Won’t Rian wonder where you are?” he asked.

	 

	“He’ll watch the tennis for a while,” she replied, smiling very invitingly. “We’ll go back in a minute,” she added.

	 

	”I’m sorry about yesterday,” I heard young Richard say. “I feel foolish.”

	 

	Gail maintained her smile, “Don’t be silly, that was what I wanted… what I needed,” then she whispered to him, “It was wonderful. Did you like it?”

	 

	”Yes,” I heard him say. “It was more then wonderful.”

	 

	I stood as still as possible, in spite of the fact that I was so surprised with their conversation, that I believed my heartbeat could have been heard across the bay. My head was bent just beyond the screen, hoping the dark cabana would hide me. I wanted to hear more. They were quiet and I watched Gail studying his face. “Are you getting excited again,” Gail asked, her tone teasing. He didn’t answer. “Move your hand,” Gail instructed. He must have moved his hand because Gail’s teasing response was, “Richard, look at you!”

	 

	“I’ll solve it…” young Richard replied, but before he could finish Gail cut him off.

	 

	“No. That’s not a solution,” Gail said. “Tucking it under... Rian will notice.” Gail moved her hand to the arm of the chair and pushed up to stand. “Come,” she said as she moved toward the cabana. When she reached the entrance her left hand went out reaching for young Richards hand and the two of them entered.

	 

	The thought of being caught watching caused me to panic. I stood stone still. My stomach was knotted and I worried it would growl and I would be heard. I wondered why I just didn’t step out and shout. I felt heat in my face and I was excited anticipating Gail’s actions, and I hated myself for it.

	 

	Gail turned to her right upon entering the cabana and approached the beach chair that was tucked behind the entrance wall. She was still holding his hand. She turned and sat on the arm of the chair, and pulled young Richard toward her. When he was near, she spread her legs and he moved even closer. Gail then raised her left leg, exactly as she had on the chair outside, and with her right hand now between her legs she made some movement I could not see, but imagined she had moved her bikini bottom to the side. Obviously young Richard could see because he reached his hand out and touched her. “Take them down,” Gail said, pulling on his trunks at the waist. Young Richard lowered his trunks to about mid thigh and his penis emerged. I could see shadowy shapes but I was not able to actually see his penis. It could just as well have been my imagination. My heart was pounding away; the scene was so surreal, like watching shadows dancing behind a screen.

	 

	Gail was now holding his penis, looking down between her legs. He inched closer then humped his groin forward, helping Gail to bring him nearer. Gail inched forward on the chair arm and he obviously made contact with her because he sighed, “Oooh.”

	 

	“You see how wet you make me,” Gail said, not looking up. She took her right hand from between her legs and placed it on young Richards behind urging him into her. “That feels so good,” she said. “Do it, gently. You can cum in me.” Young Richard had barley started moving into Gail, maybe having thrust three or four times when he sighed again and started jerking, grunting “Hhuuhh.” Gail pulled him into her with both hands now saying, “Yes, cum in me Richard…, I can feel you cumming.” She looked up at his face to watch him climax, his head lolled back, his body jerking forcefully with each jolt of his orgasm. Gail’s left hand was on his arm, her other hand pushing his bottom into her, “Squirt in me…do it,” she said. “I can feel it.” And he poured himself into Gail, six, seven, eight times, each jerk bringing his groin forward in a humping motion. He had to be filling her, and then filling her again.

	 

	They were not together for three minutes. Young Richard must have started to cum with his first entrance into Gail. She placed her arms around him when he had finished, and put her face on his chest, and hugged him. “That was wonderful, just wonderful.” she expressed. Young Richard moved back and Gail took his cock in her hand and obviously was squeezing him dry. Their bodies blocked my view but the movements were clear. She dried her hand on the inside of her shirt, and rose. Gail rose and used two hands to move her bikini bottom in place. Young Richard raised his swimsuit, and they left through the front of the cabana.

	 

	I met them back in the hotel lobby less than ten minutes later. I walked in as nonchalantly as possible and sat down beside Gail. “What have you guys been up to,” I said, and I paused long enough to see young Richard flush, “You’ve moved tables,” I stated. Gail showed no sign of concern. She seemed happy and was attentive to me. If she felt guilty about anything you would never have guessed.

	 

	We left the hotel with our snorkeling gear and took a taxi to the beach area where the rest of our group had gone scuba diving. Young Richard was experienced with snorkeling and we had fun for an hour, viewing what a map said were the walls and streets of ancient cities. I couldn’t quite define the shapes but, we had fun anyway. The best view, as far as I was concerned was watching Gail from behind, kicking her flipper laden feet. I think young Richard liked that part too,

	 

	We went back to the hotel with the group, in a small van. When Charlotte saw me she rose in the rear of the van and called for me to join her. “Did you dive deeply,” I asked.

	 

	Charlotte looked at me for a moment then smiled even more broadly. She had a sense of humor. “You’re a naughty man Rian,” she said. There was a brief repartee then she asked, “Have you been getting on well with Gerty and Heinz?”

	 

	I couldn’t imagine why the question and I hesitated before I answered, “I certainly do…we do,” I answered, speaking for Gail as well, “They are delightful.”

	 

	“Oh, that’s nice to hear, because I’ve invited them to stay on board for a while longer and I wanted to make sure you are comfortable too.”

	 

	“Of course we are,” I wholeheartedly assured.

	 

	“That’s settled,” she said. “They think you and Gail are divine.” Then she added, “Dolphin will also stay. He’ll partner with Heinz when he feels like going sea fishing.”

	 

	I felt a jolt, the kind you get when you get frightened. I was hoping I didn’t pale. I knew that Gail wouldn’t care for that. “I’ll mention it to Gail,” I assured Charlotte.

	 

	After lunch everyone retired to their cabanas. I pulled two recliners from the patio into the cabana and placed them side by side. We both rested and talked, sometimes holding hands. I decided I will wait until tonight to mention pig fish’s stay. Gail squeezed my hand, “Ri,” she whispered, Duncan has asked if I can meet him in his cabana this afternoon.” I didn’t say a word. Gail continued, “Actually, I’d like to,” she added.

	 

	Finally I spoke, “Aren’t you worried about being seen?”

	 

	“Duncan said they were the last cabana. I could walk there from the other side.”

	 

	“I don’t mind,” I said. Gail squeezed my hand. I continued, “Maybe I can entertain Charlotte in the while.”

	 

	Gail mmm’d, “Well, I was thinking you might entertain young Richard, if you would,” and she looked at me with wide questioning eyes. She added, “I’m afraid he might come looking for me.”

	 

	“He’s really taken a fancy to you, hasn’t he?”

	 

	“Uh hua,” she sounded. “I like him too.”

	 

	Now was the time to probe I thought. “Are you sure you haven’t been… dallying with him”” I asked, and I turned to watch her face as she answered.

	 

	Gail was silent for ten or fifteen seconds, “Well, I was actually going to tease you with something this evening… yes, I have dallied, as you say.” And she looked at me with her tease Rian smile, and squeezed my hand at the same time.

	 

	I thought to myself, how very refreshing, the truth. “Tell me how it happened,” I asked.

	 

	Gail continued. “Richard and I went into the sport gear room to rummage through the scuba and snorkel things. At one point, as we moved from place to place he was behind me. He must have been looking at my behind when I was bending down, because, when I quickly stood and turned, I saw that he was hard. I didn’t acknowledge it at first but he just stood there, holding his hand stiffly in front of himself. “

	 

	“I decided to deal with it and I looked him in the face, just three feet away, and said, “Richard, Do you think your hand hides it from me?” He didn’t speak, I think I scared him. He turned beet red, his face, and chest too, just like I do sometimes.” I felt the movement of Gail’s nodding head confirming her statement. “Even though I had spoken softly, and had what I thought was an understanding smile, he was embarrassed. Richard finally mumbled, “I’m sorry.”

	 

	Gail recounted, “I commented the usual… that’s normal… it’s expected. I asked him if I was the cause of his hardness. He didn’t reply, just blushed more. I also told him that it was not the first time I had noticed. We were standing three feet apart, enclosed in this chock full windowless chamber; and the oval door could have opened at any second.”

	Gail continued to recollect, “He nodded a yes, his delayed response to my question if I was the cause. After another lapse he said, “Every time I see you.” He turned to face away from me and started to fidget with his trunks and said, “I’ll fix it, I’m sorry.”

	 

	Now Gail was talking to me, not recounting. “You know Ri, I felt so sorry for him, but I was excited that he got hard every time he saw me.”

	 

	“What did he do when he turned around, was he masturbating?”

	 

	“No, don’t be silly,” Gail said, “He was trying to hide it under the elastic of his trunks.

	 

	Gail continued, “When he turned around I simply looked at his trunks and said, “that’s fine if you stand here and don’t move…forever.” He laughed. I took a step to my left and sat on a footlocker, and with both hands I beckoned him saying, “Come here.” He stepped in front of me and I took hold of the elastic on his trunks and stretched it away from his body. It was enough to free his penis and I could now see the bulge again. I nudged him away with my right hand, and asked him to bolt the door. He did, and then stepped back in front of me.”

	 

	“I simply reached for his trunks and pulled them down just below his groin. My face was level with his chest. I gazed downward and watched his hard cock pop straight out. He just stood there. The moment I touched his cock it started to throb. I placed my left hand under his balls and his cock in my right hand and started to stroke him. On the second or third stroke I leaned forward and pushed his cock against my cheek, still stroking. He made a low sound like “Hhuuuh” and that was all, he started to cum. The first jet shot across my cheek and behind my back, I pulled his cock in front of me and the next jolt was on my neck. I kept stroking him, another jolt, and long large spurts on my arm, and chest, he just kept cumming, he’d hump forward and come, hump forward again and another spurt, I couldn’t believe how many times he squirted, I was transfixed. It was beautiful. Ri.”

	 

	I looked over to Gail. She had been staring at the ceiling as she related what happened. She turned her head and looked at me, the curve of a smile on her lips, “Do you mind, baby.”

	 

	I shook my head no, in response. “Anything else happen? I asked.

	 

	Gail took her time answering. “Not yet,” she said, with a laugh. Gail moved from her recliner to mine, and lay on top of me with her head on my chest. So much for the truth I thought.

	 

	That evening we were sitting in the bar, of course with young Richard who had found us earlier, and the couple from Italy, Paulo and Rosalie. Gail and I had agreed on a plan. “I’m going to try to buy something,” she said. “Richard, you keep Rian company, would you.” Of course he said yes, and Gail excused herself from the table. When she was gone I said, “Ladies will be ladies,” and I believe they all understood she had some women things to buy.

	 

	An hour later Gail returned from being with Duncan. Young Richard and I were sitting on the patio in our cabana; he was relating details of a snorkeling trip he had taken to Jordan, with school friends. “Well hello you two,” Gail said as she stepped into the patio. She had a little plastic bag in her hand. She looked freshly fucked. Her eyes were a little puffy, her lipstick was gone and her eyes had that deeply relaxed look. “Excuse me if I breeze by,” she said as she rushed into the cabana. I noticed young Richards attempt to get a better look at her. When she was inside she called out, “We have dinner in half hour you know.” I simply nodded my head to young Richard, “That’s our signal, I guess.”

	 

	“Guess I’d better go,” young Richard said, “I’ll see you at dinner,” and he called out to Gail, “See you at dinner.” From the depths of the cabana came her, “Okay, Richard.”

	 

	We had a magnificent sit down dinner, all of us still half dressed for the beach. Rosalie spoke in Italian with the chef and then translated how the different courses were prepared in true Sardinian style. The seafood was out of this world. All local wines were served, and everyone was enjoying. We were seated at two large tables in the back of the dining room that was serving the hotel guests. If I had to guess at the stars the hotel rated, I would say two or three. When dinner was over we went into the hotel bar, where a small back room served as a disco area. It was reminiscent of pictures you see of the 50’s bar scene, and very pleasant. I believe our group livened up a rather somber place.

	 

	When we started back to the boat it was close to midnight, and everyone seemed of one mind, and wanted to call it a day. Gail bathed in the tub; I showered and waited for her in bed. She wore her famous Benetton nightshirt and moved close to me.

	 

	“You’ve had a busy day,” I started, “Tired?”

	 

	“Exhausted,” she said.

	 

	“How was Duncan?” I asked.

	 

	She hesitated, like she didn’t want to talk about it, then said, “The same,” she started grudgingly but relaxed as we spoke, “Ri, I came three times. I don’t believe I was on him two minutes when I had my first orgasm.”

	 

	My mind played with her saying, being on him. “Is it that good?” I questioned. “Were you facing him?”

	 

	“Good? He’s not good. That’s not it. He’s hard, she emphasized. That’s what feels so good. I had my back to him. He gets so hard that it touches me deep inside. The first time I came so hard, I lay on his legs for a good five minutes.” Gail didn’t continue for a minute or more. I guessed her thoughts were re-playing the scene. “The second time he had his finger in my behind. When he felt me cumming he pulled his finger out quickly, then slowly slid it in, and he did that again and again.” As an afterthought after a pause, she added, “I exploded.”

	 

	“I lay collapsed on his legs for a while. He asked me to take everything off. When I was naked I sat on his legs again, facing him, touching his still hard cock. “Why don’t you cum,” I asked.

	 

	“When I do, I’m exhausted for days,” he answered.

	 

	“He was touching my breast and pussy, sticking his finger inside then putting it to his mouth. He pushed his hand deep between my legs and reached my anus, touching, penetrating. For fifteen minutes we just touched. I slid from him and knelt on the floor beside the recliner, and I sucked his cock… even his balls. Then I sat on him again, still facing him. I was very sensitive from before,” Gail said, “I tried not to be too forceful. When I moved forward at one point I felt his cock touch the nub where you touch me. His cock really curves inward. He was only halfway in me. I concentrated on that for a long time. Duncan knew what I was doing and he placed his hand flat on my stomach and pushed.”

	 

	“Ri, his cock head was right on the spot. When I started to cum I almost blacked out. I just had to make the slightest movement to keep the feeling. It felt like sensations were coming from every part of my body and gathering at the head of his cock. I was crying. I was embarrassed Ri, it was so intense.” Gail paused a moment, then said reflectively, “I must have looked like a whore to Duncan.” She shook her head left to right and sounded “Hmmm,” thinking about what impression she made.

	 

	Gail told me all this without my prodding, or the usual digging. There was no special fervor; she was simply describing her pleasure. I sensed she wasn’t going to be receptive to prodding, but I tried one more time. “You certainly seemed to enjoy young Richard,” I stated.

	 

	“Stop calling him young Richard,” she stated, talking into my chest. “Is that your way of putting him down?” She said, with an annoyed tone.

	 

	I was taken by surprise. I took a minute to regroup, “Shall I call him big Richard the cumming machine?”

	 

	Gail lay quiet, and after a long pause she said, “Sorry.” Again a pause, “But, please just call him Richard.”

	 

	“Is there something I should know? I asked.

	 

	“No Ri. There’s nothing to know. Her tone still annoyed. I like him. I love it when he comes. It turns me on to know that I can cause that, I love feeling him … watching him cum.” Then Gail warmed to the moment. “You’re not jealous, are you?”

	 

	“Of course I am.” I waited to add, “Until it’s a waste of time.”

	 

	Gail lifted her head and held it up for a good while, then rested again on my chest, not responding.

	 

	“I’ve got some news, not too good,” I said.

	 

	“What?” she questioned, without showing much interest.

	 

	I explained what Charlotte had said, and what was planned. “That means spending another week or more around pig fish,” I said.

	 

	“Oh no,” was Gail’s response. “I thought Charlotte was involved with Heinz” Gail added, “And Richard said that Gerty spends time with Duncan.” Then Gail dismissed the talk of Charlotte and Duncan with, “Who cares. I know I can’t be around Dolphin any longer. I literally get sick every time I see him. He looked at me during dinner tonight and I thought I would throw up.” There was a long pause after which Gail whispered, “We’ve got to get away from the boat Ri…,” her voice with an unmistakable pleading tone.

	 

	“I’ll think of something,” I said.

	 

	“Maybe we could use Peter as an excuse, or say we have to meet Gia early,” Gail expressed.

	 

	“Don’t panic. I’ll organize something,” I said.

	 

	The next day we all spent most of the day in the living area. It was chilly outside, and the sea was less smooth then our downward trip. I asked Gail, no I instructed, that she be very careful with Richard. I didn’t want my excuse for leaving to sound lame. She agreed.

	 

	In the early afternoon we were in the cabin. I was on my computer when Gail came behind me. “You know,” she said, “If you’re in the cabin, no one will think anything strange if Richard joins us.”

	 

	I turned and put my arm around her legs, and laughed, “If it’s to talk, we can leave the door open. If it’s to play, do you expect me to go sit on the toilet.”

	 

	The left side of Gail’s lips curved upwards, her mischievous look, “You could stay in here,” she said.

	 

	The en-suite rooms had sliding doors with slates. If they were closed when he came in, he wouldn’t go around checking it out. We, Gail mostly, plotted a strategy. She would invite young Richard, telling him I was with Duncan. As long as I was not about, on deck, everyone would think we were all together. Great strategy I thought, and they would be right. We would all be together.

	 

	At 4:30 Gail went up on deck and, as she had guessed, young Richard was there, hanging around, hoping Gail would be on deck. Some five minutes later she came back down and informed me that he would be here soon. I went into the en-suite room, and as I slid the doors closed Gail was watching. She looked at me without smiling, her eyes signaling her anxiousness, or the need that was clearly driving her.

	 

	As she had agreed with him, he simply opened the door without knocking. I was in the en-suite room standing to the right of the doorway looking through the slats. I stood still in the event he decided to look around. Gail didn’t waste a moment. “Rian will probably be with Duncan for an hour so, I guess we shouldn’t waste time,” she said. I almost laughed as I noticed that Gail’s brazenness actually had caused her to blush slightly

	 

	“Should I lock the door?” Young Richard asked.

	 

	There he stood almost at attention; with this beautiful girl before him, and his first concern was the lock. Gail walked around the bed and locked the door. She walked past him and turned to face him. For the first time I tried to evaluate what it was that attracted Gail. He stood about six feet tall, his brown hair cropped short. He was tanned and youthful looking, with a slim toned body. Nice looking enough I agreed mentally.

	 

	“Were you waiting for me upstairs?” Gail questioned. He just nodded. Gail placed her arms around his neck and kissed him. Her back was to me and I only saw her head moving and tilting during the moment they kissed. I couldn’t really see his response but, he looked rather unyielding from my angle.

	 

	Gail was wearing khaki Bermuda shorts and a white sleeveless blouse. She let go of young Richard and started to unbutton her shorts. Seconds later they fell to the floor and Gail stood before him in her yellow panties. From my vantage point I saw her long tanned legs and her picture perfect behind, still unspoiled from her youth. The top of her panties were a triangular patch above her behind, and the thong was buried between her cheeks. I smiled to myself thinking, young Richard is looking at the wrong side.

	 

	Gail moved to the side of the bed and she leaned against it. She was facing portside, facing me, her yellow panties invitingly taut between her legs. Young Richard looked, but he didn’t touch her. “Take off your shorts,” she instructed. Richard immediately began to unbutton them. I was amazed at Gail’s dominance of the moment and how rapidly it was progressing.

	 

	When Richard was naked from the waist down Gail leaned back to look at him. His cock was average in size and rigid. I tried to take in the whole erotic scene, and, like Gail I was looking at his cock. When my gaze drifted to Gail’s face, the sight was riveting. Her eyes were slightly hooded and glazed, her jaw tense her mouth slightly ajar. I had often seen this look when we were deep in foreplay, or close to cumming. I knew that at this moment my wife was unaware of anything, even my presence. She was fixated on manipulating his cock, or having him manipulate it in her.

	Gail bent forward and slid her panties to the floor. She slipped her right foot through one leg, and left her panties hanging around her ankle. She scooted backward and sat on the bed, her hands resting on his arms, guiding him forward between her legs. All the while Gail was looking at his cock and he was staring between her legs.

	 

	My view was perfect. I could actually look between several slats and see the entire bed, or lean close to one space and have an unbroken view of them. At this point I was also rubbing myself in anticipation.

	 

	Gail raised her left leg onto the bed, as she had done yesterday in the cabana, the panties dangling. Her legs were spread wide enough for Richard to stand between, and it gave me a perfect view of her pussy, the hair, even her slit which was parted ever so slightly. She momentarily looked at Richard through glassy eyes, signaling a twitch of a smile, knowing he would press forward to enter her. Her eyes returned to watching his cock.

	 

	I saw when Richard’s cock head touched her open slit and began to slide into Gail. She didn’t alter her gaze. Neither made a sound. He didn’t rub or touch, he simply held his cock between his fingers, and watched as it slid into Gail, his body leaning into the bed. His head was down and I could see one side of his face, his eyes were open. In a second he was fully into Gail, and she placed her left hand on his arm, still looking down.

	 

	I could see as he slowly started to withdraw, I thought Gail may have been guiding him with her left hand on his arm. His cock was shiny from her wetness as the head slid into view. He paused a long moment, I wondered if he were struggling with control. He started sliding back into her pussy when Gail shrieked, “No,” and she let herself slide off the bed. Young Richard, half buried in her wetness, had started to cum, shooting into her once. Gail sank to her knees in front of him and grabbed his cock which was spewing cum in frothy bolts. She was totally obsessed with saving his orgasm as she placed her right hand over his cock and guided it to her mouth. She took him in completely. Her hand was pumping the lower part of his cock while the rest was buried in her mouth. Her cheeks were indenting as she sucked, then pumped her hand, and then sucked again.

	 

	The cheeks of young Richards behind were still clenching, thrusting, with each jolt. I was afraid I would cum, and I wasn’t even touching myself. After many thrusts Gail withdrew his cock, and a foamy bubbling rush of semen gushed from her mouth. Richards cock was still spewing cum and she pointed him to her neck, just under her chin, allowing him to continue his final surges. Wow, I thought, I could never imagine anyone cumming that much. I now understood Gail’s obsession. When Gail stood up, there was cum dripping from her face and neck.

	 

	Richard had started cumming inside her, then on her pussy just below her hair, then in her mouth and finally on her neck. Gail rose holding both hands under her chin, her hands were full, and more was dripping from her neck. She smiled as she moved past him toward the bath.

	 

	Gail returned cleaned, a towel in her hand. Richard had not moved except for when Gail had first left. He had placed his cupped fingers over his penis, as if trying to make it presentable again.

	 

	Gail smiled cheerfully at Richard, “Here,” she patted the bed signaling for him to sit there. She began to wipe a few blotches of cum from around his groin. “Did you enjoy that?” she asked.

	 

	Young Richard nodded a yes, then said, “It was too soon,”

	 

	“Not for me,” Gail simply responded, raising her head to look at him.

	 

	When he was clean Gail threw the towel into a chair and climbed on the bed. She stretched out on the side of the bed nearest to me and said, come up here, “lie beside me.”

	 

	Richard turned and crawled on hands and knees to the other side of Gail, her side of the bed, and lay beside her, so close that they were touching. “You think Rian might come back,” he asked, nervously.

	 

	“He’s only been gone ten or fifteen minutes. We have more time,” Gail answered.

	 

	For about five minutes they exchanged nondescript conversation. Gail rolled to her left, displaying her behind for me again. She placed her hand on his thighs and started rubbing from his upper thigh to his stomach, purposefully passing slowly over his cock. All the while she continued chatting, occasionally taking hold of his cock and handling it. Soon Richard started to grow. Gail leaned over and placed her head on his thigh, her mouth a breath away from his cock. She kissed his cock, took it in her mouth and slowly withdrew, continuing to pause and talk with him. It was less then twenty minutes after Richard had cum, that he was hard again.

	 

	Gail got off the bed and stood a foot from the door I was standing behind. She looked at the door as she started to take off her shirt and brassiere. She was gloriously naked inches away, her nipples hard, and I watched her prepare to fuck young Richard again.

	 

	Gail climbed on the bed and slid close to Richard. She turned her head away and whispered to him, I couldn’t hear but it was made clear as Richard slid over her left side and on top of her. Gail separated her legs, wide, and Richard was between them, sitting on his legs, his cock inches from Gail’s pussy. Gail rose on her elbows and watched as he moved closer and pushed his groin outward, his cock making contact with her pussy.

	 

	When Richard was centered, Gail imperceptibly moved and the head of his cock slipped between her lips and entered her pussy. Gail was watching the entrance and she sighed, whispering, “Yes.” As Richard started to move he placed his hands on both side of Gail’s shoulders and began a rhythmic thrusting. Gail watched his cock sliding into her. I could see his cock when he was fully withdrawn but not when he was pressed deep. Gail’s breasts were moving with the motion. I was sure she had again forgotten that I was there. I thought that Gail was enjoying having him fuck her but she didn’t seem to be trying to build herself to orgasm, there was nothing passionate about their union.

	 

	The passion came as Gail sensed he was ready to come. Gail had placed her hands on both sides of his hips. Her legs were spread wide, partially bent at the knees. As Richard started to quietly groan “Aahhh, with every thrust into her, Gail was responding by looking down to watch his cock or, “Yes. Cum Richard,” or later “Do it, yes, do it.”

	 

	Richard sank into Gail when he started to orgasm. His behind kept humping but the rest of his body was flat upon Gail. She had raised her legs and her heels were now pressed into the top of his thighs. Her hands were alternating between resting on the side of his hips, and pushing his behind to force him deeper into her belly. “Yes, do it,” Gail gushed, “Cum in me, cum.” And Richard, as before, jolted time and time again. Gail urged him with her hands, and feet, and words, as he filled her belly. She continued moving, milking him dry long after he had stopped his pumping motion. It was a simple scene, and indescribably erotic.

	 

	When Richard moved from on top of Gail she leaned over him and kissed the nipples on his chest. She smiled down on him. “That was wonderful Richard, I loved it.” He just smiled back, no comment being returned.

	 

	Gail noticed his uneasiness at the same time I did, and she hurriedly put on her shorts and shirt, urging him to get ready to go. When she unlocked the door she looked outside to see if the cabins hall was empty, then she stepped aside for him to exit. I noticed her lean forward and pucker as to kiss him goodbye, but he was too anxious to leave and did not see her gesture.

	 

	Gail closed the door and locked it. She walked to the en-suite doors and slowly slid them open. I was slinking in the chair at the desk, in front of my computer, my head slightly askew, sleeping. “Ri!” Gail shouted, angrily. She walked to the chair and then realized I was joking. She came to the desk, placed her hand on my shoulder, searching my face for some emotion she could recognize, then offered me her hand and led me to the bed.

	 

	“Come lie with me,” she asked. She stepped out of her shorts again, and looking to my face entreated, “Get naked with me,” please.

	 

	So we lay, for maybe an hour or more, talking about her liaison with Richard. She insisted that I wouldn’t understand what the attraction was. I assured, “When I saw the enormity of his orgasm … at that moment I think I knew what drove you.” I must have hit the nail squarely, because Gail looked at me then leaned to press her breast against me, but said nothing. I asked about Duncan and her attraction to him. Gail laughed, “I’m not at all attracted to him. I’m attracted to using his cock to cum, and doing it with no attachment necessary.”

	 

	“Why can’t you use my cock to cum?” I asked.

	 

	Gail laughed again. “Your cock isn’t as hard, and I have a lifelong attachment to you.”

	 

	“I wish your attachment were anchored in honesty,” I added, “Like mine.”

	 

	Gail looked at me sternly, a little frustrated, “Now, what are you talking about,” she asked. “Since arriving you have been a part of everything… even consented,” she said.

	 

	“Not to your fucking young Richard in the cabana,” I said.

	 

	Gail looked surprised, “I don’t believe you… you’re so sneaky. How did…”

	 

	I interrupted, “I’m sneaky?” I questioned, with emphasis on the “I’m”. I really wasn’t upset about her fucking Richard but, I was upset about the sneaky part.

	 

	“I’m sorry Ri,” Gail offered. I was so focused on being the first woman he really had; I rushed it without your knowing.”

	 

	“Were you his first?”

	 

	“No, but when I asked if he had, he said, “sort of,” whatever that means.” I nodded, just listening. Gail continued, “It was so hot, making him cum like that.” She was gazing off in thought.

	 

	“It certainly was hot watching you,” I added. My arm was under her shoulder and her naked breast was touching my side.

	 

	“Did you make yourself cum from watching?” Gail asked.

	 

	“No,” but I could have, without even touching myself if I’d have allowed...”

	 

	“It was hot wasn’t it?” Gail said, and then she reached over and took my soft cock in her hand. “Make love to me baby,” she asked, looking up at me, now both hands on my cock.

	 

	“Now,” I asked. “You’re so…,”

	 

	Gail interrupted by finishing my statement,” I’m so full of his cum?” She smiled, that’s why I want you to love me baby. I want you to feel it.”

	 

	Her talk had made me hard, not Duncan hard, but hard enough to fuck. I was still charged from what I had seen so I rolled toward Gail and positioned myself between her thighs. She quickly raised her legs exposing her entrance and, without kissing or rubbing, I simply sank into her silky wetness. The sensation was exquisite, no friction, just smooth silky warm wetness. Gail responded as well, moving slowly each time I pressed into her. We started slowly. She was so open that I was actually touching something inside her each time my cock was deep enough, and Gail would make a throaty sound each time it touched. Gail started to groan, “Ohhh yes, ahhh,” a little later “Ohhh Ri...,” then again, “Yes baby.” She was ready for release, the constraint she had had with Richard was now ready to burst, and she was moaning and thrashing beneath me when she gasped, “I’m cumming.”

	 

	Her pussy was throbbing, now even more wet. She continued to meet my cock still steadily sliding deep into her, touching somewhere, then withdrawing until the head of my cock felt the chill of the air.

	 

	I wanted to continue forever but my arms were getting tired. I rolled to my left and lay on my side, without withdrawing my cock. Gail raised her leg over mine and I continued sliding into her. I touched her breasts and she encouraged me to pinch at her nipples. I slid my right hand beneath me and started touching her behind. I could feel the wetness from the cum that had dripped from her pussy. I touched her pussy and slid a finger in with my cock. I put the tip of my finger directly in the center of her back hole and started to press lightly each time I slid into her. I progressively increased the pressure until my finger popped in, and in one motion it slid the full length inside her behind. Gail breathed a loud, Oohhh Ri… Ooohh,” she paused a moment, “Cum in me,” she quickly repeated, Cum in me now baby,” I couldn’t hold back and I grasped the edge of the bed with my left hand for leverage and thrust forcefully into her, groaning “Ooaahhh,” whispering “Oh baby yes,” as I emptied myself into her belly. Gail’s orgasm exploded moments later and she thrust upwards, almost lifting me, then howled a deep throaty, “Oohh, ummm, oohh baby, oohh.” as she started to cum and cum.

	 

	We lay exhausted, speechless for ten minutes. Gail broke the silence. “Wow, you’re some lover, lover.”

	 

	“It’s easy with the hottest gooiest pussy in town,” I replied.

	 

	“Kiss me,” Gail asked.

	 

	“Will I taste his cum,” I inquired.

	 

	“”You’ll probably like it,” she chided.

	 

	I rose on my elbow and kissed her eyes; I placed my lips over her ear and gently slide my closed mouth back and forth. I rubbed my nose against hers and kissed her chin; I took her lower lips between my lips and sucked. I ran my tongue into the side of her mouth between her cheek and teeth. I explored every inch of the inside of her mouth until our tongues touched and then I sucked her tongue into my mouth. We kissed like lovers, for a long time, as wives and husbands should.

	 

	When we were upstairs for dinner I secreted myself away and went to the Pilot House. The Captain was there with one of the crew, both talking, the boat piloting itself. He greeted me as Mr. Rian and I asked him if it were possible to make a phone call to Monaco.

	 

	“Of course,” he replied. “You can make it from the phone in your room.”

	 

	“Oh,” I said, surprised. “Thank you,” and I started to leave.

	 

	“There is also a phone in my office,” He said, and he pointed to my right. “Please go ahead if you’d like to.”

	 

	I stepped into the Captains office, and found the phone on a desk full of maps and marine books and I called Peter in Monaco.

	 

	Peter answered on the fourth ring. We exchanged warm greetings, and he told me he was receiving this call in London. His calls were being forwarded. He explained that he and Phyllis, his wife, expected us in another week or more and were both away from Monaco.

	 

	I explained our problem with pig fish and the boat and he commented, “How unfortunate.” I told him my plan was to say the company needs me somewhere, and to get off the boat. He suggested I throw pig fish overboard. He also insisted I go to Monte Carlo, to his apartment. He would call the concierge to let me in. We should stay there a few days until we found a hotel.

	 

	Later that evening, while we were sitting in the living area, the Captain came to tell me I had an important telephone call. Peter was on the line, and even though he knew it was me, he continued to talk with what he thought was a Chilean accent, saying I had to urgently go to Paris for the company.

	 

	When I returned I sat with Gail, and explained what Peter had said. No one heard but they assumed it had to do with my call. When Duncan rose to get another Port, I approached him.

	 

	“I hate to do this,” I began, “But my company has requested I fly to Paris. There’s a problem.”

	 

	”When will you return?” he asked.

	 

	“I won’t.” I said. I could see that Duncan thought I would leave Gail on the boat, and return. He actually paled with my comment.

	 

	“I’m so very sorry to hear that,” he said.

	 

	We spoke a moment or two more then rejoined the group sitting and talking about using the Euro instead of Francs.

	 

	Duncan announced to the group that Gail and I would be leaving tomorrow, and Charlotte sat forward in her chair, shocked to say the least. Young Richard visibly whitened.

	 

	We arrived in Cannes early the next morning. Gail and I had visited Charlotte and Duncan in their cabin, and expressed our deep appreciation again and again. We took a taxi to Tamara and told her I had to be in Paris, and that we were leaving. She asked for Gail to stay. I said we would go from Paris to Greece and that Paris also meant a chance to shop. Gail also returned the bracelet.

	 

	Everyone was on deck when we left. Telephones and addresses had been exchanged earlier. A crewman had driven our car alongside and loaded our luggage. Gail and Charlotte were in tears as we walked down the gangway.

	 

	We drove leisurely to Monaco, lamenting that pig fish had so effected our holiday. When we were unpacked in Peter’s apartment, we called Gabriela in Italy to tell her where we were, and give her Peters telephone number. Even if the call were forwarded he could reach us.

	 

	Gabriela was speaking with Gail and asked her why our change in plans. Gail, as naïve as she is, explained the whole pig fish story. Gabriela expressed how sorry she was but wondered why Gail didn’t tell Tamara. Gail’s honest answer was, “I was ashamed.” That was the beginning of a new saga, but it took a few more days to mature.

	 

	For the next few days we played tennis, and ate Italian food every night at the same restaurant that Giancomo had taken us to. Gail played exhibitionist and most evenings was bra-less and without panties. Sometimes a stranger would be rewarded, mostly it was for me. We made love every night, and once in the afternoon on Peters balcony.

	 

	On our second afternoon, after tennis, we showered and were still walking about naked. Gail seduced me and we ended up on the couch, head to toe, and we loved each other with our mouth for a very long time. When we finished, as Gail was wiping cum from her hands she factiously commented, “We’ll need another two or three sessions before we collect…,” but the last words were mumbled because I placed my hand over her mouth. I knew she was going to tease me, comparing me to young Richard, so I reached from behind her and stopped her comment.

	 

	We found a hotel nearby and called Peter on the fourth day to give him our number, we also called Gabriela. That evening, to our surprise, we received a call from Tamara. She greeted me kindly and asked to talk to Gail. Gail was stunned, and before I could pass the phone she whispered “How did she know to call us here? Shall I say we just arrived from Paris?”

	 

	“No,” I said. “If she asks a question you can’t answer, evade it, or just don’t answer, but don’t lie...”

	 

	I gave the phone to Gail and they started to talk. Tamara was the ultimate diplomat. She didn’t put Gail on the spot at all. We eventually were informed what occurred after we were gone.

	 

	Before we left Gail had managed to secret away with young Richard again, in the scuba gear room, where she treated him orally. She made the mistake of telling him why we were leaving.

	 

	A two days later young Richard got into an argument with Dolphin. Young Richard actually struck pig fish and left the side of his face bruised. He also blurted out the reason we had left. Charlotte was flabbergasted. She immediately called Tamara. Tamara called Gabriella, and Gabriella told the truth.

	 

	During their call I assumed Tamara had asked Gail why she didn’t trust her enough to share what happened. Gail started to cry and I heard her say, “I was ashamed.” Gail sobbed for some time and promised Tamara that she would telephone Charlotte.

	 

	The next morning Gail telephone Charlotte. That was another winner. Both the girls were sobbing. But, we felt better that our friends knew the truth. They seemed to understand our reserve, Gail’s shyness, and most of all they appreciated that she would deprive herself rather than be confrontational.

	 

	That same evening Gail and I ate at the Italian restaurant we frequented. She wore a low cut blouse, and was braless, and she displayed herself to the waiter, unmercifully. We were sitting in a bank, side by side, facing the street. She slid her right leg on the bank and left her leg that way, showing me her pussy, only covering herself when someone came very close by. When we left I could tell I was in for some fun when we got back to the hotel. Oh was I wrong.

	Our car was a half block from the restaurant. When we crossed the street and walked behind the back of the car, Gail reached for me and kissed me. Of course I responded and we wound up leaning against the rear of the car kissing and touching. Gail started to undo my pants, there in the middle of the street. “Put it in me here, she said, smiling devilishly.

	 

	“You’re crazy baby,” we’ll wind up in the courthouse.

	 

	“Remember I did it up here once before? up the street,” she said.

	 

	A couple walking toward the restaurant hand in hand, had stopped, just across the street from us. They were watching. Gail urged me closer; my cock was now out of my pants and in her hand. Gail leaned back on the car and lifted her left leg slightly. After bending my knees I was in position, and I slid into Gail’s very wet pussy. She had both her hands around my neck, her left leg gripping tight against my behind, as I humped into her. “Those people are watching,” I said.

	 

	“I see them…they’re watching… it’s exciting, isn’t it?” Gail breathed.

	 

	I had to admit,” Yes...” adding, “scary too.”

	 

	“Hurry, baby,” Gail said, cum in me.

	 

	A car approached us, slowed, from an open window a ladies voice said something I did not understand, ending with “… mademoiselle.” I felt my approaching orgasm and placed both hands under Gail’s behind and lifted her. Seconds later I grunted, and Gail said, “I feel it baby, cum for me.”

	 

	The couple across the street had stayed there until Gail was seated in the car, and I walked around to the driver side. When we were driving we exchanged our first words, “How’s that for competing with Richard? Time wise, that is,” I said.

	 

	“You’re mean Ri, we’ll finish when we get to the hotel.”

	 

	Our stay with Peter was great. That will come next. We were in France (now Monaco) nine days and Gail had played with four men, made love to another, me, and looked none the worse for wear. She was with her real lover now, playing tennis, teasing, having fun, and looking simply radiant.

	 

	And we still had weeks to go.

	END

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Gail Uses Sandor

	 

	This story is a continuation of our holiday and last posting, Gail Dives with Richard.

	 

	*****

	 

	We arrived in Athens at 10.20, actually some minutes ahead of schedule, and we headed directly for our Rhodes flight. During the flight we were offered newspapers, and I choose the Nice Matin, the main Nice newspaper. In spite of my poor French I understood the many reports of crime on the Cote d Azur. I was surprised because in the years we had been going there, we never saw any indication of crime. I mentioned it to Gail, and she looked up from her magazine. “It won’t matter. France is still the only catwalk for the celebrities to prance on. It will always be popular.” In some matters, I thought, Gail was so gifted at bringing things into perspective.

	 

	Gail had worn dark blue shorts and a white Fila polo shirt. Her hair had colored clips and her makeup was light. Her heel strap flat shoes highlighted her long legs, and wherever we walked in the airport she attracted attention.

	 

	We cleared Greece immigration and customs, and, with some time to kill, meandered toward our Rhodes flight departure gate. When we boarded we were both excited that we would be meeting our Italian friends, Gabriella and Giancomo as soon as we landed.

	 

	The Rhodes was typical of old airports , appealing in that it seemed to offer more personalized service and operated at a relaxed pace. As we walked into the main hall Gabriella and Giancomo were there, waving the minute they saw us, Gabriella calling, “Gail, Gail”. Giancomo and I hugged, patted each others back and ranted on about how pleased we were to see each other. Gabriella and Gail were hugging, laughing, and chatting incessantly for five minutes, the two girls standing in the way of passengers trying to pass us, attracting onlookers, most of which were tourists.

	 

	Standing a few feet away, I couldn’t resist turning to look at the girls and to take in Gabriela’s beauty. How attractive they looked, standing there talking, oblivious to everyone’s gaze. Gabriela was dressed in her usual khaki shorts, with a pale green pocket front shirt that buttoned down the front. I noticed a hint of dark shading showing through her shirt on the side opposite her pocket. She looked so poised and elegant, her long legs tapered to simple brown leather sandals, her toenails painted red. I noted that Gail painted her nails the same bright color, and wondered which of the two started it first.

	 

	We had our luggage in fifteen minutes and we followed Giancomo outside the terminal where a taxi was waiting to take us to Mandraki Harbour, and the hydrofoil to Symi. The girls were standing good twenty or so feet away, as Giancomo and I struggled with the luggage with little help from the porter. We boarded the hydrofoil and began our forty some odd kilometer journey to this enchanting island, for what was to be one of the nicest, and most relaxing holiday we have had.

	 

	On the approach to the island we had a feeling that here, time stood still. An island with few cars, elegant harbours, beautiful beaches, and a mountainside full of attractive houses and small winding roads that, for some reason, made me think of the travels of Paul the disciple.

	De-boarding the ferry was an item in itself. Everyone jostling, weaving between the crowd to greet friends. We finally identified our greeter, there were two, an older man, and a teenager who took charge of the entire luggage, and refused to allow me to carry my own computer bag. They had arranged two of the few taxis on the island, we piled into one, and they loaded our luggage and followed in the other.

	 

	When wound our way up the hill, past ancient and colorful houses, until we were at the crest of this small mountain. The house was actually a catacomb of tunnels, gardens, and two houses, with the main house covering three levels. The old man led us in and through the main house starting on the entrance floor where there was a kitchen, dining room and huge porch.

	 

	We went a level below which had an attractive apartment with full bath, a terrace with a table where one could eat, and it opened on the garden. We went up to the top floor and the master bedroom, which ran the full length of the house. Here you could look out at the sea, and even see Turkey in the distance. Giancomo suggested, “You take this room.”

	 

	Gail immediately exclaimed, “No, I prefer…we prefer the room downstairs.”

	 

	“Let’s throw a coin,” Giancomo said.

	 

	“No,” Gail insisted, “we are taking the apartment downstairs.”

	 

	We all gave in. Gabriela looked at me and smiled, flirting playfully she said for all to hear, “You can come up to look at the sea any time you want to.”

	 

	Before the old man left he introduced us to the lady who would prepare our meals while we were here, and then he said, “Another people stay in the front house…from America.”

	 

	We settled in with our luggage and were unpacked in minutes, then we wandered the garden, and looked out the windows at the sea on one side and a steep valley on the other side.

	 

	A half hour later we all met on the entrance level where the cook showed us where the drinks were kept. Giancomo opened the chest and found a few local brands. We chose Ouzo mixed with warm bottled water and the cook made it drinkable when she brought us a bowl of miniature ice cubes. We had been advised earlier that there was no water on Symi, everything was shipped in, and only bottled water was for drinking.

	 

	We were thrilled with the accommodations but Giancomo commented, “It takes me back in time, reminds me of my first holiday.”

	 

	Gabriella was less critical, “We’ll find places to have fun, and I’ve got a few names my friends suggested. But I am still amazed that he is here,” and she looked at Gaincomo, rather affectionately, I thought.

	 

	Giancomo looked at me, nodding his head, “Yes, it’s really the first no work holiday that I have ever taken,” he paused, then added, “I think.”

	 

	We didn’t waste time, agreeing that we would see some of the island before it got dark, then find a restaurant for dinner, and call it a night. How Gabriela informed the cook that we were going out, I don’t know, but she managed between languages. We called for a taxi which arrived half hour later. He drove us around the town, and we asked for suggestions on where to eat dinner. He spoke some English, and fluent Italian as well, so Giancomo made arrangements and Cornelious became our regular driver while we were in Symi.

	 

	We wound up in a restaurant called ‘To Klima’, located in a section above the harbour called Chorio. We chose a ‘lets all share fare’ and we wound up eating a variety of Mediterranean food as well as several vegetarian dishes which were simply out of this world. The first two bottles of wine were the typical retsina, but I really didn’t care for the flavor. Gaincomo agreed, so we ordered some German white wine. When we received the check, the wine was so expensive that we decided to go Greek from that night onward. The owner came out and spent more time then necessary thanking the girls for coming. The food was great, the view was spectacular, and we laughed, told jokes…some risqué, and simply relaxed throughout the dinner.

	 

	Afterwards we walked down the Kalistrata street with no real plans. A locale named Harani seemed to be getting the majority of the crowd, so we went inside to investigate. It was busy inside, people coming and going, dancing, European music blaring. Gabriela asked me to dance and whisked me away from the bar. We were dancing very few minutes when the song ended and a ‘too fast for us beat’ drove us back to the bar. Gail was gone. Giancomo pointed to the dance floor and I saw Gail dancing, the tall lanky man she was with looked like he might be a local. They were talking, or shouting, as much as dancing.

	 

	I bumped elbows with a young heavy set man on my right and, when I turned to apologize; before I could speak he smiled and said, “No problem.”

	 

	Gail returned a few minutes later, and Giancomo used the bar phone to call for Cornelious to pick us up. We finished our drinks and started to leave, to wait outside for Cornelious. Just as I started to follow Gail, the young man beside me tapped my arm. When I turned he asked, “Is that your girlfriend?” and he pointed to Gail.

	 

	I smiled, “My wife,” I stated.

	 

	He nodded and smiled, “That man she was dancing with,” he said, “when he asked her to dance he said really bad things to her in Greek. He’s bad.”

	 

	I nodded, not smiling any longer. The man nodded his head a few times and pursed his mouth confirming his statement. “Thanks… appreciate it,” I said, and I offered my hand in a handshake.

	 

	Just as we arrived back at the house a young couple was walking out the entry gate. Gabriela approached them, “You must be the guests in the other house,” she said. The man walked to the taxi door and said something to Cornelious, then came back and stood beside his wife.

	 

	In the semi darkness, we made introductions all around. We learned that Vivian and Gregory were Americans, on their honeymoon, “But we’ve been married ten months,” Vivian was quick to inform. Gregory was an American of Greek origin, his parents having been born in Greece. He was about my height, dark haired, with a charming smile from an advertisement worthy set of teeth, and though his manner was courteous, he seemed reserved. Vivian on the other hand seemed so very American, vivacious, spoke a little too loudly, and straight away made you seem like a friend. She was a head smaller then Gail, and a bit on the weighty side, but her short blond hair and charming manner made her very appealing. We all agreed we would meet again tomorrow, and they ran off for their evening of fun.

	 

	We walked through the entry and ended up sitting in the upstairs apartment, in the dark, looking out at the sea. We talked quietly, commenting on the different lights, trying to pinpoint where it was in relation to the port, our only knowledge of the island.

	 

	When Giancomo left the room we rose to leave. Gabriela stood up and offered me her cheek to kiss goodnight. In mid kiss she answered a question Gail had earlier asked about our going to the beach, “Yes, I think we should,” Gabriela said. “They have beach taxis near the harbour that will take us to any beach we choose.”

	 

	Giancomo returned to the sitting room and said, “I’ve organized some good wine for tomorrow. I called Italy, they’ll send some.”

	 

	I laughed, commenting, “You’ve got your priorities right,” and we said goodnight.

	 

	I opened our two bedroom windows. The night air was refreshing, and the darkness of the valley below mysterious. Our bed was the billowy kind you sink into, and when Gail climbed in beside me she was naked. I raised my legs under the blankets to pull off my shorts, not prepared to miss out on getting as cuddly as possible.

	 

	“It’s beautiful here, isn’t it?” Gail said.

	 

	“Yes,” I answered. “It’s hard to believe that they can ship in enough water every day, for all this…”

	 

	“Oh,” I exclaimed, “I forgot to ask. What did the man you were dancing with say to you?”

	 

	“Just the usual. Where are you from, my name, when did we get here. Why?”

	 

	“When he asked you to dance, what did he say?”

	 

	“Do you want to dance,” Gail smiled looking at me as if it were a strange question. “And he offered his hands,” she continued.

	 

	“Did he say anything else, in Greek?

	 

	“Oh, yes. When he walked over he was rattling off in Greek. I smiled and shook my head, and then he switched to English.”

	 

	I told Gail what the heavy set man had said, and she sounded an “Uhmm,” not reacting critically or bothered.

	 

	Gail moved to her right side and spread her legs around my left leg, her groin pushed against my side. That was a signal I was used to, and loved. My left arm was under her neck and I extended my hand down her back and started touching the top of her behind. We touched and talked, mostly about the island, and seeing our friends again. Some twenty minutes later Gail rolled over and lay fully stretched on top of me. We both loved the closeness this created, and often she would fall asleep that way, and I would stay in that position for as long as I could take the weight. Tonight, my cock was hard and soon Gail slid down so that my cock was captured between her thighs. With my cock captured, she lifted her upper body so that her breasts were just off my chest, and slowly started to move from side to side, brushing her nipples ever so lightly across my chest.

	 

	My hands were exploring her back, her behind, and I placed two fingers on the underside of my cock pressing it against the lips of her pussy. When Gail finally moved from on top of me, she squatted, placing her legs on both side of me and arched her back to take me into her. With one or two rubs over her wetness she centered my cock and pressed downwards driving me full into her. Her only sound was a lengthy exhale of her breath in an “Oohhh.” There was enough outside light reflected in the room for me to see that her head was thrown back, one hand on my chest, with the other touching her left breast.

	 

	Gail kept her full weight on me, keeping me deep inside, making occasional movements forward. After five minutes or so she bent forward and with her mouth fully opened she kissed me. When Gail kissed me like this she wanted to feel close. I reciprocated, my tongue searching, her tongue flat against my mouth licking. For me kissing Gail like this was heavenly but, I often hesitated to do it because my beard would always leave her chin and cheeks red and scratched. I spoke into her mouth, “I love you baby.”

	 

	Gail didn’t respond, just kept kissing. She lifted her face and from an inch away, speaking softly her voice deep and lust filled, “Baby, tell me about Mrs. H.”

	 

	“Now?” I questioned.

	 

	“Please,” she said, the lust in her voice evident, as she lifted slightly so that my cock felt the suction of her pussy as inducement.

	 

	When Gail and I had just been married a short while we often spent Sundays in bed, all day, making love and talking. One discussion led to asking each other about firsts, or fantasies. I had told Gail of an encounter I had as a teen, with a Mrs. H. and Gail loved to hear the tale. She would usually ask specific questions, but only during my telling the whole story.

	 

	I began to recite the story for the fiftieth time. One year my parents took me to a religious conference being held in the United States, in upstate New York. People came from all over the world to hear the speakers at the two week gathering.

	 

	On the third day there, my parents volunteered me as a baby sitter to make up for the unexpected departure of one helper. I wound up helping another girl to watch a group of three to five year olds.

	 

	On the very first day, at about five o’clock the other babysitter, Becky, drove a few of the children back to their respective parents. Three boys remained, and Freddie, a cute little always laughing three year old was rolling a small train on the grass, with me beside him. Out of nowhere, a woman was standing beside us, and without saying anything she squatted down watching us play. I looked up, then back to Freddie, and then took a second look at the lady. She was squatted low, her knees a good two feet apart, and I could see her panties. I’m sure I starred, I was in shock and awe, and she was beautiful. That was Mrs. H., Freddie’s mom, come to pick him up.

	 

	The same thing happened again the next two days, each time her legs a little more spread, and on the third day I was so close I could actually see hairs on the side of her panties. On Sunday Freddie wasn’t there and I sadly thought the fuel for my nighttime fantasies was gone forever. Though the conference went on another week, the main part was over and we were now a much smaller group with no babysitting arranged.

	 

	Late that last Sunday morning I was playing with the remaining children in the small play area when I looked up to the toot of a car horn. Some 200 feet away, Mrs. H. was waving, beckoning me to come to her car. I waved back and walked over to her car. I stood by her window and greeted her, surprised and nervous with excitement that she was near... I smiled and greeted little Freddie in the back seat when she suggested, “Come around to the other side… get in.”

	 

	“I’ve got to ask a favor off you,” Mrs. H. began, and she turned in her seat, leaving her left foot on the floor, her right leg bent at the knee and lying flat across the seat and gear shift center. There again I could see clear up her thighs and the bottom of her panties. And, as hard as I tried not to, I am sure I spent most of the time starring up her dress.

	 

	Mrs. H. began, “Hadrian, now that camp meeting is over there are no child care arrangements. Since my husband is speaking all next week, and since you are staying as well, I was wondering if I could get you to watch Freddie.”

	 

	I was ready to jump for joy, kiss her feet, or anything else, just to continue my fantasy of her when I masturbated each night. Mrs. H. thought I was hesitating and added, “I asked you mother and she said you would, but I thought I’d ask you too… I could pay you.”

	 

	I floated back to earth and found my tongue. “Oh you don’t have to pay me Mrs. H., I’d be glad to stay with Freddie.”

	 

	“Thank you Hadrian, that’s so nice of you and it’s only until one o’clock each day.” We made arrangements for the next morning at 9:30 and she added, “We are staying in the trailer section, in the white and green trailer. And tell your Mom, I’ll feed you lunch when I come back to feed Freddie.”

	 

	The next day I played with Freddie, in and out of the trailer, until 12:15. when Mrs. H. returned. We sat in the trailer while she prepared a sandwich for me and something for Freddie. I was sitting at the table, my back to the wall, facing toward the inside of the trailer. Mrs. H. had put Freddie in a chair at the low kiddy table we had been playing on. When his food was in front of him Mrs. H. squatted down, like she had done in the park, and her whole panty clad pussy was displayed, in all its glory, just five feet away. As a reflex I moved my hand to touch my cock. Mrs. H. was busy feeding Freddie, sometime moving, spreading her legs wider, then closing them, then slowly opening them again. I was transformed, in love, hard, I was in ecstasy. I rubbed my cock raw that night.

	 

	I couldn’t wait for lunchtime the next day. I was obsessed. Mrs. H. was all I could think about. And it happened the same way. One the third day Mrs. H. returned a half hour earlier. She went to the back of the trailer and attended to some things then came out and prepared lunch. After she placed my sandwich in front of me she squatted to tend to Freddie, but she had her legs mostly closed. I could see a bit past her knees, nothing more. I starred in disappointment since she usually opened her legs right away. Then to my relief, her legs started to open, falteringly at first, then more, until I could see clear to her pussy, she was naked underneath, her hair spread agonizingly from thigh to thigh. I gasped loudly, if she heard me she didn’t acknowledge that she did.

	 

	When I walked home I was numb, my heart pounding, and my breathing was in short labored breaths. I will never be able to explain the thrill I felt, the trepidation that she wouldn’t be there tomorrow, and the sexual conquest, even though I thought she didn’t know that she was showing, and I was looking.

	The next day I was early. Mrs. H. was still getting ready to leave so I took Freddie outside and pushed him on a swing made from tire rubber.

	 

	When Mrs. H. returned at lunchtime she was a little late. She stepped into the toilet that was in the kitchen to the right of Freddie’s table. A moment or two later she came out, asked if Freddie had behaved, and started on our lunch. It seemed to me she was slow today, or was I anxious. When she squatted again I was ready, and she didn’t hesitate to open her legs today. I could see her pussy lips through the hair, I groaned, my cock was about to burst. Mrs. H asked me to hand her a sponge. I panicked for a moment then regrouped and slid from behind the table. I took the two steps to the sink, half bent over, and another two to hand over the sponge. She reached for the sponge but stopped short of taking it, and looked me in the eyes. Her legs were still spread, she was still squatting, and my cock was not more then two feet from her face.

	 

	After what seemed an eternity she took the sponge and said, “Do I cause that?” and she nodded looking towards my cock.

	 

	I didn’t know what the dangers were, so I just stood there, like an idiot, feeling like I was getting redder faced by the second. “I don’t know, Mrs. H.” I foolishly said, and I was still bent over, my cock now harder then before.

	 

	She smiled. So warmly that I felt my cock twitch. “It wouldn’t be the best thing you walking home like that, would it? She asked.

	 

	I nodded and agreed, “No.”

	 

	Still, with that thrilling smile and her legs spread wide, she said, “Why don’t you step in there and…arrange things,” and she nodded toward the toilet just inches to my right.

	 

	I nodded, and stepped to the door, still bent, and pushed the folding door inward. When I was inside I switched on the fluorescent light and pushed the middle and the door, it expanded and the center clicked closed. I looked in the mirror and saw that I was red faced. My hard cock was pushing a tent in my pants. I turned and stepped to the toilet. I unzipped my pants and held my cock, standing in front of the toilet, wondering if I should urinate or should I masturbate. I lowered the toilet seat, turned, and sat down, my cock still sticking out.

	 

	Just as I started to stroke my cock, the door center clicked and the door folded partly inward. Mrs. H was standing at the side looking in, “Are you alright?” She asked, sounding concerned.

	 

	I was mortified, my cock still in hand, “Yes,” I said.

	 

	She continued to stand at the cracked door looking in, and I continued to look at her face. She looked away from my eyes to my cock and slowly the door opened further, and when it was halfway open she stepped inside and leaned her back on the door, partially closing it. She was standing six inches in front of me. “Go ahead, finish,” she said, nodding at my hand on my cock.

	 

	My hand started to move on my cock, all the while starring at her face. I tried to finish opening my fly with my other hand, “Why don’t you take them down?” Mrs. H. said.

	 

	I unbuckled and opened my pants while still sitting, then lifted just enough to slide them down to my thighs. I started touching myself again, and within moments I was panting, but strangely enough, I wasn’t ready to come. Mrs. H. was paying rapt attention to my hand wrapped around and stroking my cock. Her eyes were hooded, her mouth slightly open, and now when I think of it, even if it is my imagination, I picture her breathing heavily as well.

	 

	After two or three minutes of touching myself Mrs. H. said, “Does it help if you look at me?” and she started to lift her dress. I was fixated on the hem of her dress slowly rising, first over her knees, then slowly up her thighs. All the while Mrs. H. is starring at my cock. Slowly the hem lifted to where I could see hair, then the bottom of her pussy, and when her pussy was fully exposed, and I saw the dark hint of her slit through the hair, I exploded. My only sound was “Uuhhhnnn,” as spurt after squirt of cum shot over the floor, on her foot, and on the roll of toilet paper.

	 

	“That was lovely,” Mrs. H. said, smiling at me. I smiled back, feeling thankful, and oh so grown up.

	 

	The next day was the same. Mrs. H spread her legs her slit seemed more visible today. I was hard, and even had the courage to place my hand on my pants over my cock. She never acknowledged that she was exposing her pussy but, out of the blue she says, “Why don’t you use the toilet,” I sprang to me feet and stepped inside, this time leaving the door cracked. A minute later she was at the door, then inside. Mrs. H. moved from the door and leaned against the sink. Her dress still down. I touched myself looking from her face to her dress very many times, while her gaze was fixed on my cock. Finally she lifted her dress in one motion and just stood there totally exposed, for the first time clear up to her waist. After a minute or two she lifted her left leg onto the ledge around the toilet seat, and allowed her bent knee to swing out. It opened her legs wide enough for her pussy to open at the center and I sucked in air at the sight.

	 

	“Stop for a moment Mrs. H said.” I stopped moving and she continued, “Stand here she said, beckoning in front of her. I stood, and holding my pants at my thighs and shuffling toward the sink, I stood in front of Mrs. H. “You can rub it here…” she said, and she jutted out her groin. Humping toward her I placed the head of my cock on her hair, then her thigh, and then started rubbing on her pussy. I managed to get between her thighs, on her pussy, across her slit and around her belly, before I started to tremble and cum burst out of me with such force that it splattered against her belly leaving a large round pool. I spurted again and again, in her hair, on her thigh, on her fingers holding her dress. Toward the end I managed to place my cock on her slit, to deposit my cum as close to being inside her as I could get.

	 

	The next two days was the same. I knew what we were going to do, I dreamed about it all night long. When she came into the toilet I immediately stood in front of her. She let me rub up and down her slit, and the first time I made a feeble attempt to slide into her, she moved slightly. I backed off but a few minutes later lust won out and I tried again. This time part of me entered. I moved around and took my cock out. I rubbed some more then tried entering her again. This time she moved a little to make it easier. Most of my cock was in her when I started to cum. I sighed when it started and she moved, just enough to let more of me slide in, and I finished shooting all my cum into her. Another milestone was when I started to cum she placed her right hand on my behind, gently guiding me forward. It was the first time she had touched me, and I swore to myself that I would love Mrs. H. forever. On the last day she actually kissed me, and thanked me for being so helpful, and hoped I would come back the next year.

	 

	Gail loved the story, which I would usually abbreviate to get to the parts that I knew excited her most. “What were you thinking when Mrs. H. first showed you…with no underwear.” Gail asked her voice husky and low. She was moving on my cock in short thrusts, lifting when she withdrew, bearing down as my cock slid into her. She had to overcome her shyness to even ask me about Mrs. H., and even now after many times, Gail gets red faced, blushing when she asks.

	 

	“First I was surprised,” I whispered, “then I was so excited I believe I could have cum that second, it was so hot...she was so hairy.”

	 

	Gail asked many more questions. We were making love for fifteen or twenty minutes when she asked, “Tell me how it felt when she first let you slid into her.”

	 

	“Hot, she was so wet…she was looking down at my cock, one hand was holding her dress, that’s when she touched me. I shot so hard that it ached…”

	 

	Gail responded to my answer by pumping against me in two or three short thrusts and said, “Oh Ri…oh baby, I’m going to cum.” Her humping motion increased in force, the bed shook a little, “Get on top baby…” she said, and we flipped, in a practiced motion, my cock still deep inside her. She bent her legs back, and pressed them against my side. I started to thrust into her in long quick motions. Gail had her hands on my shoulders, her face was partly illuminated by a strip of outside light, and I could see that her eyes were closed. I continued to thrust, a little slower now but it felt like I was deeper in her belly, now pushing hard, and when I was fully in her I’d shove upwards, trying to get further inside. Each time my cock touched bottom Gail would sound a breathy “Aahhh,” then, when I’d shove to get deeper, she would groan softly, her tone deep, saying “Uuhhnn,” Finally, she sounded a raspy groan as her orgasm came upon her and whispered, Oohh yes, Uuhh, I’m cumming… do it baby, I’m cumming,” her hands on my shoulders pulling me down upon her.

	 

	Some minutes later, lying side by side again, she whispered, “I love it when you tell me that story.”

	 

	“I love your story more,” I said, and I felt Gail’s hand nudge me against my thigh.

	 

	The next day we breakfasted with Giancomo and Gabriela, then, we packed canvas bags and donned our beach wear, and headed for the harbour. Cornelious was waiting to taxi us down. We asked him for suggestions for the best beach, but in the end we took a water taxi to a beach that was recommended by a friend of Gabriela’s.

	 

	It was a magnificent beach set into a low mountain backdrop. It wasn’t packed full as the elegant beaches in south France but there were towels with couples everywhere, an occasional small family group with children, and small rental tents and old fashioned folding chairs with the striped stretch-cloth seat and back. Everyone was topless, old and young, and handsome young men prowled the beachfront ogling the girls. After an hour on the sand Gaincocmo and I were ready to leave, but the girls were enjoying themselves, walking the beach, attracting young men, and sunning. At one point I walked to the water to cool and sat on the sand on the edge of the surf. Soon after Gabriela walked in front of me, “Are you lonely?” she asked.

	 

	“Yes,” I said, join me.

	 

	Gabriela sat beside me in the surf, her beautiful bare breasts inches away on my left. We talked about many things. When we mentioned something about Giancomo, she commented, “Thanks again for getting Giancomo here.”

	 

	I looked at her, squinting my eyes as if to question what her comment meant, “I didn’t get him here,” I insisted.

	 

	“You influenced it,” she replied.

	 

	“I don’t know how I can influence him.”

	 

	“You can,” she simply stated. “He really thinks highly of you.”

	 

	“Huh,” I laughed. “I know he likes me, as I do him, but why would a man like Giancomo think highly of me.”

	 

	“You know what he said just before we left Milan?” She paused, creating theater, “He said that he thought that you and Gail were the most mature couple he has ever met.”

	 

	I just looked at Gabriela, momentarily not even noticing her breasts, “I guess that’s nice of him to think that. I wonder why?”

	 

	“He is very full of insight, and a good judge of people,” Gabriela said.

	 

	“Maybe because he slept with Gail, and we’re still friends.” I added.

	 

	Gabriela was quiet for a long moment, “I thought that they…,” she said softly, a far away look in her eyes. Then looking at me, “I wasn’t sure that she told you.”

	 

	I looked at Gabriela, arching my brows and tilting my head as if to ask if I looked stupid, but I didn’t say anything.

	 

	Gabriela was looking directly in my eyes, and I watched her face slowly take on a mischievous look, her eyes squinting as her face creased in a smile. “Now you could love me and not feel guilty,” she said, and she reached her two hands to my face and kissed me lightly on the mouth.

	 

	“Gail thinks you are everything a woman should be, she’s your great fan,” I said.

	 

	“And I think the same of her,” Gabriela returned, smiling, not at all slowed by my comment.

	 

	I added, “I also think she is a little jealous of … that I think you’re so special.”

	 

	“Well,” Gabriela responded, she was rising now, “I’m jealous of her too.” Her smile broadened and she reached out her hand for me, then she leaned back against my weight to help me rise.

	 

	We left the beach by water taxi in the early afternoon and upon arriving at the harbour, we searched out a small restaurant. We all ate the house specialty of a salad served in large wooden bowls, with big hunks of feta cheese and immense Calamata olives. The lettuce was laced with herb leaves, and at the table the waiter mixed in olive oil, squeezed fresh lemon, and splashed dashes of yellow vinegar, then blended and tossed it with wooden spoons. It tasted like everything had just been picked from a garden, and we were later told that the cheese had been made that morning, with fresh goat milk and lemon. We accompanied the salad with beer instead of the retsina wine, and, when we left, all of us commented on how delicious it was and the simplicity of it all. Then we went in search of Cornelious.

	 

	When Cornelious arrived he informed Giancomo that he had received the three boxes from Rhodes. It seems Giancomo had called Italy and arranged for three cases of wine to be sent, and he had informed Cornelious to please pick them up when they arrived on the Rhodes ferry.

	 

	We walked from the courtyard in front of the house, and Cornelious delivered the three boxes to the entryway. Giancomo carried one case upstairs and I another. When I returned for the last case I looked out the window, Gregory and Vivian were driving up on a scooter. I walked outside and greeted them, “Hello,” I said, as they were dismounting, “that certainly looks like fun.”

	 

	Gregory answered, “Yes, we rented this… great for exploring. It’s the way to travel here. Today we went through the valley out back. Been looking at it for a week, now we’ve seen it up close”

	 

	“We see a part of the valley from our room,” I said.

	 

	“Come in and see it all,” Vivian said, and she followed Gregory as they walked by me toward their entry. Gregory was a few steps ahead and I followed Vivian, and I took advantage of the view. She was wearing high cut tight shorts, and It seemed she was aware of how much of her ample behind showed, as she swayed back and forth during the short trip across the walkway. One whole side of their house had a broad view of the entire valley, which I thought was austere without the contrast of the sea side view. The valley was green with small bushes in every direction, and lower down the mountainside an olive grove was the only land in the whole of the valley that was attended.

	 

	I drank a beer that Gregory offered and chatted with them for about ten minutes. Vivian sat opposite me, and I couldn’t help but notice the way her shorts pulled tight between her legs, The shorts accentuated the puffy sides of her vagina, and indenting into the lips. I believed she knew that it was drawing my attention, and each time she moved the effect was more exciting. Ten minutes later I rose to leave promising that we would reciprocate the invitation.

	 

	When I returned to our house I found Gail sitting upstairs talking with Gabriela, and I mentioned where I had been as I sat to join them. Gabriela informed, “Rian, we have three bottles of wine for our neighbors. Giancomo set them aside,” and she nodded her head in the direction of the kitchen, where three bottles were standing at the corner of the counter.

	 

	“I’ll take them the wine,” I said, “and mention it’s from Giancomo.”

	 

	“Just say it’s from all of use,” Gabriela suggested, “and tell them that we are inviting them to dinner tomorrows night.”

	 

	We chatted for some time, and decided for Giancomo, since he wasn’t there, that we would find a good fish restaurant. I immediately rose and went to the wine cases with the white wine, and collected six bottles of white wine and placed them in the refrigerator.

	 

	About thirty minutes after I arrived I rose to go back to our room. The girls were talking about mixing colors and fashion, and Gabriela was telling Gail where to buy the Italian lingerie they seemed to favor. It was close to five in the afternoon. I’d copy Giancomo and take a nap. I collected the wine for Gregory and took leave of the girls.

	 

	I knocked on the door of the front house and then knocked again. Finally the door opened and Vivian was standing to the side in a short white robe that barely reached her thighs, her hand was holding the top of the robe closed. I must have looked down at her legs when she greeted me, because she gave a knowing smile, and I felt embarrassed at my lack of manners. “Hello,” I said.

	 

	“Hello,” and after a pause, in another tone, “Nice that you’re back,” Vivian said, and I wondered if the tone was her way of teasing me. “Come in.”

	 

	“Sorry to be a bother.” I had the three bottles cradled in my left arm, “You want to take these, or ask Gregory…they’re a gift from us.”

	 

	Vivian’s face lit up. “Why thanks, that’s so nice,” then again she said, “sooo nice. We’re tired of the local wine,” then she added, “Gregory went for water. Sit down,” she added.

	 

	I again sat opposite her on a small couch and this time she sat in a large backed rocking chair. Her robe literally left all of her legs uncovered, and if she didn’t have a hand on her thighs, I’m sure I would have been looking at her pussy hair. Vivian said something but I guess my mind was wandering, and I didn’t hear her. “Excuse me” I said.

	 

	Vivian didn’t respond. Instead she leaned forward and looked down at her legs, “You can’t see anything, can you?” She asked.

	 

	“Not really,” I answered, then added, “though, I guess it’s an imagination thing,”

	 

	Vivian continued, “It’s almost silly, we sit on the beach naked and don’t worry about it, then…” and she paused catching up with my remark, “you mean you imagine what you’d like to see?”

	 

	I simply nodded, and she gave me a very provoking smile. “I’d better go.,” I said. “I should take a nap so I can party late.” Vivian rose at the same time as I did, and followed me to the door. “Don’t forget tomorrow night,” I reminded.

	 

	“We won’t,” Vivian said. And, as I opened the door she leaned into me to kiss my cheek. “Thanks for the wine.”

	 

	I must have slept soundly. It was almost 8 o’clock when I woke up. Gail had a towel wrapped over her breasts and was putting on her makeup. When she saw me in the doorway, she smiled, “You’ve had a good rest, haven’t you. I left the water in the tub for you, if you want to bathe.” (We were getting into the routine of treating water sparingly.) “I’ll bathe,’ I said.

	 

	“Were you dreaming?” Gail asked.

	 

	“I don’t know,” I answered, “Why?”

	 

	“You were hard. The sheet was tented. I even touched you to see if it were my imagination.” Gail was smiling, very mischievously. “Now what could you have been dreaming about?”

	 

	“No idea… you know I never remember dreams. But, the last thing I did was sit with Vivian, and she was half naked, maybe that’s what triggered it?”

	 

	Gail turned away from the mirror and looked at me. “Why would she sit with you half naked?” she said, smiling with one corner of her mouth raising a little higher, and her eyes squinting in amusement. “Do you like her?” she asked.

	 

	“She’s nice, attractive I think,” I responded. After a moments pause I added, “Do you like Gregory?”

	 

	She looked at me, thinking, then answered, “Like him, yes… if you’re asking from a physical or sexual standpoint, no.”

	 

	Even though I started late, I was showered, shaved and dressed before Gail. I left her with her leg propped on the bathtub, rubbing cream in her leg, and wearing a light brown thong and painted toenails, nothing else.

	 

	I waited in the study watching CNN on television. When Gail walked in ten minutes later I starred in awe. She was wearing an off-white linen dress with simple spaghetti straps on her shoulders. It was cut straight across her chest and hung loosely, or better said, softly fitted. It tapered at her waist then flared ever so slightly. The dress was three quarter the way to her knees, her tanned legs narrowed at her ankles, and she was wearing between the toe sandals.

	 

	Gail stood there letting me admire her. The dress had decorations of a few leaves cut into the cloth and embroidered in white. I strained to see beyond the embroidery, wondering if I could see through, and what was underneath. Her hair was bundled on her head and her makeup was soft, in spite of the red blush high on her cheekbone.

	 

	“Enchanting,” I said, “You look simply enchanting.”

	 

	“I’m glad you like it. I bought it months ago wondering when I could wear it.” Gail said.

	 

	“I was saying you are enchanting, not the dress,” I reaffirmed, “but I like the dress too.” I flicked my eyebrows up and questioned, “What’s under it.”

	 

	“Try to see,” Gail said, walking up to me.

	 

	I slid forward in the chair and moved the material of her dress around her breast. There was the hint of her nipple. There was a leaf embossed on the thigh. I moved it to the center, between her thighs and tried to see. Pressed against her it seemed like I was looking at her skin. “Are you naked?” I asked.

	 

	First Gail reddened a bit, then she smiled and reached to touch my cheek, “Don’t be silly...my panties are natural.”

	 

	We walked upstairs to wait for Gabriela and Giancomo. They were sitting facing the patio looking at the sea. As we reached the middle of the room Giancomo said, “Gail, come here please.” He rose from his chair, drink in hand, and made room for Gail. “Sit here for just a minute or two and only look at the trees and the sea. You tell me if it isn’t hypnotic.”

	 

	“Can I get you a drink?” Gabriela said, and when she rose to my having nodded yes, I was awestruck for the second time in ten minutes. Gabriela was wearing a silk dress that was green with beige and white flowers and little splashes of red. It clung to her body so perfectly that you could see every curve and flair, even the bump of a bone above her hip. Her breasts were perfectly rounded from the front, her nipples visible through the silk. From the side her breasts were pear shaped, hanging naturally, just enough to make the soft sensuality of her appearance cause me to sigh.

	 

	Gabriela’s dress was a bit shorter than Gail’s and her legs looked a little longer. She wore earrings of woven white and pink gold, and a ring I hadn’t seen before that had a large sapphire in the middle surrounded by baguette diamonds. When she turned to walk into the kitchen I watched the dress slid and fold around the curve of her behind. It was as sexy as if she were naked. Gabriela’s makeup was so flawlessly applied that you had to wonder if it were makeup at all. She looked stunning.

	 

	“Gabriela, you look lovely,” I said. Some seconds later I added, “Your ring, that’s lovely too.” Gabriela stuck her head from the kitchen and smiled very broadly. “I’m glad you notice,” she said. And when the housekeeper handed her the drink she walked to me, her hand outstretched, to show me her ring.

	 

	“My birthday present from Gian,” she said, smiling proudly.

	 

	Gail lost interest in hypnotic scenery and walked over to see the ring, then oh’d’ and awe’d for two minutes. She turned, excitedly and told Gaincomo what a beautiful choice he had made. No jealousy between them, Gail seemed as happy for Gabriela as if it were her own. Watching the two of them was a picture of beauty. I looked up to notice Giancomo looking at them as well. We didn’t exchange any acknowledgement between us but I knew we were both thinking how very fortunate we were to have these two beautiful people in our lives.

	 

	We heard the hoot of the taxi when he pulled up and we made our way outside. Even Cornelious stood with his mouth gaping when he saw the girls. Gaincomo and I looked like gypsies, he carrying one and me with two bottles of wine, wrapped in towels to keep them cool. We told the driver we wanted to eat fish and he made his way to a restaurant near the square called Mylopetra. Later we learned that there were better fish restaurants but Cornelious thought the girls were dressed too beautifully for anything less.

	 

	We walked in and the girls stood in the entrance with three quarters of the room looking at them. The waiter immediately wanted to guide us to a table but Giancomo stopped us from moving. He asked the waiter if we could drink our own wine and the response, “No problem, sir, let me take care of them for you,” and he took the three bottles from us, smiling. As we wound through the table Gaincocmo said, “I’m sure we are not the first ones to bring wine.”

	 

	The appetizer of tiny grape leaves filled with veal and rice and fresh herbs, the so very fresh salad, and of course the seafood we ate was delicious. When the waiter showed interest in our wine Gabriela suggested he taste it. He commented that he would like to add it to his wine list, and we learned that they had a very decent wine list of typical French, Italian and German wines. We opened the third bottle of wine just before the main course.

	 

	A young waiter’s helper stood just behind Gail, partly between her and Giancomo, literally ready to pounce whenever anything was needed. Soon I saw that when Gail leaned forward toward Giancomo, or the table, the front of her dress hung away from her chest, enough to look down and see her breasts.

	 

	And the young man did just that, looked down, fixated on her every move. At first Gail wasn’t aware, but when she realized the attention she exaggerated her movements, became more animated, enjoying the attention. After we left the restaurant I stole a moment alone and chided Gail on her teasing then asked her to lean forward for me. When I told her I could see the whole of her breast, beyond her nipples she tilted her head, and smiling at me with a closed mouth she paused for a few moments, then said, “I know,” and she blushed red on her neck, “do you mind.?”

	 

	We walked the streets for a while then turned into the Kalistrata Street, where most of the bars were located. We stepped into one, a bar, or club as they called them, but the music was too loud. When I gave Giancomo a painful look he started to laugh then he leaned toward me and said, “And I thought last nights club was loud.” We left and walked slowly, further along in the direction where we had been last night. The girls were ahead of us and drew the attention of passersby. At one point three men turned and tried talking to them but they handled the brief discourse well.

	 

	We ended up in Harani again. Giancomo led the way toward the bar, I was last, and as we passed the first tables I noticed the man that had danced with Gail last night. He was leaning over a table with four girls and talking. No one was dancing. The music was subdued, it was nice, we could talk, and Giancomo leaned forward to comment on it, “An improvement, no?” I nodded. We ordered drinks and stood with our back to the bar. For five or ten minutes it was possible to hold a conversation. I was speaking with Gail on my right, and Gabriel on her right was speaking with Giancomo.

	 

	The music stopped and a DJ with a too loud microphone shouted something in Greek, then in English, “”It’s show time,” and over the sound of some music he announced the name of a song and continually raised the sound until the place vibrated. People were scurrying everywhere. Couples walked hand in hand to the dance floor and single men rushed across the floor to seek out a partner.

	 

	From the corner of my eyes I noticed the ‘bad man’ from yesterday walking toward Gail, just a few more steps to go. Reflexively, I stepped forward and turned to my right, my left arm outstretched as if to take hold of Gail to dance. But my elbow was bent; my arm was really outstretched to keep the man from getting near Gail. At the moment he stepped up to her, I slipped my arm between them, and my elbow hit him directly in the middle of his chest, forcefully. He was jolted back, and he placed his hands on his chest.

	 

	There was a moment of suspense. I didn’t hear the music; I did see Gail’s face, surprised at my action. The man was in front of her, his hands holding his chest, he was looking at me. Gabriela was starring at me as well, smiling, and Gaincomo was looking at the man, not too kindly. The man said a few words in Greek, but he didn’t move away. I lowered my right hand to put it around Gail’s waist and move her away in the event that the man would react, all the while starring at him, and he starring at me. Finally, the man looked at Gail, then Gabriela, and without saying anything her turned and walked away.

	 

	Gail looked at me for what seemed a long time. No smile, just wide eyes. Surprised, maybe angry, I couldn’t tell. I was still standing three quarters in front of her when she turned to Gabriela, “He has never done anything like that, in all the years…” Gail said, speaking loudly to be heard, “honestly.”

	 

	I felt embarrassed, Giancomo and Gabriela had seen it all. Truth is I actually wanted to hurt the man, but I didn’t say that. Gail asked me, for all to hear, “What happened?”

	 

	I shouted to explain, “I just wanted to dance, and it was an accident.”

	 

	“That was no accident, Ri,” Gail said. Again all our heads were leaning together, this was one conversation for all.

	 

	“Well, last night…” and I started to explain what the heavyset man had said last night. Gabriela just starred at me, with her little side of the mouth smile she would often make, seemingly her mind was racing.

	 

	Giancomo contributed, “You know, the Australians have a saying I like, it’s, “Good on you mate.” Well… good on you Rian.”

	 

	I smiled, still feeling a little silly but relieved that at least Gaincomo understood.

	 

	To break the moment I said to Gail, “So, will you dance with me,” and she allowed me to dance her to the dance floor. As I spun around from time to time I saw Gaiancomo leaning toward Gabriela, speaking close to her ear, and that she was starring at me.

	 

	We were dancing a slow dance to some Greek music. We had not spoken since we started to dance, the music had a hint of Arabic sound, “The song is nice, don’t you think,” I spoke close to Gail’s ear. She didn’t answer. Now what, I thought, she’s angry.

	 

	But, as if she was in slow motion Gail asked, “What did you say?” I repeated myself.

	 

	“Yes. It’s very nice. We should get it just to remember this trip.” Then Gail moved tighter against me and turned her head, her ear flat against my shoulder, and cuddled through the dance. Afterwards Gail asked Giancomo to dance and I danced with Gabriela. We all stayed on the floor a good ten or fifteen minutes, and then we left.

	 

	\We opted not to bother Cornelius at this late hour and walked back to the taxi stand. While waiting for a taxi to arrive Giancomo said, “I don’t think I have danced that long in twenty years. Reminds me of my poor days.”

	 

	“I’m glad you danced during your poor days,” I added. “Couldn’t have been too poor.”

	 

	“You’d be surprised,” was Giancomo’s response. “Everyone goes through it…I’ve had my turn.” even Onansis had his times.”

	 

	A taxi arrived and we entered. Just weeks ago Charlotte had given me a long discourse about Aristotle Onasis, so I was well informed. “Do you compare yourself to Onasis? I asked, more from curiosity about his self impression.

	“No,” was Gaincomo’s reply, “I have better taste in women, and I was never a prostitute”

	 

	We all laughed. I’m sure both girls had their personal reason for laughing. “I agree about the women,” I said. “Are you comparing our women to Jacqueline Kennedy?”

	 

	“Uh uh” he sounded, the second uh an octave lower then the first. “She was an icon. No, I’m thinking of Maria Callas.”

	 

	I didn’t know about Maria Callas, so I just nodded, “Was she a prostitute?”

	 

	Giancomo laughed, “No. She was a great singer, and his paramour. He was a prostitute. I believe it was his first profession in South America, after he left Greece.”

	 

	“Really?” I questioned, shocked at the possibility.

	 

	We arrived at the house and as we entered Giancomo asked, “Want a night drink?”

	 

	Gail looked at him smiling. “It’s called a night cap Gian…”cap” like a hat,” Gail corrected.

	 

	Giancomo nodded his head and smiled back at Gail, “Six months around you and I’ll be perfect.” He said.

	 

	“You’re perfect just the way you are,” Gail said.

	 

	“I mean perfect in my English,” Giancomo defended, and we all laughed.

	 

	Gabriela and I watched the exchange. It was warm, maybe personal, but I did not feel challenged. I commented, “I think I’ve had enough to drink…I’m already sloshing about. I’m calling it a night”

	 

	Gabriela walked toward me to kiss me goodnight, and when I reached my face forward for her to find my cheek, she stepped closer, close enough to press her breasts against me, and hugged me for several seconds, then kissed my cheek very softly, I could feel her parted lips. Gabriella walked to her bedroom while Gail kissed Gaincomo goodnight, I wondered if it was with the same tenderness.

	 

	With Gabriella’s kiss still lingering on my check, and watching her long and shapely legs as she walked away, I was vividly reminded of a person I met by clicking on her picture post on the Literotica web site. We exchanged emails for almost a year. She was beautiful, seemed charming in her writing, and over time I learned much about Missy

	 

	Her family ties, her responsibilities, even her civic efforts, all led me to make a judgment of character. We exchanged photos, and then the predictable, you can’t help but desire the lovely woman behind it all.

	 

	Missy had long sexy legs, shaped well enough to allow a small space between her thighs, leaving her pussy enticingly framed. I learned, with time, the sensuality of the woman, and that inevitably led me to dream of the bliss that being in that private place would provide. Missy is gone, but the kind thoughts and images remain.

	 

	With Gabriella’s leaving, Gail and I walked hand in hand to our bedroom. When I was partially undressed I stepped into the bathroom, and announced to that I was going to take a shower. She was standing in front of the mirror, her head bent to the right with both hands holding her ear, as she unfastened her earring. Looking at me reflected in the mirror Gail asked, “May I join you?”

	 

	I had started soaping down when Gail pulled back the plastic curtain and stepped into the shower, a white towel wrapped around her head. She stepped behind me and pressing her body against me, sliding across my slippery back. I could feel her breasts, her hands around my waist.

	 

	I urged Gail to turn and soaped her back and behind. Then, faces stretched upwards, we twisted under the shower head and moved in circles vying for the water to rinse away the soap. We dried ourselves and I left Gail to finish her oils or creams, while I crawled into bed naked. Five minutes later Gail joined me and slid well toward the middle of the bed, beside me. When I felt her nakedness it was obvious that she was feeling as passionate as I was.

	I started loving Gail with the flat of my hand, first, brushing lightly across her chest and stomach. With the flat of my hand I flitted across her breast and over her nipples. Her right hand lay on my upper thigh, just above my groin, unmoving. After some five minutes of touching I lowered my hand between her thighs and she immediately opened her legs. I touched her inner thigh starting a hands length away from her pussy, and brushed upwards using only two fingers as I neared the top, sliding my fingers between the fold of her thigh and the outer soft flesh of her mons. After some minutes I started slipping my hand under her behind and retrieving it with my fingers extended causing them to slide into the crack of her behind, then more forward into the lower slit of her pussy.

	 

	“That feels so good,” Gail said.

	 

	“I love the way it feels too…and you deserve the attention” I responded.

	 

	“Why?” she questioned softly, “Why do I deserve attention?”

	 

	“Because I embarrassed you,” I said. “I’m sorry.”

	 

	When I said that I felt Gail’s body react, and seconds later she sat up. “You’re talking about that fight?” she asked.

	 

	“It wasn’t a fight,” I quickly replied.

	 

	Gail sounded a “Humph,” and speaking softly added, “You hit him.”

	 

	“It wasn’t that I struck…” Gail interrupted me.

	 

	“I wasn’t embarrassed Ri. I was surprised,” she strongly emphasized the word was. “It actually made me feel good…no, that sounds strange,” she said, correcting her thought. “It was crude, but it made me feel sheltered.” She paused, “Does that make sense?”

	 

	“I thought you were angry,” I commented, thoroughly confused by now.

	 

	“No baby…” Gail said, “I think I was proud.”

	 

	I felt her move and then her mouth was on mine. Our kiss, open mouthed and searching lasted and lasted, and I started to knead her behind. When we broke off the kiss Gail sat straight against the bedstead and placed my right hand between her legs. “Touch me inside,” she whispered.

	 

	With my mouth on the outside of her right thigh, lightly kissing, I started to probe, separating her lips with my fingers, opening her, then savoring the feeling as my fingers slowly inched into her. I turned the palm of my hand upwards, and braced my fingers as I searched for the spot to touch. I moved my hand pressing and searching and when I found the place I stopped, and used my left hand to urge her legs further apart, while I stretched over her leg to place my face between her legs. The faint smell of perfume wafted from her thighs as my mouth found its way to her pussy. I explored her slit with my tongue, briefly. I then probed for and flicked her clit then used my tongue to push it upwards so it would protrude from her pussy, then I sucked on it as if it were a miniature cock. When Gail started humping upwards against my face, I again started rubbing and pressing inside her with my fingers, as I withdrew my mouth.

	 

	Five minutes later Gail started the humping motion that was the beginning of her orgasm. “Oohh yes…oohh,” in breathy sounds, and she took hold of my wrist with both her hands just holding me there. As I continued to rub Gail started gasping, and still holding my arm as if it were a cock she humped forward in rhythm with my rubbing, then, as if something had jolted her, she wailed a low mournful, “Ayyyeee, uhhh…ayyee,” and started to cum with short forceful humps forward of her behind, all the while grasping my wrist with both hands, holding my arm in place.

	 

	Gail slid down in the bed and snuggled against my left side, my arm under her, her breast pressed against me. She wrapped her legs, as was her habit, around my left leg, and feel asleep. I must have dozed off as well, and I awoke with my arm tingling and had to move it from under her. As soon my arm was comfortable I turned on my side and cuddled close to my sleeping lady. First I lay my hand across her thigh, then moved it onto her inner thigh, and finally between her legs. I could feel the heat of her pussy as I started to touch her, pressing her mons, sliding down to feel the underside of her behind, and soon slipping a single finger into her wet pussy. My hard cock was pressed against her leg as I continued to touch her everywhere.

	 

	Gail moved, I woke her with my touching. Using her hands she urging me to get on top of her while she slid beneath me. She didn’t say a word. When I was between her legs she reached with her right hand and took hold of my cock as I continued to move into position. When I was close, Gail placed my cock on her pussy, and then rubbed me upwards until I was touching her clit with the head of my cock. Then she started rubbing my cock back and forth in short movements over her clit. Soon she was moving my cock quickly, and pushing her behind toward me or back in order to keep perfect pressure. The head of my cock started to tingle. I twitched a few times and Gail’s first words were, “Not yet baby,”

	 

	Gail was rubbing so fast that I couldn’t imagine her hand moving that quickly. My cock was so sensitive that I placed my right hand under my balls and pressed hard to keep me from cumming. That’s when Gail said in a barley audible whisper, “I’m going to cum Ri…you too baby,” I felt her breath deeply, then exhale in breathy spurts “Cum with me,” she said, “Now…ohhha,” and she placed my cock in the center of her pussy and pushed upward, sinking a part of me into her, and I did the rest.

	We cuddled again, and slept. I was awakened when Gail untangled herself and went to the toilet. I got out of bed and looked at my wristwatch. It was four in the morning. I put on my shorts and walked to the small pantry for a bottle of water, then stood in front of the open window, sipping from the bottle. When Gail came out she came behind me, and wrapping her hands around my waist she pressed herself against my back. She was wearing a shirt now, but she still felt nice and warm.

	 

	“What a clean smell,” Gail said.

	 

	“Yes,” I agreed. “It must be the combination of the valley and the sea air.”

	 

	“Let’s go outside,” she said, and we walked hand in hand to the small balcony.

	 

	“Look at the sky,” I said.

	 

	After some moments Gail commented, “Looks like the stars can be touched.”

	 

	We stood side by side leaning on the balcony railing. “It’s so quiet” I said. We were both barefoot and barely clothed, and to find warmth I moved behind Gail and leaned into her. My soft cock rested just above the crack of her behind. I wrapped my arms around her, my left hand stretching over one breast and cupping the other in my hand. My right hand found its way between her legs, she was still without panties and I covered her pussy with my hand. Soon enough my fingers started to move and I brushed my middle finger into her slit, she was still wet even though she had cleaned up.

	 

	We stood tightly pressed together, immersed in the quiet of the night. I was starting to feel a tingle as my cock reacted to feeling Gail’s nipples harden. After some few minutes I turned Gail around and crouched in front of her, immediately nuzzling my nose in the crease between her leg and pussy, and then slid the few inches upwards to nuzzle my face in her small patch of soft hair. When my lips slowly brushed over her slit, the pressure parted the lips ever so slightly.

	 

	I could feel Gail’s reaction causing involuntary movements and I gently parted her pussy lips with my tongue to taste her. My head was cupped between her hands, guiding me now, and I continued for some five minutes. Gail moved back a little and with her hands on my head urged me to stand up. “Let’s sit,” Gail said.

	 

	There were two round seated wooden chairs on the balcony. I stepped inside and ripped the blanket from the bed and draped it over the chair. I took off my underpants then sat in the chair with both ends of the blanket in my hands, inviting Gail to sit on me. When she had straddled me I wrapped the blanket over her shoulder and she reached down to take hold of my cock. Moments later Gail raised herself and, guiding me to the center of her pussy, she moved my cock two or three times around the entrance, then impaled herself, taking the full length of my cock in one movement.

	 

	“I love it when you want me all the time,” Gail said.

	 

	“Did you think there are times I don’t want you?” I noted.

	 

	She responded, “You know what I mean… to make love,”

	 

	“Sometimes I’d like to fuck you, like your lovers do,” I added.

	 

	“You can do anything you want to me,” she whispered, her lips close to my forehead, as she continued to lift herself up and down on my cock. My hands were now alternating between her lower back and both cheeks of her behind.

	“Anything?” I questioned.

	 

	“Anything…yes,” Gail answered.

	 

	“What if I wanted someone to fuck your behind, now, while we made love, which person would you choose?”

	 

	Gail was rising up slowly, then sliding back down and inching forward, getting my cock in her as deeply as possible. “Uhmm,” she sounded. “I don’t know… maybe Richard…someone gentle.”

	 

	Gail’s movements became faster, and when my cock was buried to the hilt she would rise an inch or so then hump forward as she inched me further into her belly. “Is the idea exciting?” I persisted.

	 

	“”Yes,” Gail answered in a breathy tone, then she leaned back with her arms on my shoulders and started pumping faster. “I’d love to be kissing and loving you… and not know who was doing it from behind.”

	 

	I could tell Gail was going to cum. I placed my hands on her waist and met her thrust by forcefully shoving my groin upward. “Yesss…” Gail hissed, then she whispering, “Do it baby,” and I felt her pussy pulsating on my cock as she began to cum. She flooded inside, hot wetness. She whimpered softly, just once, and her body trembled for a moment. Then Gail hunched forward, her pussy still filled with my hard cock, and she placed her head on my shoulder and wrapped her arms around me. We stayed that way some minutes, warm, cuddling each other, she still impaled on my cock.

	 

	The silence was broken by the sound of a motor, and I saw a light down the road start the approach toward our villa. As it chugged up the hill

	 

	“Someone’s coming,” I whispered. Gail lifted her head and turned in the direction of the sound. We watched the scooter head straight for our house, and we realized it was Gregory returning, alone.

	 

	“Boy, he’s coming home late,” Gail intoned. The disturbance broke the peaceful seclusion we felt just moments ago, and we rose to go to bed. When we were in bed Gail took hold of my partially hard cock, but I knew she was exhausted and we simply went to sleep.

	 

	The next day we breakfasted late. Gabriela banged on our door at ten and told us they were going out and would be back in one hour. When they returned we were ready. Surprise of surprises, Gaincomo and Gabriela had gone off to rent motor scooters. There were four parked outside. Two workers had driven our scooters to the house, and returned with Cornelious in his taxi.

	 

	It was fun riding a scooter, though a little scary for the girls on the winding roads. We spent most of the day exploring the valley behind our house, riding along the cost, exploring a beach and having a salad in a little hut beside the beach. We were wind blown and sun burned, and we felt exhilarated when we returned to the house by taxi that evening.

	 

	Vivian and Gregory showed up for dinner punctually. He was casually dressed, and she had on a very small skirt that thrilled both Giancomo and me all evening long. Our girls were both in short skirts, and Gabriela had an almost see through blouse. We started drinking wine and cassis before dinner, and then changed to red wine with the meal. The housekeeper had been soaking herbed chickens in vinegar and lemon, all day long. We had many different Greek appetizers, magnificent olives, fresh made bread, and chicken roasted and flavored to perfection. The only compliment that could properly convey the excellence of her cooking was when Giancomo said, “We should ask her to come home with us.”

	 

	After dinner we called Cornelious and we all piled into the taxi, ready for a night of partying. Gregory suggested he knew the liveliest places so we followed his lead. The first place was very noisy and a bit young for us, and after half an hour he led us to another locale. Here we danced, switching partners often, and watched Greek men dance to their typical music, uninhibited by the crowd of tourists.

	 

	Gabriela and Ginacomo had started a conversation with two German men and all four heads were huddled toward the center of the table as they tried to be heard over the music. The German men eventually invited them to their house, and Gabriella invited us along.

	 

	Gail and I were having fun after trying a circle dance and we opted to stay and dance, planning to head back to the house soon. Vivian had attracted the attention of a tall pleasant young man with light brown hair that became her constant dancing partner. During a break when they were standing near us, I spoke to Sandor and was surprised when he turned out to be Greek, from Athens. Vivian had been drinking more then her fair share, and her husband was barley to be seen. When he was with us he did not seem at all concerned over Vivian’s attention to the young man.

	On several occasions Vivian asked me to dance and Sandor danced with Gail. During one slow dance I marveled at how close and intimate Vivian managed to get during our dance. I walked back from the dance trying to conceal a hard cock, and I was sure that Sandor had been having the same experience while dancing with Vivian.

	 

	Gail commented, “Sandor seems nice, very shy though. You know, the whole time we danced he was hard. Fast dance, slow dance, he stays hard.” She hummphd a half laugh.

	 

	It was getting late and Gail and I were sitting at our table, talking of leaving. When Vivian came back she sat beside me and I leaned toward her, “Where is Gregory,” I asked.

	 

	She looked at me with an ever so slight show of frustration, “Oh, he’s off with his friends,” she said. I questioned her, “Where? In the back?”

	 

	Vivian smiled, at me like I was being silly, “No. He met some friends here last week. He’s with them, smoking.”

	 

	I didn’t know what to say. Half the club was full of smokers, so I assumed she wasn’t speaking of cigarettes. “Is he coming back?” I asked. She was rising when I bent toward her to ask, she stepped back from the table and smiled at me, “I don’t think so.” Sandor was standing on the other side of the table where he had beckoned her to dance, and she walked around the table, took his hand, and walked to the dance floor.

	 

	I told Gail what Vivian had said. Gail shook her head. “Poor kid,” she said. “When she comes back tell her we want to leave.”

	 

	They returned the very next dance and Sandor went directly to Gail to ask her to dance, the music playing was slow and romantic. Vivian stood beside me smiling, offering her hand. No sooner were we on the floor then the lights dimmed and Vivian nuzzled in close to me. Short of her reaching to grab my cock, she was all over me, I felt that familiar tingle and I couldn’t resist pushing back. A few minutes into our dance we were ravishing of one another, Vivian spoke and I leaned my head down to hear her, “Sandor has invited me to his house, it hangs out over the water.” She sounded like she was slurring some words. “He says it’s really nice to see.” She looked up at me and leant into me pushing her groin forward in the process.

	 

	“Sounds beautiful,” I commented, as I pushed my cock against her.

	 

	“I’d love to go, but I can’t go alone. Could you go with me?” Sandor asked.

	 

	“Me? I can’t leave Gail…” but she interrupted my ending.

	 

	“I mean, you and Gail…” and she added for emphasis, “Gail too.”

	 

	“Oh, I don’t know, we were getting ready to leave.” Then I added, “Where is it?”

	 

	At this point I looked forward and noticed Sandor and Gail dancing. There were several couples between us but, as the danced around the space opened and closed, giving me a good view of them from Gail’s right side. They were about the same size, dancing cheek to cheek, with both his arms around her lower waist. Gail had one hand under his arm on his back, and the other high on his shoulder, with her hand flat on the back of his neck.

	 

	Vivian said, “Maybe you can ask Gail?”

	 

	“I’ll ask her when we break,” I said.

	 

	Gail and Sandor had turned slightly and I could see that his right hand was firmly holding her behind. When this third song ended, the lights brightened and we headed back to the table. Gail arrived at about the same time. Vivian and Sandor went back out to dance a fast song, and I mentioned to Gail the conversation I had with Vivian.

	 

	“Yes,’ Gail said, “He told me he had invited her, and we’re invited too.”

	 

	“What do you think?” I asked

	 

	“It might be worth seeing; we don’t have to stay long.” Gail said, and in my mind she had consented.

	 

	“I think Vivian is a little drunk,” I added.

	 

	Gail reached for my hand and laid both our hands on my leg. “Sandor thinks she is very drunk,” she added.

	 

	When they returned from the dance floor we had already paid the bill. Sandor sat beside Gail and Vivian sat beside me. She immediately asked, slurring a word or two, if Gail had agreed. When I told her we would go for a while, she let out a gleeful “Wooo…wee”

	 

	We left the locale and followed Sandor around the street where he had a red Suzuki jeep parked. I was a bit worried about his driving, which proved to be unnecessary. His house couldn’t have been more then four or five minutes away.

	 

	It was an impressive house. He was a second year university student staying alone in his parent’s vacation home, on two weeks holiday. It was newly built, almost modern, and built on a small hill along the coast. A balcony extended so far out of the living area, that when you stood on it you couldn’t see anything but the sea.

	 

	Sandor offered beer, all he had, and we all stood on the balcony admiring the view. We saw lights out at sea, and a haze of light in the distance that he identified as the coast of Turkey. It was beautiful. Vivian’s comments were getting more slurred and I marveled that she walked perfectly but talked like she were drunk.

	 

	Gail and I stayed on the balcony when they went inside. Ten minutes later we walked through the sliding door. No one was in the living. Gail sat on the couch and I walked back toward the entry to where I had seen a WC. I opened the door and searched for the light, and was half frightened to death when I saw Vivian standing over the toilet, her skirt in hand, her panties around her knees. She looked up at me and smiled, “Rian,” she slurred, I couldn’t find the light.” Then she demanded, “Close the door,” and she shuffled forward and pushed the door closed, with me inside.

	 

	Vivian shuffled yet another step closer and when just inches away, she took my right hand and boldly placed it between her legs. I left my hand there, not wanting to take advantage but lured by the feeling. She reached her head up to kiss me and at the same time squatted to allow the whole of my hand to lay flat on her pussy. Too enticing I thought, and I allowed my fingers to play in her slit, and then enter her. She mumbled something and squatted even more, pushing my fingers further in. Her pussy was soaking wet, I could have wedged all my fingers inside. She mumbled something again then withdrew her mouth and said, “Fuck me Rian,” while fumbling with my belt.

	 

	I was so tempted, she felt so wet and ready. I pumped my outstretched fingers into her a few more times and she humped back. I stopped, withdrew my hand and kissed her lightly at the same time. “Not now Vivian,” I said. “Later, in the house we can do it.”

	 

	Vivian seemed a bit frustrated but she separated, “Okay, later. You can fuck me later.” And she went back to peeing as I exited.

	 

	I walked to the living and Gail was not there. I listened but heard nothing in other parts of the house. I walked out to the balcony again, spent a moment breathing the air and calming myself, and then I walked along the balcony which encircled the apartment. The next large windows were toward the end. As I came upon the windows I stopped and peered into the room. I could see half the room, a very large, probably king size bed, and some furniture. I inched forward another step and, with the whole room in view, I saw Gail and Sandor kissing, standing just inside the doorway of the bedroom.

	 

	Gail was facing the door, her back to me, her body just slightly turned clockwise. Sandor had his left arm around her waist and his right hand on her behind. Their heads were both tiled in opposite direction and they were kissing, moving their heads as they did so. Gail’s right hand was turned backwards and between them and she was rubbing his cock through his pants.

	 

	I watched for one or two minutes, they were totally immersed in their kiss. Sandor moved his left hand and placed it between them. I couldn’t see but assumed he was touching her breast. I heard a noise, and then they reacted by stopping their kiss, and they separated. Sandor stepped into the hallway and Gail stood still. It was Vivian calling.

	 

	I moved back down the balcony toward the living area and heard Vivian’s last call. Then Sandor showed up and they exchanged some words. I stepped into the living and Sandor and I both watched as Vivian feel backwards, plopping onto the couch, and simply laid her head back, shut her eyes, and slept. Gail came into the room about that time. I looked up at her, she was smiling, a towel in her hand as if she had just been in the toilet.

	 

	We all took seats commenting on Vivian and laughing, in a kindly manner. Sandor offered to make tea and both I and Gail accepted. While he was gone Gail asked, “What should we do? Should we leave her here?”

	 

	“I’m sure she is safe, but it’s not very responsible of us” I said.

	 

	“Can you carry her home?” Gail questioned.

	 

	“I probably could, but not very gracefully.”

	 

	Sandor came back in the room. “You could let her sleep here,” he offered.

	 

	“I’m sure you wouldn’t mind,” I added, “I just wonder how it looks… our leaving her.”

	 

	We were all quiet for a while when Sandor said, “You could stay here too, until she wakes up.”

	 

	For ten minutes we talked about it, going back and forth. When it seemed to me that Gail thought staying here with her was the best thing to do, I allowed myself to give in. We were all in agreement that we would put her to bed then try to get some sleep until she wakes up.

	 

	Where can I put her to sleep I asked Sandor. “There,” he pointed in the same direction as the room where he had been kissing Gail. I lifted Vivian. Amazingly she was very light. I carried her into the bedroom and placed her on the bed. I pulled the blanket and sheets from under her, took her shoes off, and covered her. She immediately turned into the pillow, made herself comfortable, and slept.

	 

	I joined Gail and Sandor for tea. Whatever they had been talking about they stopped when I entered the room. “It’s close to two in the morning,” I said, “Where can we lay down for a while?” I asked.

	 

	Sandor was rising to get more tea, and pointed in the same direction. “There are two bedrooms upstairs,” he said, but they are closed. We only opened the downstairs bedroom, because it was only me.”

	 

	I simply nodded, “Oh,” I paused a moment, “That’s supposed to be big enough for everyone,” I stated, rather then asked. Gail got up and walked to the bedroom. I followed her, and stood in the doorway while she pretended she was seeing the bedroom for the first time. “What do you think?” I asked, “Can we all sleep in that bed?”

	 

	“It’s big enough,” Gail commented.

	 

	“Are you thinking about Sandor? I asked.

	 

	Gail turned from looking at Vivian sleeping, “What do you mean?” When she realized she sounded silly she said, “You mean the three of us…doing something.” I didn’t respond. Gail continued, “He kissed me before,” She said. “I know he likes me. Who knows? We can sleep here and see what happens.”

	 

	We went back into the kitchen, told Sandor of our plans, then Gail went to the bathroom to ready for bed. I washed up in the bathroom where I had earlier fingered Vivian, then walked to the bedroom and was the first to get in bed. There was enough light coming through the balcony window and door that one could reasonably see outlines. A few minutes later Gail came out of the toilet in panties and a brassiere and climbed in bed beside me, pushing me toward Vivian. I imagined that our places were now determined.

	 

	She cuddled up to me and I asked, “Why are you wearing a brassiere?” Gail didn’t say a word; she just sat up, unhooked her brassiere and lay beside me again. Did you have a good time tonight?” I asked.

	 

	“Very,” Gail responded, “thanks,” and she reached her hand toward my cock.

	 

	“Why are you wearing shorts?” she asked.

	I didn’t answer, I just sat up and took off my shorts. “Are you planning on doing something with us men?” I teased.

	 

	“I’ve told you, I’ll do anything you want.” Gail leaned over and kissed me, and while we were kissing Sandor came into the room, took off all his clothes and climbed into bed on the end closest to Gail.

	 

	We all lay on our backs. Sandor spoke first. “is Vivian okay?”

	I answered, “She seems fine… at least she isn’t snoring.” He huffed a laugh. My hand was resting on Gail’s thigh, I couldn’t tell if he was touching her or how close to her he was lying. Vivian was laying in a semi fetal position facing me. Her head was just touching my upper arm. Gail turned on her side, facing me, and my hand fell from her thigh, resting between us.

	 

	We all lay still for some time when Vivian turned away from me and lay on her back. There was a hand-space distance between us so I slowly moved my hand closer until I touched her body, and when there was no reaction I sneakily placed my hand on her thigh. I wasn’t worried about Vivian as much as Gail.

	 

	After a minute or so I placed my hand on her panties. Her skirt had inched up and my hand was over her pussy. I allowed my fingers to explore the fleshy softness on both side of her panties, then slid my finger under the material and across her slit. When I slipped my finger into her slit I could feel the wetness, and I bent my middle finger to allow it to enter. I continued this for a few moments then moved my arm steadily upward until my wet finger was on her clit. I tugged and tweaked her clit for a few minutes when Vivian suddenly stirred. I froze. Was she awake I wondered? Then Vivian simply opened her legs.

	 

	My left arm was beside me near Gail. I thought I sensed movement in the bed, and I tried to concentrate. Yes, there was movement but I couldn’t tell from whom. I feigned trying to sleep and sighed, taking a deep breath and moving my leg closer to Gail while lifting and turning my head slightly higher on the pillow and in her direction. Gail was still on her side; her head bent forward, her upper left leg in front of her and close to me. It looked like Sandor was touching her behind with both hands because the blanket was moving, but he was too far away to be fucking her.

	 

	I was wide awake now and worried that my heart might wake everybody up. I went back to touching Vivian and after a while she started reacting to my finger playing across her clit. She sighed and moved again, dislodging my hand, then she turned on her right side and bent forward, as if inviting me to fuck her from behind. I wondered if I could inch down enough to get my cock in her.

	 

	Gail moved, this time she was really bent over. Her mouth wound up just above my shoulder and I felt her move her lips to my ear. Then in a barely audible whisper Gail said, ‘Ri?’ I just sounded “Hhhmm.”

	 

	“Baby, he’s been playing with my behind…,” she whispered, “between my legs. You want to love me now?” I didn’t answer quickly and Gail whispered again, tentatively, “Do you want to fuck her?” she asked.

	 

	Finally I spoke, “I don’t know…not if she’s sleeping.”

	 

	“Try,” Gail whispered, her lips tickling my ear, “Then you can love me. I’ll let him touch me while I watch you.” I was surprised, she was usually so jealous, then again, I’m sure she didn’t view Vivian as a challenge. I as silly as it seems, I was jealous of his touching her.

	 

	If Sandor knew we were talking I was sure he couldn’t hear what was said. I squirmed to a better position and moved closer to Vivian, then lifted the blankets to mount her. Her legs opened for me. When I was over her I pushed her panties aside with the head of my cock and let my cock touch her pussy. She was very wet. She was ready, waiting, for this to happen. When I found her center and started to press forward, Vivian simply raised her legs pulled her knees slightly up toward her chest. My clock slid forward into the wettest tightest pussy I have ever felt. I couldn’t believe how snug she felt, it felt as if my cock were being squeezed. I slid forward, not too slowly, and soon my cock was completely buried. I could feel her heat, every twitch of her body and even her heartbeat.

	 

	Vivian didn’t make a sound. I still wondered if she was asleep. Only when she softly placed both hands on my waist was I certain that she was taking me. I felt movement and I looked toward Gail. Her back was still toward Sandor. There was quite a distance between his upper body and Gail but now I noticed that his body angled and that his lower body was flush against her behind. Gail reached out and touched my lower arm. I could feel her moving because of his pressing against her. She quickly removed her hand and I thought she was taking his cock to guide it into her, and I started to feel jealous,

	 

	Just then Vivian started to moan. Very softly, in a low toned “Hhuugh, uh…hhuugh, uh,” with each downward thrust that I made. She started to tremble and every few second she twitched, and with each twitch I felt her flood inside. After the first twitch my cock made squishy sounds. Her sounds changed to soft whimpers of “Huhmmm, uhmmm,” as she finished her orgasm. After three or four more strokes her legs started to spasm as I slid into her, and she placed her hand on my chest, signaling me to stop. She was too sensitive now, or had simply had enough.

	 

	I moved off Vivian and lay again beside Gail, my very hard cock making a distinct protrusion under the cover. Gail reached to touch me and felt for my cock. She held it a moment, then wiped her hand on the sheet, and then took hold of me again. “Touch me baby, she said.

	 

	I moved until my face was opposite hers and I placed my hand on her breast. She was still holding my cock, just holding. I started squeezing her breast then running the flat of my palm across her nipple. It was already hard. I placed the back of my hand on her nipple and tweaked it between two fingers, rubbing the top of it with my thumb. Gail sighed, then stiffened and her body flexed.

	 

	At first I thought the sign was from her sensitive nipples, then, I sensed that she was moving her groin. I slid my body down, enough to place my mouth over her breast, and I allowed my right hand to slide down her waist and slowly over her hips. Her left leg was crossed in front of her so my hand came to rest on the back of her left thigh. I inched my hand forward to see if Gail had Sandor’s cock inside of her. She didn’t make a move to hinder my advance, and I wondered if she was too far into it to care. I wrapped my hand around her thigh then slid the side of my hand upward. At first I didn’t know what I was touching, and then I realized it was Sandor’s cock, and it wasn’t inside Gail, it was between her legs. I quickly jerked my hand away, surprised and shocked, more so that I had touched his cock, than with what he was doing.

	 

	Gail hands took hold of my head and she urged me upward. When we were level she raised her head slightly to fix her mouth on mine, and we kissed. She pressed her breast hard against me, and I sensed frenzy in her lovemaking. Our tongues swirled and I explored her mouth and lips and chin. Gail reached between us searching for my cock. That I had been so aroused by Vivian, and knowing that Sandor was sliding his cock through her pussy lips as he moved between her legs, had me bursting with arousal.

	 

	Gail had my cock in hand, “Put it in me Ri…” she whispered into my mouth, She let go of my cock and reached her hand behind her. moving her groin forward at the same time. She had taken hold of Sandor’s cock and slid it away from between her legs. I edged a little lower and Gail, still on her side, put her legs one atop the other. First I placed my cock between her legs then, using my hand I pushed it upwards until I brushed against her pussy. She was wet, dripping wet. I pressed forward over her pussy lips and found her center. Gail angled forward to help me, and I pushed until the head of my cock started the slow slid into her belly. She was so wet that even holding her legs together didn’t help tighten the silky soft wet space that engulfed my cock.

	”Did he come in you,” I questioned, whispering into her mouth, ignoring that Sandor was there and may be able to hear me.

	 

	“No,” she said, breathing in flurry’s as she angled to slid my cock deeper into her, then after finishing her movement she added, “I’m so turned on baby, I came when I watched you… he was touching me…that’s why I’m so wet.” She sounded almost apologetic.

	 

	Slowly we came closer together until we where body to body, both on our sides with our legs closed. I humped forward in short thrusts which were mostly moving the flesh of her legs and pussy without sliding in or out very much. Gail seemed to enjoy it, and she pushed into me as I humped upward. At one point she had both her hands on my arms, trying to force me deeper and begin a rhythm. I thought I heard the squish of her wetness as I moved in her.

	 

	Sandor whispered to Gail, I couldn’t make out what was said, but she reached her left arm behind her again, and now I could clearly feel her movement. She had Sandor’s cock in her left hand and was rubbing it on the cheeks of her behind. I could feel when she pressed then slid it up or down, forcing her cheeks to move and open. I could only imagine which places she was choosing to rub his cock against. She withdrew her groin from me so that my cock slipped half way out of her. I put my hand at the base of her back trying to keep myself inside the silky warmth of her pussy. I was focused on my wanting to cum in her, and I needed for her to concentrate on me.

	 

	I squirmed my head between the pillows to lay my head level with hers. My mouth was at Gail’s lips. She opened her mouth and I inched closer flicking my tongue across her lips, just wanting to feel her breath, the wetness, the being open mouthed and close. I writhed into varying positions trying to inch my cock further into her. Gail finally sensed my need and moved her groin forward allowing the full length of my cock to slide into her, and when it did, she sighed an “Aaahh,” breathing the sound into my mouth.

	 

	I was so concentrated on cumming that I had forgotten that Gail was holding Sandor’s cock at the same time. Suddenly she was moving her left arm quickly, causing the bed to shake slightly. Gail was rubbing Sandor’s cock against her behind in quick movements. I could now hear his breathing, and slight moans. She rubbed his cock between the cheeks of her behind and at the lower part of her pussy, and one time even brushed it across the base of my cock. Gail started to whisper, “Do it now, cum…do it.” I didn’t know if she was urging me or him. Though I had slowed my humping motion, she still reacted with a sigh into my mouth every time I pushed back into her.

	 

	Suddenly Sandor groaned, “Eehhh,” and I felt the jolt of his body through the bed, as he started to cum. Then Gail voiced, “Aahh…yeess.” and she pumped hard against me. I quickened my humping trying to cum too. My emotions where flipping back and forth between wanting to cum and listening and feeling how Gail was making him cum. Her arm continued to move and I felt her push his cock downward through her cheeks, winding up at the bottom of her pussy again, still spurting bolts of cum, now between her legs, and even on my balls. Sandor’s cumming triggered Gail and she let go of his cock and sighed, “Aahhh, uuhh,” while whispering, “do it, do it baby.” Her hand no longer moving as she started to cum, her whole body trembling and she whispered “Do it, aaahh…ohh baby,” twitching with each surge of her orgasm.

	 

	That was all I could take. I shoved my cock forward, burying it to my balls and I whispered into Gail’s mouth, “I’m cumming baby.” From somewhere outside myself I heard a mournful drawn out moan, as I squirted bolt after bolt of cum into the belly of my wife. I felt like I was sinking, my head reeled. I held Gail with all my strength. She, in turn, wrapped her arms completely around me and rolled me onto her, as she rolled left on to her back. And, I heard her voice as if from an echo box, saying, “Oohh yes baby, do it Ri…oohh yes.”

	 

	Time stood still. Both of us embraced, Sandor was forgotten. I rolled over exhausted and lay beside Gail. It was one of the most intense orgasm’s I had experienced. A moment later Gail was on her side again, with her upper body raised, and her head above my face kissing me, on and on, and I felt her tears, and didn’t understand why she was crying.

	 

	We all slept exactly as we were. Vivian was the first one to wake and her movement woke me. I felt funny, being in this strange house, cum dried on my cock and balls. Gail rushed to the toilet covering herself with a pillow, her bare and beautiful behind still bearing evidence of Sandor. He called a taxi for us and in minutes we were on our way. It’s was only six thirty and I was hoping we would be able to sneak in without Gabriela and Giancomo noticing. In the car Vivian was quiet, sweet actually, she looked searchingly at my face, wondering what she had said last night, cautious because she did not realize, or remember if Gail knew. Two days later when I had a chance to speak with her she commented, “I hope that when Gregory and I are your age, he’s as close to me as you are to your wife.” I later mentioned it to Gail and we both wondered where she could have concluded anything about our relationship, except if she were awake that night in the bed, when we all made love.

	 

	We went out to the breakfast area to join Gabriella and Gaincomo for a late breakfast, but they were still in bed. The housekeeper said they were awake, so we dilly dallied until they came out. We shared parts of where we wound up last night, and soon were on our way to another day on the beach.

	 

	By early afternoon I was ready for a nap, as was Gaincomo, but the girls had undying energy. At one point I walked to the waters edge and allowed the strong surf to wash the sand from beneath my feet; leaving little mountains for me to balance on, until the final foamy flow left me back on flat sand. Gabriela joined me and we laughed and occasionally leaned upon one another in an effort to stay balanced.

	 

	She volunteered that the men they left with last night were a gay couple that owned a house in Symi, and that one of them was a well known TV producer. Giancomo had spent the time trying to interest them in the possibility of a TV special on a planned new resort in Bariloche in Argentina.

	 

	Gabriella s

	 

	Later that evening as we were getting ready for dinner, Gail and I were discussing how relaxed and comfortable these last five days had been. “Maybe we should plan next year the same way,” I suggested.

	 

	“Yes,” Gail responded. “Gabriella suggested that we propose something to Giancomo. She thinks it’s the only way she’ll get him to take a holiday next year.”

	 

	“It’s been fun with them, don’t you think?” I asked.

	 

	“Very,” Gail answered, and then she added, “What were you and Gabriella talking and laughing about today?”

	 

	“Nothing really, we were laughing about…” and I explained standing on the surf and sand.

	 

	“Do you care about her?” Gail asked.

	 

	“Very much,” I answered.

	 

	“You know in what way I mean,” Gail responded.

	 

	I remembered that it was not smart to joke when she asked me about Gabriella. I stopped behind Gail and smiled into the mirror. “No baby, there is no one, anywhere, that I feel that “way” about… except of course you.” And, I moved close and pressed myself against her panty clad behind. With both my hands on her hips I asked, “Why were you crying last night?”

	 

	There was a long pause. I thought Gail was recollecting the moment and filtering her thoughts. “I was happy,” she simply stated. She must have felt like that was not enough, “You came so hard, with real abandon, I was happy that I could do that to you. That moment, I could feel that you loved me”

	 

	It was my turn to pause, digest. “Not just that moment pretty lady,” I said, “I love you every moment.”

	 

	“You know,” Gail continued, ignoring what I said, Gabriela’s in love with you.”

	 

	“Don’t be foolish,” I said, “Gabriela is in love with life. She’s too vivacious, too tuned to life, She loves challenges…I’m a challenge.” Then, thinking the last was unkind, “I mean that in a nice way.”

	 

	“I know how women think,” Gail insisted, “and she’s almost told me so.”

	 

	“I think Gabriela is different,” I said. “She’s so sensitive and such a good people reader that she can see things before they occur.” Then, jokingly, “Maybe she has occult powers…maybe she’s really a witch,” and I tickled Gail’s sides.

	 

	As I was walking away Gail responded. “If she was, you can bet she’d put a hex on me and hook into you.”

	 

	Cornelious, our taxi driver, had recommended a restaurant and we agreed to go there. It was our last night eating out. Tomorrow the housekeeper was making dinner, and the two Germans and Vivian and Gregory were coming over.

	 

	The girls looked fabulous this evening. Their skirts were too short, and you could tell they wore no brassiere. But that was how all the girls were dressed. What made our ladies special was the perfect legs, the shaped behinds, and the grace of their carriage…they looked elegant. As we walked into the restaurant behind them Giancomo commented, “Wouldn’t it be nice to just walk in and out of restaurants with them, all night long?” I turned to look at him with a broad smile of agreement.

	 

	We went to the same locale as last night. Gabriela grabbed me the minute we entered and danced with me for ten minutes. I saw Gaincomo dancing with Gail, then lost track of them. The music played continuously so we finally walked from the dance floor. As we neared the DJ stand, we passed Gail dancing with Sandor.

	 

	We sat chatting a few minutes and Gail returned, alone, and mentioned to me that Sandor “is here” and that she was dancing with him. Two strange men asked our ladies to dance, and while they were gone a very buxom lady came to the table and asked Gaincomo to dance. He did, and she turned out to be outrageous. She was holding her hands under her breasts, dancing provocatively, and Giancomo responded in kind. Soon a group of people were around them clapping, and urging them on. Giancomo was good, and soon the crowd was cheering the kindly teasing manner he reciprocated to her every bump and grind, without making fun of her. Our girls had joined the crowd and watched, though I did notice that Gail’s dance partner was mighty close behind her the whole time.

	 

	When Gaincomo returned to the table we all chided him. He was glowing. A man came to the table, the buxom lady’s husband, and thanked Gaincomo. It was getting late and we were all tired. “We should go soon,” I said. Giancomo nodded just as Gabriela pulled his hand urging him to the dance floor with “this is my song.” A few seconds later Sandor was there. He could barley look me in the eye. When Gail saw him approaching she actually blushed, her neck showing it in red blotches. When he was still a step or two away, he looked at me for approval and I smiled, and they danced away.

	 

	A good while passed and I walked toward the restrooms. When I exited I noticed two doors with push handles that a couple had just gone through. I pushed the handle and it opened on an outside parking area that couldn’t be seen from the front. Across the parking was a wall with fifteen or twenty cars parked one behind the other. Huge trees hung over the wall making an effective shelter over the cars. Towards the end on my right Sandor’s jeep was parked. I stepped outside and walked toward his car, and when I could make out the red color I turned to go back inside. The doors were locked. I turned to the left and walked toward the front. The lane narrowed to a driving lane and a single line of cars parked against the buildings. I walked to the end but it was closed off and chained. I turned back walking between the cars and the building. The double doors opened and a group of people poured out. I was too far away to get to the open doors.

	 

	The group that exited split up and three people walked toward me, stopping halfway and getting into a car. The other people walked across the parking area to their right. It looked like Sandor and Gail. It was dark, but the flash of white clothing made me believe it was her. I stopped and waited until the other group pulled out, Their lights helped. Gail and Sandor were walking toward his car, holding hands. They passed the drivers side and went around to the passenger side. I could hardly imagine that Gail would leave with him. They were standing between his car and the wall, too far away and partially hidden, for me to see what they were doing.

	I stepped between the cars into the driving lane and crossed to the other side and nonchalantly walked to the line of cars parked by the wall. I stood unmoving for a minute or two, now in their line of sight except for tree limbs and bushes that interrupted the view. I slowly moved closer, somewhat hidden by bushes hanging over the wall, and the cars that were irregularly parked. I alternated staying close to the cars or trees, whichever provided more obstruction. They were still some ten or twelve cars away but I could see them pretty well. I could tell that he had his back to the car, and Gail was leaning against him. I went unnoticed.

	 

	I walked forward slowly and I watched Gail reach her arms around his neck, and they kissed. Pretty passionately I thought, and I felt heaviness in my chest. I moved closer, I was five or six car lengths away now, and even though it was dark, the street light and light from the driveway, was behind them and I could clearly make out their movements. When they stopped kissing Gail looked down and it seemed as if she were touching his cock. Sandor had his hands on Gail’s legs and her skirt was raised above her thigh, surely giving him a view of her panties, or more.

	 

	Sandor’s hand went between her leg and they touched each other for just a moment, then he reached to unfasten his pants. Gail was slightly bent forward, helping him. He pushed his pants to his knees in one shove and I could tell his shorts must have gone with his pants. Then Gail took hold of his cock and, while aiming it between her legs she stepped into him. I could see the movement of her hand; she was rubbing him against her, and looking down. She leaned her upper body into him and they kissed, then she looked down again. I could see her holding his cock in her right hand, her left arm braced against the car, trying to angle him into her. They seemed to be having trouble.

	 

	Suddenly Gail turned to her right and, reached under her skirt using both hands to lower her panties to mid thigh. She stayed bent over, offering him entrance from behind. He stepped away from the car and behind Gail, and she turned her head to the left and reached behind her searching to take hold of his cock. Just as she started to turn she was facing me, maybe ten or fifteen meters apart. I froze thinking she saw me, but the light was behind them affording me a better view then they had. Sandor slid her skirt upward, over her behind. I could see Gail’s left arm moving, probably rubbing his cock against herself. When she removed her hand and pushed backwards, I knew he had started to slide into her. I clearly saw Sandor hands gripping her waist as he slowly pushed forward in an attempt to bury himself. I couldn’t hear if she made a sound but her head rose, lolling back as her entered her, and again I thought she might see me.

	 

	They started a humping rhythm, Gail looking down at first, then twisting to look back, then reaching her left arm behind her gripping his behind, urging him into her. When Sandor started to thrust into Gail a little more forcefully, he made a grunting sound, and Gail raised her head to look around the parking area. When she lowered her head she placed her right hand on her knee and started to concentrate on meeting his thrusts.

	 

	It didn’t last long. I heard Gail’s throaty, “Yes…do it…yeess,” as she pushed back against him, her left arm pulling his behind into her. Sandor wasn’t pumping any longer; he was hunched over her back making jerky motions as he spurted his cum into Gail. He didn’t make a sound. His hips were still pumping, in jolts, and he stayed pushed tight to her behind. I imagined his cum surging inside her each time he would jolt. It was a very erotic scene, but I couldn’t imagine that Gail had taken any pleasure. It started and finished in five minutes, maybe less.

	 

	Still bent forward, Gail raised her head and looked out across the parking, then straight ahead in my direction. I didn’t move, it felt like she could see me and my already racing heart jumped as she gazed forward a second longer.

	 

	I watched Gail raise and fix her panties, while Sandor, already zipped up, stood watching her. They took the few steps to the front of his car then turned to step into the driving lane. Had Gail looked at me in the shadows as she turned? I wondered if she sensed someone was there and willingly performed. Gail stopped until he was abreast of her and they walked hand in hand around the building to the front entrance.

	 

	I took my time returning. Gabriella was just walking off to dance with some strange man. She smiled cheerily when she saw me. “Where have you been Ri? Gail just went to the WC…” and she drifted away.

	 

	Some five minutes later Gail returned. She approached me smiling, Giancomo was walking behind her. “Dance with me the last dance before we go,” she said, stretching out her arms to hold me. The music was slow and the lights had been dimmed. As soon as we reached the dance floor Gail nuzzled close.

	 

	“You’ve been gone a long time,” I said. Gail shook her head yes without raising it. We danced a few minutes without saying anything, and then Gail moved so that her pussy was pressed against my leg. As we glided around she took every opportunity to move against me and I reacted. Gail lowered her right hand between us and touched my hardening cock.

	 

	“Mmmmn” she hummed. Excited.”, “am I causing that?” I didn’t answer.

	 

	Gail turned her head upward and looked at me, “Was it exciting baby?” she whispered close to my ear. I looked at her face, squinting my eyes questioningly. She was smiling, “I saw you outside, that was you under the tree, wasn’t it?” I didn’t answer. She continued, “I saw you go outside, Sandor had his back to the door. I asked him to step outside with me.”

	 

	‘Did you do that for me,” I asked, only half serious.

	 

	“Gail squeezed my shoulders, “Yes…well for me too. Was it exciting for you?”

	 

	“Later… I’ll show you how exciting.” I answered, adding, “It was risky.”

	 

	Gabriella and Giancomo were waiting for us to finish our dance. We all headed back to the house and wound up in the upstairs living chatting in the half light. Gabriella made coffee for Giancomo and me, and then retired to her bedroom. Gail went downstairs with a promise to return. Since there was only another day left for our holiday, we seemed to automatically gravitate toward spending more time together.

	 

	Giancomo had plans to return to Argentina during the fall, and asked if I would join him, time permitting, and we talked about that. Some ten minutes later Gabriella came back out to join us. She walked slowly toward the couch where Giancomo was sitting. He turned as she approached, and I starred. She was barefoot and wearing a short pale beige satin night shirt. It was completely buttoned, but short enough to show her panties. Her long legs, so perfectly shaped, allowed a space between her thighs, leaving her pussy enticingly framed. It looked like an angel floating into the room. You already know the sensuality of the woman, and that only leaves you to dream of the bliss that being in that private place would provide.

	 

	The view of Gabriella standing poised for a second, then moving to sit beside Gaincomo and the direction of my thoughts, all happened in a matter of seconds. Now that she was seated the smell of her perfume wafted across the space, and made her even more appealing. Giancomo was speaking, I don’t recall what. Then he rose and started toward his bedroom, “Excuse me,” he said, and I hoped he wasn’t annoyed that I had not heard what he was saying.

	 

	Gabriella asked, “Did you enjoy the week here?” .

	“Yes, very relaxing,” I said, “It’s a nice way to slow down after before ending our holidays.

	 

	“Did Gail enjoy it?” she questioned. Then added, “Tamara mentioned that you had a problem in Monte Carlo.”

	 

	“I would say she enjoyed it,” I commented, thinking of some things I dare not mention. But, I always had the feeling, when talking with Gabriella, that she knew more then she gave on. I added, “Yes, we had a difficult day or two in Monaco.”

	 

	“I hope that’s sorted out,” Gabriella said, sounding sympathetic.

	 

	“Yes, I get jealous and feel threatened sometimes,” it caused a problem.

	 

	“Probably justified,” Gabriella offered, “Gail attracts men so easily, and she is so naïve in the way she trusts people. I’ve spoken to her about it.”

	 

	“”That’s her nature.”

	 

	Gabriella replied, “That’s also what makes her so attractive. But…are things okay now? You still plan to continue to holiday here…in Europe?”

	 

	“Oh, of course,” I said, surprised that she would think otherwise. “It’s me, I get my moments. Fortunately Gail senses them and helps to get me through them,” then, not wanting to take all the blame I added, “Likewise, her shyness…her lack of confidence, needs boosting from time to time, and I sense those needs and try to provide support for her…” I smiled, feeling a little embarrassed myself, then continued, “But don’t worry, we’re a team.”

	 

	Gabriella smiled, warmly, “I’m glad. We love both of you.” Just then Gail walked in, crossed the room and sat beside me. “You know,” she said to no one in particular, “wouldn’t it be nice if your company allowed you to open the new office in Milan…we’d get to see Gabriella every day.”

	 

	“No,” I replied, “I’d be lustful all the time.”

	 

	Both girls smiled, there was a pause, then Gail said, “So much the better for me,” and as she was speaking she was blushing, which showed on her face and neck. Giancomo came out of the bedroom and we talked, most of the night through. I had a view of Gabriella, and even though Gail was wearing the full length cotton robe that the house had provided. Giancomo may very well have had more to see. The front of the robe was only belted and Gail’s legs, and possibly more, were noticeable every time she moved.

	 

	When we finally returned to our room Gail looked up at me, her wide green eyes perfectly captured by the light. It was a look I knew. When we first met I thought it was a bashful look. Now I recognized it as her ‘come hither’ look. “Want to sit with me on the balcony again… the last time,” she asked.

	 

	I almost laughed. “You mean you want to fuck?” I asked.

	 

	“Ri…” she gasped. We almost never use the word, and she hit my arm, then added, “Yes.”

	 

	I took two blankets from the bed and draped them over the back and seat of wooden chair on the balcony. I took off all my clothes and walked onto the balcony with Gail. After I was seated Gail opened her rob, she was completely naked beneath, and she straddled me. We talked, we kissed, she would occasionally bend a little forward and rub her breasts across my chest. I asked her if Gaincomo had been able to see her nakedness tonight. She answered frankly, “I tried to let him see, without being crude. I know that if the lighting permitted he could see my pussy.” Gail moved her face in front of mine and smiled, “Do you like that Ri?”

	 

	“Yes, my love,” I answered. “I like that.”

	 

	I started touching her back and softly scratching down over her behind. Soon I was touching and hefting her cheeks. My fingers would occasionally graze as far as her back hole. We started kissing with passion, our mouths painfully stretched to get or go as far as possible. Our tongues wrapped and touched and probed.

	 

	I reached my hand behind her and between her legs to touch her pussy. She was wet. I wondered if she still had Sandor’c cum in her. My hard cock was lying under her, flat on my thighs. Gail finally reached for it, rising slightly in the process, and placed it between her wet pussy lips. I sighed…she rubbed me against her for a while, then rose just enough to be over my cock. She placed it at the center of her pussy, humped forward, and pushed down at the same time, and half of my cock slid into her wet warmth.

	 

	“The thought of my cock slipping into your belly is thrilling. I’d love to be able to see it happening. When my cock is finally buried in you, I possess you,” I said.

	 

	“You possess me now, even when it’s half in.” she said. “Am I wet?”

	 

	“Very,” I answered, “is it from Sandor?”

	 

	“It shouldn’t be,” she answered. “I’ve been turned on all day. But now after sitting on display in front of Gain, I’m even…”

	 

	I interrupted,”Does that…is that exciting for you?” I asked.

	 

	“It is,” she said, “I can’t really say why because I haven’t been thinking of being with him again.” Then Gail asked, “Was it exciting watching me with Sandor?”

	 

	“Yes,” I answered.

	 

	“Were you touching yourself?” she asked.

	 

	I considered for a moment, then half lied, “Yes…why?”

	 

	“Because the idea of me making you want to jerk off…it’s exciting. You can have me whenever you want, so it’s especially exciting that even from thinking about me that you want to touch yourself, and cum.”

	 

	I was starting to hump upwards, her silky wetness slid so easily over my cock. Her robe was opened and her breasts bounced upwards each time my cock was full in her. Gail leaned her right shoulder forward and said, “Kiss me,” offering her breast. I licked and hefted, I nibbled her nipple and pulled on it with my teeth, and I rubbed the side of my face against her, encircling her beast over and over. Gail reached for me with her right hand, wrapping her hand and arm partially around my head. I had stopped thrusting into her as I concentrated on her breast, but Gail continued her rhythm as she was lifting slightly then sliding down and forward on my cock.

	 

	I lifted my face from her breast and filled the finger of my right hand with saliva, then reached forward to touch Gail between the cheeks of her behind. I barely touched her at first, trying to run my fingers feather light across the nubs at her back hole. Each few passes I would press gently, directly on the puckered center. When I finally pressed enough to penetrate just the joint length of my finger, Gail let out a breathy sigh, “Hhuuuu…,” and whispered, “Oh baby.”

	 

	Her pumping forward became more intense. She wasn’t rising on my cock, allowing it to slide in and out; it was a pumping sliding motion, my cock mostly in her the whole time. Gail had starting to pant, concentrated on having an orgasm. I had lifted my head, now my lips were pressed to her shoulder as I tried to support each thrust forward. As my cock would reach as far as it would go, Gail would moan a soft, “Uuuhh,” like a crying sound. When I thought she was close to cumming I pushed the middle finger of my right hand deeply into her back hole. Gail groaned from depth of her throat, “Uuuhhhrr.”

	 

	We stayed coupled, pushing into one another with force. As Gail moved faster I couldn’t keep up her rhythm so I stopped moving, allowing her to find the best feel to bring her to orgasm. The night was cool but we were actually sweating from our loving. Gail was moving f5rantically now, Her head was thrown back, both her hands were on my shoulders now, and she was leaning slightly back. “Yes… do it,” Gail sighed, now pumping furiously against me, the chair moved. I pushed my finger harder into her behind.

	 

	“That’s what you said to Sandor,” I whispered, “Are you thinking about his fucking you from behind?” I asked.

	 

	Gail emitted a long slow “Oouuuhhh,” continuing to pump against me, “No...oahh,” she managed to groan. “Oohhh baby…I’m going to cum,” she said. Gail hunched forward and stopped pumping. She pressed her breasts against my chest, lowered her head against my ear, and her body started to jolt, she made two tone sounds, “Uuuughh, uhhohh” with each jolt, and her pussy was flexing on my cock, and I could feel the wetness start to seep downward. As Gail’s orgasm slowed, she bent her head and placed her mouth on mine, and we kissed, wet and squishy, like my balls were beginning to feel from the wetness of her pussy.

	 

	As soon as we stopped kissing Gail cuddled close and pressed her head against mine again. I placed both hands on her hips and started my own motion, lifting her slightly as I shoved my cock in and out of her dripping pussy. It was more like sliding around then making love, and when I looked down and saw the shine of wetness on my legs, and in her hair, on her thighs, I felt my cum start to boil and I whispered, “I’m cumming baby…more cum for you.” And I jolted as my first bolt of cum surged into her already soaked pussy.

	 

	We cuddled in the chair for quite some time. Gail asked me to tell her about how I felt the other night with Vivian, and to my great surprise, while I was telling her she started to touch herself. When we were in bed we somehow started to talk about Samuel, a very young African boy she had fucked in the back of the car whilst I drove through the Cote d’Azur. For a moment I thought she was reminiscing. We went to sleep in each others arms, exhausted, and feeling very close.

	 

	The remaining day in Symi consisted of packing, a cheerful lunch outdoors, and feeling sad that we would be saying goodbye to our friends and this lovely island. We had even become accustomed to Cornelious. I was surprised to learn that Gail had invited Gabriella to visit with us in Santiago, while Giancomo was on a two week trip to Russia. We sent our luggage to the port with Cornelius and he returned for us.

	 

	On the boat to Rhodes we all four stood outside. The girls were leaning on the rail and I was pressed against Gabriella, and Giancomo against Gail. Without speaking we watched Symi disappear, then without exchanging words we walked into the seating area. Just before Rhodes Giancomo tested his mobile phone and it was working. Gail suggested that we try calling our mutual friend Tamara, and we all took turns saying hello.

	 

	At the airport in Athens the girls cried. Gaincomo and I hugged and patted each others back. We had agreed that we would meet before the holidays when he had to be in Argentina. We would talk, often by phone. We bade our friends’ goodbye and headed down the concourse for our outbound flight home. The plans we had made for next year sounded exciting. Going to different places on one holiday had worked well. Each change was like starting the anticipation and holiday excitement all over again. We would be back in August of the next year.

	 

	 

	
Gail Overnights

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	We arrived in France two weeks ago at the start of our holidays. A week was spent on board a stately yacht in Cannes. We met the yatch owner through Tamara, a delightful and sophisticated British senior who, despite the age difference, has become a close friend of my wife, Gail.

	 

	Tamara introduced us to Charlotte and Duncan last year, the owners of the yacht, and they invited us to spend our holiday aboard. Eventually we accepted, thus our week on board. The yacht stay did not work out for us, so we drove to Monte Carlo to spend the next week, then we would travel to Greece for the last part of our holiday.

	 

	During the first days on board Gail and I shared sexual experiences with Charlotte and Duncan. Later, Gail had a liaison with a young man named Richard, and her first experience with two men. Unfortunately, I was not one of the two.

	 

	If you would like to know more about our holiday preceding this Monaco stay, you may turn to Literotica - Stories & Pics - Authors Index - Hadrian M - Gail surprises Rian and Gail dives with Richard.

	 

	The Story

	 

	Gail and I were comfortable in the hotel in Monte Carlo, and well into a daily rhythm of the beach, lunch in boutique restaurants, and playing tennis every day. Evenings we tried new restaurants, Thai and Vietnamese food, a Swiss restaurant for Fondue Chinoise, and we played, Gail flashed outrageously, and we made love at every opportunity.

	 

	Our friend Peter returned to Monte Carlo on a Thursday. Peter was an American business man we had met in France three years earlier. He had expanded his interests during the time we knew him, and was now operating his business in the USA and in France and Italy. He kept an apartment in Monaco and Gail and I had used the apartment for a few days, prior to his return.

	 

	We still had several days remaining, before we would fly to Greece with Giancomo and Gabriella. Phyllis did not arrive with Peter and when we asked where she was, he informed us that she had to remain with their daughter. He indicated Phyllis might not make it back in time to see us. We later learned they were supporting their daughter through some trying times.

	 

	The first evening Peter was back we met him at his apartment building. We invited him to a Vietnamese restaurant we had found, and then we went to a small café just around the street from his apartment. It was the hangout and drink spot for most of the tenants in his building. We sat and talked, Peter asking lots of questions about Gail, about my recent promotion, and what we had been doing since arriving in France this year. At one point he commented, "It seems like the only way I'll get to spend time with you folks is if I buy a boat."

	 

	"I'll choose dinner tomorrow," Peter suggested. "Come over for drinks first, I want to show you something."

	 

	We didn't play tennis the next day. Gail lolled around in the sun at the hotel pool. I sat nearby under an umbrella reading. At one point Gail ordered a mineral water, and a Pernod water for me. When the drinks were delivered Gail leaned over to pass the drink, "Don't look now," she said. "The man across the pool tried to start a conversation yesterday. He actually got out on our floor just to keep talking."

	 

	I immersed myself in my book for some ten minutes, then remembered Gail's comment and raised my eyes, without moving my head. The man was probably late thirties, with a very retired hairline. He also had a very hairy chest, and arms, and looked like he worked out regularly. His whole body was beautifully toned, not body building heavy but muscular. And, I noticed that he took the time to look up towards Gail every few minutes.

	 

	Not one to let an opportunity go by, Gail moved her kegs, first placing her left leg on the ground to lean over to the table, then bending her knees and slightly spreading her legs. Each time he had to be gazing straight to her crotch and I could only imagine the state of Gail's bikini between her legs. Many of the guests at the pool were topless. When I mentioned to Gail that we should leave soon, she reached behind her and undid her bikini top, and sat topless the rest of the time we were there. The hairy man sat, awestruck, now even more conspicuous with his starring.

	 

	We took a nap in the afternoon and when I woke up Gail was sitting in the bath. I ordered drinks, sat at the tub and chatted with Gail, and we both took a leisurely two hours preparing for dinner.

	 

	I watched Gail for some moments just before we were ready to leave. She looked bewitching. She wore a light red dress that had white stripes on the top, with the bottom part a solid red. The top fit snugly, the skirt part was loose and flowing. hanging just above her knees. It had a button down front from neck to waist, and she left the top two buttons open. She wore sandals that had little colored stones, mostly red, and her toenails were painted red as well. We had carnations in our room and one of the yellow flowers was pinned to her hair. She had green and white color around her eyes, and bright red lipstick. Her coloring, from a day in the sun made her look fresh and much younger. "You look so beautiful," I commented, more in awe then as a statement of love.

	 

	When we arrived at Peters apartment I stood in awe once again. Peter looked like an Italian fashion figure. He was wearing a beige linen jacket, dark brown pants and a blue cotton shirt and tie. I laughed, "Peter, you look like a European, where are you buying your clothes. They look great."

	 

	Peter laughed, then looking at Gail said, "Do you like the change?"

	 

	"Very stylish," she responded, "Are they Italian made?"

	 

	Peter shook his head from side to side being silly, "Brioni, Roma," he said, trying to use an Italian accent.

	 

	We opened and poured champagne for three. Peter went into his bedroom and returned with a small portfolio. "I've gone into the wine business," he announced, and he handed Gail and I a small brochure that had a list of ten or fifteen wines. "I'm buying wine in bulk, in Australia and selling it here in Europe to those producers, and he pointed to the brochure. "I'm getting paid in finished wine which we will sell to the USA." Peter stood waiting for our comment. When there was none, he added, "And, I'm going to make you my Chile agent."

	 

	Peter took us to dinner at the Hotel Paris. We were so accustomed to seeking out new and stylish restaurants that we often missed the old great names. As we were led to our table men stopped eating in mid fork to stare as Gail breezed by. Peter knew some of the staff and was particularly flamboyant. I guessed he didn't often walk in with anyone as enchanting as Gail, and he made the most of it.

	 

	Selecting our wine was a story in itself. When the sommelier arrived Peter began a discussion about which white to choose as a starter, and which wine with our meal. I was amazed at Peter's knowledge, and even more surprised at the wonderful wines that he selected that evening. We left the restaurant two hours later, very pleased with the dinner, and lightheaded as well.

	 

	We moved from the restaurant to the lobby where Peter insisted we have an after dinner drink. We followed in a line, Peter leading the way as we walked toward a seating area. The guests, mostly a little older crowd, turned to watch as Gail walked through. Halfway there, Peter leaned backward toward Gail, and commented, "You're like a fresh breeze passing through the hall." We reached a seating area with four sofa chairs around a table. Peter placed his arm on a chair waiting for Gail to sit. Gail stepped in front of the chair and when she was seated Peter leaned closer and said, "I was dazed for a moment when I saw you yesterday, I forgot how beautiful you are." It was all meant for Gail even though he spoke loud enough for me to hear.

	 

	Gail's head was tilted downward, she looked up at Peter, the way a person does when looking over their glasses, and gave a half smile. Her lips tilted to the left, and she blushed from face to neck, her green eyes flitting over Peter, and whispered, "Thank you Peter, that's nice of you to say."

	 

	Peter ordered Port. We informed him that we were fast becoming Port experts, since our host in Cannes continually served Port. Forty five minutes later we left the Hotel Paris, and Peter drove us toward our hotel. We stopped at a traffic light and Peter turned to look at me. Gail was sitting in the back. "I'm going to a vineyard tomorrow, to a wine maker, would you care to come along?"

	 

	"Is it an all day thing?" I asked.

	 

	"We'd be back late evening, maybe at night," Peter said.

	 

	"I'll pass," Gail chimed from the back, "if you don't mind?"

	 

	"Me too," I said, "I have a game." I added, "We'll see you the next day."

	 

	We were passing Peters apartment building, "Want to stop in for a nightcap, he asked? and turned to look at me.

	 

	When he faced forward again I turned to look at Gail, and she nodded a yes. "Sure," I answered, "You're the one with meetings tomorrow."

	 

	We were all pretty loose by the time we plopped onto the couch in Peters apartment. Peter announced he would open another bottle of champagne. I was already feeling the wine and Port and I turned to look at Gail, raising my eyebrows in the process.. She smiled her understanding, then opened both hands at her sides as if to say, so what's one more.

	 

	We sat and talked, drank another glass of champagne, then another, and there were still more things to talk about. Gail had been quiet for a while when Peter looked at her and said, "You're being so demure this evening."

	 

	"I am not," Gail insisted, feigning hurt. "I've had just as much to say as both of you, when I can get a word in."

	 

	I smiled. Now it was Peters turn to make believe pout, "And you didn't even kiss me hello, when you saw me yesterday," he complained.

	 

	"Oh you poor man," Gail said. Then she rose from the couch and stepped toward Peter who was sitting in a Victorian chair. Gail bent forward, her drink in her left hand, her right hand resting on the chair arm, and she kissed Peter on the mouth. It wasn't a long kiss, but I saw Gail's mouth open as their lips met, and I thought they were touching tongues.

	 

	Gail stood up, and looking at me she said, "You're next, love," then she turned and headed toward the WC.

	 

	When Gail returned she walked to the couch and sat on my lap, her right arm around my neck, her left hand having taken up her champagne. And, good to her word, she kissed me, pretty intensely I thought. I continued to chat with Peter for a few more minutes, then I excused myself as I headed toward the WC.

	 

	I'm sure I was no longer then two or three minutes, when I returned Peter was sitting where I had been, this time Gail was sitting in his lap, they were kissing. He had his right hand lying across her thighs urging her toward him, and his large left hand was spread across her lower back.

	 

	I sat on the couch where Peter had been, watching them. When they came up for air Peter began to move his right hand, touching her thighs. The movement was causing Gail's dress to slowly inch up, revealing more leg, and she did nothing to adjust it. Gail turned to look at me, smiling coyly,"Ri, come here please," she said. When I was beside her she handed me her glass which I placed on the side table, then she held my hand as she spoke, "I told Peter what we had talked about... about trying with three people," and she stared at my face, searching.

	 

	I wasn't surprised, nor angry, just unprepared. My libido hadn't been fired up for this, yet. Gail kissed my hand, then, while still starring, she placed my hand on her breast. Peter was already touching her legs and his hand had moved lower on her back. I touched her breasts, and even bent to kiss her neck, but my attempt at passion, was feeble. Gail sensed my uncertainty and reached for the buttons on her dress, and began to open them all, down to her waist. Peter held the dress as she passed her arms through the sleeves. I stood there foolishly, cupping one breast over her brassiere as Gail leant forward and started kissing Peter again.

	 

	I was leaning against Gail's arm, I believe just to be noticed, and I realized that I wasn't getting hard. When Gail broke from kissing Peter she turned toward me and beckoned me with her hands to kiss her. We kissed but it was, or at least I was, passionless. I felt Gail's tongue, and I reciprocated, but my mind was playing through a tumult of thoughts, there was no fervor. While we were kissing I felt movement and I opened my eyes, and watched Peter as he leaned forward to find the hooks and unsnap her brassiere. I watched her breasts bounce free. Gail ended our kiss, I'm sure she sensed my mood, and she turned back to kissing Peter.

	 

	I don't know how long this one sided exchange went on. Gail finally stopped the foreplay and, pushing away from Peter, she stood up. She reached for the hem of her dress and lifted her arms, pulling the dress first off her arms, and then over her head, protecting the flower in her hair with her hand. She stood before us, her hips gently flared, looking down knowing that we were absorbing every second of this vision, and realizing the effect of her nakedness, and her transparent beige panties. My Aphrodite, with a tanned body barely showing bikini lines, and long legs that tapered to delicate ankles, still wearing her sandals.

	 

	Peter rose and started to undress. He almost ripped off his shirt, his pants slid to the floor a second later. I followed suit, starting with my pants. I didn't have the passion that was sure to be driving Peter, but I didn't want to be outdone. I remembered, Gail was doing this because it was my fantasy.

	 

	We were all standing in our underwear, in front of a huge sliding glass patio door, the sea and city lights outside the window. "Let's go in the bedroom," Peter suggested, and he reached out his hand for Gail. I followed the two, watching Gail from behind, her thin figure but a shadow behind the broadness of Peter.

	 

	My stomach was in knots, it actually pained. As we passed the WC I paused, "Excuse me for a minute," I said, but no one was listening. I closed the bathroom door and sat on the closed toilet. I tried taking deep breaths. I questioned myself, was it the alcohol, or was I really not ready for this. Then I thought I had better hurry to be with Gail. Picturing what she might be doing at this moment was torture. I felt like I would be sick, and I turned around and opened the toilet. Nothing.

	 

	Whether I was in the WC five or fifteen minutes, I don't know. When I finally regained my composure I opened the door and walked the few steps down the brightly lit hall. In the bedroom a single lamp was burning on the bedside table, casting light over the top of the bed. The hall light brightly illuminated the end of the bed, which was facing the door and was my first view of Peters back. His naked behind was before me, with his legs spread apart and extended to the end of the bed. His arms were outstretched, resting on both sides of her, his behind clenching as he fucked my wife. All I could see of Gail was a part of her legs, knees bent, spread apart on either side of Peter, and her naked bottom beneath him.

	 

	I stood right behind them mesmerized. I could see Peter's behind cheeks clench as he thrust himself into Gail. His cock looked like a black steel rod anchored into Gail, then his balls at the top, then his cock again as it continued into his groin. As he withdrew his cock it glistened fat and shiny. I could see where it entered Gail's pussy, her hole indented each time he thrust into her, and as he withdrew the lips of her pussy were clinging to his cock, as if trying to stop him from pulling out.

	 

	The tight knot of his balls would press down, Gail urging him in with her hands on his behind. Each time he humped forward I heard, "Uuhhh," from Gail, in a breathy sound like she were sucking in air. I actually took a half step backward to better see, and I watched his thick and shiny cock slide out of her, and it kept on withdrawing…it went on forever. I imagined that it was sliding out from the depths of her belly. Then Peter pushed forward again and as his balls neared her behind, again the breathy "Uuhhh." This went on and on, Peter never quickening his pace. Then Gail whispered, "Do it…do it…Uuhhh," startling me with the pleading tone of her voice.

	 

	Peter responded by leaning a little to his left but he continued with the same rhythm. I stood stone still, I don't think they knew I had entered the room. His cock came out even further than before, again I was surprised at the length, I tried to imagine were it was ending up in her belly. I started to touch myself. Gail did it again, "Uuhhh," the same breathy sound, "Do it… cum in me, Ooahhh." Gail's hand grasped Peter more firmly, causing her fingers to dig into the cheeks of his behind.

	 

	"Ooahhh," Gail sounded again, and this time Peter started thrusting harder. "Ooahh… yes, Ohhh, yeees," the word yes sounding raspy and long. Gail's legs spread further, her heels spurring into his thighs, "Ooahhh," she sounded and then she started to whimper, "Huh, ahuh, I'm cumming," then again whimpering "Ahuh, ahhh, ahuh" over and over again. Peter kept humping into her as Gail whimpered, then she suddenly exclaimed, "Oohh I'm cumming, ohahh, yes," and she shook and trembled with her orgasm.

	 

	Peter fired by her orgasm, started making growling sounds, "Aachh," as Gail's hands again reached for his behind, now pleading with him, "Yes, cum… cum in me." Peter growled again and Gail responded, "Do it…cum…do it." When Peter reached his time he thrust forward into Gail with such force that the whole bed moved. He sounded a deep throaty growl "Aagghh, aaghh," and his behind cheeks clenched as he spurted his cum into Gail… then again clenching and growling "Aaghh," and I could see him twitch each time his cum burst free, and Gail whispered, "Ooh yes… I feel it."

	 

	Peter stayed on top of Gail, still inside her. He softly spoke, "You don't know how sweet it is to love you again." I cringed; his using the word love really bothered me.

	 

	Finally, Gail remembered, "Where's Ri," she said. She moved her head to the left and saw me standing at the foot of the bed. She just looked, didn't say anything. Peter had still not turned enough to see me. Gail moved so that Peter came out of her. At the same time I turned around and left the room.

	 

	I stood by the sliding patio door and looked out at the city, and the sea beyond. Moments later Gail was behind me. She placed her left arm around my waist and rested her cheek against my shoulder. After a minute or two she said, "Let's go," and she stepped to the couch and started to get dressed.

	 

	When Gail left the bedroom she had asked Peter to stay. As we left I mustered as much bravado as I could and called out, "Goodnight Peter." His response wafted back, "Night Ri."

	 

	We walked all the way back to the hotel. Gail had her hand hooked on my arm for much of the way, then she took my hand and it swayed with hers as we walked. We didn't say a word. It was almost 2 AM when we reached the hotel, but there were people exiting an elevator, laughing among themselves as they left. Thankfully we rode up alone. Gail's first words were, "Please don't be angry Ri, it was what you wanted… I thought you would be pleased."

	 

	When we were in the room I sat on the end of the bed and told Gail how I felt about what happened. She took my face between her hands and kissed my cheeks, my mouth, and my forehead, and expressed how sorry she was. I undressed and got in bed. After spending a while in the bathroom, Gail emerged, completely naked, and crawled beneath the sheets. She lay on her side beside me and we spoke for a while. Then her hands started exploring, touching my thighs, my cock, hefting my balls. It felt good but, it didn't excite me.

	"You want to love me, Ri?" she asked.

	 

	"No. Not tonight, I'm emotionally drained." I rolled over but I didn't sleep for a long while.

	 

	We rose late in the morning and had a breakfast brunch at a small self service café a few blocks away. I had a tennis game late in the afternoon, and Gail made an appointment for the same time, to have her nails manicured. We decided to sit by the pool in the hotel again. The hairy chest man was there as well, and the pool was full with a group of young university age American girls and boys, talking loudly, having fun. Their presence made the pool area come alive, and it was a pleasure to watch their antics.

	 

	I took the car and left at four PM planning to return about six. I returned to the hotel at six thirty and Gail was still out. It gave me an opportunity to call Francoise, a friend that lived in Nice. I had had a liaison with Francoise while on holiday in France, retaliating because Gail had slept with her husband.

	 

	I had promised Francoise that I would meet her before we left for Greece, and I realized that time was running out. I called Nice. A man answered, I assumed it was her husband Roger. I asked for Francoise and he simply said, "Moment." Francoise came to the phone and said, "Rian, I'm so glad you called."

	 

	"How did you know it was me?" I asked.

	 

	"My brother, he said it was a foreigner."

	 

	"Am I the only foreigner…?"

	 

	Francoise interrupted, before I finished, "You're the only one," she laughed.

	 

	We arranged to meet at one in the afternoon, the next day, at the same hotel we had met in the week before.

	 

	I dozed off and woke a little after eight. I called the hotel spa and they informed that the beauty salon closed at six. I ordered a salad from room service, read my book, watched TV, and worried. I checked our mobile phone for messages at least a hundred times. I called the front desk for messages. This was very unlike Gail. At ten I called Peter, no answer. I didn't bother to leave a message.

	 

	At 11:30P I left a note in the room, and left. I checked the hotel bar. It was crowded; the young American group were all there. No Gail. I went down to the garage for our car and drove to the café around the street from Peter's apartment. It was after midnight. I checked my mobile again. I tried calling Peter again. On the second ring I heard, "Hello," when he answered. I told Peter why I was calling, asking, if Gail was there. He didn't answer at first then he said, "Gail's not here Rian, I haven't spoken to her since last night."

	 

	"Thanks Peter, I'll just head back to the hotel. She'll show up."

	 

	"Where are you," Peter asked.

	 

	"I'm downstairs, in my car, in front of your building."

	 

	"Why don't you come up for a minute," he suggested.

	 

	I was ready for any suggestion so I went upstairs. Peter was concerned, for me, and for Gail. He made coffee and worked at trying to keep my thoughts occupied, telling me about his trip to the vineyards. At just after one AM I thanked Peter and left. I parked the car and rode to the lobby level.

	 

	I checked the bar again, it was closing, and I walked to the elevator with a group of eight or ten of the young Americans. All the elevators were in the lobby, one door was closing as we approached. I wound up with three people and I asked the girl to please press eight, as I moved toward the back.

	 

	When the doors opened on my floor I stepped into the hallway and turned right toward our room. Gail was walking down the long hallway, her head down maybe a hundred feet ahead of me. She still didn't see me. When she arrived at our door she stopped, and reached under the hem of her skirt and adjusted something. She brushed her hands over her skirt, touched her hair and then, as she started to put her card in the door, she saw me.

	 

	"Ri… you scared me."

	 

	"You scared me too," I replied. As we entered the room I added, "I'm glad you're safe." After a while, I added, "Maybe I should call Peter."

	 

	"Why? Gail asked.

	 

	"He's worried too."

	 

	"You called him? Gail asked.

	 

	"Yes, I went there, he consoled me."

	 

	"Oh Ri," Gail said, her words reflecting empathy, "I'm so sorry."

	 

	We said many things during the next hour. Gail was remorseful. I was very angry but worked hard at not being abusive with my words. Last night was bad enough, tonight was a disaster. Gail asked if I wanted to talk. I knew she meant talk about what she had been doing. I said no. I finally said that I was tired and wanted to sleep, "I have a game tomorrow," I lied. Some five minutes later I added, "We had better think about rearranging our Greece trip." I really had just thought saying that would make her feel bad, and I wanted to be hurtful. It wasn't something I was considering.

	 

	In the morning we lounged around the room not knowing what to say to one another. As Gail readied for a bath she stuck her head from the bathroom door and broke the ice, "I thought for sure that you would come."

	 

	Dismayed I responded, "How could I come?" I replied.

	 

	Gail responded, "I told you… just call. I thought you didn't care to come, or you would have called if you wanted me to come back," and then she closed the bathroom door.

	 

	I stood dumbstruck. Did she leave a message? I asked myself. I picked up the phone, there was no message sound. The light on the phone was not on, or blinking. I called the operator and asked if I had messages. She excused herself and returned thirty second latter. "Yes Mr. M. you have several messages in your voice mail. Please dial 4711"

	 

	I asked the operator "Shouldn't the light blink if I have a message?" The operator assured me that it would. I told her it had not and she had me hang up. A moment later the phone rang, "Is the light blinking sir," she asked. "No," I replied. "I'll report it to engineering, she said.

	 

	I dialed 4711 and retrieved my messages. Both were from Gail and one from Peter from this morning. . Gail's message began, "Hi baby. Guess where I am?" She was whispering into the phone. "I'm with Mr. Hairy Chest," Gail giggled; I knew she had been drinking, "In room 506. We could try …three people again, if you'll come down. He's nice… American. Come down as soon as you get back. Love you baby."

	 

	Gail's next message was from 6:30 last night. "Hey Ri, where are you?" She was whispering. "You know, Jeff agreed that if I stay he'll suck…remember when I told you what I'd like to see you…," she paused unwilling to say the words she thought, "come down Ri," and in her most alluring tone, "I'm waiting."

	 

	I couldn't believe the turn of events and I felt miserable about it. I also didn't understand why Gail started the liaison and, more importantly, why she didn't stop and come back to the room, when I didn't show up.

	 

	When Gail was in the bathroom I packed a few things in my tennis bag. We decided to breakfast downstairs. Gail dressed in khaki shorts that had a bib type top. Under the bib she wore a light green cotton shirt. From the side you could tell she was not wearing a brassiere. Her hair was still wet and she wore almost no makeup. My, I thought to myself, she just always looks so appealing.

	 

	At breakfast I mentioned that I had to leave a little after 11 AM. Gail assumed it was to play tennis. We went back to the room about 10:30 and I left shortly afterwards. As I walked out the door I simply said, "See you," none of the usual kiss goodbye, or be careful chatter.

	 

	I went to the garage and headed straight to Nice. I drove the coastal road, making the most of the picturesque towns and tourists barely dressed. I arrived at the Vendome Hotel at 1:20 PM and Francoise was seated in the lobby waiting for me. We exchanged hugs and cheek rubs, and held hands while we spoke.

	 

	Francoise was beaming. She looked so elegant. She was wearing a white knit ladies shirt, with the three button collar open, drawing my eyes to her chest. You could see she had nothing underneath. The shirt was short, just barely reaching the top of her skirt, revealing the skin of her tummy and narrow waist, from time to time.

	 

	Her skirt was black and white, a few inches above her knees, and had a pretty large split on one side. She was wearing leather sandals, and her long legs were white, missing the summer tan that everyone seemed to boast, but she still looked ever so attractive..

	 

	After ten minutes of talk I excused myself and made my way to the reception desk, Francoise had booked a room in my name, as we had agreed.

	 

	We took the elevator to the fourth floor and walked a marathon mile to get to our room. I dropped my tennis case on the floor and turned to Francoise as the door was closing. We just held one another for some time, touching each others back, I would draw back to look at her face, touch her cheeks or hair, then hold her close again.

	 

	"It's been a long time Rian, hasn't it?" Francoise said.

	 

	"It has, but I have often thought of our time together, then it doesn't seem so distant."

	 

	Francoise leaned back to look at me, and laughed. "You always seem to find the nice thing to say."

	 

	We undressed. I watched her as she took off her skirt, I marveled at her strong legs, and her behind, and the way it stood high and perfectly rounded, jutted out just enough to make you notice, and want to touch. Her small breasts were the right size to love. They were shaped like rain drops, hanging softly on her thin frame. She had a two inch patch of dark hair above her vagina, and when she stepped out of her panties, I could see the lips of her pussy, and my heart skipped a thump.

	 

	Both naked now, we stripped back the bed cover and climbed beneath the sheet. I propped up two pillows and stretched my right arm out, and Francoise nestled close. I could feel the hair on her vagina pressed against me, and her breasts on my arm, We touched each other for a least thirty minutes. I had my hands, and my fingers in every part of her body. I touched her knees, I felt her breast, and ran my hand down her back and felt the curve where her bottom began. I slipped my hand between her cheeks. I touched her anus, I played with her clit, and I put a finger in her and tasted it.

	 

	Franscoise touched me. Her fingers touched my lips and she pressed one finger into my mouth. She touched my chest, rubbing it, her palms sliding over my nipples. She reached under me and played with the cheeks of my behind. Her finger found my back hole and she pressed. She took my balls in both hands and moved and hefted, and then she caressed my cock. After many minutes of touching my cock she lifted the sheets and slipped beneath, resting her head on my thighs, and she sucked my cock. Slowly, not to make me cum, but because she was enjoying it.

	 

	We both wanted to wait as long as possible before we made love. And when it happened, Francoise had her back to me. One leg was stretched out beside me and the other pulled up toward her chest, when she whispered, "Put it in me."

	 

	She was wet, and tight and barely moved as I slid myself in and out, just savoring the warmth and wetness. Francoise moved so that my cock slipped out of her, and she turned to climb over me. When she moved her face above me, she lowered her lips to mine and softly probed until our tongues met and we began searching. We kissed, and twisted our heads to get deeper, and we sucked each others tongue, and lips. She kissed so beautifully.

	 

	Francoise crawled a little higher and spread her legs. My cock found the way. I pressed upwards and felt the head enter between her lips, then slide slowly, steadily, into her pussy. When I was completely buried inside her, we kissed again. This time it was with a more immediate passion, with occasional thrusts from me to push deeper into her, or her sliding forward to feel the friction of my cock.

	 

	Her eyes would close and she would pout her lips, concentrating on what we were doing. She would look at me, and, if my eyes were open I would look into her eyes, watching the passion build.

	 

	I felt a kindred soul to this lady I head met so long ago, and shared so little time with. She made love to me with a quiet assurance, with an openness that I had never before seen in a woman. We didn't fuck. We loved, in spite of the fact that we were not in love.

	 

	We made love for thirty minutes or more, before Francoise started to sigh with each movement. Her head went to the side, leaning to her right, her eyes closed, she constantly licked her lips, "Ooh oui," and after several breathy gasps, I felt something wet squirt on my groin, then Francoise humped forward and buried me deep in her belly, sighing, "Ah oui," three or four times as her orgasm swept through her. She collapsed on my chest, her hands on my arms and laid there, eyes closed, without saying a word.

	 

	 

	I touched her behind and felt for her wetness as she lay there. I placed my hand between her legs and slide my hand flat against her pussy. She moved her legs apart offering me more. Some five or ten minutes later Francoise moved to her left and lay on her back. With her knees bent she opened her legs exposing her wet pussy and said, "Come to me Rian, love me now."

	 

	I bent over watching my cock slid into her. She was very wet, and I thought, very soft. I started slowly but it didn't last long. As I slid deeply Francoise would turn of bend her body in such a way as to press against my cock. I slid freely in and felt strong pressure sliding out. My pace quickened until I felt my orgasm nearing. "I'm cumming," I panted.

	 

	"Oui, Rian, you cum," and she pushed herself forward milking my cock with such intensity that it caused me to thrust in rhythm with the sucking feeling she had created. Little bolts of energy coursed through me charging toward my groin and I grasped hold of her as I grew faint from the intensity.

	 

	I stayed in the same position for a long time, Francoise's arms wrapped around the middle of my back, When I rolled to my side, I looked at her and she returned my gaze with a smile of comfortable assurance.

	 

	We talked for a very long time, fondling each other while we spoke, with no motive other than to touch one another. "I feel very good being with you," I said.

	 

	"Yes, I have that sense too," Francoise replied, then she moved to her side, her back facing me, and she scooted very close. Her behind spooned into me and I wrapped my arms around her, and we talked.

	 

	Some fifteen or twenty minutes later Francoise moved, leaving a small space between us, and she stretched her arm behind her, her hand searching for my cock. She found me, soft and still sticky, and she started rubbing the head of my cock, hard against the cheek of her behind. My cock was still sensitive and the hard rubbing sent shivers running through me. It wasn't too long before I started to react. As my cock hardened she would rub more towards the crack of her behind. I was soon between her cheeks, and as she rubbed the head of my cock slid over her back hole. Every sensory feeling in my body was focused on the tip of my cock. The sensation was electric.

	 

	Francoise raised her legs a bit higher, almost in a fetal position, and now, as the rubbing caused my cock to pass over her hole, she would push back towards me. I felt like each time she would rub past her hole, my cock pressed a little deeper. I placed my right hand to my mouth and filled my fingers with spittle, and placed my hands between us, to wet myself. When she next rubbed against her hole, the very tip of my cock entered her behind. I was poised to rush in, but we just lay still. Her hand was still holding my cock. We waited a minute or more, then she moved ever so hesitantly pressing against me, and more of my cock slid into her behind.

	 

	The excitement over the next many minutes, as my cock slowly inched deeper into her behind, was incredible. When I was buried into her, she sighed, and reached her hand behind her and placed it on my thigh, gripping the base of my behind.

	 

	I wrapped my arms around her to cup and feel one breast, and began a slow and gentle humping motion. The tightness of her entrance defied belief. We made no sounds at first. Just slow entrance, then withdrawal with the whole of her anus grasped tightly around my cock.

	 

	I reached for Francoise's hand that was resting on my thigh, and I gently raised her arm and guided her hand to between her legs. "Touch yourself," I said.

	 

	I felt my body on fire, wanting to extract more feeling from each movement. Francoise started to move. What started as tentative touching with her hand had become a steady movement; now She was thrusting back, meeting my forward movement with increasing force.

	 

	Francoise's orgasm came upon her like a bolt of lightening, and she began to quietly sound a howl. It seemed to come from somewhere deep within her, and it spurred me to grab her hips and hump deeper and with more force. Her orgasm started with a low and raspy, "Eeehhhhh," and then she twitched and sounded, Eeehhh, ahh Oui," I couldn't contain myself any longer and I slowed, and used less force to better feel the sensation of sliding into her. And, seconds later I groaned, "Aaacchhh," as I erupted into the depths of her bowels.

	 

	We lay still for a long time. My cock quickly shrank, and the tightness of her behind squeezed it out dripping with cum. Francoise's first words were, "Rian, c'est pour moi…" then she realized she was speaking French and corrected to English, "It was for me very wonderful."

	 

	"Me too," I whispered into the back of her head.

	 

	We lay huddled together for a very long time. I didn't want to let her go. Finally, when I heard her tummy gurgle, I asked, "Would you like to get something to eat?" "Yes." She replied. We rose slowly to dress. Every time we passed near one another we reached to touch, or kiss. When we were presentable, we made ready to leave. Since I planned to spend the night, I placed my tennis bag on the end of the bed, Francoise asked, "Are you coming back?"

	 

	I nodded, "Yes, I think I'll spend the night."

	 

	"You will? she asked, in a surprised tone. We were walking down the hall toward the elevators. Francoise looked at me questioningly, not understanding.

	 

	I again replied, "Yes," then thinking it was unfair to not offer some explanation, I added, "I'd like to be away from Gail tonight."

	 

	Francoise stopped, starred at my face for a moment, then continued walking without a response. "Not because of me?" she asked,

	 

	"No."

	 

	Francoise nodded her head yes, acknowledging my no. After a long pause she whispered, "Can I stay with you?"

	 

	My eyes doubled in size as I questioned, "Can you?"

	 

	She nodded and whispered, "I think I can, I will see, I will call."

	 

	We walked a block from the hotel and stopped in a small bar and ordered drinks and sandwiches. Francoise took her mobile phone from the small duffel she was carrying, and made a call. Lots of fast French was exchanged, of which I understand very little. As she made another call, I opened my mobile to check on my messages. It showed two messages. I had the volume turned off so that I would not hear it ring, or signal voice mail.

	 

	Francoise organized being away for the night. Here we were at six in the afternoon, with no change of clothes, and the whole night ahead of us. And, we made the most of it, wandering the streets, stopping to have a single drink in three different places, and eating pizza for dinner.

	 

	We walked back to the hotel hand in hand. We crossed the hotel lobby at 9:30, went to our room, and undressed without a word spoken. I was naked seconds later and I sat on a chair in front of the desk, watching Francoise. She bent forward as she stepped from her panties and I took pleasure watching her long legs raise, the exposure it created between her thighs, and the just right silhouette of her behind.

	 

	Covered by the bed sheet, we moved close to one another and explored. I felt a particular need to kiss Francoise I raised myself on my knees just beside her chest and started by kissing her forehead, then her eyes and ears. I twisted my head to angle into her neck and she giggled at the first brush of mouth that tickled her. I made love to her breast, and kissed every inch of her stomach, then brushed lightly across and through her pussy hair, and across the shaven puff of soft flesh around her slit.

	The entire while, that I had been softly kissing her, I only used my mouth. My hands were supporting me, resting on the bed as I leaned over. When I reached her legs I took them in my hands and continued until I had her foot in my hands which I turned and moved to allow me to kiss her toes. I had never really been that intimate with someone's foot, I liked it, and I thought I must remember to do it with Gail. Then I realized it was the first time I had thought of Gail this evening.

	 

	Francoise had an orgasm when I loved her with my mouth. She made soft sounds as the feeling came upon her, her fingers running through my hair, then gently urging my head into her. When I slid upwards and lay upon her, she opened her legs and thrust herself upward to find me, then gently urged my behind forward inching my cock into her willing and wet pussy.

	 

	For hours we loved, exhausted ourselves, touched each other, then loved again. It was well after midnight when we fell asleep.

	 

	I awoke the next morning to the sound of Francoise's movement in the room. We breakfasted on coffee and croissants and were ready to leave shortly after eight. We shared knowing smiles without commenting on what we did. All had been expressed the past night.

	 

	I walked her to her car and kissed her goodbye beside her car. Her last words in her beautifully French accented English were, "I wish all is good for you with Gail."

	 

	I waited until I was back in the hotel in Monte Carlo, before I turned on my telephone I had eleven missed calls and six messages. One message from Peter said, "Hey Rian, give me a call, maybe I can help." The first message from Gail said "Hi sweetheart, I'm in the hotel…call, love you." The second message, almost an hour later, "Ri, where are you. Call. Just to say you're ok." The other three messages simply said, "It's me, call."

	 

	I made the long walk from the elevator to our room, wondering if Gail would be in, and the kind of reception I would receive. It was ten-thirty in the morning when I slid my card into the key slot and pushed open the door on green.

	 

	Gail was standing in the window with her back to the door, her head turned when she heard me enter. She was gazing out the window, mostly standing behind a sheer curtain to keep from being seen. Her right leg was stretched to the floor, her left leg, which she was leaning on, was propped on the window sill. She was wearing a brassiere and panties. While she looked at me in the entrance, I couldn't help but take long notice of her right leg, long and trim, and the brown lace boxer shorts panties. They were tight, and see through, and she looked very sexy wearing them.

	 

	"Hi Ri," she said, her smile a painful twitch of her lips. "I'm glad you're okay."

	 

	"I'm okay," I smiled with my response, "Thanks." Gail wasn't wearing makeup and I noticed her eyes were puffy and red. "You look like you have been crying," I said.

	 

	Gail looked at me for many moments, and tears started to roll down her cheeks. "Did you think I wouldn't cry?" Painful moments later, Gail wiped her eyes with the back of her fingers. "I'm sorry Ri, I hate myself when I'm so wimpy."

	 

	"I'm sorry too," I said, and even as I said it, I realized how unfeeling it sounded parroting her words. But I didn't know how better to respond. I finally added, "I thought you'd go out, wouldn't worry about it."

	 

	She just nodded her head. I didn't know if the response was 'no I did not go out,' or if the head shake was a sort of, 'how could you be so stupid.' I threw my tennis case on the floor near the closet and kicked off my shoes. Gail untangled her leg from the window and walked toward me. I could she the shadow of hair through her panties and it caused a tingle in my groin.

	 

	When she was in front of me she stood, arms at her side, and just toppled against me, her head resting on my shoulder. I gently placed my arms on her back without squeezing her to me, but it felt so right to be holding her, and I breathed a quiet sigh.

	 

	"That's the first time we've done something like that to one another," Gail whispered.

	 

	I nodded, wondering which deed she was talking about.

	 

	Gail said, "I was so confused. I called Peter, sorry. Did you get my messages?"

	 

	I brought my arms more closely around her, "This morning… I got Peters message as well."

	 

	Gail turned her head to look at me. Close up I could see her eyes were red from crying. It troubled, me, and I felt the beginnings of a chasm in my stomach, and I sighed in an effort to fill the space. "I'm confused Ri," she whispered. "I'm doing something very wrong… and the last thing I want to do is hurt you."

	 

	I nodded. She placed her head against me again, this time putting her arms on my waist. "I'm cold," she said, and she turned toward the bed. "Please lie with me."

	 

	We stepped to the bed and Gail pulled the blankets back, leaving just a sheet. I lay on one side and Gail sat on the bed then scooted over to my side and covered us both with the sheet.

	 

	We talked for a very long time. Maybe some good came from the pain I had caused her. I was amazed that she still had not asked me where I had been. I brought up the last week culminating with Peter and the 'hairy man.'

	 

	"You're right," Gail said. "I thought about it. I guess because I like it now, I'm not being as sensitive to you."

	 

	I didn't understand what she was talking about. "I don't understand your point," I quietly said.

	 

	Gail looked at me for a moment. She was now lying on her right side, pressed against me. The wrist of her left arm lay across my left arm; her hand reached my chest, her fingers resting just below my nipple. Her left leg was bent and resting on my leg, with her foot wedged between my lower thighs. "Ri, remember when we started?" Gail was talking in a half whisper. "Every week you asked me to flash the musician in the Sheraton. Remember how long it took me to do that?" She paused, "Well when I did it I really didn't think he would have interest, and I was ashamed." Gail's finger pressed against my nipple as if making a point, "And when he finally looked, and I saw the way he was looking at me, I got excited."

	 

	Gail stopped talking, and I added to her recollection, "I remember when you said, "He's looking at me Ri." "I remember it well."

	 

	"But the best part," Gail continued, "was when we got home. All those questions you asked. Your voice would get low, you would get so excited. I loved that… I loved that so much… when you loved me and asked questions. I loved you so much…those times. You were getting excited, and I was getting more excited too, every day, it was so special."

	 

	We lay side by side for a good five minutes, not saying a word. She had opened the Genie jar of memories. I knew where my thoughts were, I wondered where Gail's reflections were taking her.

	 

	"I was trying to make up for the other night…with Peter." She said. "That's why I arranged with Jeff," Gail said.

	 

	"Who's Jeff… what did you arrange? I asked.

	 

	"I felt bad about leaving you out… with Peter," Gail admitted, "so I tried to arrange something with Mr. Hairy, that's Jeff."

	 

	I bristled, "Why did you run off without me if you were…' arranging" something?" I asked.

	 

	Gail responded immediately, making me realize that she'd been thinking about it, "I still have a hard time when you're there baby," I sensed it pained her to have said that. "I thought that if I were with him first… that it would be easier."

	 

	"Why does my presence make it difficult, it should make it easier," I said, with a conviction I believed.

	 

	"I don't know Ri," she was speaking very softly, shaking her head as she spoke. "With Peter the other night, I had to stop looking at you, to shut my eyes. That's was why…that's why I let go."

	 

	"Does my being there turn you off?"

	 

	"No…no," Gail said. "It turns me off to everything else. "I can't love Peter, and I can't fuck you. When I'm fucking Peter I can't feel love at the same time. And, well…with you Ri, I can only feel love."

	 

	Gail continued, "I thought I'd start with Jeff, and then when you came back you'd join me. That's what I told him before I called you."

	 

	I felt myself weakening and I resisted, "Why didn't you come back when I didn't show up."

	 

	"That was my mistake, Gail said. "I'm sorry. I was so into fucking…. I guess."

	 

	"For six of seven hours? I interrupted.

	 

	Gail whispered, "It was…," she paused, then simply stated, "Yes."

	 

	I asked, "Was he that good?"

	 

	"Mmmn," she softly sounded. "Please let me tell you about it baby."

	 

	For the next hour and a half Gail told me the story. She volunteered almost every detail, and I asked her questions about the rest.

	 

	"I went down to the lobby to get a magazine. I was passing the chairs at the end of the lobby when this man says, "I don't believe my luck." He was looking at me smiling. "I wondered if I stayed here long enough if you or your husband would pass by. Please excuse me, my name is Dr. Jeffery P. and I have been standing here with the hope of running into you or your husband."

	 

	Gail went on, "I asked him, why? He said, "Well first because I heard you speaking English." It was obvious that Jeff was an American. And he went on. In the first five minutes I knew all about him. He was a doctor, a plastic surgeon. He was just divorced. He shouldn't have come on this trip alone, he said, so soon after his divorce. And then he says, "As a plastic surgeon, if ever I wanted to make the perfect women, I'd copy you." I blushed, and he laughed."

	 

	"Pretty transparent comment," I said to Gail.

	 

	"I know," she said. "It sounds silly. But you had to see how amateur he was at trying to talk to a girl; you would have seen they were not lines. And he tried so hard to be courteous."

	 

	Gail continued," I agreed to have a drink with him, and we sat in the lobby, near the bar. I didn't tell him that you were playing…he thought you were upstairs. He was really very pleasant. Actually, later on I thought he was sort of childlike in a nice way. We talked

	about everything but mostly, he asked questions about Europe. "It's his first visit," Gail informed me, as if it was of paramount interest. She went on, "While we were talking he answered his mobile." Gail laughed, "It was his mother calling him from Israel. He said she was visiting there, and that she called him every day."

	 

	I humphed a laugh, I don't know why, at Gail's description of his mother relationship. Actually I thought it was nice.

	 

	Gail continued, "He kept saying over and over again how pretty I was, how beautiful, how nice, and it really sounded silly. But it also sounded sincere, he just didn't know how to be suave, I liked that. At one point he said, I'd do anything to have a woman like you, and he watched my face for reaction. I guess I blushed, and I didn't respond. He must have felt awkward because he added jokingly, "I'd even take your husband too."

	 

	"I answered, also joking, "Now my husband may be interested in that…" and he looked at me surprised and exclaimed, "Really?" "And, that was when the thought occurred to me," Gail said.

	 

	Gail had stopped talking. I looked down at the top of her head, "What thought?" I asked.

	 

	It seemed forever but she finally answered, "Remember when we were playing at what we would like to see… and I told you what I thought would be exciting?" Gail asked, in a barely audible whisper.

	 

	"When you said you'd like to see me being sucked by a gay man?" I asked.

	 

	"I didn't say that," Gail responded. "I said I'd like to see you get a blow job from a man."

	 

	"Wouldn't he be gay if he did that?" I questioned.

	 

	Gail was thinking about her response. "Not necessarily," she stated. "Two days ago I would probably have said yes." Again a pause, then barely in a whisper, "Jeff wasn't gay…and he would do it to you."

	 

	Gail went on to tell about their meeting, how she admitted to him that I was away playing tennis. She questioned him, of course hypothetically, asking if he was sincere about the 'husband too' statement he made. She told him that she envisioned that as meaning oral play. He seemed surprised, thought about it for a minute, then said that if it enabled him to get close to her, he'd do that too. She asked and he confirmed it would be a first for him.

	 

	Gail explained how her excitement grew. First with the thought that she would watch us, then that we would both ravish her. She still felt funny at the thought of me being there, and she confessed that because of that feeling, she decided to be with him first.

	 

	Gail inched her face closer to mine and pressed her breast hard against my arm. Her hand rested on my thigh but she wasn't touching me. "I decided I would go to his room, if he asked," Gail said, "And it wasn't long before he invited me. When he asked I believe he expected a no. When I said that I would go, his face lit up and he exclaimed, "I can't believe that you accept." I smiled and told him I'd meet him in ten minutes. He reminded me his room number three times, and I left for our room to freshen up."

	 

	I interrupted Gail, "Why didn't you leave me a note?"

	 

	Gail explained her thoughts, "I wasn't sure that I'd want to go through with it, with your being there… also I wasn't sure that he really meant that he would suck you."

	 

	When I knocked at his room door he opened it instantly, like he'd been standing inside, waiting. I walked in and he suggested I sit down, while he opened two small white wine bottles, and filled two glasses. I sat on an armchair not more then a foot away from his bed. He sat opposite me, on the bed. We talked a few minutes and he suggested, "You can put your feet here," and he patted the bed beside him. I did that, and a moment later he touched my legs, then adored my ankle, then …"

	 

	I interrupted, "What were you wearing?"

	 

	"My khaki shorts and the white button blouse, and sandals," Gail answered softly.

	 

	"Anything else…underneath?"

	 

	"Nothing else," she said, shaking her head.

	 

	I could picture her shorts, a little loose around the legs, and I wondered if he saw anything when her legs were raised. Now I was caught up in the story and I wanted her to continue. "Go ahead," I said softly, trying to sound composed. Her hand started moving near my groin and she touched my cock through my pants. "Take your pants off Ri, please."

	 

	Gail continued, "He touched my legs for some time then he knelt in front of me and started kissing my thighs. He did that for a long time. He pushed the shorts to the top of my leg and kissed as near as he could get to my… between my legs. He was very tentative when he reached to unzip my shorts. He unbuttoned the top button and started to pull down the zipper, then he stopped, and he rose up on his knees and leaned forward to kiss me. He tried so hard, he actually whimpered when he was kissing me." "Like I do when I cum," Gail added.

	 

	"After a long time kissing he went back to my shorts. This time he unzipped them hurriedly, and I lifted when he started to pull them off. He was looking at my pussy the moment the shorts moved downwards, and he was so absorbed, he forgot to continue taking them off. He kept saying,"Oh my… oh how beautiful, and with the back of his hand he gently touched my thighs and the hair, and my pussy." Gail laughed, sounding a "Huuh, It was like he was worshipping it," she said.

	 

	"We moved to the bed, I still had my shirt on," Gail continued. "I watched as he took off his clothes. He was real hairy, but you know Ri, he was totally shaven around his groin, and it looked nice.

	 

	"How was he built?" I asked.

	 

	"He was pretty muscular," she answered.

	 

	I laughed to myself, "His cock," I said, "Was he big."

	 

	I felt Gail's head nod, "He was big. Thick big."

	 

	I didn't respond so Gail continued. "When he was on the bed he lay beside me and kissed me again. When he touched me between the legs I took hold of his cock. "It was fat," she confirmed. "It couldn't have been more then a minute later when he was between my legs, rubbing himself against me, edging in, inch by inch. It took a while, it hurt at first."

	 

	"Was he bigger then Peter?" I asked.

	 

	"Thicker, much thicker," she whispered back.

	 

	"He fucked me for ten or fifteen minutes until he squealed, "I'm cumming," and he erupted, literally erupted Ri." I couldn't feel him cum, but he squirmed and groaned for the longest time, and when his cock came out his cum gushed out of me."

	 

	"You didn't cum?" I questioned. I knew that in normal circumstances Gail cums easily. In an exciting situation like she described, I would have expected her to cum.

	 

	"No," not then, she answered. "I think he was so thick that it numbed me a little. It wasn't that special." Gail began again. "He went into the bathroom and returned with a washcloth and started to clean and wipe me, very tenderly. For a good few minutes he fussed over my pussy, cleaning me, then he threw the cloths on the chair I had been sitting in, and he bent down and started to suck between my legs. The feeling was electrifying. He twisted and turned his head, trying to get deeper, he sucked and stuck his tongue inside, and I had my first orgasm with his mouth. I told him it was wonderful."

	 

	"He continued to touch me, everywhere, my face, my ears, my knees, just everywhere. He rolled me over and touched by back, my legs, and my behind. He kissed my behind and pulled my cheeks apart and put his mouth over my… back there. Twenty, maybe thirty minutes later, he got between my legs again, and started to rub his still soft cock through my lips. After a while he was hard.

	 

	"This time he slid right into me, I could feel him. He wasn't as hard. He went slowly, and it was bringing me to orgasm again. I didn't want him to cum, and I tried to control myself. I thought that you would be back soon and would come to join us. I asked him if he would like to do this while my husband was with us. I told him I wanted to try two men together. He simply said yes, he would try it. I asked him if he would suck my husband cock, for me to see, and he said yes, he would. Ri, two seconds after he said yes, I had another orgasm."

	 

	All the last while Gail had been touching my cock with her fingertips, then squeezing, and now I was rock hard. Gail questioned, "Can I get on top of you baby?" I didn't answer but I moved to lift the sheet and I watched Gail raise her feet to slip off her panties. Gail moved over me and sat over my groin. She bent her head forward simultaneously reaching her right hand behind her, and took hold of my cock. She instantly found the center and barley moved my cock head around her center, and then pressed downward. As I was sliding into her she raised her head to look at me. Her eyes were still red, her hair tousled, and she wore the slightest hint of a smile. I studied her eyes. She blushed at the intensity of my gaze. Was what I saw a look of her having conquered, or was it the depth of her affection? I pondered that for a moment but I couldn't concentrate, she felt too good. Her movements were taking control of me. I watched her take of her brassiere; her nipples were taut, with little bumps on the areola, then she closed her eyes and her head lolled back, and she joined me in making love.

	 

	Gail lay on my chest, I was still in her. She was so wet that my now semi soft cock slipped and slid around so easily that the sensation kept me on edge.

	 

	"Finish telling me what happened," I asked, Gail turned her head so that her mouth was near my ear.

	 

	"It took me some time before he could touch me again. I was so sensitive. Jeff simply kept touching me, in the strangest places. Under my arms, he bent my leg and touched under my knee. It was like he was exploring. I even asked, "Are you doing plastic surgeon research on me?" He laughed, and said "No, but I'm absolutely captivated with you." He said he could touch me all day, I believed him."

	 

	Gail continued, "Thirty minutes later he made love to me again, with his mouth." I commented, "I thought you were fucking him?"

	 

	Gail was unshaken by my words and whispered, "I was fucking Ri… he was making love."

	 

	"We continued touching, then cumming, then talking. He had three orgasms. He was also the touchiest person I ever met. He just loved touching me.

	 

	"Were you enjoying it?" I asked.

	 

	Gail must have considered her answer, "I know this sounds silly… it made me feel pretty, and special."

	 

	I considered my response, "You are, both, especially to me."

	 

	Gail moved her mouth and kissed me below my ear. "And you for me baby," she said. After a few moments silence "And, I'm not upset about you and Charlotte."

	 

	I didn't know what prompted this switch but I answered, "You shouldn't be."

	 

	"I know you were with her," Gail invented. "I called her too…when you didn't answer. They didn't answer either."

	 

	Whew, I thought, what a relief. I won't have any explaining to do. To change the subject I asked, "So, how did you leave it with Jeff?"

	 

	"I said I would call him today," Gail answered, and she rolled to her right and lay beside me. "Are we going to stay in bed all day? I'm starved." She said.

	 

	It was almost two o'clock when we left the room and walked down the long hall to the elevators. We had decided to go to a small Vietnamese restaurant we had earlier found, to eat vegetables wrapped in lemon leaves. Gail was wearing maroon shorts that were gently fitted on her behind but loose around the thighs, a perfect length to show her legs. She wore her cork soled pool shoes that made her taller and flopped against her foot from time to time. Her grey knit shirt had a collar but no arms and thick light-maroon stripes angled across the front. She looked fresh and elegant; you would not have known that I had just put her through a terrible night.

	 

	When we exited the elevator we walked toward the lobby door hand in hand. Some twenty feet before the doors Gail tugged my hand and stopped. There to her left was Jeff, standing beside a chair, a drink in hand. Gail looked at him, and then turned to me. For a long moment we stared into each others eyes, and then she asked, "Do you want… should I tell him anything."

	 

	I smiled, nodding my head, "Yes, tell him your husband is not interested."

	 

	Gail let go of my hand and walked to where Jeff was standing, weaving through a few tables, some with guests that were watching her. When she was in front of him he made no effort to greet her, or offer his hand. He just stood there watching Gail's face, as she was obviously telling him something. Seconds later she turned, wound her way back to me, and offered me her hand as we walked to and exited the door.

	 

	In the taxi she reached for my hand again, we drove in silence for a moment then I asked her, "What did you say to him?"

	 

	Gail turned to look at me, she was smiling, softly I thought, "I told him my husband said no, I thanked him, and I wished him well."

	 

	Later that day Gail asked, "You didn't cancel the Greece trip, did you?"

	 

	"No I didn't." I said. "We should call Gabriela… find out where we meet in Rhodes."

	 

	We had planned a trip to spend our last holiday week with our friends Gabriela and Giancomo on a Greek Island. We had to fly to Athens, then another 300 miles to Rhodes, where we would meet with our friends and take a ferry to Symi.

	 

	The remaining days in Monaco were busy. One day we lunched with Peter, had too much wine, and when Gail and I returned to our hotel we made love the rest of the afternoon. We played tennis, together, every day, showering when we got back to the hotel, playing in the shower. The last days before we left reminded us both of our honeymoon; we were inseparable, and insatiable in our passion toward each other. When we left France we were revitalized, and very much in love.
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	Every summer we take our holidays in and around the South of France. A few years ago while visiting France we met Tamara, an elderly British lady living in Cannes. Gail and Tamara quickly became friends. In spite of their difference in age they telephone almost weekly, their girlish chatter and occasional whispers, never failing to amaze me. This has been going on for a few years now and I know Gail anxiously looks forward to meeting Tamara again each summer. Through that friendship we were introduced to many very delightful people, and with one Italian couple, Giancomo and Gabriella, we quickly cemented a strong bond.

	 

	Hadrian @ All rights reserved

	 

	This year, on our flight from Chile to Nice, we opted to fly the most direct route. The long flight gave us a chance to read, sleep, and to talk. At one point we were discussing our friends from Italy, Giancomo and Gabriella, and their Christmas time visit to Chile. Giancomo had planned a business trip from Italy to Buenos Aires, including a stop in Chile, and they spent six days visiting with us in Santiago.

	 

	During their stay in Chile, we whiled away a weekend at a beach near Valparaiso (December in Chile is summertime). At dinner one evening, Giancomo was lamenting his concern with understanding the Spanish at meetings he was attending in Argentina. Though he spoke Spanish socially, his meetings required a bit more Spanish fluency.

	 

	Gail had become quite fluent in Spanish during our years of living in Chile and, to my surprise, she offered to accompany Giancomo to Buenos Aires for the two days of meetings. To her credit she did add, "Of course with Rians' consent." I nodded my consent though I noticed that Gabriella glanced toward me with a disquieting look.

	 

	The day Gail returned from Argentina we all had dinner, it was their last evening before returning back to Italy. An excellent meal ended with an hours chat in a corner of the hotel bar. The evening had consisted mainly of talk about what we would do when we got together again in the summer, in Europe. The next morning we drove them to the airport and with lots of hugs and safe travel wishes, they were on their way. On the way home that morning Gail and I spoke about how nice it was to visit with our friends, and how strongly the friendship had grown. Nothing was said about the Argentina trip.

	 

	During our bedtime talk that evening I finally inquired about her trip, asking directly if she had slept with Giancomo. Gail deftly avoided answering, in turn questioning me about Gabriella being left behind with me, inferring that my being alone with her for two days surely must have led to something. I assured her nothing happened, though I did not say that my goodnight kisses with Gabriella had evolved into tongue twisting escapades that often left me hard. Gail didn't believe me. Gail admitted that she and Giancomo flirted while on the trip, even kissed goodnight, but she refused to admit to more. I think she wanted me to first acknowledge that her accusation was correct. When I persisted with what was actually the truth, her ruse was, "...well, you telephoned me, you know I had my own room." I felt her recounting of her trip was not true, and it led to several days of tension between us.

	 

	It was in May, as we were finalizing our plans for the summer holiday, that the Argentine trip came up once again. It led to a long and serious talk. We reached an agreement that this years' holiday would be different. Neither of us would begin anything, in Gail's words, "Unless we were both in agreement".

	 

	I quickly added, "Agreement by spoken accord, not by inference," knowing the wiliness of my beloved lady. She had tricked me before with "I thought your lack of comment was acquiescence."

	 

	Though Gail was very shy, and blushed at the simplest issue, I knew her strength. Her education, coupled with a generous character, resulted in her being non-judgmental. She reasoned things out with a self assurance that I envied, without trying to impose her conclusions upon anyone. Likewise, once she reasoned a position, it was hard to budge her from her conviction. It occasionally caused me great frustration, as I was less generous.

	 

	During this years flight to Nice we discussed our yearly trips to Europe and we recognized that each trip offered new opportunities. Gail and I explored our sexuality, experienced new cities, learned about European food, and sailed to grand places on magnificent yachts. And we believe these opportunities - this exposure - created the opportunity for relationships. A few of these encounters led to friendships that went beyond the typical 'see you next year'. Most importantly, it deepened our own relationship.

	 

	Somehow the long flight, our talk, and her hugging my right arm for several hours while she slept, emboldened her, or engendered a feeling of guilt. Whichever, when she awoke, she continued to hold my arm while confessing that she had slept with Giancomo during the Argentine trip. She promised to tell me all about it later, and from experience I knew that meant she would tell me the next time we made love. I thought, "Oh, how well this lady knew her man."

	 

	Our schedule every year was to first visit Cannes. Gail had become very friendly with Tamara, an elderly English lady living in Cannes. We had met by chance in a café and the several years of communicating had led to a solid friendship. They spoke several times a week throughout the year. They exchanged letters and cards, made big issue of birthdays and holidays, and they looked forward to meeting each year when we went on holiday.

	 

	Gail telephoned Tamara from the airport telling her we had arrived in Nice and would be visiting her in about an hour. In conversation a few weeks before we left Chile, Tamara had told Gail that Charlotte and Duncan would not be in France while we were visiting, but that they had insisted we use their boat while visiting in Cannes. Charlotte and Duncan were long time friends of Tamara, and they lived in Cannes on the boat we were invited to use. Gail and I had been on the boat on two occasions and we felt very comfortable with the arrangement.

	 

	We took up our rental car and started the now familiar drive from the Airport in Nice toward Cannes. As in the past, it was as if we were coming home. Things felt so very much in place and the usual euphoria started to creep in.

	 

	Instead of parking our luggage laden car in front of Tamara's apartment building we headed straight for yacht basin, and the SeaAyre. However, the boat was not where we expected, and we asked the first seaman we encountered if he knew where it was docked. He did, and we quickly made our way to the berth. The Captain having been informed by Tamara was watching from on-board as we pulled our Peugeot alongside, and within moments he was down bedside the car with a young steward. Captain Charles was beaming as he took Gail's hand and almost bowed, then turned to me smiling, "It is our great pleasure to have you on board again Sir."

	 

	"Thank you Charles," I replied, as we shook hands. After exchanging some niceties I asked, "May we leave our luggage in your hands? We plan to come on board later."

	 

	Gail added, "We are going to visit Miss Tamara."

	 

	Captain Charles tilted his head and smiled, meaning to indicate that we should know he would certainly oblige us. "Of course, Miss Gail, we will attend to it."

	 

	With got back into our car and headed toward the Blvd. Croisette, and Tamara's apartment.

	 

	The reunion with Tamara each year became more revitalizing. She greeted Gail as if she were her long lost daughter, even kissing me on the mouth in greeting. For hours we sat drinking first Champagne, then tea, eating delightful English cookies and gossiping. Gail took it all in, not missing a note, asking questions. The gossip was, according to Tamara, to prepare us for "...what to expect this year on the Cote d Azur." We already knew where we were going with Giancomo and Gabriella but she filled in gaps, she informed us that that Gabriella had been to the hospital for three days with food poisoning, and that our friend Peter would be in Monte Carlo this year, alone.

	 

	After a cheerful and lengthy visit we were both tired and the Champagne was having an effect. We arranged to meet Tamara the next afternoon, and we departed. The coolness of the evening was settling around the harbor as we parked our car in the car-park and walked towards the boat hand in hand. The quays seemed so quiet, no movement, as if noise or movement would interrupt the cooling process and Captain Charles was waiting for our return.

	 

	Gail walked up the gangway in front of me. When I stepped from behind her onto the boat, I noticed a smiling man standing to the left of the doorway to the rear seating area of the boat. The Captain stepped forward and introduced the smiling man as Dr. Girrad. The Doctor stepped forward.

	 

	"Hello, I'm Maurice," he said, offering his hand. As I started to answer him, a smiling woman appeared, first through the window of the living area, and then she exited through the center doorway, with outstretched hand as she neared.

	 

	"I'm Brandeis," she said, then repeated, almost all in one breath, "Oh welcome, I'm Brandeis. We have heard so much about you. Charlotte insisted we stay to meet you."

	 

	I watched as Brandeis continued to speak, mostly addressing Gail. Her English, accented with French inflection, was perfect. She was shorter then Gail, her dark hair cropped. Her face was simply angelic, creamy white with little makeup. She had a small cleft on her left cheek that deepened with her broad smile. Her large eyes seemed to sparkle with mirth, and her baggy shorts did little to spoil the shapeliness of her legs. The loose transparent gauze she wore over her shoulders clearly showed the bikini top she wore beneath, and the bulge of her very pregnant belly. As strange as it may sound she was intoxicating, and in the seconds that this all transpired I thought she was extremely sexy, and then I re-thought, judging that the word sexy was too coarse a descriptive for this lovely pregnant lady.

	 

	Maurice and his wife Brandeis were friends of the yacht owners, Duncan and Charlotte. They certainly seemed glad to make our acquaintance and we wondered what Duncan or Charlotte may have told them about us.

	 

	We sat together in the living room for ten or fifteen minutes sharing two seven-up's between us. They would be on board for the next few days, then move up toward Monte Carlo, which was similar to our usual plan each year. It would be nice to have their company while on board. Maurice seemed taken with Gail and at one point I had finished commenting upon something to Brandies and I turned toward Gail and Maurice and noticed that Gail was blushing.

	 

	When we were ready to go to our cabin, the Captain appeared and escorted us below. Brandeis came trotting behind him, chattering the whole way. To our surprise we were taken to the same cabin we had occupied before. Here we were in the same suite that filled the width of the yacht, the huge dark wood bed now had a light blue raw silk cover, and the attention to decorating was made obvious by the same blue tone spattered in pillows and curtains throughout the cabin. The look was as sumptuous as before, yet more complete, and we only later learned from Tamara that the art in the suite was changed and was now very special, and Tamara whispered the words "very special."

	 

	Finally we started to unpack. We both were exhausted and deep in our own thoughts as we scampered about the cabin. My feelings were reeling around the circumstances that brought us here, and "Imprecionante," was the only appropriate word that I could think of. It never failed to amaze me how a brief conversation with an elderly lady had led to our becoming good friends with Giancomo and Gabriella, how that elderly lady, Tamara, had truly become Gail's best friend despite the distance separating them all year, and they remained close and telephoned each other so often.

	 

	I was in bed under the covers well before Gail. I was gazing at the paneled ceiling wondering what this year's holiday would bring. We had planned it during the visit of Giancomo and Gabriella and spent weeks on the telephone afterwards, going over the schedule.

	 

	We would spend a week between Cannes and Monte Carlo, then we would all fly to Portugal for a few days, returning to Monaco and sailing on the Gabbiano for the remainder of our holiday. Giancomo refused to tell us the yacht destination, "It will be a surprise, you will adorore," saying the Italian word for adore, "...a surprise even for Gabriella."

	 

	The next two days were spent visiting with Tamara, usually starting mid morning until early evening. The second night Tamara invited Brandeis and Maurice to join us for dinner, and she suggested we get dressed.

	 

	We joined on deck at eight and Maurice and I marveled at each others spouse. Brandeis looked so beautiful, her sparse makeup perfectly applied, darkened here and there to highlight her already beautiful features. She wore a combination grey and soft purple outfit obviously made for pregnant ladies. It suited her perfectly, and though her condition was obvious, it did not emphasize her being pregnant. I fixed eyes with her momentarily and I knew she saw I was appreciative.

	 

	Gail wore a green flowery wrap around dress that I loved. It softly fit across her behind and had just enough of a v-neck to be tempting. The way she sat dictated how much leg was showing, and without stockings I knew that just a filmy lace panty front kept her from being naked beneath. As we entered the living area Maurice softly exhaled and whispered, "Tre joli," grinning broadly at Gail. I watched her face and neck flush at the compliment.

	 

	We rode in Maurice's beautiful Mercedes to pick up Tamara. I went upstairs, escorted her to the car, and ceremoniously placed her in the front seat. I sat in the back with Brandeis and Gail, and Tamara directed us to, of all places, the Hotel du Cap, our favorite hotel on the Cote d' Azur. We were greeted by staff that remembered us, and we felt so very comfortable. The ever thoughtful Tamara had arranged this night knowing that during this year's trip we would not be visiting the hotel.

	 

	There are few if any restaurants that can match the service - the grandeur of indoor outdoor surroundings - and the excellence of food and wine, as that served at the Hotel du Cap. The five of us feasted for three hours. Tamara managed the timing with a nod here and a swish of her napkin there, and waiters appeared from nowhere. We started with Champagne and continued with wine. I danced with Tamara and Gail, and later with Brandeis, and Maurice did the same. The music was soft, romantic, and the evening ended at midnight with the pop of yet another Champagne that Tamara insisted we finish.

	 

	The tree lined Blvd.Croisette was still alive with movement when we stopped at Tamara's apartment. I escorted her upstairs to her apartment. She pecked my cheek with a goodnight kiss at the door, and patting my arm, bid me adieu with an impish grin saying, "Go my love, you go enjoy the night."

	 

	The walk from the parking to the boat was refreshing, but exhausting for Brandeis. When we were on board she patted her stomach and announced, "My baby and I need some rest," and she hugged us goodnight and retired to their cabin. Maurice stayed and we all walked to the front deck and stretched out in the large cushioned chairs. Gail sat to my left facing the lighted city, and Maurice, after pouring us all sparkling water, sat to her left, slightly turned to face us. At one point I noticed that Gail had allowed her dress to part at the knee and we could see a large part of her thigh. Whether innocent or not, I couldn't say, but it was seductive.

	 

	A half hour later we all retired. I had plans for tennis in the morning, and Brandeis was going to drive Gail to the courts an hour later so she could play. When Gail climbed into bed she cuddled up close and whispered in my ear, "I was wondering when I would get the chance to tell you what happened in Buenos Aires."

	 

	"Oh!" I exclaimed. "Did you do something you need to tell me about," I chided.

	 

	"Yes," Gail whispered into my neck through her soft kisses. "Gian was thrilled that I agreed to go, and he certainly showed it."

	 

	Soon I was between Gail's legs, my body raised, both arms stiff beside her head, her hands resting on my arms guiding my slow in and out movements, and she proceeded to tell me about her trip to Argentina. The first night there Gail said she spent most of the night in his room. She said that most of the time he had his head buried between her legs and spent what seemed forever, bringing her to one orgasm after another. From time to time he would stop and move up to enter her. He would stroke a few times then push his groin forward, entering as deeply as he could, stopping, asking her not to move as he struggled to contain his orgasm.

	 

	As she told the story I couldn't contain myself. It had been three days since we had made love, and I exploded in Gail long before she was ready to cum. I felt spurt after spurt shooting deep inside her and I moaned, leaning forward to wrap my arms around her. Gail had her hands on my shoulders, holding me softly, allowing me to fill her.

	 

	We lay for a while as I allowed myself to recover. I turned on my left side lying against her and began to touch her breasts and between her legs. Propped on one elbow I watched her face as I explored. Her eyes were closed and she would smile and wrinkle her forehead as my touching progressed. I moistened my fingers inside of her and again touched her clit, one time holding it between my thumb and forefinger, the next time rubbing quickly just to the side of it, as I concentrated on bringing her to orgasm. Soon, Gail pushed her groin upwards off the bed and in a quiet and breathy voice said, "Ohh, yes Ri... make me come."

	 

	The next morning I played tennis and when Gail did not arrive I played her game as well. It was nearly noon when I returned to the marina. I drove into the car park weaving my way around the rows of parked cars to park closest to the walkway that led to our boat. I reached into the back seat to grab my tennis gear and as I turned around I noticed Maurice's blue Mercedes parked two rows forward and to my left. It looked like someone was in the car. I sat for a few minutes, watching. There were two people in the front seats, and I could see occasional movement, but it was not possible to make out whom. Making a broad sweep around the Mercedes, I made my way back to the boat.

	 

	I had just stepped out of the shower when Gail returned to the cabin, she was dressed in her tennis skirt. "Sorry I couldn't get there to play", she said.

	 

	"I played your game... not a problem," I said. "What happened?"

	 

	"Maurice wanted Brandeis to take some special test and some doctor called from the hospital to say they could take her. We drove there. By the time we were ready to start for the tennis courts, it was fifteen minutes past my game time."

	 

	"Where's Brandeis?" I asked. "Is she OK?"

	 

	"At the hospital. It takes about two hours." Gail replied. "She's fine. She says that Maurice loves to make her take useless tests."

	 

	Our plans for today were to visit with Tamara in the afternoon. She had invited us for tea at the Carlton. This evening Maurice and Brandeis were taking us to a restaurant that Maurice said, "...made the finest bouillabaisse on the Cote d' Azur. Only in Marseilles is it better." I didn't tell him that every Frenchman we met told us the same thing.

	Immersed in thought while getting ready, it dawned on me that Gail's recounting of her time did not make sense. If she left the hospital fifteen minutes into game time, she would be back at the boat less than twenty minutes later. I thought "Why would she be sitting in the car for thirty or forty five minutes?" I decided to wait for an opportune moment to ask her.

	 

	The girls had dressed simply for the evening. Both were wearing flat shoes, Gail had on a beige dress decorated with large colorful flowers. It was cut straight and low across the front and a good few inches above her knees. Around her neck was a set of Polynesian green pearls that I bought her this past Christmas. She looked refreshing and young. Brandeis too was well outfitted for the evening. Her blue on blue dress was really a skirt and top for pregnant ladies made to look like a dress. The skirt was even shorter than Gail's and the top was wrapped so that every move she made hinted at opening, and it was an effort to not stare at her breasts the whole evening.

	 

	We dined at Le Bacon in Cap d' Antibes and the bouillabaisse was truly something special. Surprisingly the restaurant was not expensive and I commented to Gail that we probably had passed by this restaurant a dozen times. Maurice, of all things, ordered a Chilean white wine. I shuddered at the price, back home the wine cost less than half. We drank three bottles of wine in what turned out to be an animated and interesting evening. Brandeis was a quick wit and very well versed in, of all things, impressionist art. Whereas Maurice, aside from being a doctor, was an avid collector of, he said, Egyptology. I could also see that he was very taken up with Gail this evening, and she seemed to be paying rapt attention to him. After dinner we all wanted to continue.

	 

	Gail suggested the Hotel Du Cap were we wound up sitting in the bar and roaming off to dance outside near the restaurant. At one point when Gail and Maurice were dancing Brandeis had turned to look out the patio doors. She was directly beside me and I could clearly see down the front of her dress. When she turned back I knew she had seen me starring. If I didn't turn red, I felt like I did. Brandeis just looked up at me smiling. "Let's dance," she said, and she stood and reached her hand for me.

	 

	On the dance floor we brushed by Maurice and Gail, we were all grinning like Cheshire's, nothing spoken. Brandeis pushed close to me and managed to make me feel her breasts against my arm. We were more shuffling then stepping around. Her left leg would come between mine and I soon started to get excited, and it embarrassed me. I looked over toward Gail, her cheek was resting against Maurice's shoulder, eyes closed. I pulled my behind back so that Brandeis would not feel my hardness. She raised her head and looked at me. "Don't move away Rian," she softly said, "I like that I can excite you." and she pushed into my back with her right hand, urging me closer. Looking up at me smiling, her eyes partly hooded, I found her so very appealing, and thence onward I brought my groin forward and pressed into her at every opportunity.

	 

	For the next while Gail stayed on the dance floor with Maurice and I danced with Brandeis. When we returned to the bar, Brandeis turned her chair even further and she was now facing me straight on. Her skirt had risen to her thigh, and with her feet flat on the ground I could clearly see panties. Her pregnant bulge, the bare thigh, the white of her panties and the idea of what was behind it, was the sexiest thing I had seen.

	 

	"I shouldn't like looking at you," I commented, while toasting before we drank, "but I do."

	 

	Brandeis smiled. A good thirty seconds later she said, "I moved so you could see me. I like for you to look at me."

	 

	I smiled, mostly for myself, and thought, 'so much for shy ladies.'

	 

	Brandeis nodded toward the dance floor. "They get along well...no?" commenting on our respective spouses.

	 

	"Yes." I nodded my head. "Very well it seems."

	 

	"Do you get jealous?," she asked.

	 

	"Sometimes."

	 

	"Now?" Brandeis asked.

	 

	I shook my head. "No. Right now I am thinking more about you." But I spoke the words openly, not romantically, trying to take the edge off our previous actions. I found her so sexy but I felt peculiar, almost profane, about feeling that way toward a so very pregnant woman.

	 

	When Gail and Maurice returned we paid our check and left. During the ride home we barely spoke. I held Gail's hand, and her fingers were rubbing the back of my hand.

	 

	Once on board we all agreed on a nightcap. While Gail and Brandeis fixed our drinks, Maurice and I went forward and slipped into the comfortable deck chairs.

	 

	"I have a book I'd like to give you," Maurice said. "It's written by a European but it's as close to seeing old Egypt as you can get."

	 

	As the girls came toward us with our drinks I responded, "I'd like that."

	 

	Brandeis heard me and quickly picked up on my response, "What would you like Rian?"

	 

	I jokingly looked toward Maurice and asked, "Am I permitted to tell them?"

	 

	It took a moment for him to grasp, then playing along, "Not yet, let's wait until the right time," he answered.

	 

	The girls, curiosity piqued, badgered us for the next ten minutes with no luck. We sat peacefully watching the flickering lights of the city and chatting when Brandeis decided to retire. She kissed her husband and Gail, then bent towards me and kissed me on the corner of my mouth, lingering for just a moment. "Such a tease," I thought. "Such a sexy tease." We all followed her in less then half an hour.

	 

	I showered and went to bed in minutes. When Gail joined me she was wearing one of my V-necked T-shirts. When she turned to shut the bathroom light, I thrilled at seeing the bottom of her behind peeking out from under the shirt. She slide close to me and wrapped her fingers in mine. We commented on what a lovely evening it had been, and then she asked, "What were you and Maurice talking about?"

	 

	I smiled to myself in the darkened room. "Nothing important. Not yet."

	 

	"Why won't you tell me?" she responded, with a half laugh.

	 

	"It's not time," I quietly answered.

	 

	"Well," she sighed, "I could just imagine."

	 

	"What do you imagine?" I whispered, and I took my hand from hers and placed it on her thigh.

	 

	"Well, knowing you guys, it can't be that hard to guess." Gail said.

	 

	"So guess," I urged.

	 

	"You were probably talking about us...how ready we may be."

	 

	"In a way we were," I continued.

	 

	"You see," she responded knowingly, "That was all that was on his mind tonight."

	 

	"Do you think that was all that was on my mind?" I asked.

	 

	"You seemed to be pretty engrossed in Brandeis," Gail said, then softly pushed at my side.

	 

	"Yes, I think she looks so sexy being pregnant," I paused, "but I feel perverted thinking of her that way."

	 

	"I'll bet she loves the attention. She's sweet, and she has a handful with Maurice."

	 

	"In what way?" I asked.

	 

	"He likes women, and he is much practiced, I think," Gail answered.

	 

	"Did he try to seduce you," I asked.

	 

	I felt Gail's head turn. "No," she answered, pausing, "he tried to sleep with me. He wanted us to swap tonight."

	 

	I was quiet for a moment. "What did you tell him."

	 

	Gail answered, "I told him that you wouldn't approve."

	 

	I responded, "Why you didn't just say no, or that you didn't approve?"

	 

	Gail huffed, part laughing, "That's what I said the first time."

	 

	I persisted, "What did you think about the proposal?" I emphasized the word you. "Did you want to sleep with him?"

	 

	Gail didn't respond for a long while, finally she said, "At the time, I thought it would be nice if you approved. Now I only want you." She turned on her side and started to run her hand across my chest. "Maurice thought you would have gladly gone to bed with Brandeis."

	 

	"Maybe he is right, if she were not pregnant." I added, "She is pretty well along. It would feel like I was imposing on the baby's territory."

	 

	"Maurice said you were almost making love on the dance floor." Gail included.

	 

	"Yes," I said. "She got pretty bold out there." Then I asked, "Did you do the same?"

	 

	"Yes," Gail whispered. "The very first time we walked out to dance. He lowered his hand on my back, laying it flat against the cheek of my behind." Gail moved her head and I looked but could not make out her features in the dark. But her voice sounded as if she were smiling. "Halfway through the song he was actually kneading my behind."

	 

	I questioned, "was that all?"

	 

	"No," Gail whispered, he soon was hard and not at all bashful about trying to push it against me." Gail paused momentarily, "I let him...it was kind of exciting," she added.

	 

	The next morning I arose early and quietly left our cabin heading for the bakery and hot fresh French bread. Maurice's cabin was the first I passed. As I headed down the short gangway the next cabin door was ajar, and I stopped to peer inside. Brandeis was sitting on the edge of the bed rubbing a cream over her stomach. Her night shirt was raised, resting on the bulge of her stomach, and she wore nothing below her waist. Pajama pants lay on the floor in a heap. One leg was resting on the wood frame of the bed, the other in the seat of a wicker chair beside the bed, which caused her legs to open at the knees. The sight was absolutely intoxicating.

	 

	I felt guilty spying on her. Conflicting in my mind was the wholesomeness of her pregnancy, and the sensuality of her nakedness. She looked so beautiful. A tingle in my groin helped freeze me in the doorway, and I stood there a few seconds longer and became hard.

	 

	 

	Brandeis must have sensed my presence because she looked up. Her expression of surprise immediately softened and she smiled, "Bon jour Rian", pronouncing my name with her French accent, sounding like "re–ann", while she continued to rub her stomach.

	 

	Mesmerized, I answered, "Morning, Brandeis...," repeating, "Good morning."

	 

	"My morning ritual," she pronounced ree-twal, she said, nodding toward her stomach. She was oblivious of the fact that her legs were spread apart, her small crop of dark hair doing little to cover the thin slit of her vagina. I knew I had been starring when Brandeis asked, "Not very elegant...no?"

	 

	With whatever composure I could muster I responded, "but very beautiful." I instinctively nodded, repeating, "very beautiful Brandeis," and I turned from the doorway and left. I thought I noted a slight squint of her eyes, a hard to distinguish hint of pleasure, when I said she looked beautiful.

	 

	When I returned to the boat I had hot bread and fresh Chevre. I went to the galley for coffee and Gail and I feasted in the cabin. At first I hesitated telling Gail about my encounter with Brandeis, however, I soon felt compelled to confess. I say confess because Gail and I had agreed we would keep each other informed on this trip. Gail listened, smiled, seemingly untroubled by my fascination.

	 

	Gail was sitting in bed, her back leaning on the headboard. I sat in an armchair, coffee cup on the bedside table, my legs propped up on the bed. We talked of our pending trip up to Monte Carlo, then Gail suddenly returned to the subject of Brandeis. "Did you feel like you wanted to make love to Brandeis," she asked.

	 

	I smiled at Gail, realizing it was on her mind. "I was so excited I would have stuck it in her ear," I answered.

	 

	"She would have allowed you," Gail assured, smiling back mischievously.

	 

	"Why. What makes you think so," I questioned.

	 

	"Being pregnant doesn't stop you from wanting sex," she assured.

	 

	"How do you know?" I quipped.

	 

	Gail ignored my question. "Remember when Melanie was pregnant?" she asked, not expecting an answer. "When Steve didn't show interest in her..." Gail stopped herself, not wanting to divulge anything derogatory about her cousin. Her thoughts adjusted, she continued, "Well, she just was always charged up, wanted sex all the time." Gail lowered her voice, and in a softer tone and smiling she again asked, "Do you want to be with Brandeis?"

	 

	I was unprepared. Say the wrong thing and I ruin the day. Maybe the week. "Why? Why do you ask?" I reversed the questioning, adding, "I know you wouldn't approve."

	 

	"Maybe I would," Gail said, again using her naughty smile.

	 

	It dawned on me where this was going. I pondered then answered, "Yes. I think I would. And you?" I asked.

	 

	"And me what," Gail feigned.

	 

	"Oh. I just thought you had some kind of reciprocity planned," I answered. Though I was making light of the issue, I felt a pang of jealousy well through me. I guessed that Gail wanted to be with Maurice and that was why she was so carefully leading me on with Brandeis.

	 

	Gail responded with the most innocent of smiles that was supposed to assure me she was not planning her own rendezvous. The conversation waned as I rose and started to make ready for the day, but, I sensed something on her mind.

	 

	Our day had been planned by Tamara. Yesterday she informed us that Gail should meet her at eleven, "ladies shopping," she had said, and that we would all meet for lunch at one o'clock. Maurice and Brandeis were invited to join us as well.

	 

	I went out to the tennis courts again and returned to the boat in time to leave for lunch with Maurice and Brandeis. Brandeis insisted I sit up front with Maurice. I held the door open as she slowly settled into her seat, obviously taking longer then necessary to close her legs. I loved her teasing but felt uncomfortable with Maurice so near.

	 

	When we entered the restaurant La Piazza, Tamara and Gail were not there. We mentioned Tamara's name and the Maitre d' perked up, his nonchalance now transformed to attentiveness. We were taken to a reserved table set for six. Wine was sitting in chillers on the table, and we helped ourselves. By the time Gail and Tamara arrived, we were into our second glass.

	 

	They waltzed into the restaurant chattering away, all smiles, in the company of a gentleman. Tamara had invited along another man who she explained away with her apology, "Sorry we are late. We ran into a friend," and gesturing toward the gentleman, she introduced as Milo.

	 

	Now Milo was no ordinary looking man. He appeared to have just stepped out of a fashion magazine, Handsome, about thirty years old I guessed, and perfectly tailored in casual brown slacks and a knit upon knit collarless shirt that looked as expensive as the loose gold watch that he was wearing. He had large striking beige colored eyes – ringed in dark brown, and they caught and held your attention. He also looked very trim and fit. As he shook our hands his manner seemed relaxed, disarming, actually made you feel kindly towards him. What one could not help but notice was his very large Adams apple, which days later became the core of a few jokes.

	 

	Tamara took the head of the table and motioned for Milo to sit on her right. As Gail walked around the table to sit beside me, I thought I saw her peek toward Milo, but she kept her eyes averted, acting shy with him. Gail sat to my right with Tamara, to her right. Maurice broke the ice as he started to converse with Milo.

	 

	We soon learned that Milo was from, of all places, Azerbaijan. He was staying in Cannes as the guest of a retired French politician. I wondered where Tamara managed to meet him, but that too soon became apparent. Milo, in slightly accented English but with a distinct American slang was telling Maurice that he was on a brief holiday from Dubai, where he was running a construction project for our friend Giancomo.

	 

	When Maurice mentioned he sounded American, Milo volunteered that he had lived in New York, and had been in the US Army for two years.

	 

	My jealously started to take hold. Why did Tamara want to meet Gail alone this morning? How long had they been together? Why did Tamara say we "...ran into a friend." I found myself starring at Milo, inspecting him. I thought his mouth and lips were so perfect they would have looked good on a lady. Then I was embarrassed by my thoughts, embarrassed I was starring at him, embarrassed because I reasoned that a man shouldn't be inspecting another man like this.

	 

	The late lunch went well enough with Tamara spending much time talking with Gail and Milo. Maurice seemed to be in charge of ordering new bottles of wine, and we all drank too much. When we left the La Piazza, Milo asked Tamara if he could escort her home. Somehow, I thought, he had done this before. Maurice and I led the way toward his car, but before we were halfway there, Brandeis and Gail shouted from behind and we stopped and waited for them to catch up. We were passing a small hotel and a window opened into a bar with several tables that were empty and a tiny dance floor with one couple dancing. Brandeis spoke as they neared, "We were wondering if the gentlemen would like to join us for a drink?"

	 

	I was a step behind Maurice and he turned to look at me. I smiled and he turned to Brandeis and Gail, "How could we resist," he answered.

	 

	We entered into the little bar and took a table on the opposite side of the room from the dance floor. The taped music was perfect for slow dancing from where we were sitting we could see the upper half of the couple dancing.

	 

	Maurice asked Brandeis to dance. I moved my chair closer to Gail. She mentioned that Gabriella had called during the day, that they chatted woman talk for a while and about our pending trip. At the first opportunity I asked, "When did you and Tamara get together with Milo."

	 

	Gail sensed my discomfort and promptly answered, "We were together all morning."

	 

	I nodded my head, expecting that. "Why did Tamara say that you met him accidentally?' I asked, maybe sounding a little annoyed at the deception.

	 

	Gail looked at me, shaking her head. "I noticed that too," she said. "I don't know why. When I arrived to pick her up, he was there."

	 

	Gail was telling the truth. I knew it. My arm was on the back of her chair, I rested my hand on her shoulder, my assertiveness and arrogance driving me. "How long were you in the car, with Maurice, in the port parking lot yesterday?"

	 

	The question was unexpected and Gail flushed. She was looking over the bar at the two couples dancing. She turned to look at me. "We were there fifteen or twenty minutes, talking."

	 

	"Why in the car, you could have gone to the boat," I insisted.

	 

	Gail was relaxed, her voice quiet, "He was going back to get Brandeis, we had started talking and we just continued."

	 

	"There was personal talk, wasn't there?" I persisted. Gail nodded, "A little."

	 

	"I saw you lean over," I lied. Gail flushed again, not smiling now. She looked at me with angry eyes.

	 

	I continued, "May I ask you these questions, or do you want me to stop now?" I insisted, "Did you lean over to kiss him?" Gail looked at me flushed with annoyance or, I wondered, maybe it was guilt.

	 

	"No," she answered. "I leaned over when he took my hand."

	 

	Questioningly, I asked, "Why did he take your hand?" Gail fidgeted a bit. I could tell she was considering something, then, having decided to confront me head on she looked into my eyes. "He took my hand and placed it on his lap," she paused, her neck flushed, "to show me how hard he was."

	 

	I was nonplused. My mind raced with more questions but Maurice and Brandies were walking toward the table. I smiled to cover up the tension. Brandeis walked directly to me smiling, offering both hands to ask me to the dance floor, "Come Rian," she insisted.

	 

	 

	Maurice sat speaking with Gail as Brandeis and I danced. She melted into my arms and the slow music allowed me to feel her breast against my chest. I would have thought her belly would have kept us slightly apart but Brandeis was positioned just slightly off center and my hardness was pushing against her upper thigh. From time to time she would lift her head and look at me smiling, unspoken acknowledgement that she was participating. Gail and Maurice were soon on the dance floor and made little effort to hide their enjoyment, and we continued for another half hour then left.

	Gail and I relaxed and bathed in our suite and then drove to the tennis courts and watched a doubles game. We returned to the Port just as darkness started to set in. Maurice and Brandeis were on deck sipping 7 ups. "Glad you returned," Maurice commented, "We are planning to go for pizza, would you like to join us." I looked at Gail and we both nodded simultaneously, "Sounds good," I responded.

	 

	We drove to Juan les Pins, ate brick oven pizza, and then wandered along the crowded streets for an hour. On the drive back to Cannes Brandeis seemed revived and full of energy, chatting away from the back seat. But as soon as we were on the rear deck Brandeis announced her exhaustion, "Epuise" I am finished for today," and she reached to hug Gail goodnight. While hugging Gail she smiled toward me, softly saying, "good night Rian," and I saw the glint of mischief in her eyes. Brandeis exhorted Maurice not to be long as she disappeared into the darkness on the other side of the living area. Maurice walked to the bar.

	 

	"I think we'll call it a night too," I told Maurice, speaking for Gail and myself, and we started through the living area toward the stairwell, holding hands.

	 

	We were halfway through the living area when Maurice called out, "Would you like to see the slinking lady lights?" It sounded like an invitation to both of us but only Gail knew what he was talking about.

	 

	Gail kept moving forward but responded, "Sure, give us a few minutes, we'll come see."

	 

	When we opened the door to the cabin Gail rushed to the WC. "What are the slinking lady lights?" I asked, standing near the closed door.

	 

	"Oh," Gail laughed, "its lights on the buildings that he says form a lady's figure."

	 

	Some minutes later Gail came out of the bathroom. I was standing in my shorts on my side of the bed, ready to brush my teeth. "Why are you undressed?" Gail asked, "aren't you going up with me?"

	 

	"No. I don't think he was really inviting me," I answered.

	 

	Gail was quiet, it seemed some time before she said, "O.K., I'll go up just to be courteous. Is that O.K.?" Before I could respond she added, "I'll only be a few minutes."

	 

	"Yes. It's alright. I'll wait here all alone, pinning for you."

	 

	Gail smiled knowingly rejoining "You're such an actor sometimes."

	 

	"That's the Chilean in me. We're all actors," I countered. It ran through my mind that I should have been jealous, but for some reason I was not.

	 

	After attending to nighttime rituals and looking at a Tennis magazine chart of the earnings of professional players, I realized it had been a good fifteen minutes since Gail had left. I looked at the bedside clock; it was 12:10 in the morning. I read some more and looked again, it was 1:19. I walked to the closet and put on a pair of tennis shorts and a warm-up jacket and walked back to the deck barefoot.

	 

	I had experience slipping around this boat unseen, when I had spied on Gail and Duncan during an earlier visit. I simply headed for the aft deck by walking around the starboard side to the wall that surrounded the owners' cabin. When I stepped into the walkway only my head and shoulders were above the metal wall.

	 

	On the Starboard side toward the rear of the boat, there was a metal bridge table that flapped open when it was used to play cards. It was open and Gail was sitting on the table facing the city her legs dangling over the side, both her hands on the table top. Maurice was standing in front of her, facing her very close. It was dark and they were far away, so I was uncertain, but it looked like he was standing between her legs.

	 

	I felt my heart beat faster but strangely enough, I did not feel that wave of jealousy that often crept through me like ice, making my stomach knot. Maurice twisted his body and looked out over the city. I heard sounds of talking but I could not hear what they were saying. I thought that the way he was standing he could easily be able to make love to her, then I castigated myself. I decided, what they were doing was no doubt flirty, but Gail wouldn't flaunt an escapade to the point of fucking him on deck, now.

	 

	I decided to rein in my emotions, and return to our cabin. A slight movement from Maurice caught my attention. I could not see how high her dress was but he was closer to her now, well between her legs, and I saw his left hand move to her bottom. Gail seemed to move or slide toward the edge of the table. I also thought I sensed that Maurice had humped forward. Sensed rather then saw, because the movements were so slight, the light so poor. Then he was still. Now Gail's left leg appeared from behind his back, bent at the knee, and it rose a bit, her foot coming to rest on the back of his thigh. Because I couldn't see I could only imagine that she was urging him toward her, and that he had his cock out and between her legs, or in her. Her motion seemed to be bringing him into her and keeping him close.

	 

	Was I imagining things? I hated myself for being so indecisive, then Maurice dropped his hand further down on Gail's behind and in a clear and forceful motion he pulled her bottom toward him. There was no mistaking the move. Gail had been leaning back with both hands on the table, now she lifted her arms and seemed to be holding him with both hands on his upper arms. Maurice was fucking my wife, and they both knew I could have been watching. I wondered if they cared.

	 

	I turned and started back to the cabin. I kept wondering why I didn't feel rage, and I especially took note of the fact that I had not become excited. Then I realized why I was not too bothered. I was very excited around Brandeis, and Maurice and Gail had just made it easy for me to try to be with her, and not feel guilty.

	 

	Ten minutes later Gail returned to the cabin. I had turned out the lights so she quietly prepared for bed. Just before getting in she whispered, "You're still awake, aren't you Ri?"

	 

	"Yes." I answered, "How long have you been gone?"

	 

	"About twenty minutes," she answered, and crawled into bed close to me. "I saw you close the light," she added. "Our cabin light shines out at night. I could see the light from on deck."

	 

	"Did you see the slinking light?" I asked

	 

	Gail laughed, "Yes, it's some building and park lights that make an image, but you really need an imagination."

	 

	I responded, "It was just an excuse. He wanted to be with you."

	 

	Gail was quiet, maybe fifteen seconds later, "Maybe."

	 

	When she put her leg over mine I placed my hand on it. After some time I started moving my hand beginning at her lower thigh. There was nothing under her short nightgown. When I began touching her thighs and lightly brushing my hand between her legs, she started to rise from bed. "Where are you going?' I asked, holding her leg.

	 

	"The toilet," she answered.

	 

	"Stay here a little longer," I insisted.

	 

	I moved away from touching near her vagina and she relaxed with my hands on her thighs. After some time I simply positioned my left hand between her legs and placed the edge of two fingers into the slit of her pussy. She was so wet. "You're very wet," I stated.

	 

	"Hhmm," she responded. "I'd imagine... It's been an exciting evening."

	 

	I bent one finger at the entrance to her pussy and slowly slid it in. Gail didn't resist. "You're soaked," I said. There was no response. After a long pause I spoke softly, asserting, "You've been with Maurice, haven't you?" Gail didn't say a word. My finger was still in her. I moved my finger in a scooping motion and, more in mockery then meaning it I said, "Let me taste... see if it's you."

	 

	Gail quickly took hold of my wrist with both hands, and held my hand between her legs and whispered, "No Rian, please stop...please."

	 

	We both lay motionless, a moment that seemed endless. I felt Gail's body tremble. I put my mouth to Gail's face and as I brushed across her cheek I felt a tear. At first I didn't react. There was another tremble. I had made her cry. I kissed beneath her eye. I kissed her eyes, then her cheeks and her mouth. She separated her lips, hesitating at first, but soon we began to kiss. I was feeling love toward her now. It wasn't often that she cried but when she did, I was always so troubled. I started touching her again, rubbing my chest against her breasts, pushing my hardness against her thigh. For ten minutes we continued fondling, I should say I fondled, kissing her face and neck, and breasts, then I slide forward to move over her.

	 

	Gail gently pushed me back while reaching to take hold of my cock. "Not now Ri," she whispered, and as she edged me back she slide beneath the cover, first kissing my chest, then my stomach and thigh, soon engulfing me in her mouth, tenderly coaxing a sweet eruption.

	 

	That evening, set the stage for the rest of our days in Cannes. We did not speak again about what happened. We were with Brandeis and Maurice another three days. The very next day Gail played tennis with me, we lunched with Tamara, and when we returned to the boat in the evening Maurice was waiting. "Glad you are back. We were waiting for you... to join us for dinner." The last part sounded more like a question.

	 

	"Sure," I said. An hour later we were ready, Gail wearing simple white shorts and a short sleeve pale blue silk blouse without a brassiere.

	 

	We again drove to Juan Les Pins for pizza and salad. Maurice ordered wine and kept up a continuous flow of talk, joking, flirting with all of us, whilst pouring wine. At one point I sensed that Brandeis had been paying rapt attention until that moment, and now, she was doing the talking, flirting with me, exchanging fun quips with her husband and with Gail. When I sensed the change in conversation, it dawned on me that Brandeis knew what happened last night, maybe planned it, and now she realized that we were apprehensive. I didn't say anything to Gail. Neither did I say no when Brandeis suggested that after dinner we go to a jazz place they knew of, "to relax with the best Cosmopolitans."

	 

	We finished two bottles of wine. The more we drank the closer to me Brandeis moved, touching my arm, even my leg a few times. When we left, while still in the doorway of the restaurant, Brandeis took hold of me, pressing her breast against my arm, "we'll go to the jazz club for a drink," she half questioned.

	 

	"That sounds like fun," I paused, "but, if you don't mind, Gail and I will head back to the boat.

	 

	We have tennis early tomorrow," I lied. I felt Brandeis stiffen.

	 

	"Oh come Rian...don't poop the party."

	 

	"Not tonight Brandeis," and I gave a friendly rub on her arm above her hand, purposely rubbing past her hand and bumping into her breasts. "Listen," I continued, "you both go and enjoy, we'll get a taxi here," and I turned to ask the bartender in the restaurant to call a taxi.

	 

	"No, no..." insisted Brandeis. "We will take you back."

	 

	The next morning Gail and I went to the tennis courts without reservations but we managed to book a court. When we returned Maurice had his car alongside the boat, and both he and Brandeis were on deck. "You want to join us for a quick lunch?" Maurice asked.

	 

	"We're meeting Tamara," Gail offered. "We leave tomorrow and...well, it's our last time together until next year." Gail sounded apologetic in not accepting their invite.

	 

	Brandeis commented smiling, "Charlotte said that you both were good friends, she thinks you remind Tamara of her daughter." After a pause, "Tamara invited us to join you for dinner tonight," she added.

	 

	I looked at Gail and noticed that her neck had blushed crimson. To my knowledge Tamara had never told Gail that she had a daughter. Neither did we know that Maurice and Brandeis would be joining us with Tamara this evening. Gail managed a quiet, "That's great," and struggled a smile."

	 

	We had lunch with Tamara, at the same table where she was sitting when we first met. Though Gail and she chatted endlessly, I could tell Gail was holding back. It seemed strange that Tamara had not mentioned that she had a daughter.

	 

	While getting ready for dinner that evening, Gail brought it up. "Maybe Tamara had a bad experience with her daughter," Gail stated, just talking out loud.

	 

	"When she's ready. She'll talk about it if she wants to." I pondered my comment then added, "Maybe it's just not pertinent to your relationship."

	 

	When Gail was ready to leave she turned to face me while looking down at herself. Holding her hands away from her side, she asked, "Do you like this dress?"

	 

	I sucked in my breath, "Wow. You look terrific." Gail's silk dress had the design a Hermes tie for men. It was gold and white print on a medium blue background, with slashes of green. It had short sleeves and was cut just below her neckline. It hung close to her knees, long in comparison to other dresses she owned. What made it 'wow' was the fit. She was braless and it was like looking at her naked. The fit over her behind was so soft and perfect that I asked, "Do you have underwear on?"

	 

	Gail Smiled, mischievously "Do I need underwear?"

	 

	I noticed that she had done her makeup differently. Above her lipstick she had made a brown line that outlined her lips. Her cheekbones had a splash of red and she just simply looked angelic. "I hope this fussing is all for me?" I said, meaning it.

	 

	We met with Tamara at her apartment and again, Milo was in tow. Tamara gasped when she saw Gail. " Darling," she said, "you look simply ravishing." Gail flushed, leaning in to hug Tamara cheek to cheek. She had arranged for a lady to serve Martinis which we all slowly sipped while Tamara told us a funny story about a Russian Prince she had met in London. I warned Gail to sip slowly because Martinis usually got the best of her quickly.

	 

	It took great effort for me not to keep peeking at Milo and Maurice. Both couldn't help staring at Gail, both looking for every opportunity to chat or start an exchange with her. Gail remained her friendly self, it wasn't in her nature to be mean, but she kept the discourse light and brief.

	 

	Maurice was on his third Martini, but still sober as a religious judge.

	 

	We finally left for dinner. Milo had a car so Tamara drove with him and, at the last minute Tamara called for Gail to join her. I held fast to Gail's arm and called back, "Tamara...," then for emphasis, "...Darling. We" and I gestured with both hands towards Brandeis and Maurice, "...have plans for Gail, she's riding with us."

	 

	Tamara was some ten or fifteen feet away, her expression at first questioning, then she broke into a smile and said, "Oh Rian, how very nice, we love surprises darling, you'll tell us about it later, won't you?" And with that she turned placing her arm in Milo's, and left for his car.

	 

	We ate at the Mediterranee, chef's surprise, Tamara said. I'm sure it was more a Tamara surprise. The food was wonderful, the view was spectacular. The wine so well chosen that we were all into third and fourth glasses without realizing it.

	 

	Tamara lamented that we would be leaving, Milo told stories about Dubai, and Maurice was full of delightfully sexy tidbits about a trip he and Brandeis had taken to Thailand. Milo and Maurice looked at Gail as often as they could, without annoying me. Brandeis was at the head of the table to my left and between my paying rapt attention to what was going on around Gail, and trying to gape down Brandeis blouse, I was busy.

	 

	As we were leaving I mentioned to Tamara that I thought the restaurant was the best kept secret in the city. "Thank you, Rian," she said, "when it comes to Cannes, you would be surprised how many secrets I can pull from my sleeve," she boasted. I didn't respond but I truly believed her.

	 

	We continued the evening in the lounge at the Palm Beach Casino. Tamara had reserved a table and we sat one level away from live entertainment, which allowed us to hear one another when we spoke. Tamara organized the seating with Maurice and I seated at both ends with Milo between Gail and Tamara, Maurice and I beside our wives. Maurice quickly whisked Brandeis to the dance floor. When Milo asked Gail to dance she smiled, declined with a pat on his arm, "let me enjoy sitting with Tamara a few minutes," she offered.

	 

	Three men sat at the next table with two girls that I judged were locals. At one point as I returned from the WC, one man spoke to me in passing. He mentioned he was from Jordan, I told him I was from Chile, and thereafter, throughout the night, they made every effort to start a conversation with us. They stared at Gail often, and with intensity, at one point making her blush as she returned from dancing.

	 

	At one point when Maurice asked Gail to dance, she stood and offered to dance with Milo instead, explaining the reason to Maurice. Milo was whispering something into Tamara's ear, while she grinned broadly obviously enjoying his story. Milo looked up at Gail smiling, "please, I'd like to finish telling Tamara..." declining her offer to dance. It was obvious that he was not pouting because of her earlier refusal to dance. When he finished telling Tamara his story, the both of them roared with laughter. Maurice and I danced with Gail and Brandeis and we kept both girls on the dance floor for a good while.

	 

	When Gail returned Milo asked her to dance. The first song or two I sat speaking with Tamara. Brandeis returned from dancing with Maurice and asked me to dance with her. When we returned to the table Gail was still dancing with Milo. When I turned to my left to see where she was Tamara nodded in the opposite direction, "they are there," she said, nodding her head in their direction. They were dancing near the stage, but it seemed that Gail was almost an arms length from him.

	 

	We were at the Palm Beach almost two hours when we decided to leave. We bade goodbye to our Jordanian friends. Though we did not speak with them after the first exchange, there was constant smiling and nods the rest of our stay. They all stood up as we left, wishing us well.

	 

	Standing at the door waiting for the cars, Tamara took Gail's arm and guided her to the left of the doorway where the two of them, head to forehead with each other chatted animatedly. With rapt attention I watched and wondered what new scheme was being hatched. I saw Gail raise her hand to her mouth, registering shock. They giggled like two teenagers, leaning close to each other as they laughed over their secret.

	 

	A few minutes later we were in the car with Maurice and Brandeis, heading back to the boat. The conversation was about Tamara, and how enjoyable the evening had been. We all had a lot to drink and I expected that Maurice would try to prolong the evening when we were back on the boat.

	 

	Nothing of the sort. We stood chatting on the rear deck for just a few minutes then edged below while still talking, and retired to our cabins.

	 

	Gail and I were exhausted, we'd had our share of wine, and we hurriedly readied for bed. When Gail turned out the lamp beside her bed she reached over with her right arm and laid her hand to rest on my chest. "Nice evening, No? I volunteered.

	 

	"Very," Gail replied.

	 

	"I'm jealous," I said.

	 

	"Her hand moved slightly on my chest, like she was rubbing me saying nice puppy, "Why?"

	 

	"You didn't share the joke with me," I answered.

	 

	"The joke? What...oh, when Tamara and I were laughing?"

	 

	"Uh huh."

	 

	Gail started to chuckle, and she kept it up for a good few seconds. I smiled too, more at her laughter then anything else.

	 

	"What's so funny," I asked, now almost laughing just from her being so silly.

	 

	Gail didn't turn but she responded with, "Tamara asked me why I was dancing at arms length with Milo."

	 

	"Yes," I said, "I saw that too."

	 

	Gail explained, "When we first started dancing he was holding me, but he soon became hard. It was really obvious, so I stepped back. Tamara was commenting that if the distance was any indication of size, then the rumors were true."

	 

	I questioned Gail, "What rumors?"

	"That's what I asked too," Gail informed. "Tamara said that Milo's name was really Omar. His nickname is Milo... It's short for 'mile'. And the O stands for Omar." Gail emphasized his name, "Mile – oh." After a long pause, "I guess he's big," she giggled.

	 

	I sounded a "Humph," adding, "that's funny that he still keeps the name."

	 

	Gail offered, "Tamara says he hates using Omar."

	 

	I was nodding in consent, "Why did you and Tamara start the second round of laughing?" I asked. "You stopped and started again with Tamara."

	 

	"Because"...Gail was laughing again, "Tamara tells me in a very serious tone, Omar means old faithful," and then she adds, "I wonder if the name Omar would have helped my second husband."

	 

	I laughed too, more at the thought of this very proper looking elderly lady commenting about her sex life.

	 

	I inquired of Gail, "You danced with him. Did he feel that big?"

	 

	"I couldn't tell. As soon as I felt him getting hard I moved away." A moment later she added, "But I think he is big."

	 

	Our last day in Cannes was spent with Tamara. Gail went to visit her in the late morning and I joined them for lunch. During the morning I passed time with Maurice and Brandeis sitting on the rear deck. Somehow we managed to begin talking politics and I listened to their intelligent analysis of issues. As far as I could assess, the French practiced advanced citizenry, they knew and felt the issues passionately.

	 

	The talk was made more pleasant watching Brandeis move about. She was barley covered by her swimsuit bottom and making herself comfortable afforded me a constant view between her legs as she changed positions. At one point, she placed two fingers on either side of the crotch of her swimsuit, slightly raised her bottom, and loosened them. The result was a good sized space between the cloth and her vagina, which I could clearly see. When she was finished Brandeis looked up at me, smiled, and continued to talk. Our pregnant lady was comfortable, that's what counted most.

	 

	That evening we dined with Tamara and Milo. We learned that he would be coming up to Monte Carlo to attend a meeting with Giancomo, and it seemed he had a lady friend joining him as well. During the day I had called Monaco and spoken with our friend Peter. We met Peter on a previous trip to Europe and kept in contact. The year after we met he had taken an apartment in Monte Carlo, begun some business in Europe, and was spending a good four or five months a year on the Cote d' Azur.

	 

	Peter had arranged for us to rent an apartment in his building, actually, he had offered his own. We opted to stay in a hotel while in Monte Carlo and we were looking forward to visiting with Peter.

	 

	We left early the next morning for Monte Carlo. We chose the coast road and passed the now familiar restaurants in Antibes. We reminisced as we drove by the very spot where I had parked two years ago with Gail and Samuel in the back. I still get a tingle in my groin every time I think about it.

	 

	We decided to drive straight through and have lunch in Monte Carlo with Peter. He had suggested the bar buffet at the Meridien Beach, where we would be staying. He had insisted on making our arrangements in Monte Carlo, which we would later find to be very much to our advantage.

	 

	Peter asked me to call him when we were thirty minutes away. As we drove through Eze I asked Gail, "would you go ahead and call Peter, I promised I'd let him know a half hour out." As we drove into Menton a short while later, our phone rang, it was Peter. He was waiting at the hotel.

	 

	We were excited as we made our way into Monaco. The Meridien is directly on Princess Grace, so we knew the way, and we pulled up to the hotel within minutes. Standing just inside the doorway was Peter with another gentleman.

	 

	Peter came out to the car and hurried to Gail's side to open the door. He was dressed in tan slacks with a light beige knit shirt that was collarless. As usual he looked...expensive. The doorman, and the gentleman that was standing with Peter watched as Peter reached for Gail. As she stepped out of the car she bent slightly backwards stretching to hug this huge black man.

	 

	Peter held Gail's hand as he walked around to my side and we shook hands and hugged patting one another on the back. "Good to see you Rian," he said, "real friends are hard to find." I thought that sounded a bit ominous, but I let it go as Peter introduced the gentleman from the hotel that escorted us to our room. Peter came along with us.

	 

	We had a room fit for a Sultan. Three rooms actually. After the manager left Peter asked Gail,

	 

	"You like it?"

	 

	"Beautiful... but," here Gail started to redden, blushing, then she looked at me, "can we afford a room like this?"

	 

	Peter looking toward Gail answering for me, "Of course you can. How much do you think it costs?"

	 

	Gail simply shook her head indicating a ... no idea.

	 

	Peter continued, "You are paying for a single room, no view."

	 

	Since the view from the panoramic windows in front of us swept the waterfront of Monte Carlo, his comment made both Gail and I giggle nervously. Peter went on, "You are here as a connoisseur of wine, you make wine tours in Chile and you "may" do the same here. They are thrilled to have you."

	 

	I imagined that each time we came back to the hotel and walked through the lobby we would feel nervous, like we were being watched. Maybe they would find out that we were not special guests.

	 

	Gail unpacked as I sat chatting with Peter. Without changing we freshened up and headed to the restaurant Bice for lunch. While we were eating Gail commented to Peter, "If they find out they'll probably charge double the normal room rate." Her comment was completely unrelated to what we were speaking about, and Peter and I looked at one another for a moment. I smiled and reached for her hand, she was worried.

	 

	Peter smiled as well, sensing her discomfort. "I was only joking," he said. They gave me a special rate because our company is now selling them wine from Italy. I sensed Gail's immediate relief. Her cheeks colored and she sighed, "That's good," she said.

	 

	We had a leisurely lunch, chatting away for almost two hours. Peter brought us up to date on the past years happenings mostly with his new European business. His wife Phyllis seemed to be sending most of her time with their daughter in the U.S. which meant Peter was often away from home. It was two months since he had seen her, and she wouldn't be coming to Europe for another month. After lunch Peter drove us to the Tennis club where we re-acquainted ourselves with a pro from the year before, and booked a court for several days. When we returned to the hotel Peter dropped us off with plans to meet for at 9:30 for dinner.

	 

	Gail and I changed and made our way to the hotel pool, to sun ourselves. There were many attractive people around the pool but still Gail managed to shine, at least in my mind. Her bikini, yellow with imprinted large green leaves was pulled high on each side, emphasizing her long tanned legs. When she bent over to place her towel on the chair I noticed a good many eyes watching her every move.

	 

	Our deck chairs were beside each other, and after ten minutes of sun we sat up to order a drink.

	 

	"Did you get the impression that Peter was unhappy?" Gail asked.

	 

	I knew Gail well enough to know she had to have been mulling something over in her mind, to have asked this question. "No," I answered. "I guess he misses his wife... but unhappy! No."

	 

	The pool waiter came and took our order, we continued the thought. "I don't know why, but I sense he is a little different," Gail said.

	 

	That evening Gail took a long bath then began dressing for dinner. Only wearing panties, she scurried around the suite for an hour, looking in the mirror at one skirt then another. She seemed to work on her hair and makeup for the longest time. When we were ready to leave she stepped out of the bathroom and sang, "Ta Ta... you like?"

	 

	I'm sure I looked an idiot, mouth agape, no answer to her question forthcoming. Finally, "Like?" I responded. "More like in love again. You look stunning." Gail looked up from her lowered eyes with a pleased smile. She was wearing a short silky loose beige skirt and beige shoes with a slight heel, just enough to show off her perfect legs. The open front shoes showed all her toes which were painted a cheerful red. A green, red, and beige blouse of flowing silk was loose and cut low across her chest, held up by the thinnest shoulder straps imaginable. The silk was fine enough to see through but the looseness made it difficult to catch the view of her nipple pressing against the fabric, or the slight swell of her breast. Gail looked absolutely magnificent.

	 

	We met Peter in the hotel lobby. His comments to Gail on how beautiful she looked caused her neck to blotch red, in spite of her effort to accept the comment with nonchalance. Peter was so effusive that even I almost blushed. He drove us to the north-west part of Monte Carlo, almost to the Corniche. We entered a rather non-descript bar that had a kitchen stove behind the counter. The owner knew Peter and immediately cleared a booth and, without our asking he brought three Pernod and water, which Peter kept insisting was really Absinthe. We ordered our food partly from a menu and partly by walking behind the bar and looking into the pots. Had we known we would have dressed more casually.

	 

	The food was out of this world. Large hunks of fish stewing in a tomato and wine sauce with whole tiny onions. Lamb shank with onions, topped with a rich brown sauce, zucchini and eggplant served in layers with cheese in between, like lasagna, but with a most flavorful white sauce that the owner said was made with walnuts. We tested everything, drank two bottles of wine, and had too many, absinthe..? and spent a good two and a half hours in the bar. It was a place to eat and drink, ambience was not on the menu. The owner immediately took to Gail fussing over her the whole evening. She took advantage of her flared skirt every time she moved, and all evening long her blouse caused us to hopefully endure a chance to see her breasts. When Gail had to reach across the table or lean forward our hearts skipped a beat. Once or twice I was entertained with a quick flash of her breast, even her nipples, and not a single movement was lost on Peter.

	 

	As we drove home Peter asked, "Was it worth the drive?" Since you can't go anywhere in Monte Carlo that is far, we laughed. Instead of a five minute drive it was ten or fifteen minutes. Peter was driving, I was beside him. From the back Gail chimed in, trying to sound British, "It was very bourgeois... but oh sooo good."

	 

	I thought there was a bit of slur in Gail's speech and I wondered if my darling was tipsy. "How in heavens name did you find that place?" I asked.

	 

	Peter replied, "Actually, he found me. A friend told him some of my specialty wine pricing and he called. I made a deal with him. He buys a table wine we have, I give him a large discount, and I get a very large discount at the restaurant." Peter looked at me with a childish grin, happy with what he had accomplished.

	 

	He asked questioningly, "You're coming to my flat...O.K.?"

	 

	"O.K." I answered.

	 

	Gail giggled from behind us, "That's if we stay awake."

	 

	We had been in Peter's apartment before, and we were not prepared when Peter stepped aside and asked us to enter his now finely decorated dig. The apartment had been completely redone, the walls were different colors in each room, large comfortable chairs everywhere, a long wrap around leather sofa, paintings in every space on the walls, curtains on curtains of soft matching colors, and the place looked like a House Beautiful luxury apartment advertisement.

	 

	"Wow!" Both Gail and I exclaimed, almost simultaneously.

	 

	Peter looked at me grinning with pride. "It's about a week old, just finished. I had to push them to finish before you arrived."

	 

	"It's absolutely gorgeous," I stated, "and even that's an understatement." What Peter had said was registering in my mind. To me it was an affirmation of his connection with us, that he viewed us as important enough to push the finish, to have it ready for our arrival. Gail led us on a walk through the apartment room by room. When finished she stepped toward Peter and placed her right hand on his arm, "Oh Peter! It's so beautiful. You should be very proud." Peter stepped closer and wrapped his large arms around Gail, hugging her to him. Gail leaned to her left, her hands on his chest, and without pushing him away she managed to keep her upper body slightly distanced. I saw her cheeks flush, her neck reddened as she blushed.

	 

	Peter spoke, "I'm glad you like it." After a brief pause he stepped back, holding Gail at arms length, "Truth is the only people whose opinion I care about are the both of you," and he turned toward me indicating inclusion.

	 

	Gail and I returned to the living room. She seated herself in the center of the leather couch and leaned forward to browse a picture book about Lady Di. I stepped toward the sliding balcony door and stood marveling at the city lights. Peter was busy opening Champagne because we heard the pop.

	 

	Gail was leaning toward the coffee table turning pages, when Peter walked in with two glasses of Champagne. Her blouse front hung loose at the top, just enough to afford him a glimpse of her breasts. He stopped in mid stride, glasses still in hand, and a smile spread across his face. Then he looked toward me. I smiled in return and walked around the couch to almost stand beside him. I could see almost all of her left breast. From where Peter was standing, he probably saw most of her right breast. When Gail sensed we were starring she looked up at the two of us momentarily puzzled. Then she too smiled, and placing her hand over the blouse, she shook her head and stated, "You fellows."

	 

	I sat beside Gail and Peter sat across from us. We chatted for about ten minutes when the phone rang. Peter answered the excused himself saying he had to take the call. I took off my right shoe and placed my leg half onto the couch and turned toward Gail. "I could see most of your breast the way you were leaning."

	 

	"Sorry," Gail said, turning toward me with a soft smile.

	 

	I noted that she looked like she was getting tired when I commented, "It looked beautiful, nothing to be sorry about."

	 

	After some time she whispered, "Thank you," she flushed again, "do you want to see more?" She was smiling mischievously.

	 

	"Yes," was all I replied.

	 

	Gail struggled to keep her glass balanced in her right hand and leaning slightly forward she tugged the front of her blouse open to let me look.

	 

	I couldn't see much, I needed to be above her. Instead I reached out with my right hand and cupped her left breast over her blouse. She smiled, and stayed leaning forward. I sidled a little closer allowing her to sit more comfortably, and began touching her breasts with both hands, first over her blouse then moments later I reached inside.

	 

	Gail interrupted me long enough to place her glass on the coffee table, and then leaned toward me supporting herself with both hands on my upper thighs. We could hear Peter speaking in the next room. I allowed her breasts to hang just out of reach of the palms of my hand then, inching upwards I started to rub her nipples across my palm.

	 

	"Mmm," Gail sounded softly, "feels so good." As an afterthought she whispered, "What if Peter comes back?" Both her cheeks blushed red patches.

	 

	I responded, "Mmm," and kept touching her nipples. Gail's eyes closed. A minute or so went by when Gail raised her hands to my face and began to kiss me. I placed my right hand behind her back pulling her toward me, while taking her whole breast in my left hand and pressing against it. I noticed that I did not hear Peter speaking any longer. My tongue was exploring every part of her mouth, between her teeth and lips, around her tongue. Gail kissed so softly, it seemed to force you to want to hold her, protect her, get deeper into her mouth.

	 

	Gail pushed away in an urgent move and quickly folded her legs beneath her, sitting on her heels. Being directly in front of me permitted her to lean her body into me to continue the kiss. My left hand was massaging her breast, my right hand rubbing from her upper back to her buttocks. Gail reached to my groin pressing me. Realizing I was not hard she turned her hand and placed it flat against my cock over my pants, pressing gently, then releasing, pressing again, rubbing a little.

	 

	I sucked on Gail's lower lip until I could feel it in my mouth. Her kisses were wet, a sure sign that Gail had had her share of wine. I placed my right hand on her chin while I turned my head to cover her whole mouth with mine. For no reason, I opened my eyes and there was Peter, standing three feet from the couch and just behind Gail.

	 

	Peter shook his head and placed his forefinger to his lips in a 'Shh.' motion. I continued kissing her, maybe ten or fifteen seconds more. I felt Gail stiffen. She kept her mouth to mine. I opened my eyes again and Peter had his hand on her back. Gail's eyes remained closed. Peter was standing, slightly bent at the waist, his hand moving gently across her back. I resumed touching both her breasts, this time lifting her blouse so that her breasts were uncovered and my open hands rubbing circles, bending her stiff nipples on my palms. I felt movement as the couch shifted with new weight.

	 

	I ended our kiss and started to nibble my lips across her cheeks to her neck. Gail tilted her head giving me better access. I kept opening my eyes. Peter now had two hands on her back and he was staring at his hands. I assumed he was rubbing her bare back. I moved my left hand from her breast and softly rubbed down her side and across her tummy. I stopped kissing and leaned back making space for me to place my hands between her legs. I looked down. Her skirt was high on her thighs, by leaning just an inch backwards I could see her white lace panties. My hands continued to her thighs and I started to harden as the flat of my right hand moved over the inner flesh of her left thigh, my thumb brushing against her panties.

	 

	I was amazed that Gail was allowing this to happen. It was also unusual that she had not asked to turn down the lights. Both my hands were on her thighs, palms turned outward, gently rubbing, allowing my fingers to creep into the folds of her leg, brushing around the edges of her vagina. Peter's hands crept around her chest from behind and lay flat across both breasts. Her blouse was raised over her breasts and her nipples were hard nubs peeking through his fingers. Looking down between Gail's legs was so exciting that I simply concentrated on touching her. I moved the lace of her panties to the side, and repeatedly dragged the whole my finger through the slit of her pussy moving from bottom to top. Gail was wet. Her head was straight, her eyes squeezed shut as if she were deeply concentrated, and her cheeks were flushed red.

	 

	Our touching her was having its effect, I felt little shivers of excitement run through her body. I was still looking down and I did not know that Peter was playing with her behind until I cupped her pussy in my hand and felt his hand beneath her. I skirted my finger around her clit, certain that if I touched it she would have an orgasm. I was too excited to rush. Prolonging Gail's pleasure became my own.

	 

	I started running my fingers through the slit of her pussy, stopping just short of her clit. From time to time I would squeeze the fleshy side of her pussy while slipping my finger inside. Gail shivered each time, occasionally softly mewing from her throat, "Umm." Every so often she would slightly thrust her groin toward my fingers, and equally as often she would withdraw, as if to meet some other pleasure from behind. Peter's naked left leg appeared on the back of the couch above me, his foot reaching as far as my upper arm. I was surprised he did not have his pants on. It seemed we had been pleasuring Gail for an hour. More likely it had been ten or fifteen minutes, and my arm was strained and tiring. I was so hard that my cock pressed in the confines of my pants was painful. I needed to make love to my wife.

	 

	I sprang from the couch and whilst standing beside it started to take off my pants. Gail opened her eyes momentarily, her look glazed and lustful. She immediately closed her eyes as Peters right hand made its way across her belly toward her pussy. Peters' pants were on the floor beside the couch. I started toward the wall where the lights were controlled. Peter had his right leg bent and resting on the floor, the side of his leg pressed against Gail's thigh. As I stepped to pass him I saw his very large cock, hard and black sticking more then halfway up Gail's back. It looked like his balls were buried between her buttocks.

	 

	I switched off the lights and immediately returned to the couch with two pillows for a head rest. I squatted in front of Gail. The leather was warm against my bare behind as I forced my legs underneath her. She lifted a little to help. I ran into Peters behind but I kept pushing and as my legs wedged beneath him, he lifted up. Gail opened her eyes and was looking down positioning herself to be above me. I slid down until my hard cock was resting against her. Instinctively Gail placed her hand over my cock, pressing it against her. I felt the couch shift and I saw the leg that Peter had stretched beside me being withdrawn.

	 

	Gail leaned forward, raising herself so that her pussy was directly above my cock. She was looking down to where we joined. Bending forward, still holding me, she started to rub the head of my cock through her pussy, exactly as I had done earlier with my fingers. I felt Peter place a big cushion or pillow across my legs behind Gail. Peter was squatted over the cushions and close behind her, probably still resting his cock on her back.

	 

	Gail finally centered me and slid forward and down in one motion burying half of my cock into her warmth. As I went into her she lifted her head upwards, eyes closed, and softly groaned "Ohhh, aahh..." then whispered, "it feels so..." and without finishing she pushed forward and took me completely. Through hazy eyes I looked at her face. She was disheveled, her blouse wrapped above her breasts, her skirt bunched up around her lower belly, her lace panties pushed to one side, but she looked beautiful. Peter had one hand on her breast pulling and rubbing her nipples. Part of his arm was sticking out at the level of her behind, busy doing something else.

	 

	Gail started a rhythm rocking forward and back, taking me deeply, then sliding me out. I looked at her eyes, squeezed tightly shut, concentrating on the pleasure we were giving her. The sight brought back memories. I had seen her like this before. My mind burrowed deeply trying to recall where, when, I had seen her in such absolute abandon.. My cock slipped out of Gail as she moved too far back. Her hand was there to immediately position me again. She opened her eyes and saw me starring at her face. She must have seen the tenderness in my eyes because her lips curled in a momentary smile, then she went back to loving me, this time with more energy.

	 

	Gail started to tremble again. I could feel her pussy contracting in an impending orgasm. She quickened her pumping. I pushed upward, trying to get more of me into her. Gail moaned breathily, "Ohhh Ri, ohhh." Her hands were on her legs, she was pumping in a hard and unbreakable rhythm. "Ohhh Ri baby, cum with me, cum." I was looking down my chest trying to see my cock as it slipped into her. Her sliding motion made it hard to see. Every few pulls back she would lift a little and I would glimpse half of my cock, glistening as it made its way out and quickly entered her again.

	 

	I reached to place my thumb over her clit and Gail pushed my hand away. She continued humping against me trembling as she neared orgasm. Suddenly she stopped moving, whimpered a soft and lengthy, "Umm...ahhh, Ri, ahh," and I felt her pussy contracting, gushing cum pulsing, once, twice, again and again. It went on and on first quick recurring pulses, then more slowly. Finally Gail bent forward and laid her head on my shoulder, her mouth up against my ear, her breath warm on my face.

	 

	 

	Now I could see Peter. His big hand making sharp black on white contrast as he slowly rubbed the center of her back. He looked at me and simultaneously both our faces softened in a brief smile. I held Gail close to me for a long time. She never moved, I thought she was sleeping.

	 

	Peter was still touching her back. I mouthed to him, "She's sleeping." He smiled and shook his head. He didn't think so.

	 

	Peter started moving his hands in a wider arc. First her back, then the small part of her breast that was bunched against my chest and sticking out. I realized that her position with her legs still on the outside of my body, must have left her pussy and behind very exposed. Peter lowered his head and started to kiss her back and the cheeks of her behind. Gail moved, lifted her head and placed her mouth over mine and began to kiss me.

	 

	Peter must have been encouraged by her passion as moments later Gail grunted, "Unnghh," momentarily halting her kiss. Without dislodging Gail, I managed to move my head to see what Peter was doing. It looked like he was kissing her behind, his head was straight and his mouth seemed perfectly centered with her back nub. I wrapped my arms around Gail and gently sucked her tongue until I controlled the movements of our kiss.

	 

	Our kissing lasted a long time, many minutes. I felt Gail begin to shake, first imperceptibly, then with mounting abandon. Peter had his head buried in her behind and was rhythmically moving his head in a fucking motion. Gail kept her mouth on mine until the trembling peaked. She moved her mouth an inch away and gasped into my open mouth, "Hhuhhh." She twisted her body downward, reaching behind her with her right hand. Her hand was searching for Peters cock and he quickly assisted her pursuit.

	 

	I couldn't see her hand but her body movements indicated she was playing with him. Gail cushioned her breasts on my chest, and opened her legs a little more. She was enjoying Peter's attention, once or twice moving her bottom from side to side. I lifted my head and all I could see was the top of Peters head. He had stretched both her cheeks wide apart and was completely buried between them. This went on for five or more minutes when I felt Peter shift. I raised my head again and I saw his arm draw back. I couldn't see his hands but Gail's body tensed momentarily then she sighed, letting out a long breathy "Ahhhh."

	 

	I couldn't tell if Peter had put his fingers in her pussy or her behind, but Gail was slowly rhythmically moving her groin. After a minute or two Gail seemed to have made a decision and she suddenly rose up on her arms and slid her legs off the couch. Peter and I both followed her rise wondered what had happened.

	 

	Gail was looking at me intently as she unhooked her skirt and stepped out of it, and then bent to take her panties off. It only took a few seconds. Naked from the waist down she looked at both of us, first me, holding my eyes for a long moment only to see if I disapproved. She was blushing with the gaze, flushing red spots on her neck. Then she glanced at Peter, and in a deliberately slow movement she smiled and slipped her blouse over her head.

	 

	Standing naked just inches away I marveled at her beauty. A light burning somewhere in the apartment and the city light from outside shadowed the room. Gail's face was bathed in desire, the soft shadowy light made her body look like a work of art. Her nipples were pointed and her lips curved in a smile that permitted you to entertain any fantasy you wanted, she could make them all come true. Strangely, incredibly, I felt a wave of pride.

	 

	Peter was on his haunches, naked, his huge cock sticking up like a sentinel. Gail looked at him and I saw her gaze move toward his cock. Quickly the pride changed to a jealous pang. All that had occurred from the time when Gail stood up happened in such a brief sparkle of moments. Peter and I were still in the same position on the couch. Gail moved toward us and turned, lifting her right leg to step onto the couch her legs again on both sides of my legs, this time with her back to me.

	 

	I watched Gail lean slightly forward bowing her head to look down. I assumed she was touching Peters' cock, but I couldn't actually see her hands. Gail's behind was over my lower belly and my flaccid cock was beneath her pussy. Now and again I would see Peters' long fingers showing on the side of her breast as he touched her. They fondled each other a good while. I heard Peter say, "I need to move," and his left leg again appeared stretched out beside me and against the back rest of the couch. He did the same thing with his right leg and propped it on the couch, his foot just below my shoulders. Gail lifted first one leg and then the other, to straddle Peter's legs. I was sandwiched beneath them with my head less then a couple of feet distant from Gail's back, and her behind, which was slightly parted because her legs were stretched.

	 

	Peter was sitting leaning forward, his weight starting to tell on my legs. Soon he laid back, his head and shoulders supported by the arm of the couch, his bottom resting on the cushion that lay across my legs, his weight now hardly noticeable.

	 

	Gail bent far forward. I was surprised at how her behind cheeks parted with the motion, putting the bud of her open behind in direct view. It was so close. Instead of paying attention to what she was doing, I concentrated on her behind. I was in awe at the perfection of the lines encircling her rear bud, mostly at the pinkness all around. The firm cheeks of her behind, perfectly proportioned, even her tan lines had symmetry. I shook my head marveling at her perfection.

	 

	A loud slurping sound ended my musing. Gail and Peter laughed. I edged my head to my left to see. Gail was kissing and sucking on Peter's breast. Her left hand was under her stomach, moving, presumably rubbing Peters' hard cock which was trapped under her belly. I could see Peters' right hand touching and pulling on her breast. They fondled that way for a few minutes, with no participation on my part.

	 

	Finally Gail sat up straight on her haunches and slid forward. I could now see between her legs, and Peters' cock when it popped up. Gail leaned slightly forward and bowed her head. At the same time her right hand came behind her and reached between her open thighs, she twisted somewhat and passed Peters" cock from her left hand to grip it with the finger tips of her right hand. She rose a bit higher and aimed it at her center. It seemed so big. Again I could not imagine how anything that big could fit into the willowy body before me. My wife was too slight, too fragile I thought.

	 

	Gail placed the head of Peter's hard cock between the lips of her pussy. I held my breath. Less then half an inch of his cock was between her lips when Gail rubbed it several times from front to back. When she stopped he was centered and Gail gently pressed downwards. I felt Peters' legs tense as he thrust upward to meet her. The head of his cock slipped between her lips and disappeared into Gail.

	 

	She had her head bent forward, watching from the front. Looking between her legs I caught glimpses of Peters' face. His chin was close to his chest, he was watching too. His cock and Gail's hand blocked most of his face from my view but it was obvious we were all focused on the moment his cock started to slide into her. When his cock head was inside of Gail, she removed her fingers and wrapped her whole hand around the base of his cock. Her fingers did not converge. She sat still for what seemed a long time then she thrust downwards and his cock slide a good three or four inches into Gail. What an erotic sight. There was still a considerable amount of cock above her hand that had not entered. Gail sat still. The only sound was the release of the breath I had been holding.

	 

	Gail let go of Peters cock and sat straight up, leaning back and rested her hands on his thighs just slightly behind her back. She then started to slowly rise and slide forward pausing, getting accustomed to his size then repeating the motion. She allowed his cock to slide almost completely out of her pussy before beginning the reverse movement to take him back inside. She didn't allow him to slide any deeper. The cheeks of her behind were pressed tightly closed, her back slightly bent when she pressed forward. I knew the position well, her eyes would be closed tightly now, she would be concentrated, reveling in the first sensations.

	 

	After several minutes Peter sighed, "Ohhh... ssweeet."

	 

	My cock was now beneath Gail's behind, and in spite of this very erotic scene, I was not hard. Suddenly Gail's right hand was behind her back beckoning me with her fingers. I placed my hand in hers and she pulled it towards her behind, signaling me to touch her. I placed my hand flat on her behind and softly smoothed over her right cheek. I could feel the muscles beneath as she slowly humped forward taking her time to become accustomed to his size.

	 

	Gail now sat upright and placed her hands on Peter's chest and leaned forward. Without warning everything came into my clear view. Her position opened the cheeks of her behind, her stretched pussy was now just inches before me. Peter's cock was embedded in her like an attachment, sliding deeper and deeper each time Gail moved forward. She was still moving slowly. When he slid out the inside of her pussy would cling to his cock like a perfectly rounded ring of pink flesh. His cock was huge, and so black in contrast to Gail. I could see the bulging vein running down the bottom of it, and it was wet and shiny. Gail's wetness must have been increasing because each time his cock pulled out I would see small clear droplets at the bottom of her pussy.

	 

	I was overwhelming for me . Like watching TV with the square of the screen focused on Peters' cock and balls, and Gail's pussy. The steady humping continued for ten maybe fifteen minutes. Gail was now sliding all of his cock deep into her belly, hesitating for a moment when he was completely inside. At that moment she would occasionally emit a soft and breathy "Uhhhh."

	 

	When Gail bent forward and everything came into view, my cock twitched. As I brushed my hand over her behind, exploring her back nub, even touched my finger to the back of her pussy and touching the wetness, I was also touching myself. Though I hadn't fully recuperated from cumming earlier, I was hardening and full of lust in spite of my conflicting emotions at the sight before me.

	 

	Feeling Peters' legs signal each movement he made, seeing his glistening cock slide so deeply into Gail's belly was so erotic. But, it was also unnerving. By looking at Peters' cock and Gail's back, I tried judging how far into her he was going. It seemed to work out that he reached her shoulder blades. The thought was so silly that I erupted with a throaty half laugh "Huh," in an all to myself moment.

	 

	Gail was now moving faster, she had started a soft "Hhuuu," each time she thrust down and had him fully inside. Their speed increased and Peter must have been forcefully pushing into her because each time his legs tensed his behind would rise to meet her.

	 

	Gail's sounds changed to a throaty "Uuhhahh," each time he shoved himself into her belly. With my hand on her behind I felt her begin to tremble. At first intermittently then increasing in duration. Each time his glistening cock fed fully into her the trembling was stronger.

	 

	Peter moved his leg higher up the couch and using the back for leverage as his legs tensed and his behind rose to meet Gail. His groin began to rapidly move back and forth. As Gail slide downward and his cock disappeared she stopped sighed deeply and breathed "Aaahh Peter...yeess, ohhh," and from the tension in her behind I could see that she was pushing hard against him.

	 

	Gail bent forward completely, her breasts now resting on Peter's chest. She had her head buried into the couch to the left of his face. His arms were wrapped around her middle. Gail had one hand on the back of the couch beside her head, the other braced against the couch arm on the right of Peters face. Her behind was now opened even wider. His cock, glistening black, was rapidly moving in and out of Gail. Her trembling had increased. This was something we had never before experienced.

	 

	"Uuuhh, yees Pet...uuhh yeess," Gail sighed as their humping increased in force. Gail finally signaled her orgasm, "Yes...do it...I'm going to...," she was humping so hard that it was difficult to catch her breath. Parts of her back were shiny with sweat, Peters balls were knotted up into a black ridged ball. His cock seemed to be swelling at the base and I could not imagine how Gail was taking all of this inside her belly with such force. He was masterfully stroking into her depths with feeling and increased speed. I was hard, rock hard.

	 

	Surreal was the only word that captured the moment. My face inches from her behind, her pussy and back nub in full view, Peters cock pounding into her as she groaned and sighed, trembling as her orgasm approached. Her pussy was soaking wet, the wetness spread across my lower belly and thighs. I pressed my cock into the crack of Gail's behind burying an inch or two between her cheeks. She was wet there too. The way I was pinned beneath them, it was impossible to penetrate her.

	 

	Gail made one final thrust downward onto Peter's cock, her body trembling forcefully and she almost screamed, "Yeees," then a series of "Aaahh," and finally a very breathy "Ohhh...ahhh," as she went deep into her orgasm. All of Peters cock was in her. His behind was pressed upwards, lifted off the cushion. Peter was still moving slightly, making swaying movements. A creamy froth started to form around his cock at the entrance of Gail's pussy. Gail's body convulsed with each wave and "Oohh" that she sighed. I had never seen her so wet. Cum was now leaking down the inside of her thigh onto Peter and me.

	 

	Finally Peter grunted "Aagghh," and pressed upward noticeably lifting Gail as he started to cum in my wife. I felt Gail's body soften as she felt him begin his orgasm. She lifted her head from the depth of the cushion and placed her cheek against his, while placing her hand on his arm, as if to show tenderness while accepting his seed. I was intoxicated with the sight and sound and confused with my reaction. His orgasm rose in intensity with shivers and thrusts, the only sound was Gail's "yes...do it...do it." Gail lay still allowing him to pump his cum into her belly. I could see and feel slight twitches of his behind as surge after surge emptied into Gail. I stopped pressing my cock against her behind and watched her receive his cum. Finally, the cheeks of her behind tightened when he was spent, and they both slowly drifted back to normalcy.

	 

	There was absolutely no movement or word spoken for a good four or five minutes. Gail moved first. She backed her behind away from Peter's cock and it just kept on coming out. Finally there was a plop as his cock flopped out of her pussy. Slithers of cum were draped over his cock and Gail's pussy was stretched and dripping. Gail immediately placed her hand between her legs to hold the wetness inside. She rose from the couch and looked down at me, her eyes glowing with that relaxed after sex glaze. Her hand still between her legs, she bent down and softly kissed my lips, then walked toward the toilet.

	Peter and I were still stretched out, his behind raised on the cushion. Watching Gail's behind as she walked across the room brought on a flood of memories. I recalled our school days when she would rise from the couch in my apartment. Inevitably she would blush when I looked at her nakedness. What happened to her sweet innocence, I thought. The first time I ever saw her, in the school library, with four or five people still sitting around studying at 8:30 in the evening. When our eyes met I could see her blushing from clear across a rather large room.

	 

	When Gail returned she was wearing one of Peter's long terry robes. Peter and I were sitting up, naked. Gail was smiling softly, her face glowing. She bent in front of me and placed her left hand behind my head and kissed me, passionately, tongues intertwined, wet. It was a long kiss, and it surprised me. When we finished Peter broke the silence. "You know," he said while looking at Gail, "I've never seen a couple married as long as you have been, still so very into kissing."

	 

	Gail smiled, pleased. When we were all silent for some thirty seconds, she added, "I need for him to kiss me... it's reassuring."

	 

	'Reassuring,' I thought. Another surprise. Gail never ever talks with anyone about our shared intimacies, or marriage. Her words were always, "it's ours, too precious to share."

	 

	Peter smiled kindly at Gail. "Gail," he said, "you are the most feminine and sensuous woman I have known. In my mind, you'll live forever just as you are now." The room crackled with the passion Peter lay bare as he spoke. Gail looked at him and raised an eyebrow questioningly, "Better not let Phyllis hear that," she said with a smile, lightening the intensity of the moment with her comment.

	 

	We dressed and made ready to return to our hotel. Peter insisted on driving us, though a taxi could have been at his apartment building in minutes. He had invited us to stay the night but I declined, knowing for certain where that would lead.

	 

	When we were in our room within a matter of minutes we were in bed. Gail moved close to me. I pushed my left arm under her and she cuddled her head to my shoulder. I knew she needed reassurance that I was not upset. "You looked beautiful tonight, love."

	 

	She whispered into my shoulder, "Did you enjoy it."

	 

	"Huumph" I sounded, ready to comment that she was the one enjoying it. I thought better. "Yes," I answered. "But you enjoyed it too...really enjoyed it," I emphasized.

	 

	Gail's head moved, nodding a yes, then a moment later she added, "Ri, that was the most intense orgasm."

	 

	"Yes, you were trembling, I felt it, saw it," and I felt her head nod.

	 

	The next morning while we were still in bed Gabriella called. She chatted with Gail for ten or fifteen minutes, and they shared a few laughs. Gail handed me the telephone and Gabriella greeted me. "Hello lover," she said, "what are you wearing." I laughed and played along, "I'm naked," I lied.

	 

	"Oh the way you entice me," Gabriella laughed. Then she asked, "Is that a good word, entice."

	 

	"Yes I think that's perfect the way you used it," adding, "your English is growing."

	 

	"Is that all that is growing?" She asked.

	 

	"Gabriella" I mockingly scolded, "my wife is lying beside me."

	 

	"Tell me," she said, " Have you ever been on the Black Sea?"

	 

	I collected my thoughts, "No, but I've heard it is always beautiful and goes from quaint to primitive. Why?"

	 

	"I'm not sure yet, but I think that's our surprise destination. Doesn't sound too elegant to me," she said. She sounded disappointed.

	 

	I tried to collect my thoughts, and then I commented, "That's different. But, if we stay on the Gabbiano, it will be elegant."

	 

	I heard Gabriella snort a "Hummmp," then quietly add, "yes Rian, I guess you're right."

	 

	Gail and I ordered breakfast in bed. It could have been lunch. She looked so beautiful. Her sleepy look was half the afterglow of the sex. No makeup. Her hair slightly tousled. She moved on her side and lay her head on my left shoulder, just beneath my chin.

	 

	"Thank you," Gail said.

	 

	"You are welcome, and I thank you," I responded, emphasizing 'you'. No other words were necessary.

	 

	We lazed the day away. In the afternoon we shopped. I bought a pair of Lacoste tennis shorts. I tried to convince her to buy a skimpy white see through tennis skirt but she wouldn't consider it. I should have known. Gail took her tennis as seriously as I did.

	 

	That evening we dined again with Peter. It was a friendly atmosphere. Nothing said about last night except the once or twice I caught Peter starring at Gail, enchanted. She had on a dark red silk dress. Actually pretty long compared to other dresses she owned. But it clung to her like skin. When we left the hotel I asked Gail is she was wearing underwear. She said yes, but I couldn't tell. She wore no bra, and you could tell.

	 

	What made her look enchanting, I thought, was that she was wearing bright red lipstick, and no other makeup. Her red painted toes, sticking out of backless sandals, her red nails, and the lipstick, did the trick. Over coffee after dinner we all talked about many things, strangely enough quite a bit of politics. Gail and Peter, both being Americans talked much about their country and political matters. I contributed as a lover of America with an outsider's viewpoint.

	 

	We declined Peters invite to his apartment, returning to the hotel and to bed. We had late morning tennis plans. Gail slid beside me into bed in a T shirt. I soon touched her and confirmed she had no underwear on.

	 

	As I ran my hand ever so lightly across her vagina from one thigh to another, we talked. Again the intensity of last night came into conversation. Gail agreed it was intense and said, "I wish I didn't enjoy it..." the rest unfinished.

	 

	"That's the object, I suggested. "Enjoying it."

	 

	It was quiet for thirty seconds. "Don't you feel jealous?" Gail asked.

	 

	"Honestly, yes. But more over my not being the one that..."

	 

	 

	Gail interrupted. "That's what I mean, that someone else is giving me the pleasure."

	 

	Suddenly a truth struck me. I recalled that I had imagined her orgasm last night as especially intense. That troubled me. Why was someone else able to give her such pleasure, I was jealous. After some thought I realized, though her orgasm was intense, it was no more then other equally earth shattering orgasms she experienced. It was simply the right time. Emotions and energy pent up during the year, found their release. And it happened when she was relaxed, comfortable with the people.

	 

	Gail wondered why I had stopped talking. I started to piece together our lives, before each so called 'earth shattering' event that I could recall. The business pressures, family demands, her mother asking for visits, my father and his endless national celebrations and family reunions, and too, our personal issues from time to time. I shared my thoughts with Gail. Now it was her turn to think. Finally she opined, "You know Ri, mostly I'm so thankful that you're as open as you are, but sometimes," she paused, "sometimes I'm not happy that you've started me on this road."

	 

	Now it was my turn to think.

	 

	We showered and dressed for tennis and drove to the club, ready, even excited to play on the famous Monte Carlo clay courts. Gail and I played singles. People watched a few minutes at a time. For the last ten or fifteen minutes of our hour, a man watched our play. When we were finished he commented on our play. He was American. We exchanged a few words and he asked if by chance we would be interested in another game. He said his wife could get there in twenty minutes. Gail was willing to play now, but not inclined to wait. I wound up playing a three set match with him and Gail returned to the hotel with our car. Our new friend, Dennis, would drop me off.

	 

	About forty five minutes later the match was over and Dennis dropped me off at the hotel. I told him we were leaving soon so no arrangements were made for another match. I rode the elevator to our room and to my surprise, Gail and Peter were on the balcony. The balcony sliding door was almost closed so I guessed, with the noise from outside, they didn't hear me enter. Peter was seated in the lounge chair and Gail was handing him a small bottle of Perrier and a glass with ice. She was still wearing her tennis dress. Gail sat on the edge of the low balcony table facing his chair. At one point Peter reached out and momentarily touched her knees, other than that, it looked quite innocent. I watched from near the door for two or three minutes, then I made my entrance.

	 

	I joined them for a few minutes then excused myself to shower. It was about as fast a shower as I have had. When I was back on the balcony, Gail went to shower. As she walked away she said, "Peter was waiting in the lobby when I returned," and feigning indignation she added, "He invited himself over for lunch." Peter and I laughed at Gail's not very successful act at being annoyed.

	 

	I followed Gail back toward the bedroom to get a hand towel to further dry my hair. She didn't see me behind her and as she neared the bathroom, still walking, she started to lift her tennis dress. She was without underwear. I was dazed by the implication. I let her turn into the bathroom before I approached and when I entered she had just stepped into the WC.

	 

	As I made my way back to the balcony I wondered, 'Why would she take off her underwear if she were entertaining him. Was she actually entertaining him? Is this going to happen at every turn?"

	 

	Just as we were about to leave for lunch, we received a call from Gabriella. She was with Giancomo, and he asked to speak with me. We exchanged niceties, "Adriano," he said, pronouncing my name in the Italian manner, without the H, "How would you feel if we did not fly down to Portugal?"

	 

	"It wouldn't make much difference for us," I informed.

	 

	Giancomo added, "It seems I can arrange that the people I have to meet visit me. I've chosen a magnificent location on the Black Sea and I thought we would get to spend more time there. Everyone will come to us."

	 

	"Are we a large group?" I asked. I was interested to know how many people would be with us on the Gabbiano. "Six on board," he answered, "with a few visitors coming and leaving," then returning to his original thought, "well that's good news." Giancomo added, "What I thought we'd do is sail down to Monte Carlo to get you. We'll anchor out and have the boat pick you up on Quai Barbani. Gabriella knows how to arrange for your luggage."

	 

	"That sounds fine, Thanks Giancomo," I responded, and we exchanged goodbyes with the usual, "Ciao."

	 

	We had a few more days to spend in Monte Carlo so I decided to call and book a court for each day. Peter had come in from the balcony and was sitting at the desk in the back of the room. "Sure wish I could make friends with that guy," he stated. "I'd love to be on some of those trips you go on."

	 

	"I'll introduce you again when he is here," and I thought, 'I'll bet you'd like to be on board, what with Gail on board.'

	 

	Gail walked into the room with her cell phone in hand. "Ri, Brandeis is on the phone, she and Maurice are in Monte Carlo... can we meet them for dinner tonight?"

	 

	I looked at Peter. "Did you have plans?" I asked.

	 

	"Yes, but we can always add two more."

	 

	"Gail spoke into the phone, "Brandeis, yes we'd love to. Let me give you my friend Peter, he will tell you where we would like to meet."

	 

	Gail handed Peter the phone and he started speaking to Brandeis in French, very good French. We were surprised and Gail and I exchanged surprised smiles.

	 

	The restaurant Peter had chosen was again Bice, where we had eaten so often. Our table was festooned with chilled white wine and an array of appetizers. There were braised vegetables, different types of hard cheese, salami and sausage, and more. We nibbled an hour before we ordered. It was a fun evening with all of us ending up at Peter's apartment. We headed back to our hotel in the early morning.

	 

	The next morning Gail decided not to play tennis. I thought it may have been because she was planning to see Peter. It must have been obvious to Gail that if I found her and Peter in the room, that I would assume the worst. When I returned from tennis I saw Peter getting out of the elevator and heading across the lobby. I was too far away to call out to him. When I arrived in the room Gail was in a robe, sitting on the arm of the couch talking on the telephone with Gabriella.

	 

	After unloaded my gear I took off my shirt, grabbed a bottle of Perrier, and sat on the couch beside Gail. Without interrupting her conversation, I started moving my right hand across her back. She looked at me and smiled, then laid her head back when I rubbed at the top of her shoulders. I soon became bolder and reached around to touch one breast, then another. Her legs were showing between the fold of the robe. I ran my right hand from her knee down to her ankle. I signaled Gail to turn and place her feet on the couch but she cupped the phone and shook her head, smiling. I tried again but she "shhh'd" me with a finger at her lips.

	 

	I rose and without a word took two steps to be in front of Gail and started rubbing her shoulders from the front, my hands now under the robe. I stretched my arms down her back and over her shoulders, each time trying to nudge open one side or the other of her robe. Soon I had my hands on her breasts. Gail seemed to be concentrated on not letting me go further, and her hand held the robe together.

	 

	She was speaking to Gabriella when I simply reached my hand under the robe and while gripping her leg firmly slid my hand all the way up to her thigh. Gail's hand blurred with the speed of her movement as she placed her hand at the top of her thighs, and finished her talk with Gabriella.

	 

	"Come, spin around, sit on my lap," I said. Gail stood up and turned toward me and sat on my lap, her back leaning on the arm and her elbows using the arm for support.. She told me of the arrangements made with Gabriella for picking up our luggage, and for our meeting. As she spoke I ran my hand along her left leg but I stopped at her knee. I lingered a few moments then moved my hand up to her thigh, pushing my hand further between her legs so that the edge of my hand would be in the middle.

	 

	"Ri," Gail said my name with a scolding tone.

	 

	Gail was acting uncomfortable. I lifted my hand to her breast and softly hefted first one then the other. "You not in the mood for me?" I asked in a mocking childish manner.

	 

	Shaking her head with pursed lips she said, "You poor thing..."

	 

	I tried again slowly moving my hand between her legs. She placed her hand on mine. With my mouth almost touching her ear, "Are you wet with someone else," I whispered. After an almost imperceptible flinch, Gail blushed, in spite of what I thought was her effort to control it. She didn't turn to look at me. "If you're wet with someone else I won't be angry," I said, in a half joking tone but, meaning it. Maybe it was my imagination but I believe she was relieved. I added, "I want to touch you," and this time, when I moved my hand forward there was no resistance.

	 

	Gail was naked under the robe, touching her outside didn't reveal anything but when my fingers slipped between her pussy lips she was sopping wet. When I was certain she was still full of Peters cum I jokingly said, "I told you I know everything." Gail looked at me and tried to smile but it was a pained expression.

	 

	It took another ten minutes of touching and talking before Gail relaxed. Finally I asked, "With Peter, isn't it?" Gail nodded confirmation, her neck blotching as she blushed. I questioned again, "Every day since we have been here?"

	 

	Gail nodded again, then added, "Almost."

	 

	"Didn't you think you could let me know, or tell me?" I asked.

	
 

	"It wasn't planned. It just happened... when he was here the other day," Gail informed.

	 

	"Would you tell me what happened?, I asked.

	 

	Gail looked at me, her face troubled, little spots of color on her neck, "Yes, of course."

	 

	"I want to be in you when you tell me," I said, and I slid from under Gail and took off my shorts. When I sat down again I guided Gail to straddle me and she slid over my legs. My cock was not quite hard and I looked down as I rubbed it against her then unceremoniously pushed my half hard cock into her. I wrapped my arms around her waist and probed, "When did Peter come here today?"

	 

	Haltingly Gail answered, "After you left..." she realized I knew that, "just a few minutes after you left."

	 

	I continued, "Was this mornings meeting planned?"

	 

	She blushed again, "Yes."

	 

	My cock was getting hard. "Did you feel like you needed him?"

	 

	She didn't understand the question. Neither did I, but it frightened me to ask if she cared for him. Gail looked at me puzzled, I persisted, "Was it the need to have sex with him that...?"

	 

	Gail interrupted me, "It was...he's good," she whispered.

	 

	"And big," I added. Gail just nodded her head, she looked so troubled. I could feel my cock now getting hard in her and I felt the wetness that was in her seeping out all over my pubic hair.

	 

	"Do you like it when he comes in you?" I questioned.

	 

	Gail placed both her hands on my face and looked into my eyes and whispered, "Baby... you're torturing yourself." She paused, shaking her head from side to side, "I enjoy Peter... I have no emotional attachment."

	 

	"He does toward you," I quickly added, "I actually think he is in love with you."

	 

	Gail chuckled halfheartedly, "I know he is very taken with me, but his real love is Peter."

	 

	I was moving inside Gail, "Is he so good at sex that you endanger our," I hesitated, almost afraid to say it, "that you endanger us?"

	 

	"Ri," Gail rejoined. "You were the one that wanted me to have sex with him, with others, remember," she emphasized the word remember. "If I like it now it's understandable. But that in no way changes," she paused a moment, "no way changes you and me. If you want me to stop forever, tell me. I will." She was nodding her head as she spoke the last sentence, as if convincing herself.

	 

	My response ended it all, "Do you like his big cock?"

	 

	Gail glared of a split second then slowly her lip curled into the hint of a smile. Looking into my eyes with an understanding gaze she leaned forward pressing her breasts to my chest, moving her groin on my now hard cock. "Yes... when he is in me it touches other places. It is always so hard. I can feel it throb when he comes."

	 

	"What did you do today," I asked.

	 

	"He kissed me and started touching me when he came in the door. I offered him coffee. He said no and took the chair from the desk and carried it to the balcony. At first I wondered what he was doing." Gail was now moving back and forth milking my cock as she spoke. "He took his pants off on the balcony and sat down and reached for my hand for me to straddle him."

	 

	She stopped talking so I asked, "Did you keep your robe on? Do you think anyone could see?" then I realized how silly I sounded.

	 

	Gail answered anyway, "I opened my robe and straddled him. I had to stand up as I guided him in. I don't think anyone saw us. I rubbed him between my lips a few times, and then... then we did it." Gail's saying "we did it" registered humorously in the back of my mind because I know her distaste for the F word or screw.

	 

	"How long were the two of you...doing it? I asked

	 

	Gail hardly let me finish. "A good while," she whispered, pausing. I thought she was getting into just talking about it so I kept quiet. She continued, "When I had him all the way inside, he lifted my legs and placed them on his thighs. He was so deep. I closed my eyes and didn't move for minutes, I thought I would cum just from the feeling. He was flexing his cock inside me. Not a single movement save his flexing cock inside me. I could feel it swell then relax then swell. Then he started rocking forward and back, ever so slightly. Inside me it felt like his cock was pumping. I thought the head of his cock had reached my chest, that's how deep he was." Gail sighed, she was rocking against my cock now.

	"Did you kiss him?" I asked.

	 

	Gail just continued, "He placed his hand under my arms and started to lift and slide me on his cock. Ri...it made me cum." Gail was now whispering with intensity. "He kept lifting and sliding me, and I kept cumming. Before I finished he grunted, I could feel his cock swell inside me, I kissed him when he started to cum, I could feel it hot inside me."

	 

	When Gail said she kissed him I moaned, and just as I was about to cum Gail sounded a low groan and started, "I'm cumming, ohhh," and she squeezed herself against me. Her already gushy pussy flooded with her orgasm and continued to spasm as her body made little twitches. Seconds later I raised my behind burying myself more deeply in her belly and emptied into her wetness with a grunt.

	 

	We sat cuddled for some time. When Gail leaned back she looked into my face, the slightest hint of a smile on her lips. "I love you Ri," she whispered.

	 

	"Me too..." I echoed, and then we laughed.

	 

	A little later that afternoon I told Gail that I had seen Peter leave the hotel, and was thankful she didn't try to hide her liaison. That evening I brought up the subject again, asking Gail, "Why did you think it necessary to hide it from me?"

	 

	"I didn't. It just happened that way, and after it happened I just didn't think," she responded.

	 

	I pressed on, "Is it better when I am not there?"

	 

	Gail thought for a moment, "Maybe for a moment or two, but truth is, it's more intense when you are near me, like sharing the feeling with you."

	 

	I commented, "That certainly sounds good..." a long pause as I tried to think out how to say my next thought. "Listen," I said, which caused her to look into my eyes. My voice was stern. "I'm not asking you this, I'm telling you." Gail's forehead furrowed, her eyes narrowed in concentration. "I don't want you to be with him ever again, unless I am there and approve."

	 

	No response from Gail for fifteen seconds, all the while she is starring at me. I thought she paled a little. Finally a nod of affirmation, "Okay Ri," she answered, "I won't...ever again."

	 

	"Thank you," I said, "I'm firm on that."

	 

	Again a pause "I know I can see that. I'm firm too, never again."

	 

	Early the next morning at 7:45 I watched in the distance as the Gabbiano approached the Monte Carlo harbor. Gail was still sleeping. We were due to board at ten. I watched for a while as the service boat was launched and headed toward shore. To my surprise thirty minutes later the service boat was headed back out toward the Gabbiano, and that continued all morning, often it looked like people were on board.

	 

	At 9 AM we breakfasted, went back to our room to call Peter to say goodbye. At 9:30 a bellman picked up our luggage for the Gabbiano, and we headed for the concierge, dropped off the keys to our car, and made our way to the port by taxi.

	 

	*** ***

	 

	As we climbed from the service boat up the side boarding ladder of the Gabbiano, I looked up. There was an array of heads sticking out over the railing watching us board. 'My oh my' I thought, this is going to be a busy trip. There were many people on deck. As we boarded Gabriella ran to greet us. Everyone watched the greeting which was so demonstrative and happy that one could not help but see the friendliness between them. I watched Gabriella and Gail embrace, when they separated they immediately leaned forward, almost head to head, and started chattering away. Both were filled with the details and gossip of occurrences since they had last been together six months ago, and the excitement of the upcoming trip.

	 

	Gaincomo came out from the rear deck living area. He was elegantly dressed in a blue blazer with shirt and tie. He reached for my hand then embraced me, "So good to see you again Rian," he said. "We've been looking forward to this trip."

	 

	I was patting his back and responded, "So have we, Giancomo, so have..." but He turned away before I finished and he addressed some half dozen people standing around the rear deck and the living area. "Here is...," he said loudly, waiting for their attention, "here is my friend, sometimes Chilean sometimes American, always smart." I was embarrassed and I felt my face flush. "Try to meet him," Giancomo instructed. With his arm still around my back he walked with me toward Gail and Gabriella, to greet Gail.

	 

	Soon, the four of us moved toward the living area where we spent a good thirty minutes saying hello. Gabriella explained that there was to be a ceremony on board the Gabbiano at 12:30. Soon after that the guests would de-board and we would cast off, and raising her eyebrows questioningly, she added, "to the Black Sea."

	 

	Gabriella walked with us to our stateroom. It had been a while since we were on the Gabbiano, I had forgotten how beautifully it was outfitted, the polished wood, the art, fine woven wicker chairs and plush carpets on carpet. It was all absolutely luxurious.

	 

	Our luggage was already in our cabin. Gabriella sat on the bed chatting with Gail as we scampered around hanging clothes and putting our personal things away. At one point she went to the closet with Gail and came out holding one of Gail's dresses in front of her, prancing about in front of a mirror chattering nonstop with Gail about the fit and color.

	 

	Twenty minutes later we were back on the upper deck mixing with the guests. Gail and I mostly stood around chatting first with one guest then another. During a lull Gail commented, "Remember how many people we used to meet when we started coming here?" I thought that 'here' meant the south of France.

	 

	"Yes, I do," I answered, then a light went on and I was in sync with her thought. "We met many more people, didn't we?" I commented. Before we had befriended the boat set it seemed we would meet people every day, mostly couples our own age, always like us on a budget.

	 

	Gail nodded and after a moment, "But certainly our friends now are worth the swap."

	 

	I smiled, "I love the choice of words...swap."

	 

	Gail looked at me sweetly, then moved behind me and leant forward pressing her left shoulder and breast on my arm and back. Speaking softly, "I love it when you think with your penis Ri."

	 

	I made mental note of her comment. As close as we have always been, Gail would never have said something like that four years ago, and of course, even now, would not say 'cock'.

	 

	*********

	 

	We cast off that afternoon heading toward the Black Sea and the Turkish town of Sinop. The boat sailed perpendicular to the coast for some time. While Giancomo made phone calls, the three of us sat on deck and watched, first Monte Carlo then Portofino slipped behind us. After we sailed between Elba and Corsica the boat went further out into the Mediterranean. The Captain had told us that we would be heading into the Aegean.

	 

	Giancomo had really gone all out for this trip. Not only did he have additional crew, he had two cooks and a couple, Corina and Bruno, that served. That evening just the four of us dined, dressed in coat and tie, the girls dressed beautifully. It was like living in a movie set for Gail and me. When I mentioned it at the table Giancomo offered, "For us too Rian. The best year I ever had was the first year we all took holiday together. It was my best... in every way." I was sure the 'every way' was added because of my beautiful wife sitting beside me. Both girls were paying rapt attention to his comment.

	 

	Gabriella interjected, "He had said so many times to so many people, that we would holiday together. I didn't believe him. But with you he did," then she emphasized, "and he enjoyed...really enjoyed."

	 

	After dinner we sat on the rear deck for a short while. It was chilly and the stewardess brought us blankets. Gail had already commented that the stewardess was super attentive to me. No such luck. I saw the Captain standing beyond the deck. He had probably told her to bring the blankets.

	 

	It was before midnight when we retired. Gail and I talked in bed for another half hour. She asked if she could love me, a game we sometimes played where one lies still. She loved me. Slowly, tenderly, only the way long knowledge of a person allows. For an hour I withstood each touch of her lips, her fingers softly exploring, the tips of her breast hanging over my chest, gently stoking a flame. As my orgasm neared my chest beat a roaring 'thumpa thump,' my heart felt like an organ on fire with passion, but mostly love, for my precious lady.

	 

	The next day we lolled around. Sometimes just sitting on deck reading together. There was always fresh fruit or a drink nearby. Giancomo smoked a cigar. Gabriella and Gail played chess, Gaincomo and I backgammon, of which I lost every game. He was an expert. And the atmosphere on board was a delight, a very pleasant respite.

	 

	On the second day, after lunch Giancomo and I were drinking coffee in the lounge. He informed me that he had a transaction in Africa which required he provide goods for two years. He needed to commit three ships to move the cargo. He wanted Gail and me to buy one of the ships and lease it to him. Gabriella was buying one and a brother of his another.

	 

	I laughed, "You're joking, no? How could I buy a ship?" I said.

	 

	He laughed back at me, "Don't worry. It can be arranged. I'll give you all the details when the marine specialist we work with is on board. He'll join us in Sinop for a day," adding, "he's an attorney."

	 

	We were really out at sea now, no shoreline in sight, and the sea was getting rough. Large waves toying with what I had thought to be a large yacht, and from time to time we felt a bit queasy in the stomach.

	 

	Gaincomo spent two or three hours a day working. I was amazed at how complete the connectivity was. He had immediate communication with his office, his secretary calling four or five times a day. We were able to dial worldwide, just as if we were on land. Our internet was instantaneous. I was invited to use the office whenever I needed to. The few times that I did, the reception and the facilities at hand were better then my office in Santiago.

	 

	We were going to be at sea for about five days. Our plans were to go into the sea of Marmara and then cross through the city of Istanbul into the Black Sea. I knew the passage to the Black Sea went through the city because some years ago, on a business trip, I was part of a negotiating team that went to Turkey. Our counterparts in Turkey had invited us one evening to a dinner at their apartment. I sat fascinated as I looked out the living room window watching the masts of large ocean vessels going by. Looking out the window of the apartment one looked directly into the sea below. Now, we were going to sail through that same channel.

	 

	In spite of the summer weather it was too chilly to sunbathe. Most of the time on deck we were covered, but the air was so refreshing that we spent the better part of each morning on deck.

	 

	Gail and I made love every night and sometimes during the day. It was all so romantic. I thanked Giancomo more then once, and he shrugged it off each time. It was a relaxed atmosphere for the whole trip. Giancomo looked at us many times, his eyes squinting with the hint of a smile, as he sensed the pleasure we had.

	 

	Gabriella and I flirted, she kissed me goodnight every night, each time pleasuring me with her tongue, sometimes just stretching our necks out, not even touching as we kissed. Sometimes, it was done in front of Gail and Giancomo, it had become habit, and I loved it. Gail and Giancomo flirted too. I guessed they could entertain more intimate images in their flirting but, there was no jealousy and the flirting put a spark in the air from time to time.

	 

	On the fourth day, in spite of rough seas, I was ready to become a sailor. I loved the isolation. The Gabbiano had an immense library and we read voraciously. Discussions were of serious matters, mostly in the evenings and about things we had just finished reading. I read newspapers on the internet each day, something new for me, and found them surprisingly complete. Gail loved the sailing as well, and she and Gabriella were completely relaxed and in tune with one another.

	 

	Sailing through the Bosphorus was an experience. Like boating down a city street. I pointed animatedly to what I thought was the apartment that I had stayed in when I was in Istanbul two years before for my company, for some reason it was exciting. Behind and in front of us were ships as big as buildings.

	 

	Our plans were to fly back to Nice from Sinop so we decided to make the most of the last day of privacy on board. Once in Sinop people would be joining us for some, if not all, of the rest of our holiday. That evening we ate broiled rack of lamb with several bottles of a rose wine that was indescribably good, and we drank and drank.

	 

	Later on we danced to CD music that was romantic, and more often then not I danced with Gabriella and Gail with Giancomo. Most of the time I was hard and did nothing to hide it from Gabriella. At one point she actually reached down and touched me with the flat of her hand, eliciting a great sigh. With a serious expression she looked at me and whispered, "One day I will make love to you and you will wish you had not wasted all this time." Then she smiled, adding, "And then I will tell Gail."

	 

	This gorgeous lady was always tempting and always joking, I never knew which was when. I responded to her comment about telling Gail, "Do you think she will allow you?"

	 

	Gabriella immediately answered me, too loudly, "To make love to you? Of course. For me she will allow it."

	 

	We arrived in the bay at Sinop around 11:AM. Gail and I had been watching for hours as we sailed along the Turkey coast. The city had a long piece of land jutting out into the sea so our boat had to stay relatively far from shore in order to bridge the land. We noticed what seemed like prayer towers of mosques throughout the city. Gabriella joined us for a while, and then returned to the galley where she was overseeing the luncheon that was being prepared. Several people would be joining us on board for lunch. We were only going ashore after lunch.

	 

	The city looked larger then I thought it would be, with a reasonable port. We anchored offshore and the service boat was immediately launched but did not yet start for shore.

	 

	An official boat came alongside and the Captain, his hand full of passports, met with officials. They all walked into the rear living area and a few minutes later Corina entered from the galley area with a full tray and a pot of coffee. As soon as the officials left things started to happen quickly.

	 

	By 1:PM there were eleven new people on board. As I watched the second launch arrival I did a double take of the passengers. There were two couples on the launch, and one passenger sitting with his back to me, a woman beside him, looked like Milo. I watched from a distance as they boarded, I was right. Since Gail had gone to our cabin to freshen-up I scurried down, like a high school tattler, to tell her the news.

	 

	We were all presented to one another just before lunch. Giancomo knew that we had met Milo but he introduced us anyway, calling the lovely girl that was with him "his fiancé, Lornea." Milo shook hands with me, we exchanged a few words, he stepped to Gail and lightly kissed her cheek in the traditional European hello. It did not go unnoticed by me that Gail blushed.

	 

	Gail shook hands with Lornea and when she did not offer me her hand to me, I nodded my hello. Lornea was an exotic looking girl with full eyebrows and dark hair. Her only makeup was lipstick. She was taller then Gail, maybe an inch or so, and in her tight jeans and short shirt you could see her belly and tell that she was skinny. I guessed she couldn't have been more then twenty years old. Later we learned that she was a "native Australian," that one of her parents was aboriginal, and that she was a model in England, and her name meant 'resting place'. That last fact was something that prompted me to think how nice it would be to 'rest' in that place. I'm sure every man she met thought the same thing.

	 

	The other couple was American, from Texas; the man Cal, (short for Calvert) worked with a company that was doing business with Giancomo. He was fair haired, quite tall, and spoke with a soft southern drawl. Everything he said sounded warm and friendly. From the very moment we met he was sprinkling his conversation with homilies that made him very pleasant to speak with. His wife Martha was a tiny woman, her blond hair cut very short, dressed in a baggy brown short sleeved jacket and Bermuda shorts. I guessed they were both in their late thirties.

	 

	Milo informed me that they had arrived yesterday and were staying in a hotel in Sinop. I also learned that they would be joining us for the rest of the trip.

	 

	The luncheon was with a few local authorities, the attorney that Giancomo worked with in the shipping project he had mentioned, and two Arab businessmen from Dubai that worked with him in the project Milo was managing. It was an impressive table and I noted the lack of sliced seafood, or sliced salami and sausage that was usual with the appetizers, there was an extraordinary array of vegetables in deference to our Islamic guests.

	 

	It was close to four in the afternoon when the guests were gone. Milo and Cal and their ladies had stayed on board. We all sat together sipping coffee as Giancomo explained what was planned for our trip in Turkey. We, those already on board, should take a few items like beachwear, and a clothes change, to shore when we left. Those on shore were to take all their clothes from the hotel and put them on board in their cabins, leaving some swim wear and a change at the hotel. We were all going to have a shore suite and a Gabbiano suite while we were on board. Gabriella invited Milo and Cal, and their wives to follow her, and she escorted them to their cabins.

	 

	Since we had been on board for almost six days, the first evening was planned on shore. We were advised to dress for an informal dinner on shore that evening at nine. We packed and made our way to shore in groups of four. Bruno took care of transferring the items we were planning to leave in the hotel. The hotel was considered first class for Sinop but it was a probably two star elsewhere. The staff was waiting for us like a military lineup for inspection. We were introduced to two butlers who would cater to our needs during our stay. We were assigned our rooms which I learned were all on different floors or not near each other. I was certain that was Giancomo's doing.

	 

	It was close to six when we all gathered in the lobby. Gianconmo had organized our travel in a small bus, up the coast to Gerze where we would look around the city for a while and then have dinner. Gerze was interesting but at one point Giancomo looked at me and started laughing. "I can see this is going to be a very educational holiday," and he laughed harder. The guide was going on about buildings from the Roman Empire, Ottoman rulers and Mosques that were many hundreds of years old. As interesting as it was it would not have been our first choice as a holiday pastime.

	 

	But it would be difficult to get bored around Giancomo, and he had foreseen the pastime issue. We would later realize how interesting it would become.

	 

	We sat down to dinner in a seafront restaurant at a long table. The food kept coming. Local dishes as appetizers, fresh bread, German white wine, and whole fish baked in crocks in brick ovens, covered with onions and greens and tomatoes. The fish broke off in small strips that melted in your mouth. We drank before during and after dinner. Martha started to get animated after a few drinks and we all conversed too loudly, enjoying jokes and stories from one another. I was sitting beside Martha and she touched my arm often. Gail was beside Giancomo, and Gabriella beside Milo. I felt sorry for Cal because he was beside Lornea and she did not participate, mostly she observed the group, I hoped not critically.

	It was close to midnight as we started the drive back. We went straight to the launch where the crew was patiently awaiting our return. I was surprised that Giancomo allowed us all to board the launch at once. It actually had six comfortable seat but we doubled up for two. We arrived at the Gabbiano without mishap and upon boarding Cal volunteered to mix a Margarita cocktail for everyone. Whilst sitting in the living area waiting our turn to get the cocktail, Giancomo informed me that the attorney that was putting together the purchase of the cargo vessels would be on board tomorrow morning to speak with me.

	 

	Halfway through the cocktail Gail and I excused ourselves, said goodnight to our friends, and went to our cabin. No sooner were we in the cabin when Gail realized that she had left her small purse on the edge of the bar. She asked me to go back for it. As I exited our cabin Gabriella and Martha were in the passageway, entering Martha's cabin. I cheerily chastised them with, "Now what are you two planning," and I continued upstairs.

	 

	The next morning Gail and I sat with the attorney Mateo for forty five minutes listening to the details of Giancomos' vessel ownership arrangement. Mateo was Greek, living in Switzerland, and he specialized in shipping. Gaincomo sat with us but never said a word. It sounded like it would be risk free, and that we may actually make some money. Gail and I were working people, we saved a little but knew nothing about investments. It was important that we did not risk what little we had. But what was needed was surprisingly little, something I was certain Gaincomo had arranged. When the meeting was over the attorney asked, "So, may I go ahead and begin the documentation?"

	 

	Giancomo immediately responded, "Let them digest the information for a few days."

	 

	Guests trickled up for breakfast and by ten Giancomo announced that an archeologist from a museum in Ankara would be on board in ten minutes. We were all gathered in the living area when this mustachioed and stately gentleman entered the room, introducing himself including his title of doctor. We all assumed he had a PhD. in archeology.

	 

	The object of his being there was to familiarize us with the long great history of Turkey. The good doctor had many props and he began he lay before him models of churches and mosques, senate halls and tombs of great people. He left us with a real picture of the greatness of Turkey in BC and in early AD and the 17th century, and it was fascinating. Of course he also mentioned the palace Topkapi but, we were not going to Istanbul on this trip. Finally we were reminded that Diogenes was born here,...in Sinop.

	 

	Gail and Gabriella looked comfortable as well as appealing in long loose shorts and soft colored blouses. I believed they had discussed what to wear the evening before. Lornea was wearing simple straight slacks that were loose, but you could still tell there was an excellent figure beneath. Martha had worn a pair of shorts that were tight, and when facing me I could make out the bulge around her vagina. She had a V-neck shirt that showed cleavage and, for the first time I saw how very endowed she was. Her breasts were very big, and I smiled when I saw Gail look at her. Gail always felt she needed more, and I figured she was lamenting "Why not me."

	 

	When we boarded the launch for the town, we all had a very different perspective on the area and about Turkey. Today our bus was headed in the opposite direction toward the little town of Anaycik where we would base and eat, and from there we went to see Bronze Age findings, and architecture that endured the ages.

	 

	Everywhere we went a slew of friendly people were ready to help, struggling with the little English they knew. We stopped twice at coffee stands where they offered pastry that was light as air, crusted with pistachios or other nuts and fruits. We ate lunch in the simplicity of a large undecorated room, and the fresh fish, lamb, and vegetables were something to make a first class restaurant blush. When we returned to Sinop it was late afternoon. Again we passed through without stopping at the hotel, and we boarded the launch in two groups to spend the rest of the evening on board.

	 

	From when we boarded until the buffet was served we drank wine and cocktails. We ate from a buffet that amazed me. Being on a boat didn't seem to hinder the chef in any way. Plans for the next day were mentioned by Giancomo, we would try the beaches.

	 

	Every once in a while I would find Giancomo and Milo sitting in a corner, or having coffee early in the morning, talking. I gathered that Giancomo was briefing him on issues that related to his project in Dubai. On the third day Giancomo asked me what our decision was regarding the ship. I told him that in principle we agreed but, we needed to know how much money we needed, and how much was required in reserve if we had a problem. "Nothing and none," he responded smiling.

	 

	"How does that work? I asked.

	 

	"My contract to you for the Charter is what you finance on." He paused letting it sink in, then continued, "My deposit for the Charter is what your deposit for the vessel will be. It will be in a company name, your company, and Mateo will be a Director and handle things for you. Once a year you meet and settle business issues." It sounded simple enough so I agreed and I thanked Giancomo for the opportunity. He assured Mateo would have documents ready before we finish our holiday.

	 

	As an aside, I've already been informed of the shipping company meeting for this year in Portofino. The company pays all the expenses so, Gail and I will travel at their expense in August of next year which fortunately coincides with our holiday.

	 

	When we arrived on deck the next morning two other boats were anchored in the bay. One was a very large sailboat half again as big as the Gabbiano, and painted black. The other was what looked like an eighty to one hundred foot Berger, glistening white with a launch and dingy alongside.

	 

	Our professor boarded after a while and we had another history lesson. Today we were told about cities built in 701 BC, cities built, or rebuilt, by Hadrian. Of Roman coliseums and Bronze Age settlements and of tribes like the Hittites and leaders like him. The 15th century saw the greater part of the area come under the Ottoman rule of Sultan Mehmet. All in all, the lessons gave us a perspective that I believe influenced us during our visit. One thought that remained constant in my mind was that we were really in a Muslim country. It seemed to me like Turkey was a country resplendent with Greek and Roman history, that several centuries ago, became Muslim. Prior to this visit I pictured Turkey a part of Europe, now my image was altered.

	 

	We bussed to the beach and were surprised at the size and orderliness of everything from parking to beach chairs, towels and showers. The wide beaches were full of people but nothing near to the charm and half nude beaches of the Riviera. But, most of the crowd were Europeans, many Germans, and there was an abundance of young people that were backpacking or traveling.

	 

	Our driver helped as an attendant, carrying blankets and chairs. An arrangement of beach chairs was formed in a half circle, far enough apart to get sun but close enough to speak and be heard. Our girls were a sight to behold. Gail and Gabriella in bikini's stretched tight across perfect behinds, and tops that only hinted at covering them. Martha was wearing a swim bottom that was styled like a tight pair of shorts, so tight that every crack and bulge was noticeable. Her top was too small to cover her breasts and part of her areola was showing on both sides.

	 

	She seemed to like the attention she was drawing and I at least was smiling inwardly. Lornea was the one that shocked us all. She had on the simplest bikini that was too loose on the bottom, almost strings on top, and with her height it looked like she was posing for a magazine advert any way she stood. Her long legs took wide strides that somehow made her movements sexy. In a short time there was quite a gathering of towels and chairs around our little site.

	 

	The beach was very average. The day was made interesting by the people we met, the fruit and drinks and coffee that was constantly served. At one point Gail and I walked toward the WC and while I waited for her I struck up a conversation with a tall lanky young man, a university student from Berlin. Soon a very attractive brunette joined him and he introduced me to his girlfriend Liesel, and we continued to talk. When Gail came out I made introductions and again we continued, this time the girls joining in. I volunteered we sit and have a drink and we walked the hundred meters to a stand with a few tables alongside. The girls ordered soft drinks and Lorenz and I drank beer. He reminded me of Richard, a young man Gail had taken fancy to on a previous trip to Europe.

	 

	They were both students backpacking through Turkey. At one point when Gail was talking with Lorenz about the safety of backpacking, I took the time to look at Liesel. She had rich brown hair that hung loosely to her shoulders. It was simply combed back. Her complexion was a creamy white almost an ivory look, with large clear brown eyes. My first thought was that she seemed so open, almost innocent. Her teeth were a perfect white line in a broad and friendly smile. The girl was naturally attractive. She wore a swimsuit that was enticing because of what it covered, and though she was leaning forward listening to Gail and Lorenz, she would sit back from time flicking her hair with her right hand, and I mentally took note of the fullness of her breasts, not big, but full. Her figure was that of a very young girl, I didn't ask but I guessed she was nineteen or twenty. When she sat back at one stage she looked toward me and smiled, as if she knew I was sizing her up and she didn't mind. Her smile was so natural and her eyes so direct that I felt a quack of nervousness in my stomach.

	 

	Gail had a strong discussion with Lorenz about the World Trade Organization, which she believed was not an advantage to developed countries, whereas Lorenz was strongly in favor. The two of them had an interesting discussion, and all in the first fifteen minutes of meeting. We talked for ten minutes more then Gail stood up and while offering her hand to Lorenz she said, "Why don't we finish this on the beach... please," she smiled her most charming and looked at Liesel as well. We all rose and since Gail was still holding Lorenz's hand, I took Liesel's hand and we walked toward our spot on the beach.

	 

	After introductions, Gaincomo graciously invited them to join us, he found an attendant to bring more chairs, and he made them feel comfortable. Their chairs were placed beside Gabriella so that I could look across Gail and Gabriella and see Liesel, and what a view it was.

	 

	It had been several hours since we had arrived at the beach and we were all ready for lunch. Gaincomo had asked the hotel to organize a luncheon near the beach, without fish, and to surprise us. We left our chairs on the beach in the same circle, and tromped single line to the bus.

	 

	Just minutes away we disembarked at what looked like a large private house, and were greeted by a large man with a long mustache. His stomach was so large that I expected him to waddle but the opposite was the case. He sprang to the gate and in very good English and a beckoning right arm he directed the flow into the house. "Welcome," he said over and over, "please come in," and a double door was already open and waiting for our arrival.

	 

	We went through two musty rooms and into a covered courtyard. There was a huge square of tables set in the middle of the courtyard with thirteen places; bottled water and white wine were in a varied assortment of coolers on the table, as well as bread and rectangular plates of appetizers.

	 

	We learned the names from the large man as we 'Oooh'd and aaw'd' with each tasting. There were stuffed artichokes in olive oil, fire braised red peppers, several kinds of beans, stuffed zucchini, and the bread was heavy and still warm. A yoghurt sauce was placed in front of each plate and a vine leaf stuffed with onions, rice and pine nuts was beside it. We had only just begun and already it was a feast. There were German, Italian, and Turkish wines. We found the latter too sweet and we concentrated on the others, and we drank nine bottles of wine. By the time we had finished we were all sloshy from drinking and we needed a nap.

	 

	We drove back to the beach but in less then an hour we had all decided to head back to Sinop.

	 

	Giancomo invited Liesel and Lorenz and they were pleased to join us as they had already planned to go to Sinop that evening. I offered to help Liesel carry her backpack and was surprised at how heavy it was.

	 

	At the hotel Giancomo again stepped in, cornering Lorenz and me in the lobby, "You know," he said, "we are having a small party on the boat this evening. Why don't you and Liesel join us, we'll arrange to get you back afterwards."

	 

	"Really?" Lorenz answered, obviously surprised and pleased. "Thank you, we would love to be on a boat like that." When we arrived at Sinop we had pointed out the Gabbiano to Liesel and Lorenz and their look of awe was only topped by Liesels comment, "It's like from a movie."

	 

	"Do you want to ask Liesel?" Gaincomo asked.

	 

	"No," Lorenz insisted, "she'll be glad to go... we'll be glad."

	 

	Gail invited them to our hotel suite, saying, "You may want to change from your swimsuit, you can do that upstairs."

	 

	Once in the room Gail went into the toilet to change. Liesel carried both their backpacks to a corner of the room placing them behind a sofa chair and started rummaging through one. Lorenz sat on the sofa chairs and I sat on the couch looking at the news on TV. When Liesel stood up she placed some clothing on the back of Lorenz's chair and proceeded to take off her swimsuit top. I sat there mouth agape at the beauty of her breasts as they swung free. She rubbed them quickly as if she were cleaning off dust. I felt my face heating up. Then, just as quickly, she pulled a red sleeveless shirt over her head and was covered.

	 

	She bent forward again, and proceeded to take off the bottom of her swimsuit. She was partly behind the sofa chair so I could not see much until she stepped away, straightened a pair of panties in her hand and stepped into them. As she stepped away and stood for a second, I could see her pubic hair, she was naked from toe to tummy, and I could see the swimsuit tan lines and the alabaster white of her real color. My cock hardened and my heart raced. She was nonchalant about it as she stepped into a pair of white shorts and adjusted herself. When she was finished she looked at me with a soft smile. Lorenz had noticed as she started to take her shirt off but he paid not further attention.

	 

	When Gail came out of the toilet she was surprised to see Liesel dressed but she made no comment. I stepped into the toilet and was changed in a minute or two, then Lorenz entered, changed, and was back on the couch.

	 

	Gail offered, "Why don't you take what you need for this evening and leave the rest here."

	 

	That's a good idea," I thought out loud.

	 

	"Thank you. That would make it easier," Liesel offered, and she looked at Lorenz.

	 

	"Can we get them when we come back, if you are not here?" his sensibility guiding his consent.

	 

	I interjected, "Of course. We'll tell them when we leave, and we'll give you the key." That seemed to settle it.

	 

	Our group launched out to the boat in two runs. Gail and I took the second launch with Liesel and Lorenz. When we arrived on board only the sailors were at the steps. Everyone else was gone. Liesel stepped into the living area and stood breathless. She looked at me with a smile and whispered, "It's so different then what I expected."

	 

	"In what way?" I asked, and then I added, "You don't have to whisper you know."

	 

	"It's just so elegant," Lorenz offered addressing himself to Gail, then he turned to me and said, "Thank you for talking to me."

	 

	Gail laughed, "I was the one talking to you," she chided, and when he tried to make good the omission, she laughed again, "don't worry, we still feel the same way you do," and she held her hands out as if to indicate the boat, "about all this."

	 

	We took them to our cabin and drank Pannini water with lemon and we talked. Giancomo telephoned. "Rian, does nine sound like a good time to start?"

	 

	"Start what? I questioned.

	 

	"Didn't we promise our guests a party?" he responded.

	 

	I laughed, "Yes we did... nine sounds fine."

	 

	"Good. I'll ask the chef for an appetizer table instead of dinner, now I'm going to take a nap. Ciao."

	 

	As we had a couple of hours to kill I asked, if anyone wanted to take a nap?" No one answered. "Except me," I added.

	 

	Again no takers so I volunteered, "I can show you some of the boat," I offered.

	 

	"They both jumped at that and I proceeded to show them as much of the boat as possible. Gail joined us. On the rear deck we informed them that evenings were spent chatting, or reading, or listening to music. We all leaned on the rail and looked at Sinop, commenting on the town and the buildings we now recognized. Another yacht had anchored to our left.

	 

	It was close to nine PM when Gabriella called to say the buffet was being served. I answered the phone and she teased with, "Unless you like something more satisfying to your appetite, my love."

	 

	"I'm sure I'd be satiated for years...to cum," and I emphasized the "cum". Gabriella was quiet for a moment then asked, "What is satiated?"

	 

	"That's means satisfied," I said. "But whoever used it with you probably meant more then the word describes, I will explain later if you like." Gabriella was quiet for a moment, and then she chuckled, "Yes Rian later, I like." And we rang off.

	 

	We were greeted by a buffet table that was easily three meters in length and packed with food. One side featured fish laid out in large ice filled bowls. Boiled lobster and crab, huge shrimp and river shrimp with a half dozen dips, a chef was slicing smoked salmon that was covered with capers and onions, and small pieces of snapper were covered in a tomatoes sauce with sliced shallots. On the other side there was roast beef au jus and broiled ribs, as well as a meat salad that was made with thin strips of hand shredded beef, served cold with onions, garlic and a vinegar and oil dressing. The cold meat salad was so delicious that I took the time to ask the chef for the recipe.

	 

	In the center of the table was an array of a dozen or so salads and vegetables, hot breaded artichokes and artichoke hearts basted with lemon butter, pan fried green beans and two kinds of sautéed spinach. Next to the meat was a cart with three red wines, and on the fish side a choice of three white wines. It was a table of beauty and a feast that easily lasted two hours.

	 

	As quickly as the table was set up, it disappeared and pastry cakes and coffee was rolled into the living area where we were all comfortably ensconced. Too, there were ports and cognacs that I had never heard of and though I didn't drink any, I did taste the Port that Gail was drinking.

	 

	The CD music changed and Martha and Cal began to dance. It didn't take long for another couple to meander out, then another, and soon we were all dancing, and asking each others wife to dance. When I danced with Liesel I couldn't get over how warm and soft she felt. The doors that led to the rear deck were open and we choose to dance on the rear deck, just outside the doorway. The combination of the music, the lights from Sinop, was intoxicating, as well as my hardness pressed against her the whole time.

	 

	Gail was dancing inside with Lorenz and at one point they were talking with Milo and Lornea as they danced. Lorenz had his hands high on Gail's back but I noticed that most of the time his groin was pressed against her or her leg.

	 

	 

	I escorted Liesel back inside after a few dances. I didn't want to stop but I thought it best not to draw too much attention. Gabriella and Giancomo were dancing on the forward side of the living in an area near the formal dining section, and they took turns changing partners with Cal and Martha.

	 

	It was after midnight during a pause in our dancing when Gail asked, "Will Liesel and Lorenz be able to use the launch so late?"

	 

	"I'd guess the Captain is aware that there are guests aboard," I suggested. After a pause I added, "Why? Do you think we should invite them to stay?"

	 

	"With us?" Gail questioned.

	 

	I shook my head from side to side before responding, "I don't think it's appropriate if we invited them to stay on the boat...that's Giancomo's call, but if he does we can...could invite them to stay with us."

	 

	Gail looked at me, leaned closer and whispered, "Do you want to invite her...are you interested?"

	 

	I thought out my response, "Yes, I think so." I smiled looking at Gail, "Watching you and Lorenz dance convinced me I might be alone tonight. You like him, don't you?"

	 

	Gail first blushed, then shook her head from side to side and reached to touch my arm. She smiled her Rian melting smile, "Maybe...but you could always be beside me, you know."

	 

	We were two groups now, ours being Milo and Lornea, Liesel and Lorenz and Gail and myself. We were sitting in the aft of the living area in and out the doors to the rear deck. Giancomo and Cal and their ladies were inside and at the other end of the living area. Our group was sitting in a circle, drinks in hand and chatting, when Liesel turned to me and said, "I think we should get back to Sinop," she smiled her so innocent smile adding, "We can not keep the sailors up all the night." I smiled and nodded, more at my thoughts then in agreement with her. The way she spoke English, pronouncing each word so carefully, so slowly, was seductive.

	 

	Just moments later Giancomo and Cal announced that they were retiring for the night and they made their goodbye rounds. As usual Gabriella kissed me, in front of everyone, and Gaincomo was pure nonchalance about it. He leaned in toward me and Liesel getting read to speak quietly. Lorenz leaned across his girlfriend to hear, and Giancomo said, "I've asked the Captain to prepare one of the crew quarters rooms for you, if you'd like to stay on board. If not, the launch can take you whenever you are ready."

	 

	Lorenz thanked him, smiling with glee but Liesel, so womanly in her response, said, "Oh, I don't have clean things and a toothbrush, and my..." she stopped halfway through her sentence and smiled then said, "Thank you, Mr. Giancomo, it is so kind, thank you." Giancomo turned and left and Liesel added, "...but I think we'll go back to Sinop tonight."

	 

	Shortly afterwards they boarded the launch, with an invite for the next day. We had given them our keys for the hotel room, and they stayed at the hotel that night. Of course I was disappointed that Liesel had gone, and soon afterwards we said goodnight to Milo and Lornea and we all retired.

	 

	The next morning there was another lecture. Somehow Giancomo had gotten word to Lorenz and Liesel and they were present. This day we learned about the sex of Sinop, or lack thereof. It seems Sinop was named after Sinope the daughter of a river God. Legend said she refused to marry Zeus and prayed for eternal virginity. Zeus abandoned his efforts and left her alone on the Sinop peninsula. There were a few turned heads when the lecturer insisted Sinop was the seat of the virgins for the gods. That the city was started in 4500 BC was disputed as soon as we were out of hearing range of the Professor.

	 

	We launched back to Sinop at eleven that morning and headed inland, to a pool just fifteen minutes distant. Gabriella and Gail had spent much of the morning chattering away. One conversation I overheard sounded like they were trying to arrange our getting together at Christmas time.

	 

	Our group left poolside in the late afternoon. Plans were for all of us to go to the hotel, freshen up and have dinner at the hotel, before returning to the boat. When we arrived at Sinop we all looked out toward the Gabbiano and noticed that the other boats that had been harbored were gone, and only one small yacht was anchored pretty close to the Gabbiano. Gabriella commented on the missing boats, "They were smart," she said. We all laughed. It was known that she was not enamored with the Black Sea. A comment she made the day before about understanding why communism did not continue in Eastern Europe was that the leaders "...wanted to go to the Cote Azure for holidays."

	 

	When we arrived at the hotel Lorenz and Liesel walked with us to the room and gathered up their backpacks. It seems he had made arrangements to clean up using Milo's room.

	 

	We were all gathered downstairs at about six thirty as dinner had been planned for seven. We started drinking a very cold German ice wine that seemed to be in great abundance at the hotel. Dinner was very late and we continued to drink until we sat down well after eight.

	 

	Again it was another feast, there was much to eat and drink and it was showing. The hotel had organized some live music that was a combination of Arab and modern instruments and beat. It was captivating and we were all moving to the rhythm.

	 

	Lorenz was seated to Gail's left and they were chatting and swaying to the music, Gail was smiling, her face flushed with wine and excitement. I felt a little love tinge looking at her that way. She was so uncomplicated once she felt at ease, and at this time she was openly enjoying herself.

	 

	Gabriella was sitting on my right when she leaned toward me, "Don't you think we should start back?" She leaned the other way and I assume she said the same thing to Giancomo. Within ten minutes we were up and gathering ourselves for the launch.

	 

	I excused myself and headed toward our room to get a small bag that had some personal things I had carried and my camera. I was back downstairs in five or six minutes but the bus was gone. Rather than wait for them to realize I was missing I asked for a taxi, and a young boy in the hotel ran off to fetch one. I arrived at the dock and the first launch had gone. Cal and Martha were sitting on a railing and Liesel was standing in front of them conversing, waiting for the launch to return.

	 

	We were waiting a good twenty or thirty minutes when we realized the launch was not on its way back. I tried using my mobile phone to call the Gabbiano's London telephone number but there was a 'no service available' message on my screen. Another fifteen minutes went by and I decided that they must have forgotten to return. I took a taxi back to the hotel to call. My call went straight through and the Captain was on the line. He was immediately full of apologies. It seems the launch driver had not informed the Captain that he had to go back for us. He assured they would be leaving in minutes. I took a taxi back to the pier to wait with Cal and the girls.

	 

	When we arrived at the Gabbiano, the deck was empty save for one of the sailors at the top of the steps. I was the last one on the deck and Liesel was waiting for me. Cal and Martha went into the

	 

	living and were mixing themselves drinks when we walked in. "Care for something," Cal called out.

	 

	"Yes, Thanks, a Compari soda," and I turned to Liesel. When she nodded I called out, "Make that two, please." Drinks in hand, Cal and Martha went rummaging through a CD file that was near the television and started a movie.

	 

	We sat and watched for a few minutes then I rose and addressing Liesel I said, "I'm going to finish my drink outside. Want to join me?" She followed me outside and we stood at the railing facing Sinop for a few minutes then I took her hand, "Let's go forward to the lounges."

	 

	Once on the sun deck I pushed two lounge chairs to the very rear of the deck and placed them beside one another, and we sat together, legs stretched out, at a slight angle facing forward in the shadows. I knew what was on her mind and she finally asked, "Is Lorenz with Gail?"

	 

	I pondered honesty or evasiveness, then answered, "Yes, I think so."

	 

	She placed her hand on my arm, moving her fingers for a moment or two. Her hand lay still for a minute then she moved it until it was resting on my upper thigh. I turned to look at her face in the darkness, and she turned her head toward me. I leaned across and we gently kissed. Her lips were soft and the kiss was slow, first my tongue testing her lips, then her tongue moving. I felt her fingers tighten on my thigh as our tongues probed one another. I turned to better position myself and our kiss became more intense, my mouth pressing hard against her lips. I reached with my left hand to grasp her upper right arm just to hold on, and my wrist was pressed firmly against her breast.

	 

	Our kiss ended, I sat back and turning towards Liesel said, "That's been on my mind all day."

	 

	Her response was a simple, "Mmmhh," but her fingers moved again on my thigh. My left arm was wedged between us; I pulled it out and lay my hand on the flesh of her thigh, curling my fingers between her thighs which were pressed together. At first I did not move but soon I started pressing, and then rubbing, until Liesel imperceptibly moved her legs. The lessened pressure between them allowed my hand to slide downward. I turned to kiss her again, at first not removing my hand. When the angle became clumsy I withdrew my hand and immediately replaced it with my right hand, and boldly moved it upwards fully cupping her vagina.

	 

	 

	For a good five minutes I rubbed and squeezed the warm flesh between her legs and cupped her vagina through her shorts. She let my hand slid under her shirt and I moved upwards to first gently cup and weigh her brassiere-less breasts. They were firm and silky, with her nipples already jutting out. Even if I had lifted her shirt I would not have been able to see them, but they felt perfect, and sensitive, judging from her sigh when I took her nipple between my fingers.

	 

	I wanted to remove her shorts, touch the flesh between her legs, but leaning over her the way I was made it difficult to slide my hand down her stomach. Instead I slid my hand up her thigh and between the leg of her shorts. My fingers slid across the front of her panties, they were wet. Without pretense I moved my fingers higher up her panties and slid one finger under the elastic, then downwards until the back of my fingers were on her pussy. I felt a surge of excitement course through my groin, my cock heaved. She was warm and moist, her pubic hair a silky down.

	 

	I kissed her again and she literally devoured my tongue. Her kiss was so complete, open mouthed and stretching, almost trying to swallow my tongue, but tender soft. I let my bent fingers slip into the folds of her pussy and as they slid through her slit, upward from bottom to top, she sighed into my mouth. I repeated the movement and felt her thighs ever so slightly rising. I pressed half of my finger flat in the seam of her slit like I was covering her pussy entrance, protecting it, then I pressed. Again her thighs humped upwards. I moved my hand upward while keeping the pressure with the finger that was placed pressing against her, and when the tip of my finger reached her hole, it slipped inside her.

	 

	I waited a moment then started to move my finger, while slowly bending my wrist to allow my finger to slide into her. Liesel had her right hand on my left arm and she gripped me tightly sighing softly. I slid my finger slowly into her until it would go no further. I could feel her wetness accumulating on the edge of the palm of my hand. When I started a slow retreat Liesels pussy tightened as if to try to keep me in her.

	 

	I started a gentle pumping motion, thrusting steadily with one finger. She was very wet. I doubled my fingers together and tried to slip a second finger into her. I had entered my middle and forefinger to the first joint when she took hold of my wrist to indicate her discomfort. I withdrew and entered her again with just my middle finger until fully inside her then started to touch and tweak her clit between my thumb and forefinger. Liesel sighed as I was moving forward to kiss her again. I stopped to turn my head toward sounds I heard. People were talking nearby. My finger was still in her. She looked up as well, we were watching two people round the bend of the wheelhouse walking towards us in the darkness, talking. As they reached the sun deck I could tell that it was Lorenz. At first I thought he was with Gail, but the heights were wrong, it was Lornea.

	 

	Liesel grabbed my wrist and pulled my hand away. I sat facing forward and she moved toward the middle of her chair. They didn't notice us until they were almost upon us. Lorenz had his arm around Lornea's waist and they were softly speaking.

	 

	By now we looked innocent. Lornea noticed us first, she strained to see who it was and by the time she recognized us Lorenz started, "Oh... you surprised me." The air was tense for a few moments as Liesel and Lorenz sort of faced off with one another. She spoke first, "We were just talking about you," she lied, "wondered where you went?"

	 

	As Lorenz started to speak my mind wandered. I wasn't listening to them any longer. I assumed that Gail had gone back to our room with Lorenz and was there, all along, waiting for me. I felt guilty. I rose and touched Liesel on the shoulder, "Goodnight Liesel," I said, adding, "Thanks for the company," I nodded toward Lornea and Lorenz, saying their names. They were almost in unison saying "goodnight," and I left.

	 

	I barley opened the large wooden door of our suite and slipped into the dark room. Only a trickle of bathroom light coming through the louvered doors illuminated the rooms. I must have come in quickly because it took Gail more then a few seconds to realize I was there. She was sitting in profile on the edge of the bed to my right, her back toward me completely naked. Her upper body was bent forward I could make out the profile of her right breast. Standing in front of her, also naked, was Milo. Gail was still holding his cock which had been pressed against her left cheek, as she rubbed it against her face.

	 

	Milo was standing with both hands on his buttocks, his body arched, his head tossed backwards

	 

	Although I couldn't see, he must have had his eyes closed because he did not notice me for the longest time. I thought I could see the extension of his cock sticking out in the back of Gail's head, but I wasn't sure. Maybe my imagination was working overtime. The cabin was heady with the smell of sex. My mind was racing. All the while I thought Lorenz was with Gail, he was with Lornea. "Does that mean Gail had planned to be with Milo," I questioned in my mind. "Was she leading me on these past two days?" The thought cropped up in my mind, "what other signs have I missed."

	 

	Gail had her head turned toward me now. "Rian, please come here," she said in a soft voice. I didn't move. The door was still slightly ajar. "Rian," she urged softly, it was said in an asking tone. I closed the door and started to slowly walk to the left of the bed, away from them, through the louvered doors on my side and into the closet. I left them in the darkness.

	 

	I stood like a sulking child in the darkness of the closet for some moments, it may have been minutes. I was taking stock of my feelings. It wasn't jealousy, "What was I feeling? What right did I have, I was pursuing Liesel," I reasoned. I felt cold, detached, and even though she didn't stop when she saw me enter, I wasn't angry with Gail.

	 

	I proceeded to undress and when I took my shorts off I realized that they were wet where the tip of my penis fell. Liesel came back to mind. I put on clean shorts, and opened the door to the bathroom, the lights were already burning. I brushed my teeth and returned to the closet. I peered through the louvers on the door but was only able to see the ends of the bed. I entered the room again. Gail was still sitting in the same place. Milo was standing in front of her and between her legs, looking down. Gail had her legs spread with her right foot resting on the side of Milo's upper calf and her knees spread wide. It looked like he was rubbing himself on her or trying to enter her. I could only see her back.

	 

	I moved onto the bed and slid between the light blanket that was wrapped in two sheets. The movement caused Gail to momentarily look behind her, then she resumed looking down between her legs. I lay still watching her back and watching him. He looked at me for a fleeting second then returned to his concentration. The darkness was good. You could sense someone looking at you but you didn't have to meet their eyes.

	 

	I was in bed a good five minutes when Gail finally made a sound, "Uuhhooh" and then she said "wait." After some moments of stillness there was more movement and she breathed a whispered, "Slow...Uuhh...ooh."

	 

	Again more movement, barley perceptible. The room smelled of sex. Gail flinched and said, "Uuhh ...wait." I was lying high on my pillows about two feet from her, my head turned watching them. Gail had her right arm propped behind her on the bed, her left arm was grasping Milo's hip. Again Gail sounded, "Huhh...Oohhh," but it was more a sigh then a moan. This time it looked like Milo had pulled his groin back. If he was in her, it was not much, but when he drew back she sighed.

	 

	I inched over in the bed and reached my left hand out and placed it on Gail's lower back. She didn't acknowledge it at first. As Milo was trying to enter her again he pressed forward and I could feel her body tense, I felt his pressure through her, he was pushing in when Gail made a throaty groan, Uugghh..." it sounded painful but she kept her gaze downward without moving away. Her left hand reached behind her and touched my arm just below where it was resting on her back. I acknowledged her touch and moved my hand just as she moaned, "Uuhh,oohh," and as she breathed in she whispered a long and breathy "Yeess."

	 

	I watched Milo start his rhythm. Small movements. Now his right hand was on Gail's shoulder. Sometimes she looked down, sometimes at him. He could not have been deep in her because his movements were short. It was at least fifteen minutes since I had walked in, when Gail let out a deep throaty moan, Aagghh...uuhh-yesss," and she strained to look down, "It's halfway in she whispered," like she had just made a great discovery.

	 

	I removed my left arm from her back and wedged it under the cheeks of her behind. I could feel Milo pumping in and out. Her cheeks flexed with each thrust and pull. "Put both your legs on the bed," he whispered to Gail. She obliged, using both arms as props. Milo pulled her closer to the edge of the bed and was concentrated between her legs. I had to re-lodge my hand under her behind. At first he had both hands on his cock rubbing against her. Then he hooked his arms under her legs and concentrated on moving his groin, trying to rub against her and center his cock. When he was centered Gail moved slightly forward helping him lodge his cock in her. At that moment Milo released Gail's leg freeing his right hand and he grabbed his cock and lifted upwards, like he was trying to make Gail bigger for his entry. Gail actually rose an inch off the bed.

	 

	Milo was pumping again, slowly, this time longer stokes, and I imagined he was deeper into Gail now. After what seemed a very long time Gail's body jolted and she half screamed "Aagghh..." and her arms went from behind her, one grasping his behind and the other his left hip. Gail's legs straightened for a moment then curled around Milo's thighs, her heels anchoring on the cheeks of his behind. I guessed that Milo was now mostly inside her because she started to moan "Ooohh-aahh," then she would breath out sighing, "Aahh." Every time he was deep inside her she softly sighed, a sound tinged with pain and pleasure.

	 

	On and on this continued. My heart was pounding. I could feel each thrust forward through my hand on her behind. I was actually sweating as if I were making love to her. I noticed that my cock was straining at my shorts. He was humping in and out of her for fifteen minutes now, yet he never kissed her or touched her breasts. For some dumb reason I was glad of that.

	 

	Gail was now moaning with every thrust, and sighing as he would pull away. Suddenly I felt an especially hard thrust and Gail made a soft half scream half whine, "Aayyahh...aahh," her hands reaching to her head and face as she whispered excitedly, "It's in...it's all in," and when she let go of Milo she fell backwards onto the bed, her head coming to rest on my thigh.

	 

	I could now see Milo completely. He was well built, strong enough to continue this forever. His groin was pressed against Gail and he was imperceptibly swaying from side to side, immersed to his balls in my wife.

	 

	Gail had her hands on her face, like she was expecting some great pain or pleasure, one leg wrapped behind Milo, the other hanging over the edge of the bed.

	 

	Slowly, ever so slowly he started humping into Gail, but the humping was more movement of his hips rather then pulling his cock in and out of Gail. Whatever sensations it created I did not know, but it must have been intense, it was driving Gail with pleasure. She would sigh and wreath about on the bed, sometimes reaching her hand to grab his arm, then she'd run her hand up and down her stomach and across her breasts. All the time she was moaning and sighing, great long breathy "Aahhh's, and Oohhh's."

	 

	Finally Milo started to hump in and out of Gail with purpose. At first it seemed an inch or two would slide out of her pussy, but it was still hard to see. Gail groaned with pleasure. Both her arms were spread beside her, her left hand clawing at the bed dressing each time he plunged into her, her right hand clutching a lump of the sheet, squeezing with each thrust. I had my right hand tucked under her neck, and my left resting on her breast, occasionally tweaking and pinching her nipples. It wasn't lost on Milo that I had now joined in, and he responded by attending to Gail with yet more energy.

	 

	Some five minutes had passed and the strain of accepting so large a cock was now more pleasure than discomfort. Milo was humping into Gail with abandon, yet he seemed attentive to her ability to take him. I imagined that at least six inches of cock was sliding out of her each time he pulled back. He had to do a double motion when he pulled out, first bending his waist and pulling his groin back, then moving his body back a little. With a half foot of cock sliding out, I could now see his thickness, and I was amazed that Gail could take something so large in her. His cock was glistened afresh with her wetness with each outward pull.

	 

	Gail was humping back, lifting her groin to meet his forward thrust. Sometimes when he took his time pushing back in, she would rise to encourage him forward. I felt the telltale tremble. Gail started to shake slightly, and when he was deep in her she sighed, breathing out, "Ooahh," it sounded like Noah with the N being an H, "Ooahh...Yesss," she would sigh. I was running the palm of my hand over her nipple, then pinching and squeezing her breast. I was watching Milo's cock sliding in and out of Gail, mesmerized by the width, and always wondering when the end would appear. I looked often at Gail, her eyes pinched shut, licking her lips every so often, and she was totally and absolutely lost in the pleasure.

	 

	However much time went by I did not know, but it seemed he had been in Gail forever. Her tremble had deepened and she was constantly moaning and sighing, sometimes turning her head from side to side. Milo was humping more forcefully now and his strokes were longer. Gail's tremble became shaking all over and at one point she humped upwards, lifting herself off the bed and hissed loudly, "Yess... do it," then another "Ooahh, aahh," as she met his thrust. Milo sensed her orgasm nearing and was now humping Gail with deep long strokes.

	 

	At one point I felt Milo withdraw but I was looking at Gail's face, sweaty, eyes squeezed shut, mouth open ready to kiss or sigh. When he hesitated coming forward her closed eyes twitched and I looked toward him. I was absolutely astounded. The length of cock that was sticking out of Gail's pussy was immense. It was fat, glistening and looked like twice the size of mine.

	 

	How could any man be so big? I mused...and how could Gail take that in her belly? I could not imagine how anything that long could fit inside her. His cock head was right at the edge of her pussy, which probably meant there was still another inch or two I could not see. I watched, in awe, as he started to hump forward. The glistening wet pole just slid in, disappeared, the only sign of where it had been buried was Gail's deep sigh, "Ooahh, yes...do it."

	 

	I was transfixed on Milo's cock disappearing inside Gail, again and again. She was trembling and I knew she was experiencing the small continuous orgasms that she occasionally had. She was softly whimpering between each thrust, ending in her throaty "Ooahh...yes." When her orgasm was full upon her, she thrust her hips upward and stayed up, begging force from his humping motion and she screamed, "Oh mi...Ooahh...do it, do it, Aaagghh," shuddering as each wondrous wave coursed through her body. Milo had thrust forward and stayed stone still as Gail went through the throes of her climax. A minute maybe two passed, Gail did not move.

	 

	Milo must have felt some signal through his cock because he started to slowly move again. Gail opened her eyes and touched his arm. He stopped. She touched him after a moment or two as if to encourage him to continue.

	 

	He started sliding his cock at first slowly then more quickly, it was soaked with Gail's wetness, and it slid into her effortlessly, disappearing then reappearing, wet and hard. Now it was Milo's turn as he whispered, "I'm cumming... in a" he sounded out of breath, "I'm cumming." Gail grasped his arm and watched him as he began to shoot into her. His back arched, his head lolled backwards, he grunted an "Aarrhh," and humped his behind forward, pushing deeply into Gail. I watched his hips twitch forward as each charge erupted. He was shooting his cum deep into her belly, twice, thrice, then Gail took hold of his head with both hands and as she quickly turned it to front she leaning forward and fixed her mouth over his, kissing him as he humped his fifth, sixth, seventh, eruption.

	 

	Milo fell forward exhausted his head on the side of Gail's right cheek. He was still lying full upon her, her wide legs open and partially wrapped around him. His cock was still in her. Both of them were leaning on my left leg. Gail opened her eyes and turned to look at me. It was too dark to see her eyes but I knew that this was some sort of first, and that we had passed a milestone in our relationship. I did not tell her but when she reached for his face and kissed him, I started to cum too, and I never touched myself, and I felt ashamed.

	 

	The next day Gail tried to do as little walking as possible. Even I had to laugh when she told me she was still sore and still dripping from last night. She wore a lot of perfume that day, and when I questioned her she said she did not want to smell of sex.

	 

	The next few days were busy as we were planning to leave Sinop. I never had the fortune to sleep with Liesel though I did have a finger in her again, in the hotel, two days later.

	 

	Two days later Milo and Lornea and Gail and I had too much to drink and we wound up in bed together. I imagined it would be fun but Lornea turned out to be a distant lady. I felt as if she were checking her fingernails behind my back, when we made love. I eventually stopped and opted to watch Gail and Milo again, and to join them. I was jealous that Milo had the ability to make Gail cum in absolute abandon.

	 

	Giancomo and Gabriella had many liaisons with Cal and Martha, and we believed it was because Martha and Gabriella liked each other. One evening on shore Gail was chatting with Cal and Milo and Gabriella spent most of the evening near me, and then sat beside me at dinner. At one point she reached under the tale and touched my thigh, then my cock through my pants. I was immediately hard.

	 

	Later, during coffee after dinner Gail said how pleased she was with Giancomo getting us all, meaning Gabriella too, in the boat business. Gabriella with her direct humor says, "Gaincomo tries to be like Rian, now he's trying to make Rian like him." She did not say it quietly and I wondered if it would offend Giancomo. It did not. Instead he laughed, saying, "She's right."

	 

	Gail responded courteously, "Giancomo doesn't need to copy anyone."

	 

	Gabriella laughed, "He (Giancomo) is in my heartbeat, but let me tell you," She continued, "Under the table tonight I touched Rian, boom," she said, slapping her hands together to emphasize the immediacy, "he become... like a rock." As she turned to look at me smiling, she added, "I think Gaincomo would like to copy that."

	 

	We all laughed loudly, Gail too, but she blushed as well. I was so surprised, even embarrassed, that she advertised what we had done. Giancomo answered in a state less then his sober self, "Once again, she is right. But modern science looks after people like me...with little blue pills." We all laughed.

	 

	At the end of the Black Sea part of our holiday, we said goodbye to Cal and Martha, and to Milo and Lornea. I understood from Giancomo that Milo would meet us again in Monte Carlo at the end of our trip.

	 

	Cal made it a point to get us to agree to get together again. On one occasion he took hold of my hand and held it, patting it with his other hand. He smiled as he held me captive, patting away. It was a friendly gesture, close, and whether genuine or not, it made it hard not to agree with him. So we agreed to meet again.

	 

	During conversation one evening Cal asked Gabriella why she spelled her name with two L's. She smiled acknowledging that the question had been asked before. "My mother thought she saw the angel Gabriel while she was giving birth," she replied, then pausing for effect, she added, "but she was a bad speller." We all burst out laughing. Later on she confided, "That story is a fantasy I made years ago. But it's true my mother couldn't spell. Like Giancomo, the whole family can not spell." That was the first time she had ever referenced a family relationship with Giancomo, something we had heard two years before.

	 

	That night, when everyone was gone, after a light meal and wine with Gabriella and Giancomo, Gail and I sat side by side in deck chairs on the back deck facing Sinop.

	 

	We got to talking about the past days and she and Milo. I asked if she would like to see him again. She looked at me a long time, and then nodded her head. "Yes...with you."

	 

	She asked if I had enjoyed Leisel. When I told her that we had only petted, she was astounded.

	 

	"Why," she asked. "I thought you liked her."

	 

	"I did...I do," I answered, "but things happened and we couldn't." I had the feeling that Gail felt badly because during her being with Milo, she was thinking that I was enjoying the company of Leisel.

	 

	The next morning we headed to shore where an old Mercedes was waiting to drive us to the airport. A handful of people were at the port to say goodbye to Giancomo, and to thank him for his generosity. At the airport I expected an old worn out inter city aircraft. Instead it was a new corporate jet that Giancomo had flown in from Nice and would take us back to France.

	 

	Passing customs when you arrive in your own plane was quite a different experience. We were rushed through the procedure by an agent of the airline rental company, all of us sitting and talking with each other as the customs agent checked our passports.

	 

	Giancomo had another plan for this part of our holiday. He had rented a villa just above the city of Eze, about twenty or thirty miles from Monaco. The house was in a small valley not far from Piellon and Chateaneuf of wine making renown. The village was a labyrinth of old houses clustered together, while the villa where we were to stay was a kilometer away. Around the villa were several other smaller buildings, maybe caretaker's houses, all in ochre colors with red tiled roofs. The scene as we approached was picture perfect, the village nestled in gentle rolling hills, a curving road knifing through the green.

	 

	The villa Giancomo had rented was ancient, something out of Architectural Digest. Marble floors in the entry with frescoed ceilings. A dining area with a glittering chandelier complimented by paneled walls in a cherry wood color. Huge pools in the back of the house led to beautifully kept gardens and beyond many hectares were staked with grape vines that started at the end of the garden and spread out in every direction. The trimmed bushes of the garden looked like the headquarters and the grapevine stakes like sentinels ranked around their leaders. Gail agreed when I said the villa and the property reeked of power, and permanence.

	 

	There was a master suite downstairs and up a wide curving stairway on the second level, four more rooms, two of which were also master suites. Gabriella and Giancomo were upstairs on the south side of the building and Gail and I on the opposite side, the right. I would guess our bedroom was eight meters square. When we opened the door we stood in a small hallway looking at half the bed and a huge bamboo chair full of thick pillows beside the bed. The room was apportioned to perfection with an arch on the far side with a couch and TV. A strip of curtain on the arch made it look like another room. A large makeup table was set in an alcove leading into the bathroom which was half again as large as the bedroom, with two dark wooden doors, the bottom part solid the top part louvered. Our bed had a huge frame and was so high off the floor that a small person would need a step-up to climb into bed.

	 

	The moment we were alone in the room I ran and took a flying leap onto the bed, and Gail reprimanded me, warning that the bed may cave in. She climbed onto the bed by turning backwards and sitting on the edge. I dragged her into the center of the mattress and we wrestled and giggled for fifteen minutes.

	 

	To my absolute delight the villa had a hard top tennis court, and Gabriella had arranged for players from Nice and Monte Carlo to be up at the villa almost every day. Giancomos' plans were for us to spend our days at the villa, with evenings eating out, and on Saturday, a party was planned for about fifty people.

	 

	That evening Giancomo and I were sitting in the study waiting for the girls to come down when we would all go out to dinner. We were drinking water direct from the bottles and chatting, when the villa telephone rang. Gaincomo answered and immediately started talking in Italian, it sounded to me as if he were giving instructions to someone. His voice softened and after a few words, he listened, and then ended with, "Grazia...Grazia lei, Tilda."

	 

	"That was Tilda," he said as he rang off. "I was thanking her...she is the one that found this Villa." I knew Tilda was his English secretary that spoke Italian, French and Spanish. The few times I had spoken with her she seemed to always revert to Spanish, and her Spanish was flawless. Giancomo continued, "She did a good job finding this place, with short notice."

	 

	The girls came down in slacks looking comfortable, large scarves on their arms in the event the evening took a chill. Gabriella wore loose beige slacks and a soft green blouse of the most beautiful material. When I commented on it she laughed, "It's made from wood, by Tommy Bahama, made in Italy," and she spread her arms and curtsied. She looked so elegant.

	 

	Gail was wearing patterned blue on blue slacks, a bit more fitted then Gabriella's slacks, and an off white armless knitted blouse that was loose and cut low on her chest. Both Gaincomo and I were sizing her up, wondering how much we would see if she leaned forward. Giancomo commented, "And you look beautiful too, Gail." She blushed at the compliment in spite of the fact that she was relaxed around Giancomo. He and I both smiled at how easily she flustered. She was wearing the large round earrings that I called her gypsy-wear, and the makeup above her eyes was white, making her eyes look a vivid green.

	 

	Gabriella was looking at Gail's feet and suddenly placed her hand over her mouth in shock. It frightened me for a moment as well. They were both wearing the same shoes. Gail's shoes were blue flat sandals with a leather strip across the toes festooned with colored stones. Gabriella had the exact same pair in beige. Giancomo took it as an omen, "They're destined to be sisters," he said. It made for some fun conversation later that evening.

	 

	There were two BMW cars in the covered parking, which were for us to drive. Giancomo drove us to the small village just minutes away from the Villa. We were expected and greeted by a tall white haired, black mustachioed man we assumed to be the owner. Taking liberties that only an older man could get away with, he greeted the girls, flirting with his "bella Ragazzi", as he called them, almost ignoring both Giancomo and me. He took the two girls by their arms and led us to an outside table on a small balcony with only four other tables. We slowly went through four courses of delicately prepared food, and two bottles of wine, in a relaxed setting, with the cool mountain air settling over the town.

	 

	Before midnight we were back at the villa, and we sat chatting and playing backgammon for another hour. Giancomo informed us that on Sunday at noon, there would be a group of three couples coming up to play tennis, and that Gail and I would be the fourth couple. "It's called the Campionata d Modelo" he said, grinning, "And I am the promoter, and the trophy is very special." We were intrigued. He had a roguish look on his face and Gail commented, "You're up to mischief Gian." Gail asked Gabriella if she knew what the prize was and she nodded, laughing, "Yes and only Gian could think of such a prize."

	 

	The next morning I arose early thinking I would drive into town for hot French bread and cheese. It wasn't necessary. The housekeepers had already prepared breakfast and we had a buffet with a large selection. Gail and I played tennis, and in the afternoon Giancomo and I went swimming. The pool water was cold, forcing you to swim to keep from chattering teeth.

	 

	That evening Gail and I invited Giancomo and Gabriella to eat at the bar near the Corniche in Monte Carlo, where Peter had taken us. We even called Peter and he called the restaurant to prepare for us. We were not sure whether they would like the simplicity of the place, but they loved it. After dinner during the drive home Gabriella commented, "You know Rian, I think you and Gian are very much alike. Not one of our friends," she emphasized not one, "would ever think of taking Gian to a place like that. But he loved it...I did too." She continued, "Only people in touch with life are comfortable with everyone," and her voice trailed off into a whisper as she added, "like you and Gian." On that note we drove in silence for a while. I had my hand in Gail's lap, and we just rubbed fingers all the way.

	 

	We all shared a nightcap and as we parted at the top of the steps, Gabriella stretched to kiss me goodnight. As usual it was an open mouthed kiss. Giancomo commented to Gail, "why should we watch," and he stepped to Gail and kissed her in the same manner. Gabriella and I watched them for the last few seconds, when we all retired smiling.

	 

	I was under the covers ahead of Gail and I watching her as she readied for bed. Judging from the nightgown she wore, she had things on her mind. She climbed up and we kissed and fondled before she slipped under the covers. She turned her back to me lying on her left side, and asked, "would you touch my back... please?" and reached her right hand behind her and lightly gripped my thigh urging me towards her.

	Saturday morning during breakfast people started to arrive. Gabriella greeted everyone by name and introduced us, after which she would tell us little anecdotes about each couple. Some were very funny. Just about mid day Milo arrived with another couple whom everyone seemed to know. Milo was with an attractive French girl with her hair cut straight at cheekbone level, and a look of innocence that gave the impression she was thirteen. With him was an older man with a full head of white hair and a short white beard. He was the reason for the "...ohh's," and whisperings when he arrived.

	 

	With the white haired man was a girl that looked to be in her mid to late twenties, attractive if she were to try to look presentable. She wore no makeup at all, and her down to the ankles skirt and blouse were wrinkled, not dirty, but wrinkled like she couldn't bother to press them. When she shook my hand in greeting she was stiff, nodding as she said just one word, "Judith." I thought she was scowling at me but I watched and noted that she treated everyone equally, with scowls.

	 

	I learned from Gabriella that the white haired mans name was Tourko and that he was just weeks ago released from eight years in prison in Turkey. Gabriella said he was a kind of political prisoner, and that prior to prison he was a guru of sorts to thousands of people. He spoke loudly, and had a large toothy smile, and even when speaking he kept smiling.

	 

	When he was introduced to Gail he held her hand in both his hands, longer then necessary, whilst, fixing his stare on Gail's eyes for a long moment. Gail blushed. To me his eyes appeared firebrand wide and I thought Gail needed support. I took a few steps forward to be alongside her, placing my left arm around her waist and I offered my hand in greeting to Tourko, introducing myself before Gabriella had a chance to do the honors. He grunted "Hello...then, when learning from Gabriella that I was from Chile, he said, "...mucho gusto," but he only looked away from Gail momentarily. Finally he moved on to greet another couple.

	 

	My first impression was that he was creepy. Gail was still flustered. During the course of the morning and early afternoon many people arrived. It seemed like everyone knew Tourko or knew of him, and he held court at a large umbrella table for the rest of the day.

	 

	In the early afternoon Gail and I took one of the cars and drove off to Eze for crepes and jam. When we returned we stopped by the table where a group of some ten or twelve were still gathered around Tourko. We listened to the conversation for a while and strangely enough, the man sounded sane, and very informed. I was certainly impressed with his logic, and the way he related everything about the day's politics to some time in history.

	 

	He argued that if Turkey was to be accepted into modern Europe it needed a leader from outside of Turkey. People like himself, he said, could not effect change. He used the example that Stalin was not from Russia but Georgia, that Hitler was from Austria not Germany, and Napoleon from Corsica, not France.

	 

	The more we listened the more sense the man made. His English was flawless, and sometimes he answered in French or Italian which, to my untrained ear, sounded just as good as his English. It was easy to see why the man attracted a following.

	 

	All the while waiters and a waitress were walking in and out of the house, around the pool and at the edge of the gardens serving Kirs, Pellegrino and soft drinks. By late afternoon there must have been fifty new people at the villa, with Tourko, Milo, and another couple as house guests for the weekend. I recognized one man from the Monte Carlo Tennis Club and I approached him. He was with his girlfriend, an athletic looking brunette with short cropped hair. He was playing the tournament the next day, and she was his doubles partner.

	 

	It was about five in the afternoon when we went back to our room for a rest, before the long evening. We stripped naked and Gail placed her head on my left shoulder, laying sideways to me and we cuddled. I loved the feeling of her breath on my neck as she dozed.

	 

	We slept until there was a knock on the door. It was Gabriella. Gail called out for her to enter. Gabriella walked straight to the bed and sat on the edge one leg curled beneath her. I kept the sheets to my chin as the girls discussed the planned evening. This was turning out to be quite an event; with English and Italian groups as musicians, and the fifty persons were now more then one hundred expected guests. There was a catering company from Nice doing the food, and four bartenders, two for outside and two inside, each in a different strategic location. When I asked if they had personally invited each person Gabriella answered, "No, about half we invited and we asked some people to bring friends."

	 

	I thought for a moment, then questioned. "I'll bet a lot of people will hear about the party and try to come."

	 

	Gabriella smiled, "Starting at noon today there has been a policeman and a guard at the gate. The guard has a list of names."

	 

	I should have expected that Gabriella would look after everything.

	 

	At nine o'clock the girls made their entrance. Gabriella must have planned this because it was a sight to behold. Some twenty five or thirty people watched, mesmerized as they descended. The Italian band was playing in the library, where the room had been cleared for dancing. The rooms large French doors were opened to the patio, music wafting throughout the villa and gardens. Gail and Gabriella walked ever so slowly side by side down the wide staircase, chatting, smiling, almost in step with the music as if oblivious of the watching crowd below.

	 

	Gail was wearing a silky flowing tangerine colored dress with a green leaf design on the front chest, and soft clinging shoulders with a wrap of the same material at the shoulders that looked like epaulets. The dress was snugly sleeved to just below her elbows and the neck was an oval cut that allowed the length of her neck to show. The smooth front was thin enough that I could actually make out the shape of her breasts, and of course the hint of her nipples. The lower part of the dress was finely pleated and reached just above her knees, with each step causing the

	 

	bottom half to swing from side to side. There were buttons down the middle from top to bottom with both ends tantalizingly unbuttoned, and her leg showing with each stride.

	 

	Gail's flat shoes were soft brown suede with a small one inch heel. She was made up to perfection (she later told me that Gabriella had helped her). She had highlight above her eyes in white and green, underlining her lower lid with a light brown line. Her lips were the same tangerine-red as the dress, and high on her cheeks bones she had a splash of red painted across her cheekbone. She looked stunning.

	 

	Gabriella looked just as appealing. She wore a short dark purple and green dress that seemed to be roles of a very fine material doubled over and wrapped around her. The wrap around her chest was cut temptingly low, and at the bottom her perfect legs stood in sharp contrast to the color of her dress. She wore a black diamond pendant on a purple silk cord around her neck, and her makeup was so sparingly done that she looked a little pale, and the contrast with her purple dress was absolutely tantalizing.

	 

	Most of us watched until they reached the bottom step when Gabriella reached for Gail's hand and turning away from where I stood led her a few meters away to introduce her to an attractive woman, dressed in silk slacks and an intricately designed Chinese style jacket. I'd guess in her mid forties. A young fair haired boy stood beside her. Hmmm, I thought, kind of young. I heard the introduction begin in Italian.

	 

	Every person in and outside the house had a drink of some sort in their hand. Waiters constantly roamed through the crowd. Gail and I had the light Italian Champagne that we learned to love.

	 

	As I made my way toward the buffet table someone touched my left arm. I turned and Gail slipped her arm in mine. We crossed the entrance hall and made our way into the large dinning area where three long tables were arrayed with what may have been a thousand and one choices of delicacies from caviar, reishi mushroom fried in olive oil with fresh thyme, veal in scallops, cutlets, and strip all hot and seasoned differently. Three colorful kinds of rissotto were the beginning of the next table, a pasta assortment, skinned tomatoes with mozzarella and huge fresh basil leaves, lobster claws, fresh claims, mussels over pasta and more. White vested servers were behind the tables explaining each dish, serving, and smiling.

	 

	As we walked the buffet, plate in hand, we realized there were too many delights to choose from. Gail suggested we first walk through and then make our selections. Already twenty or thirty people were crowded into the room. When our plates were full we drifted outside and settled at a table a short distance from the open library doors and the Italian band.

	 

	Gail told me that the lady Gabriella had introduced was an Italian psychologist that was somewhat famous in Europe, and wrote many books. "Giancomo is a great fan of hers," Gail said.

	 

	"Is the boy her date?" I questioned factiously.

	 

	Gail looked at me then smiled. "It is her nephew. He's from Strasbourg." She added, "Gabriella told me not to ask her any questions or you never get away. She also said," and Gail was smiling broadly now, "that she'd take the boys her virginity in a minute, and I think Gabriella meant it."

	 

	"He looks like a marble statue from the time of Caesar," I commented.

	 

	Gail "Hmm'd" her response.

	 

	I asked Gail to dance and we spent a long time swaying, hugging, through mostly slow dances. As we were leaving the dance floor Milo approached and we talked for a few moments. He asked if we were playing in the Tennis Tournament tomorrow and we answered in unison, "Yes."

	 

	"Then we'll all have an early night," he commented, smiling. "Shame," he said, shaking his head, "this looks like a very party kind of crowd." The exchange was kind and I liked the fact that he didn't stare Gail down advertising his earlier liaison.

	 

	"He's right," I said. We should get an early night." Gail just nodded her head in agreement.

	 

	"I wonder what the tournament prize is," I mused. Gail smiled. "Do you know?" I asked.

	 

	She nodded a "yes." Gabriella told me.

	 

	"So', I urged. "What is it.?"

	 

	"He is giving a four seat box at the Monte Carlo Open, and a special trophy."

	 

	"My goodness," I exclaimed, "That's terrific," then I paused, "How would we be able to use it," I questioned.

	 

	"We couldn't," Gail added. "I thought that if we did win it I would ask Ray (Ray was her boss) if we could use it as a special program for a client."

	 

	"Good Thinking", I responded, "we could keep the trophy."

	 

	Some ten minutes later, after I'd been mulling over possibilities in my mind, I commented to Gail "With my schedule I don't imagine I'd be able to get off." But the excitement about playing in the tournament was just as strong. "What say we get to bed no later then midnight, maybe 1 o'clock the latest?

	 

	An hour passed, we danced again, met new people, and were working on our fourth champagne.

	 

	when we ran into the young boy that Gail had earlier met. He was trying to weave his way through the crowd with a huge plate of food. He stopped and smiled shyly at Gail, as if he was caught stuffing too much food. Gail introduced me, to Bryan. He looked very young, maybe because he was so fair and had no beard shadow. His dusty blonde hair was long and wavy, and his cheeks rosy. He was tall and lanky. I could see why Gabriella would like to mother him. We exchanged a few words; his English was almost native American. I later learned that his mother was an Italian living in France and his father an American ski instructor, living in Colorado.

	 

	People were everywhere. The dance floor was full and I would have watched as some girls were dancing seductively, but Gail dragged me away. We took the walkway that circled the house and passed the pool. Giancomo was sitting with a group of men near the pool. I guessed they were talking business because I didn't see any women around them. As we passed Giancomo called and waved us over, introducing us to the group as "My friends from Santiago de Chile...family is in the shipping business." There was a twinkle of mischief about his smile.

	 

	Hand in hand we made our way past the pool and down a few steps to the side of the house. There we found eight or ten chairs in a tight circle; they were in semi darkness, with Tourko in the center. We could hear his speaking but couldn't make out the words. The Italian psychologist lady was there as well, and it looked like the gathering was being led, or instructed, by Tourko. Strange I thought. We approached and stood a few feet behind the chairs. Tourko was telling people about his time in prison and his "new fascination" with masturbating. I almost choked suppressing a laugh because the group was totally engrossed in his reflections. If anyone was experimenting at the moment we couldn't tell, but I was amazed at the size of the group he was able to influence. Verbal voyeurs I thought.

	 

	We continued walking around the house to the side where the tennis courts were located. There were people sitting and standing in small groups. Couples were standing under trees and trying hard not to look like they were copulating. A couple was in the doorway kissing. On one side of the court there was a couple on the edge of the bench, the woman had straddled the mans lap and was leaning back supported by the mans arms.

	 

	We heard a "Hi" and there was Bryan again, he had wedged himself through the doorway where the couple was kissing, a wine glass in hand.

	 

	"Are you lost?" I asked.

	 

	"Sort of," he said. "I don't know what to do except eat."

	 

	We laughed. "You can walk with us," Gail invited.

	 

	We walked past the tennis courts and all the way around until we were back at the library and the band. "I'll get us another drink," I said, reaching for Gail's empty glass. I made my way through the doorway to the bar near the buffet. When I returned Gail was holding Bryan's hand pulling him toward the dance floor.

	 

	"I've convinced him to try," Gail said. "Be back soon, love," and she puckered her lips in a kiss you sign turning toward me as they continued to walk by me.

	 

	I stood holding the two glasses looking for a place to set down her drink.

	 

	I looked toward the pool and noticed that Giancomo's group had broken up. Gabriella was speaking with one of the men, and Giancomo was speaking with a couple. I meandered toward the pool and Giancomo immediately turned, placing his arm around my shoulders. He pulled me into the conversation, introducing me again. I was there for a good five or ten minutes when he said, "I still haven't had anything to eat," and we walked together toward the house.

	 

	I broke off and headed for the dance floor. I stood at the farthest end of the room looking for Gail. Milo was dancing with a young Asian girl. I saw the tennis players. Finally I saw Bryan, his back to me, bending slightly holding Gail. The song was ending and I watched as they separated and moved toward the door in the direction of where they had left me.

	 

	As they left through the door I went to the bar near the buffet, asked for another drink for Gail, and started outside. I walked all the way to where the group was circled around Tourko. No Gail or Bryan. I turned back toward the dance floor and glanced inside from the doorway. A little annoyed I turned back and started walking around the house in the opposite direction. I came upon the same cluster of groups, some talking, and one couple dancing to the music that could be clearly heard from the other side of the house. I walked into the doorway where Bryan had earlier exited, looked around the empty room then just before starting inside took one last look outside.

	 

	In spite of the darkness there were four people sitting on the bench inside the tennis court talking and a couple on the other side leaning against the door of what must have been the tennis clubhouse. There were bushes on both sides of the building and along the court edge making it difficult to see. I walked outside again, retracing my walk until I was past the tennis courts. Now on the far side of the court walking in shadows, I started to walk the length of the court.

	 

	Halfway across the court I was close enough to the court bench to make out the shapes of the people sitting there. I was partially hidden by the bushes. I continued a few more meters and I could make out the shadows of the couple leaning against the clubhouse. Bryan had his back on the wall and Gail was standing in front of him. They were in front of me, maybe ten or twelve meters distant. Bryan's right hand was at her waist and his left hand on her right shoulder. Though it was dark, it seemed like Gail had her hand on his cock and was moving. I sensed her elbow jutting out then moving back as if she were stroking him then fondling his cock.

	 

	Maybe it was my imagination. Bryan seemed to be starring at Gail, and it looked like she had her head down looking at her hand on his cock.

	 

	I had moved just a meter toward them when they stopped and slightly separated. I knew I had been right about her holding his cock when I saw him reach in front apparently closing his pants. Gail turned to her left, away from me and as she started to walk away from the doorway she reached out her left hand for Bryan.

	 

	I wondered where they were going. I followed behind as they passed the group circled around Tourko, and I watched as they walked toward the dance floor where the band was playing. As I passed the edge of the building Gabriella walked out the French doors with two young ladies behind her. When she saw me she walked directly toward me and when near me she reached both hands to my face and kissed my mouth. "Rian my love...all alone? Do you need me?" she teased. And before I could answer she asked, "Enjoying the party."

	 

	I nodded "Yes. It seems like more people then..."

	 

	Recognizing my direction, she interrupted me "It's 87 people, the guard said," she smiled, adding, "Don't you have to get a good rest for the tennis?"

	 

	I smiled and bent forward reaching for her hand, "Yes, we should, but we'll be ready," and I kissed her hand as I started to walk off toward the dance area and Gabriella headed in the direction of the pool.

	 

	I walked through the dance area; they were nowhere to be seen. I strolled through several rooms and interrupted half dozen couples in various stages of making out. I looked at my watch, it was 12:45 and Gail and I had agreed we would retire at 12:30. I gave up looking for Gail and started the long walk back to our room. I assumed that Gail would look for me and decided I would return to the room, she would head there too.

	 

	I opened the huge door to our room, it was dark inside. Only dim light from outside barely illuminated the room. I was standing in the small hall that led into the room, about to turn on the light, when I heard talking. I quietly closed the door and peered around the wall. One bathroom door was closed, the other just an inch or two open. There were short beams of light through the louvers, but barely enough to light even that part of the room.

	 

	I stood still and heard someone speaking over the sound of running water. It muffled the talking. When the faucet was turned off I heard Gail say, "Don't be silly. It's O.K."

	 

	I heard Bryan say, "What if..." and then the water was turned on again. I walked an agonizing slow step at a time until I was across the room on my side of the bed, removing some pillows from the Bamboo chair beside the bed and placing them on the floor. As I sat down I lay two pillows in my lap attempting to blend into the darkness. I sat still a few moments then pushed my shoes from my feet and waited. If they turned on the light I would be seen, otherwise I was sure I'd remain unnoticed.

	From where I was sitting on the far side of the room I could look across the bed into a small sitting cove to the window behind which had a soft orange glow from the outside light. I could see well into the bathroom, if he doors were opened.

	 

	Finally they exited the bathroom. The light behind her was enough for me to see that she was wearing her long silk robe. I shook my head thinking she usually wore pajamas under that robe. That's demure enough. Gail walked to the table in front of the couch and used the remote to turn on the TV and mute the sound. As the TV flickered light she looked up towards Bryan smiling, "Turn off the light please," she spoke softly. Neither of them even looked in my direction.

	 

	Bryan turned back into the bathroom, shut the lights then returned to the bedroom and stood beside the TV. "Come here," Gail said. I imagined she was sitting on the couch while urging him to sit down. I could not see the couch because one side of the curtains blocked my view

	 

	I broke out into a wide smile thinking of how silly I must look sitting in this too large chair covered by pillows. What a lame excuse for a voyeur, I thought. I also realized that I did not feel jealous, or angry. Whatever was about to happen didn't trouble me and strangely enough I was not at all excited. I thought long and hard about the latter.

	 

	For the next ten minutes I watched the flickering light from the TV, the only sounds in the room were a rustle, some movement, once a brief "Hmm," I could tell it was Gail's voice. My imagination started to create scenes. I tried to attach a sound to an act. I could feel my heart starting to quicken.

	 

	I wanted to see what they were doing but was afraid that my standing up or rising off the chair would make noise. I would have been embarrassed for Bryan to think of me as strange sneaking around to peek.

	 

	A throaty sound gave me the courage to rise. I hoped they were involved enough not to hear me. I slowly slide off one pillow, then the next. I slide forward on the chair thinking it best to get on my knees. My knee creaked. I sounded like a roar to me. I froze. If anything the sounds from the couch increased. I kept my body low, behind the bed and walked on my knees to about the middle of the room. My head was the only thing above the mattress.

	 

	I could see them clearly in the flickering TV light. Gail was straddling him, her robe spread behind her and around her legs. If he had his pants off I could not tell. Her robe covered his legs as well. I could only see his right shoulder. His head was bent away from me. Gail had her hands on his shoulders and she was looking down at what I assumed was his mouth on her breast.

	 

	I decided that this was a good time to make my entry. I left the pillows on the floor and quickly walked to the door. Without hesitating I opened the door and cleared my throat and yawned loudly, quickly stepping into the room before they could separate.

	 

	Gail twisted around and was closing her robe when I entered. By the time I was halfway across the room she was sitting on her legs at Bryans side. I did see he had his pants on, however, I could not tell if he had been exposed and had quickly covered up.

	 

	"I was looking all over for you...," then acting surprised to see him there I added, "am I interrupting?"

	 

	I was standing behind the foot of the bed, talking across to Gail. Bryan looked petrified. I was enjoying his angst.

	 

	Gail answered, "It was getting late, we had said..." she was quiet for a moment, "Do you mind that I invited Bryan?" she asked.

	 

	It was my turn and I let it drag out, finally, "No, not really. Maybe it would have been ..." rather then finishing I said, "I'm getting ready for bed," and I walked into the bathroom, left the doors open and turned on the lights.

	 

	I walked out five minutes later with pajama bottoms on, and went to my side of the bed, replacing the pillows on the bamboo chair before I crawled into bed. As I passed the couch I noticed that Gail was sitting on her legs sideways facing Bryan's right side, her hand resting on his thigh. They were quietly talking.

	 

	I made myself comfortable and said, "Goodnight." There was no answer.

	 

	A few minutes went by and I felt movement on the bed. Gail was on her hands and knees crawling toward me in the darkness. Her robe was hanging open the dim outside light illuminated enough for me to see the front of her chest under her throat. It looked like she had nothing underneath the robe.

	 

	"Can I come to bed," she whispered.

	 

	"I was expecting that you would," I answered.

	 

	"Come on Rian... you know what I mean." She was now right beside me, her mouth on my cheek, her breath tickling me as she spoke. "Can he sleep with us?"

	 

	I didn't answer immediately. Gail asked again, "I'd like him to stay." She half chuckled, "He's scared stiff." She paused then whispered with urgency, " Ri, can he stay?" Her breath now just above my lips.

	 

	I asked, "Scared stiff?" emphasizing the stiff.

	 

	Gail breathed a "humph" as a sign of laughter, then whispered even more quietly, "He's stiff all right." When she broke the long silence, "We'll love it Ri. Ok?" I concentrated a moment on the faint sounds from the band wafting through the windows. This was so unlike my wife. She was rarely the aggressor. Then I recalled, I have seen her twice before with very young men and each time she was the leader.

	 

	"Yes Gail, it's OK." I whispered. I would have said that anyway but I enjoyed acting like I controlled things. Gail kissed my lips then rose to go to Bryan.

	 

	My thoughts went back to when we first started sharing. Gail had said how she needed me to make the selection of a partner, that she was nervous. At the time I thought she was acting because I knew she had been with Werner, but I later realized that was unfair of me. She felt comfortable, or safe, with Werner, and she was nervous and shy with strangers. That's why she wanted me to choose.

	 

	I heard her urging Bryan to undress. There were the sounds of shoes, the rustle of clothing. I lay in bed with my eyes closed but every sound was a roar I strained to identify. I could have opened my eyes but I didn't want them to see me watching. The room was dark but enough light from outside shown through the bay windows to allow silhouettes and imagination to make out what was going on.

	 

	I soon felt movement on the bed. I could sense Gail pulling back the covers, she wiggled her way toward the middle, and then I felt the weight of Bryan. When they were settled in Gail moved her leg against my left leg and her hand touched my thigh, and then reached for my cock. I was already half hard and the heat of her hand felt wonderful.

	 

	I sensed that she had reached for Bryan as well and assumed she was holding his cock too. I wondered if he was naked. Gail let go of me and started to wiggle, then rose up on her elbows. I opened my eyes and watched her wiggle her arms out of her robe. She was completely naked and I glanced at the side of her beautiful right breast as she leaned to her left trying to get her left arm out of the robe.

	 

	When she settled down she sighed and nestled even further down in the bed and reached for my cock again. I was reasonably hard now. I knew when she touched Bryan again because I heard his breathy sigh.

	 

	This went on for the longest time. First fondling me, and then stopping to play with him. She never had two hands on me which led me to believe that she always had one hand on him while touching me. I felt a heavy movement on the mattress, maybe twenty minutes after we were all in bed. I opened my eyes, peeked actually, and saw that Bryan had turned on his right side and was facing Gail. She was flat on her back, her right hand tightly holding my cock. From the height of the blanket over Gail and slight movement, which I sensed rather then felt, I knew he must have been touching Gail between her legs.

	 

	When Gail sighed I knew for certain that Bryan was fondling her. Shortly afterwards she let go of my cock and edged herself ever so slightly toward her left side. Maybe five minutes later I felt Gail edge upwards and the cover rise a bit. I peeked again. She had brought her head toward his face and was kissing him. She lay high on her pillow her left hand on the side of his face as he leaned over her his lips fixed over her open mouth. I could tell she was pulling on his cock with her right hand because her elbow would slide over my thigh from time to time.

	 

	All the while I was listening intently trying to sense what was going on, without Gail knowing how interested I was, or his sensing my voyeuristic involvement. As exciting as it was, somewhere along the way I feel asleep.

	 

	I had no idea how long I had been asleep when the movement in the bed woke me. Bryan was far from me at the very edge of the bed and Gail was lying on top of him slowly sliding forward and back. She was completely covered with the blanket and her arms were resting on both sides of his pillow. As she slid back on his cock she leaned forward and I watched as she opened her mouth and placed her tongue between his lips. She continued pumping him gently, probably concerned with waking me.

	 

	I closed my eyes sensing the movement, preferring to act asleep. When I felt swift movement in the bed I opened my eyes. My head was on a pillow that was puffed on both side, I had no concern that Gail would see me. She had moved away from Bryan and was standing beside the bed, completely naked, as Bryan followed. Gail led him to the couch in the sitting area that was curtained. I couldn't see them from my pillow and as hard as concentrated as I was, I could not hear a thing.

	 

	I slowly slid sideways trying to quietly get my head to the middle of the bed. I soon was able to see around the curtain. Bryan was sitting on the couch and Gail was straddling him. She was sliding back and forth her arms wrapped around his head which was tucked into her neck. I watched for two or three minutes as Gail started to move more quickly, and finally she was sighing and moaning. The sounds were enough for me, Gail was going to cum. She was trying to be silent. I could see her thighs begin to tremble as she started her orgasm crept upon her. Gail pumped forward and back several more time and then she finally humped forward pressing her breasts against him and groaned. As she allowed her orgasm to peak she was holding him to her chest and she continued to hold him for several minutes afterward. I had already moved back to the pillow and feigned sleep when Gail looked around the curtain then returned to Bryan.

	 

	It was quiet again, for a moment I thought they were sleeping on the couch. Again I moved my head toward the middle of the bed. I didn't have to move very far. Gail was squatting between Bryan's wide spread legs with his cock in her mouth. Her head and hand were moving up and down, from time to time she would take his cock from her mouth and rub it on her face and lick across the bottom to his balls. Gail was totally absorbed in loving his cock. She sucked and rubbed his crown on her lips, then turned her head sideways and kissed and sucked down the whole length. When she did that I could see the shadow of his cock. It was probably about the same length as mine, uncircumcised... She would pull back the skin and look at it then slide her mouth around the crown. It was very erotic, my cock hardened all over again. After several minutes I heard the young man groan and Gail was obviously letting him unload his cum in her mouth. I was back on my pillow as she went into the bathroom. I could hear her spitting out his cum, then the ritual of a warm washcloth to clean his cock.

	 

	A few minutes later they quietly crept into the bed. Gail lay on her back resting her right hand against my thigh. I feel asleep again. When I awoke they were not in the bed. I listened for recognizable sounds then sat up and looked toward the couch. I heard a sound in the bathroom, both louvered doors were closed and the lights were out. I got out of bed and walked to the bathroom door and simply looked in. There was a makeup area that was just to the side of the wash counters, a little lower, just beside the door. Gail was sitting on the makeup counter naked. Bryan was standing between her legs steadily pumping his cock into her. Her legs were spread wide. She had a hand on the counter and her right hand was on his back. I was only able to see his back as he humped and humped for what seemed like ten minutes before he groaned. I could tell that Gail was just allowing him to cum, she was rubbing his shoulder and whispering to him, "Cum in me...you feel so hard." When Bryan groaned and started to cum it went on and on. I watched Gail's face. She closed her eyes as if to enjoy the feel of his cumming. This young man still seemed to cum a lot in spite of this being the third time tonight, at least that I was aware of.

	 

	I rushed back to bed. A few minutes later they were back in bed. It was three in the morning. We must have slept for an hour when Gail moved close to me turning on her side and resting her left arm across my chest. Gail moved again and her left leg was bent and leaning on my thigh. I was awake and placed my hand on her leg, rubbed for a second, and then just rested there. When she moved her hand on my chest and stroked me, I did the same to her leg, and we started touching each other. I turned slightly toward her and started to play with her breast. After some ten minutes Gail reached over me and lifted the blanket from me. When my groin was exposed she sat up on her legs completely uncovered, and took my cock from my shorts and started to kiss my still soft cock. Within minutes I was hard. While she sucked on me I touched her hanging breasts.

	 

	We felt Bryan move. Gail stopped and twisted around to see if he was awake. I couldn't see his face but Gail reached for his cock under the blanket, satisfied whatever her curiosity was, and then turned back to my cock. Gail's ministrations had my cock hard in minutes when she placed her right hand around my cock and turned completely around to face Bryan. She lifted the blanket and bent down to take his semi hard cock in her mouth. I guessed that he had been watching her and become excited.

	 

	Gail's behind was facing me and I started to rub her behind as she sucked on Bryans cock. First I was just sliding the back of my hand over the cheeks of her behind. Then I wedged my hand sideways until it was deep between her cheeks, my pinky finger touching her back hole.

	 

	I placed one finger directly on her center and started touching ever so lightly. Gail sighed and lightly pushed back, acknowledging me. She never stopped sucking and loving and kissing Bryan's cock. I was actually amazed he hadn't cum yet.

	 

	The more I touched her back hole the more she ravished his cock. She actually added to her method of pleasuring him by twisting her hands around his cock then plunging her head taking most of him in her mouth. Gail sounded "Hhmm," for the first time as I gently pressed my fingers into her behind. I lifted my head to look at Bryans face. His eyes were closed he was totally lost in the grip of Gail's loving his cock. Her face looked beautiful, focused, as she concentrated on loving his cock, gazing at the crown of his cock before she again slid it into the warmth of her mouth. She was so very intent on pleasuring him, that for the first time that night I was jealous.

	 

	I started drawing circles on the bumps of her center and when I completed a few turns I centered my finger and pressed lightly. Then I circled again, and then pressed. I did that very many times; each time I pressed it was slightly deeper. I finally decided that I needed to wet my finger. I moved my hand to my mouth and placed the finger in my mouth then crooked the end to capture as much spittle as possible. I enjoyed the thought of touching her back hole then putting my finger in my mouth. I didn't taste anything but the thought was naughty enough to trigger a twitch in my cock.

	 

	When I came back to her behind I pressed my wet finger at the center and pressed hard enough to edge an inch or so into her, then I waited for Gail to do the rest. She pressed ever so slightly and stayed there. Again she pressed and I held my finger firmly in place. I had my finger in her to the first joint, but I had not yet passed inside. She waited a long while this time, seemingly concentrated on Bryans cock. She was rubbing it all over her face, then wetting it and watching as she stroked it with both hands.

	 

	When she started to push again she stopped sucking his cock, holding it with both hands but concentrating on pressing against my finger. It popped inside and she sighed, "Ughhh." Bryan looked up but he thought the sigh was because she had started sucking again.

	 

	I had my whole finger in her behind, and as she sucked Bryan she moved enough to signal me when she wanted me to press in or slide out. Our rhythm had now taken over and her loving his cock became more of her keeping him wet and sliding her hands up and down. Again I thought, this guy must be some kind of stud. I'd have cum once or twice with all that attention. I slowly pushed my finger in and out of her behind while she loved, pulled, and twisted Bryans cock and I assumed that he in turn was pushing his fingers in and out of her pussy.

	 

	Suddenly Gail leaned forward and my finger slide out of her behind. I opened my eyes and watched as she turned away from Bryan and leaned over me. She went straight for my mouth and kissed me. I was hesitant. She had just a second ago been sucking his cock. Gail persisted, her wet mouth and chin pressed against me. Finally I opened my mouth and her tongue slid beyond my lips, probing, and then sucking until my tongue was sucked into her mouth. Gail opened her mouth so wide that our teeth were touching. I was caught up with the intensity of her kiss and he passionately touched each other while kissing and probing each others mouth with our tongues.

	 

	I touched Gail's hair, brushed her breasts and held her nipple between two fingers, our mouths still pushed together. I started downward to touch between her legs. When my hand reached the top of her thighs I noticed she was very sticky. The inches to her pussy took a moment. First I touched over her pussy lips with the back of my hand, and then turned my hand to cup her pussy.

	 

	"Oh...my goodness," I whispered into her mouth. "You are dripping wet." Gail's pussy was soaking wet, her wisp of hair matted. I twisted two fingers between the lips and they too were soaked as I withdrew them.

	 

	Gail moved her mouth to the right side of my face and whispered into my ear, "His cum," she said, waiting for my response, "Twice...he did it twice." She paused again waiting for me to say something. When I remained silent she added, "I've never seen so much. How does it feel?" She asked.

	 

	"Hhmm," I sounded, all the while running my fingers through the lips of her pussy, squishing two fingers in and out of the gooey wetness.

	 

	"Want to be in me?" she softly cooed into my ear. I wanted to be in her badly but I didn't respond.

	 

	Gail reached for my cock and when she felt the hardness she started to move her left leg over me.

	 

	Bryan was forgotten, at least for me. Gail was now directly over me, the sheets slipping from her shoulder as she rose to a half sitting position. Her pussy was against my right thigh and again I could feel the wetness now soaking my leg. Gail moved up a little, her small breasts hanging just below my face. Looking down in the darkness she reached between her legs and grabbed my cock guiding it toward her soaked pussy. The head rubbed just below her back hole and I wondered if she was planning to take me there.

	 

	Slowly my cock slid upwards toward the bottom of her pussy which was so lubricated that I didn't even feel myself enter her. My length was halfway into her belly when I began to feel her taking me. I expected to find it exciting being in her when she was so full of cum, but it was quite messy and too slippery.

	 

	Still, it wasn't messy enough to keep me from boiling inside and I loved Gail very much at the moment. She was trying so hard to make me enjoy her loving, pumping forward and backwards on my cock, almost letting it slip out of her as she pushed it against my cum soaked belly, then slipping forward to take my full length. My legs were soaked with cum. When she started lifting her behind humping straight up and down on my cock, the sheet fell from her hips leaving her completely uncovered. I could hardly feel her tightness, it was just very wet. She rolled her head back, looking at the ceiling as she concentrated on bringing me to orgasm.

	 

	My groin tensed and my stomach tightened in readiness. Gail knew the signs well, could feel it in the twitching of my legs. She leaned forward resting both her hands on my chest just below my shoulder and started to pump forcefully, forward and backward, carrying me over the crest. "Do it baby," she said, "cum in me," she whispered, breathless from her efforts.

	 

	Gail collapsed on me, her face on mine, breathing heavily directly into my mouth. I loved the feeling of her breath on me. Soon she laid her head sideways on my shoulder, facing Bryan. Some moments before I had noticed that he was watching us. I'm sure he was gazing into Gail's eyes at the moment but I couldn't see because her head was in the way. My cock was still inched into her pussy, sticky goo running down the length and wetting my balls.

	 

	She rose and walked toward the bathroom. She was gone a long while. I must have fallen asleep when movement on the bed woke me. Through half closed eyes I watched Bryan get out of bed, momentarily glance at me, and then he went into the bathroom. I heard Gail mumble something and then he closed the doors. I waited a few minutes and quietly got out of bed and went to the doors. Looking through the left door louvers I could see that Gail had used the round shaving mirror for light.

	 

	She was sitting on the edge of the tub with Bryan standing in front of her blocking the rest of the view. She was wearing her beige silk nightgown which was pulled up to her hips. I could see that her legs were spread allowing him to stand between them. Her right arm and her left shoulder were moving. She was either sucking him or loving his cock again because his ass cheeks would constrict from time to time, his back was straight, head bowed looking downward.

	 

	I got hard again, jealous too. Bryan seemed to be a stud, albeit an almost feminine looking stud. Looking at this back and the curly hair at the back of his head, I thought, this must have been the type that Rome's Caesar's collected. The side of Gail's face flashed at his side for a second. My only observation was that her hair looked more blond then usual. Normally at the end of each summer her hair was almost blond from the sun. Winters it darkened.

	 

	My mind was racing. Here my wife was sucking this...this stranger's cock and I was thinking about her hair color. Being bent over at the louver was getting uncomfortable.

	 

	Suddenly Gail stood up. I rushed back to the bed like a naughty child. No sooner was I under the sheet when they exited the bathroom. They went directly to the couch.

	 

	I waited a few minutes then started to twist myself so that I could see them. Gail was sitting, slouching, on the couch, absolutely naked now. Her torso was bent so that her chin was almost on her chest. Her legs were in the air hooked on Bryan's arms just below the bend at her knees. Her pussy was at the edge of the couch and Bryan had his legs spread wide probably to position himself low enough to enter her. I half sat up, leaning on my right arm. Bryan was pulling her legs toward him as he humped forward with a very quiet "Umm."

	 

	I quietly slipped out of the bed and sat on a pillow on the floor, again at the end of the bed. I had an excellent view of Gail now. She had her head hunched forward watching him enter and draw back. From time to time she would force her head back and twist it from side to side as if the hunched position was hard to maintain. I watched.

	 

	Gail stretched her right arm and hooked her fingers in the middle of his behind, pulling him toward her as he thrust his cock forward. He didn't quicken the pace but it seems like his inward thrust was more forceful, and for a second Gail held him as his cock was full in her. This went on for a long time. Gail started to moan. Bryan looked toward the bed at one point and Gail moaned. "It's O.K. ...uhhh," she sighed, "It's OK don't...don't...uhhh" she assured.

	 

	I had not fixed the bed to look like I was there but the rumpled cover must have been enough to satisfy his concern.

	 

	Bryan was slightly profiled in the light from outside. Again I saw his naked back. The noise I heard was from Gail. Each thrust forward was accompanied by Gail's "Aahhh," or a quieter "Uhhmm, yes." She was trying to be quiet but Bryans steady pumping was having its effect. After some ten minutes I couldn't help but wonder where this fellow drew his stamina. Gail had said, "Twice...he did it twice." If he had cum in the bathroom, that would have been three times. She had sucked him which would have been four. Just the position of his legs, the bending, would have tired me by now. In about three hours coming four times and now humping with intensity. I decided to see this to the end.

	 

	Gail started to make familiar sounds. I could see her finger digging deeper into his behind as she urged him forward with each thrust. She groaned, "Uhhh, ohh..." and when he was deep in her she sighed "ahhh, yes."

	 

	Even Bryan made a grunt sound now, the first I had heard from him. Gail was watching him enter her then watching his face. "Uhhh...yes Bryan" she said, "ahhh, yeeess," Gail was trying to raise her behind to meet his thrust. Her orgasm was near.

	 

	I saw her tremble then she groaned "Oh yes ...do it," and Bryan thrust in, "Ahhh," she sounded, "yeesss, oh yes, do it," and she erupted in pleasure, her behind thrusting upward with each wave of her orgasm. She moved her hands to his upper arms, trying to kiss him, and he doubled forward, his cock still deep inside her as they kissed. She thrust five or six times with the intensity of her orgasm.

	 

	A few minutes elapsed with Bryan still in her, still moving but with less intensity. Gail said, "Cum," then moments later, "You want to cum again?" At the same time she slid back and Bryans cock slipped out of her. It was the first time his cock was so completely in sight but the darkness prevented me from making comparisons.

	 

	Gail quickly placed her feet on the couch and lay on her back with her head resting on the arm of the couch. Bryn immediately followed and I watched Gail reach for his cock and guide it as he pumped forward and entered her to his depth in one swift movement. They started again, his steady rhythmic pumping, with Gail pushing his behind with her hands or holding his head in both hands while they kissed.

	 

	I had enjoyed Gail this way so many times. She was concentrated on making him cum. Maybe five minutes passed when Gail edged backwards forcing his cock to slip out of her pussy her obvious wetness making a soft plop sound. She guided him forward until he was kneeling one leg on the couch and the other on the floor, bringing his cock near to her face. She stared at his cock as she rubbed it with both hands for a moment, then took half his length into her mouth and slowly started to slide upwards. Bryan sighed as Gail concentrated on making him cum. Watching her love his cock, kiss and suck the crown, slide the length and softly kiss his balls was so very erotic, and one was aware that Gail was emotionally into loving his cock.

	 

	Finally Bryan started to make soft grunts that sounded like he was clearing his throat. Gail wrapped one arm around his behind pulling him firmly toward her and started sucking in earnest, taking him deeply into her mouth. All of a sudden Gail said, "No," and still holding Bryans cock she scooted forward to a sitting position, almost pulling him from the couch by his cock while placing her feet on the edge of the cushion. She guided Bryans cock back into her pussy. "Cum in me," she said, "I want your cum in me," Bryan did just that, pumping her two or three times then sighing as he entered deeply and began to shoot his cum deep into Gail's belly, adding yet again to her wetness. Gail watched his face, her hands on his behind urging him, "Yes,, yes...yes, cum," and I thought I counted to seven as I watched his behind tense and hump forward each time.

	 

	I was aching hard and ready to go over to Gail and make love myself. I fought the impulse and simply crawled back to the head of the bed and stood up to get into bed. I was quiet enough but with my last glance toward Gail and Bryan, as I passed behind the curtain view, I thought I saw Gail look over his shoulder in my direction. She was still lying on her back; Bryan was resting his head on the couch to her right between her face and the back of the couch.

	 

	Bryan stayed on the couch until Gail left the bathroom and crawled into bed. I felt him crawl in beside her. Gail lay on her back between us and soon I heard her steady sound of sleep.

	 

	I awoke after seven and they were still sleeping. I imagine the sound of my electric razor woke them. I had closed the doors when I entered the bathroom. When I finished shaving I walked to the doors and peeked through the louvers. Gail was on top of Bryan, her naked behind just feet in front of me and I could clearly see his cock slipping in and out of her pussy. It was already glistening wet with what was evidently last nights cum.

	 

	Gail and I have been married a long time, and I have never seen or even imagined that she would be able to sustain such a busy night. I commented about it over breakfast coffee. She blushed with embarrassment and answered honestly, "Making him come so many times made me feel so very sexy...it was like a contest." She was still taken with the fact that he was always hard, and could cum again and again. She leaned over as if sharing a secret and whispered, "Have you ever seen anything like that?"

	 

	I hesitated in thought before answering. They say the morning sun burns away our deeds of the night. I hoped that was true. "No, never," I said and wondered how Gail would be able to play tennis today.

	 

	Later that morning, as we walked to the courts, I couldn't help but notice the imperceptible sway of Gail's hips. Her flat stomach, the manner she gently swayed her hips was so understated that it held your gaze while you watched and wanted more. She was all in white, smiling as she greeted guests "Good Morning," sometimes blushing if it were a male that was starring. She looked beautiful. The combination of her walk and easy smile, to me at least, was a simple reminder of her innate grace. What about last night's activity, maybe it was only a dream after all.

	 

	Of course we didn't win the tournament. We did however have a strong cheering section with Gabriella and Giancomo and some friends. Gail lasted thirty minutes. The prize was seats at the Monte Carlo tournament and an ingenious trophy that looked like a modern phallic symbol in bronze. We all had a good laugh which prompted the winning lady to pose with it just below her chin.

	 

	We stayed two more days at the Chalet, exclusively with Gabriella and Giancomo. One day we all drove to Cannes and lunched with Tamara. Peter kept calling but we were unable to get together with him again. The Italian Psychologist only realized the next morning that her nephew had not been in his room, but Gabriella seemed to have that controlled. If she knew about Gail and Bryan I do not know, and Gail said that she did not tell her.

	 

	I often wondered how much Gail and Gabriella shared, and that was one reason I did not go beyond the flirting with Gabriella. On our last evening Giancomo and Gail walked the grounds and were gone a good hour and a half. Gabriella was in their room the whole time, talking on her cell phone. From time to time I could hear her when I walked to our room.

	 

	The following morning Gabriella and Giancomo drove us to the airport in Nice and stayed until we boarded. The girls were in tears. Giancomo had made plans with me so I knew we would all see each other before next year. Leaving France was always hard for both of us.

	 

	More then once I wondered why immigrants to the USA and South America were from so many countries but so few were from France. Why hadn't more French people immigrated. Gail thought it was partially language. I have no satisfactory answer about immigrants but I do know we always were sad when leaving France.

	 

	We were taking the almost direct flight back to Chile. It gave us time to talk. We discussed Gail's seeming to always have liaisons, or starting them, behind my back. Was I jealous? Of what? Of whom? We decided that I was jealous of Peter, mostly because we saw him regularly. After much prodding Gail admitted that she enjoyed Peter more then Milo. She also admitted that she was obsessed with Bryan and with making him cum. Gail asked if I would like to make love with Gabriella.

	 

	"Would you mind," I asked.

	 

	Gail paused a good while. "Yes."

	 

	"Why," I asked.

	 

	"Because...she's your type, you'd fall in love."

	 

	"Is there that danger with the men you make..."

	 

	Gail interrupted me. "No. Not at all. I could never...No Ri," she assured, "Not even a remote chance."

	 

	I knew Gail believed that. I believed it too.

	 

	In the brief few years that we were traveling to Europe, we have learned more about life and ourselves than many people absorb in a lifetime. Most importantly, we learned... no are learning, respect for each others thoughts and desires.

	 

	Our arrival back in Chile, with the heavy workload ahead of us both, meant that there was little time for play. It was however, the beginning of the countdown to next year's holiday.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Gail and Mark

	 

	If you have not read our postings I'll tell you what we look like. Firstly, this is all real. We are an early thirties couple, I am 5'10", in reasonable shape. My wife Gail is an exceptionally beautiful and intelligent woman, soft spoken and very shy. She is 5'7" with a young girls figure, long shapely legs, small breasted, and a picture perfect behind. Her light brown hair blondes in the sun and she has the loveliest green eyes. I am from Chile, where we are living and working now, Gail is an American.

	 

	Every summer we take our holidays in and around the South of France. A few years ago while visiting France we met Tamara, an elderly British lady living in Cannes. Gail and Tamara quickly became friends. Through that friendship we were introduced to many very delightful people, and especially one Italian couple, Giancomo and Gabriella, with whom we quickly cemented a strong bond. All rights reserved

	 

	For our holiday this year, we traveled business class at the expense of the shipping company we were involved with in Italy. During the flight Gail and I talked about the Christmas visit from our friends from Italy, Giancomo and Gabriella. It was the third time they had visited us in Chile, and we liked that it was possibly becoming habit. Each summer we would spend most of our holidays with them. This year's summer plans were to spend almost three weeks on Giancomo's yacht, the Gabbiano, sailing the Mediterranean.

	 

	We cleared customs in Paris and flew to Nice. As was our custom we rented a car in the airport and we started the short drive to Antibes.

	 

	Usually we would first stop in Cannes to visit Tamara. However, just before we left Chile our friend in Italy, Gabriella, called to tell us that Tamara had an emergency trip to the U.K. and would not be in Nice when we arrived. That changed our plans somewhat, and when we arrived in Nice we headed for our favorite hotel in France, the Hotel Du cap in Cap d' Antibes. We had called for reservations just five days ago and were told no rooms were available, but we finally prevailed after calling back for a fifth time.

	 

	The Hotel is perched on the top of a ridge about 20 to 30 feet above the sea. Our plan was to relax and sun for three days before we went to Monaco to board the boat. We arranged a cabana when we checked in with plans to spend as much time as possible relaxing in the sun, before heading to Monaco.

	 

	The twenty one remaining days of our holiday would be spent aboard the Gabbiano, a magnificent yacht owned by our friend Giancomo. Marbella Spain was our first planned stop and Giancomo suggested we then sail to Tangiers.

	 

	The cabanas are irregularly arranged between the Mediterranean and the hotel. Pathways connected the cabanas with one leading to the sea, which was about fifteen or twenty feet below our cabana. The way the limited space was arranged gave each cabana reasonable privacy. Only if we stood on our patio could we see the patio and entry to the cabana on our left or right.

	 

	Gail went into a corner of the dark cabana and undressed, then tucked a towel just above her breasts. When she stepped out to the patio she laid another towel on her recliner, then slowly took the towel from around her and lay naked face down on the recliner, and I coated her with sun lotion.

	 

	A young man brought sliced fresh fruit on ice and coffee that I had ordered. We dozed lazily, hardly talking for hours. I sat up and stretched for my book, planning to read.

	 

	Moments later I heard talking and looked up to see a young couple walking toward our patio busily chatting, carrying wide canvas bags. I watched as they approached, the man, on the left of the pathway, would walk directly beside our patio. I wondered if he would be able to see Gail's naked legs and behind as he walked by.

	 

	The young lady was about Gail's height, refined looking, with her short blond hair perfectly cut in layers. As they approached I recognized English. She carried herself beautifully, her long neck giving her an air of haughtiness. She was looking straight ahead while walking and talking, they exchanged comments, and I noticed her yellow swim wear covered by a thin see through beach blouse that hung to thigh length.

	 

	As they walked by our patio the man looked up at me and smiled, "Morning" I said.

	 

	He nodded, "Good morning."

	 

	The woman looked at me, while continuing her conversation, and without so much as acknowledging my existence; she continued talking and looked away. From the side she looked thin, small breasted, and very elegant.

	 

	As they passed I could see that the back of her swim wear was indeed a thong. In the ten or fifteen seconds that it took to watch them go by, I thought, "She is stunningly beautiful."

	 

	They walked into the cabana on our left.

	 

	Gail raised her head. "Would you put more lotion on my back please," she asked. I stepped over and sat on the edge of her recliner, squeezed several dollops of lotion on her back and behind. "Might as well have fun while I rub," I commented.

	 

	Gail questioned, "Did someone just pass by?"

	 

	"Yes, a young couple," I answered.

	 

	Gail twisted her head to look up at me, eyes, squinting, and a hint of a smile at the corner of her mouth. She looked so beautiful at that moment. "Could he see me?"

	 

	I shook my head, "I don't think so." I was rubbing lotion on the cheeks of Gail's behind. "They are in the next cabana," I said.

	 

	I had been reading in the sun. It was hot. Gail was lying on her back and the view over her shoulder across her breast was to her painted toes was enticing. I took the two steps toward her recliner and sat on the floor beside her, resting my hand on her upper thigh. "Why do we feel so comfortable when we are in France?" I asked.

	 

	Gail looked at me with a knowing smile, "I know why," she replied. "Ask me that again when I have an hour to tell you." Gail raised her right hand as a shield against the sun, "Plus, it's like coming home."

	 

	I nodded, "Want to go in the water with me?" I asked.

	 

	"Not if you're going to the sea, the water is too cold," Gail answered. Edging my feet into my flip flops, I grabbed a towel and started toward the water. "Careful," Gail chimed.

	 

	I walked the short distance and stopped at the edge of the small cliff looking out over the Mediterranean. It was just like when we did the same thing looking out over the pacific when in Chile. When you can't see the other side, they all look ominous and deep. In a few days we would be on the Gabbiano sailing this sea.

	 

	While standing there I saw movement to my right and turned to see the young man from the next cabana walking toward me. For a hotel that was full there certainly wasn't much movement in the Cabana area.

	 

	The young man approached me and asked, "Is this where you go into the water."

	 

	"Yes," I replied. "There's a ladder there," and I pointed to my left. "Or you can jump in from up here."

	 

	He walked closer to the edge and looked down. "It must be fifteen feet. Is it deep?"

	 

	"It's very deep," I added. "There's also a pathway down, and again I pointed further left."

	 

	"Have you every jumped from here?" he asked. "Yes, I have," I nodded. And before we both jumped, laughing, we stood together and exchanged considerable small talk.

	 

	His name was Mark. He and his wife were from Connecticut. It seems that his wife's parents were regulars here at the Cap, and for the first time in many years they were unable to come. So Mark and his wife were given the gift of a paid holiday. I later found out they were staying in one of the better suites which were usually impossible to get. Mark did not seem terribly excited about being here. He commented that he preferred the Caribbean.

	 

	Mark and I screamed as we jumped into the water. And as we were rising back to the top I let out a silent scream because the water was so cold. Mark surfaced shaking his head, "My goodness this is cold," he gushed.

	 

	We swam around just feet from the ladder first out, them back, trying to warm up. After maybe five minutes I headed for the ladder, and Mark followed.

	 

	We toweled off, still chatting, as we started back toward the cabanas. As we approached our cabana I walked a few steps ahead and spoke over the bushes and small wall that surrounded our patio. "Gail, I want to introduce someone." Mark sensibly stayed back a few feet, while Gail stood up and placed a towel over her breasts allowing it to hang in front to cover herself.

	 

	We quickly caught a brief glimpse of her left breast in the process. "This is Mark, our Cabana neighbor, and your countryman," I introduced.

	 

	"Hello Mark," Gail almost whispered, "Sorry I can't offer my hand," and she motioned to the towel she was holding in place. Above her hand her chest was red, she was blushing.

	 

	Mark nodded and answered, "Good morning...afternoon," he corrected, smiling." Sorry to make you get up." Gail just stood smiling. I could see that Mark was taken with Gail's nakedness, even though we couldn't see anything. His eyes were glued to her face; it looked like he didn't know what to say. After some seconds he offered, "Well, I'd best get back to Carol, see you later."

	 

	"Wow," Gail announced after he had gone. "I was almost naked."

	 

	"You were naked," I countered. "Except for the towel hanging crooked in front of you."

	 

	Gail looked down, even though she was already sitting in the recliner. "Did anything show?" she asked.

	 

	"We could see the very top of your leg. I wanted to tear the towel away and look." Then I added, "I'm sure he felt the same way. He'll be thinking about that tonight."

	 

	"Thinking about what," Gail asked, "My leg?" her face was flushed. "I hope you're right and he didn't see more..." She didn't finish the sentence but added, "He's so young."

	 

	"Twenty six," I said, "and they have a three year old child."

	 

	I could hear talking from over at Marks cabana, but I could not make out what was being said. Then I heard a women's voice, it was Carol. I watched her bent over, probably rummaging through a beach bag, "I asked you to pack it," she said loudly because Mark was inside the cabana. "We can't lay out here in the sun, I'm already getting burned."

	 

	I didn't say a word to Gail; I just stood up, picked up our sun lotion, and started toward Marks Cabana. As I approached Carol was standing sideways to me, her behind completely bare thanks to the thong. As I neared I said, a little too loudly, "Hello," then in a normal voice, "I heard you talk about sun lotion. I'd be honored if you would accept to use ours." Carol stood looking at me, no smile, but not unfriendly. Mark came out from the cabana, smiling, and introduced me to his wife.

	 

	Carol finally spoke. "Thank you, we forgot to pack ours," she said.

	 

	"You mean Mark forgot to pack it," I responded.

	 

	Mark laughed. Carol finally broke a smile which I found enchanting. We made small talk for a moment more, and I returned to our cabana.

	 

	Half hour later Mark and Carol strolled by our Cabana. I was outside, waiting for Gail to freshen up. "We're heading for the restaurant, can we bring something back for you."

	 

	"That's kind," I said. "We're headed there as well, we'll walk with you. Just then Gail stepped out and we introduced the girls to one another. We lunched together. The girls chatted like old friends. Fashion, movies, and both girls were jealous of the others life style. Gail of her motherhood, Carol of Gail's work and, as they referred to it, that she lived "overseas."

	 

	Mark was into sports, knew everything about baseball, football, even tennis. I was astounded. He knew records of players and more. I told him that Gail and I would be playing tennis in the morning since the clay courts were only steps away from the cabanas. Later, at lunch, we agreed to play doubles with Mark and Carol.

	 

	Both Gail and Carol asked so many questions about the area that we simply asked them to join us at dinner as well.

	 

	We met in the bar at 8:30. Gail was dressed in dark green silk slacks, brown open sandals with colored ceramic stones, and a beige pull over silk blouse with three buttons at the neck that were open. The sight of her slacks which fit softly around her behind, and her breast moving beneath her blouse, was exquisite. My enchantress. I knew there was nothing underneath her pants and blouse.

	 

	The girls had spoken about what to wear and Carol was dressed the same way. She wore light linen slacks and an embossed cotton shirt. My mind was screaming with desire by the end of the evening because the embossing made seeing the movement of her breast too occasional.

	 

	We drove to Cannes, dined, walked through the casino, and returned to the hotel bar. Wherever we went the girls caught everyone's attention. The waiter in the restaurant was so taken by the girls that his constant mistakes became the butt of our laughter all through dinner. Standing to the side of Gail he tried to look down her blouse. In front or to the side of Carol he did the same. I too was trying to see Carol's breasts.

	 

	At the hotel bar we ordered one drink and danced for about an hour. We changed partners once, for about a ten minute period. Carol masterfully kept the small talk from being at all personal. I held her close; she comfortably stayed near, but nothing personal enough to cause me to anticipate anything.

	 

	Gail later called it a perfect evening, though she said that Mark felt hard the whole time they danced. She excused it to his youth.

	 

	When we were in bed we cuddled, touched, and talked about the first time we were in this hotel and relived some of the interesting moments.

	 

	In the morning we breakfasted in our room and went to play tennis at 10 AM. Carol and Mark were already waiting. Mark was decked in full tennis gear with wrist and head band, and a selection of several racquets. He looked the pro. Gail and I are dedicated tennis players and we easily won two sets and we all enjoyed the game. Afterwards Carol suggested, "You guys set us up," she laughed. Let's switch partners and play again this afternoon." We all agreed.

	 

	We returned to our rooms to shower and carried our tennis gear back to the cabana. Gail settled in for some serious sun. I joined her by lying face down on the recliner so that I could place my book on the floor in front, and read. I wore my red Tommy Bahama trunks, Gail was naked.

	 

	Ten minutes later mark and Carol came up to the cabana, "You look comfortable," Carol said. As I looked up Carol had her hand outstretched with a tube in her hand. "Here..." she said.

	 

	Mark's attention was fixed upon Gail's naked behind. Gail was lying with her head facing the walkway so he was looking at her from shoulders downwards. Gail rose slightly using the towel beneath her to partly cover her breasts.

	 

	"Thanks for the sun lotion yesterday," Carol said, motioning for me to take the tube.

	 

	"Are you giving us back the borrowed lotion," I asked.

	 

	"Well, yes," Carol smiled.

	 

	I didn't respond and I noticed that her smile faded, it looked like she thought I was offended.

	 

	Gail watched the exchange. I was looking at Carols hand with the Suntan cream, "I can't take that," I said. Then, after the long pause, "maybe I can accept a payback if you rub the cream on me."

	 

	Carols expression changed, first wondering, then to a knowing smile. She looked at Gail who was also smiling at the exchange. Carol nodded several times, her deep blue eyes studying me, and then finally, with a knowing smile she said "I can do that. I'll be right back." Carol and Mark returned to their cabana to unload their bags.

	 

	"You're so fresh," Gail said. She had lain her head down again. "She'll do it you know," Gail mumbled over her arm.

	 

	"I hope so," I responded, and then added, "You think Mark is in love with your behind?" I asked.

	 

	"He seemed fixated," Gail said. "Kind of flattering considering Carols beauty."

	 

	Carol returned about ten minutes later and stepped onto our patio. I laughed. "You don't have to do this Carol," I said.

	 

	"No, no," she insisted. "I'm going to rub this cream on you."

	 

	"I'm ready," I said. I set my book aside and lay face down. I felt bad that I had tricked her. Carol started to rub the cream into my back and I was on fire with her touch. I didn't sorry now.

	 

	She and Gail exchanged a few words about shopping in Cannes. Carol was sitting on the side of the recliner. Her thigh was pressed against me; rubbing in the cream was more like a massage.

	 

	Carol casually mentioned that she had called for a massage in the room. "Do you know how much they charge?" she asked. She didn't wait for an answer. "It would have to be Gold finger giving the massage before I paid that much. I canceled," she announced.

	 

	Gail and I both laughed. I turned over on my back and Carol rubbed the cream across my chest and arms. "How's that?," she asked, and rose to leave. She had spent all of two minutes rubbing me with sun cream.

	 

	We ate salads for lunch in the beautiful outdoor dining area. The girls had covered up with shawls and shirts but still caught the attention of everyone in the dining room. Gail and Carol were easily the youngest ladies in the room.

	 

	When we finished we sat in our cabana and talked, the girls mostly chatting with one another. Gail told them about our plans to sail on the Gabbiano. She wondered why Carol and Mark had not been to France before. Carol, with an annoyed nod towards Mark commented, "Because he always wants to go to Jamaica. He has this crazy fantasy about me...," she stopped, caught herself and laughed, then continued, "He has wasted three years of holidays." Mark looked at me with a smile, his hands lifted as if to say, what have I done now.

	 

	Gail changed the subject, guiding the conversation. "Rian suggested we invite you to Monte Carlo for dinner tonight," Gail said. "It's about an hour drive."

	 

	Mark answered, "We'd would love to see Monte Carlo," and while answering he looked at Carol to acknowledge approval.

	 

	"Okay," I said interrupting the talk. "How are we partnering for the game?" No one answered. "How about carol and myself against..."

	 

	Gail interrupted. "Why not gals against guys. You can spot us." Carol seemed to like that idea.

	 

	I offered to spot a 15 love start but Gail suggested a 30 love advantage. I tried to bargain but Mark was confident we could win. "What do we win or lose?" I asked.

	 

	Carol asked," Money?"

	 

	"No, not money," I countered. We bantered back and forth until I suggested, "How about the loser gives the winner a 1 hour massage. Mark liked that idea; Gail laughed and commented that whoever won her massage would be a loser. I quickly said we switch partners. I thought I could sense Carol's intelligent eyes studying me for a moment then squinting with the hint of a smile. But we all agreed.

	 

	It was about 3 o'clock when we started to play. The game went well enough for Mark and I but Gail was too good a player for a 30 love spot. Gail played almost all her rallies to Mark, and we lost. We went back to the cabanas, changed into swimwear and rinsed off under the shower at the pool. The girls went first and returned to the cabanas. When Mark and walked back to the cabana Gail was already lying on her stomach on our patio, still in her bikini. Mark walked into our patio, and I walked toward their cabana.

	 

	Carol had placed a towel on her recliner and was standing beside it. She had taken off her bikini and was wearing her thong swimsuit. "Ready for the best massage ever," I asked.

	 

	There was still no suggestion in the way she looked at me, when she answered, "I certainly am. I can't believe I get a massage for free."

	 

	Carol lay on the recliner face down, with a towel under her forehead. Her thong disappeared between her cheeks and I was blessed with a view of her perfect behind. I used sun cream as massage oil and I started at her feet. I coated her feet and began pulling each toe, squeezing her calf's rubbing with the base of my palm from ankle to knee. I spent 10 minutes just on her feet and lower legs. Most of the time I was looking at her behind. In spite of bending her lower leg, and some movement, her legs were together the whole time. It was very erotic just touching her and I could understand how men could get caught up in touching a woman's feet.

	 

	I skipped the upper part of her legs and started on her back. I could feel the tension in her neck and I rubbed and massaged, softly, then with more force. Her first words, mumbled between my rubs, "You do that so well Rian. Gail is lucky." I loved hearing her say my name.

	 

	"I'm enjoying it too," I answered. Suddenly I realized that I hadn't even thought about Gail since returning. I glanced over towards our patio and had to concentrate for a moment. I could see the upper part of Marks body, and his head was bowed with the center of his attention beneath him. I was on my knee's looking across or over Carol.

	 

	I worked on Carols back up to the top of her behind for fifteen minutes. When I reached for her left arm and started to rub from upper arm to her hand, she again spoke. "This is wonderful. It's the best massage I have ever had," and she twisted her head to look at me, "Really," she added.

	 

	I rose to get a towel to put under my knee's which were aching. Carol looked to see what I was doing, or maybe she was worried I was stopping. "My knees hurt," I explained.

	 

	"I'm sorry," she said, then laughing into her arm, "I still have another twenty minutes, don't I?"

	 

	"You sure do sweet lady," I answered, then suggested, "It would sure be a lot easier if I just sat straddled on your legs." Carol heard me but did not respond. When I was ready to start again I asked, "Can I do your lower back and butt?"

	 

	No answer. Then I heard a "Hhmm..." with a long hesitation, "I don't see why not," Carol answered.

	 

	I felt a twinge between my legs as I placed cream on my hands and immediately started at the middle of the cheeks of her behind. I worked roughly at first, trying not to make it feel to intimate. Carol actually sighed. I started kneading the cheeks with both hands then pressed both cheeks outward while rubbed down to her thigh. The next time upwards toward her back. When it felt like Carol was most into it, I softened my pressure to make it feel as sensual as possible, rubbing both hands softly from outside her legs, across her cheeks, and joining at the crack of her behind, then moving downwards. Carol countered with a slight pelvic motion, and I was pleased. I asked her to turn over. As she turned I glanced over toward our cabana. Mark seemed to be leaning forward. His head was bent, looking down. He lifted his head and it rolled back. He didn't seem to be moving, as far as I could tell.

	 

	When Carol finished turning over she softly said, "That was the very best behind massage ever." She smiled ever so slightly; her deep blue eyes seemed relaxed, partly closed.

	 

	I started at her feet again. I bent her leg at the knee and for the first time I could see between her legs, the thong perfectly covering her vagina. "Please be good," Carol said softly. Her eyes were closed.

	 

	My cock was throbbing. I would have gladly massaged this beautiful creature all night long.

	 

	I massaged her feet again, her lower leg and her thighs but always on the outer side of her thighs. It was painful not being able to touch the inside of her thighs. Her legs stayed closed.

	 

	I noticed that Mark was now walking around on our patio. "It must be an hour already," I said. "They're up and about, but I sure hate to stop now," I smiled.

	 

	"Me too," Carol said. "That was a fast one hour." Carol laid her hand on my arm and looked me in the eyes. "I loved it."

	 

	I returned to our cabana and helped Gail gather our belongings. I called over to Mark and the four of us walked back to the hotel.

	 

	When we entered our room Gail disappeared in the bathroom. The room phone rang and I picked up. "Hello lover," Gabriella intoned.

	 

	"I wish," I replied, "But one day when you stop teasing, I will."

	 

	"Promises again?" she questioned, and then asked, "Is Gail available."

	 

	I walked to the bathroom door and tapped, "Gabriella is on the phone."

	 

	"Chat with her for a few minutes," Gail called out, "I'll be right out."

	 

	Gabriella asked what we were doing and I filled her in on our day. I mentioned Mark and Carol and that we were going to Monte Carlo for dinner.

	 

	"Are they nice," Gabriella asked.

	 

	"Very nice," I answered.

	 

	"Why don't you cancel Monte Carlo for tonight, and bring them when you board the Gabbiano. They could stay on board for the night since we will be a day late. Giancarlo is still in Milano."

	 

	"I'm sure Gail would love that, but we have to ask them."

	 

	"It's only two days," Gabriella noted. "Would you love that," she teased.

	 

	In the sexiest voice I could muster I whispered, "I'd love that. Here's Gail."

	 

	While the girls were talking I browsed through the bathroom. I thought it strange that she closeted herself so quickly when we returned. More so that she didn't open the door right away to take Gabriella's call. I wondered how far she and Mark had gone.

	 

	When Gail hung up we discussed Gabriella's offer. "I think that's terrific, and they'll enjoy it," I offered. Then I asked Gail, "You like them, don't you?"

	 

	"Yes, I do," she answered and added "but we have to spend some time visiting with Peter, before we sail."

	 

	"They'll start back in the early afternoon. We can meet with Peter for dinner," I suggested. Peter is an American businessman that lives in Monaco, a friend that we met in France some years ago. He would be disappointed if we didn't at least visit for a day.

	 

	Gail took the phone again and called Marks room."Hi Mark," she began. "We're calling to see if we can cancel this evening," and she went on to explain the plans we hoped they would agree to. I watched the French news, which I barely understood, while I listened to Gail's conversation.

	 

	It sounded like Carol had taken the phone and Gail was explaining further. Finally, Gail repeated the invite for them to spend the day with us in Monte Carlo, then overnight on the Gabbiano. Gail later explained that Carol hesitated for a moment then said, "How cool."

	 

	We met at about 8:15 at the hotel bar. Our dinner reservation was 8:30. The bar was crowded but Mark and Carol had managed a small round table and four chairs. Gail wore a dark green on green silk dress that I loved. She had a colorful Hermes silk scarf tied around her waist. Her dress fit snugly, and I imagined there was nothing underneath. So did all the men in the room. The simplicity of her attire was enticing.

	 

	Mark was the best judge for how attractive she looked. His mouth was agape, he stared without standing. Carol looked to Gail smiling and said, "You really look great," and no sooner was Gail seated, they started talking about the way her hair was done.

	 

	Carol was simply dressed in a blue blouse with three buttons undone, and a white low cut sleeveless shirt beneath. She wore a darker blue flared skirt that fit snugly on the top half, with the bottom half pleated and flared, and very short. Her shoes had no back and a very small heel. Her legs were crossed and her shoe half hanging. She was angled with her legs to the side of the table, facing me. How she managed to sit in that short skirt without flashing her panties was beyond me. We had a magnificent meal, shared a bottle of wine, and ended back at the same table in the bar, talking and dancing. Mark almost exclusively danced with Gail. I alternated between Gail and Carol. The dance floor was not near out table so we were unable to watch one another.

	 

	During a slow dance when Gail and Mark were not on the floor I held Carol especially close. The scent of her hair, my leg almost between hers was enough to make me hard. I did nothing to hide it. I'd move from time to time to stand squared off with her and I let her feel me press into her. I thought at one point I felt her respond.

	 

	When Gail and I were in bed we chatted. I ran the palm of my hand around and around her nipples. She held me in her hand moving and squeezing, but not trying to take it any further. "Was Mark sitting on your legs when he massaged you? I asked.

	 

	She answered softly some moments later, "For a while, yes." A long pause later, "Did you sit on Carols legs?"

	 

	"No," I answered.

	 

	"I was frightened when the older couple walked by," Gail said.

	 

	"What older couple?" I asked. "Why frightened?"

	 

	"I guess you didn't see them. We didn't until the last moment. Mark was excited... he was hard. I was worried they would complain at the front desk."

	 

	"You mean they saw his cock?" I felt Gail nod her head. "He took his trunks off?" I asked. Again I felt the nod. "Did he try to put it in you?"

	 

	Speaking softly, Gail answered, "He tried, he pushed from time to time, but we didn't."

	 

	After a long pause, I asked, "Were you turned on?"

	 

	"Yes," Gail whispered.

	 

	We were out on the tennis court again the next morning. This time I partnered with Carol against Gail and Mark. If Gail and Mark won, then the boys gave the massage. If Carol and I won then the girls give the massage. This time we played an even game, and my side won. We went back to the cabanas, put on our trunks, and walked back to the showers by the pool.

	 

	Gail and Carol rinsed off and walked back ahead of us. When Mark and I arrived, the girls were both in our cabana. Mark walked in and sat on the recliner, waiting. I walked over to their cabana and lay a towel on the recliner then lay face down, waiting.

	 

	"You look ready," Carol laughed as she came into the patio area. She went into the cabana and returned just moments later with a small bottle of oil, and she had changed from her bikini to her thong bikini. My groin tingled.

	 

	Carol came to the recliner and knelt beside my left arm. I turned toward her and in the nearness could not help but marvel at her beauty, the paleness of her skin. I noticed her eyebrows were a dark blond color; her lips were moist and slightly parted. Her dark blue eyes were clear, innocent looking, they reflected trust rather than lust, and I noticed that even her eyelashes were a dark blond. "I'll try to do a good job" she offered, smiling.

	 

	"I'm sure I'd even enjoy your bad massage," I said, emphasizing the word "your."

	 

	Carol tapped my arm lightly "You men," she responded. "Look at Mark. He can't wait to get..." she paused, she sounded frustrated.

	 

	I twisted around to look at her," I can understand that." I answered. "I feel the same way about you, now. I can't wait to have you work me over."

	 

	"Take your trunks off,' she instructed with a laugh, "I'll get a towel," and she went into the cabana and returned with a towel.

	 

	""At least it's inching, just inching forward I thought," I thought. Carol poured oil on my back but continuing to talk. "We've never met anyone like you and Gail," she said. "You're both...Mark and I think you're both very special. I'm so glad I met Gail."

	 

	"How about me, I quickly added. Again I twisted to look. Her smile made my heart skip. "You too," she said.

	 

	Carol started rubbing in earnest. She squeezed around my neck, the muscles at the top of my shoulder. "Oh, that feels so good," I muttered. I could feel Carol moving her legs. I had had the same problem yesterday; my legs were throbbing from bending in one position. "Why don't you sit on my legs," I suggested.

	 

	Carol didn't respond. A good minute went by, "Would you mind?" she asked.

	 

	It took me a moment to figure out what she was asking. When I finally answered, I tried to sound nonchalant, "Of course not,"

	 

	Carol sat across my lower back facing my feet, and proceeded to rub my legs stretching toward my feet. The rubbing, and her weight on my behind as she stretched, had my heart racing. I wondered if she could see my balls. My cock was tucked under my stomach and pressed throbbing against the recliner. Two or three minutes later she stood up and turned to sit on my upper thighs, my behind at her fingertips.

	 

	"I hope I can do it as well as you did yesterday," she softly commented. Her hands rested on the left cheek of my behind. It felt like a fist. Slowly she relaxed and her hands were now softly skimming over my behind, kneading, bringing me close to cumming.

	 

	"Rian," Carol said.

	 

	"Hhmm, "I responded.

	 

	She started, "You know...well," she stumbled, "You know, I like doing ...I like being frisky but, we don't think..."

	 

	I interrupted her. "I understand Carol," No need to explain. But I was thinking about her saying "We."

	 

	The mood changed. Carol slid off my legs. "Turn over," she instructed,

	 

	I had twisted around to look at her. "I can't," I countered.

	 

	She smiled, "Turn over, use the towel, I'll be gracious," she said.

	 

	I rose on the side of the recliner that was away from Carol. Covering myself with the towel I lay down on my back and pressed my hard cock to my stomach. She was smiling.

	 

	As Carol stretched to sit on me I couldn't help but stare at the wisp of material that barely managed to cover her pussy. I noticed that she looked over towards the other cabana. Fortunately I had moved the recliner further back so they were not in our line of vision.

	 

	Carol was sitting on my upper legs with my cock jutting out in front of her. I was covering my cock with the towel and pressing it down at the same time. She started by rubbing my shoulder and outer arms. When she moved forward her crotch settled on the bottom of my cock which was enough to hold it down. I moved my hand away and indulged myself in feeling her heat. I would open my eyes from time to time to look at her barley covered pussy. She ignored my gaze.

	 

	When Carol moved forward to place her hands near my neck, she slide frontward over my cock. It was nestled flat between her pussy lips separated by that tiny strand of cloth. She finally locked eyes with me and I saw the beginning of that look that signals excitement. I was already hopelessly in lust. I was glad she was affected too. As she rubbed around my neck and shoulders she would move her hips just enough to create an ever so slight humping motion.

	 

	It felt wonderful. Whenever I opened my eyes I'd focus on her thong covered pussy and she smiled, acknowledging. My eyes were closed; I had been fighting my instincts to push back, when Carol leaned far forward and brushed her lips against mine. I opened my eyes, she lowered her head again and this time we kissed. My head started to spin; our tongues danced softly, mouths opened wide, then wider, as we sought to go deeper, to feed the desire that was obviously simmering within both of us.

	 

	I placed my hands on Carols hips and allowed my hips to rise, to press hard against her.

	 

	Carol stopped kissing but kept her mouth open, and almost in my mouth. She raised her hips which allowed my cock to spring upwards then she slid forward until my cock was behind her. When she pressed against me she slid down, once more capturing the length of my cock between her pussy lips, but on the top of my cock now. As we kissed she rubbed against me. I pushed and lifted and moved her so I could feel her chest against me. We were as close to being lovers as you can get considering the strand of material between us. When I started to tremble she stopped. I would have cum had she continued.

	 

	Carol sat up, placed her hand on my chest and proceeded to raise herself. "I'll bet we've been at it more than an hour," she offered, and then whispered, "I haven't done that since college. My...that was exciting," then, of all things, she giggled.

	 

	I stood without covering myself. Carol looked at me smiling, "You look very handsome now," she teased. "The massage really helped."

	 

	"You were wonderful," I said, while stepping into my trunks, and I made my way over to our cabana. The patio was empty. I walked inside, not knowing what to expect. Gail and Mark were sitting in beach chairs in the darkness of the cabana. It took a moment for my eyes to adjust. They were on opposite sides of the cabana talking.

	 

	I exchanged a few words with Mark, and he then left for his cabana. When Gail and I went out to the patio to lay in the recliners I thought she looked relaxed, like after sex.

	 

	We lunched with Carol and Mark. We were all happy doing nothing. It seemed we were content to do anything that allowed us to get our hands on one another, without admitting that we were aching to have sex.

	 

	Later that afternoon they came to our cabana and invited us to swim in the sea. To my surprise Gail agreed and we walked to the edge where you can jump in. It took some moments for the courage to rise, but we all jumped in. Somehow Carol was a few feet from me when she surfaced, shouting how cold it was. Gail was chattering strong enough to stutter her talking. Not even a minute went by and I swam to the ladder, and everyone followed. I waited to allow the others to climb up; Mark went first then extended his hand waiting for Gail. I watched Carols behind as she climbed. At the top Gail had taken a towel and quick stepping called behind her, "I'm going into the pool," and Mark followed.

	 

	Carol picked up her towel and started toward the Cabana, still shivering. I arrived just behind her, "Lay down on the recliner," I instructed. She did and I immediately started rubbing her roughly, first her back, then her legs, and finally her behind. Her cheeks were so cold that I just held my hand still, to warm her.

	 

	"That feels good," she said.

	 

	I began to knead her left cheek, when I heard her sigh. I moved to the other. When she didn't protest I slid my hand under the top of her thong bikini and started to pull the strip out of her cheeks. Still no protest. I lowered the bikini to just below her cheeks, and moved closer and put my face, my cheek, against the cheeks of her behind. Her legs were still closed. I moved my face in a rubbing motion and let her feel my breath against her.

	 

	Again she sounded a soft "Mmm."

	 

	"Can I sit on your legs," I asked, I had already stood up and started to take my trunks off.

	 

	"Yes," she whispered, without looking.

	 

	I looked down the pathway from the pool and didn't see Gail or Mark, as I stretched my leg around her and sat below her behind. I pushed her thong a little lower and simply leaned forward so that my body was completely over her, and my hard cock resting between the cheeks of her behind.

	 

	Her back still felt a little cold. Her hands were under her head with her arms in a butterfly position. I placed my hands on her arms and started to move my hips, gently pushing my cock between her cheeks. I was looking at the nape of her neck, her short hair perfectly tiered exposed the tapered alabaster length of her neck.

	 

	Without moving her head Carol softly spoke, "We can't Rian...they'll be back in a minute."

	 

	I humped against her one more time and pulled back sliding my cock out of her cheeks. The tip of my cock was now pointed at her pussy but, instead of trying to push into her I slide myself between her legs, into the tiny triangle at the top of her legs, below her pussy. I brushed as best I could against her pussy. Carol moved quickly, my cock popped loose, and she twisted herself under me until she was lying on her back.

	 

	I was surprised, thrilled. I lowered my head to kiss while I slid myself lower in order to put my cock between her legs again. She didn't resist. Her legs were still together. When my cock was sliding past her pussy I reached my right hand between us and pushed my cock upwards. I felt the head of my cock find her entrance, and I pushed forward just enough to signal entry.

	 

	Carols hand gripped both my arms. I stopped, waiting, wanting to feel her willingness. Carol moved her hips and the head of my cock slipped in about an inch. I heard a sigh, "Uhhh" and I couldn't tell if it was me or Carol. I was ready to bury myself deep inside her when we heard Mark speaking. I looked up from the recliner and couldn't see anyone at our cabana. Carol's action was immediate, frightened, and she was already crawling out from under me. I hurriedly put on my swim wear.

	 

	We sat for a few moments trying to act nonchalant, but no one came. After a minute or two of cooling down, we walked over to my Cabana, and joined Gail and Mark.

	 

	The three days at the hotel were a repeat of the first. We wanted to go further but it somehow never came into the open. If Gail was permitting Mark, I didn't know. She said no. We were content to sit around the hotel, going nowhere, simply anticipating the next chance we had to touch one another. Mark and I wound up automatically partnering with each other's wife, with no protests from the girls.

	 

	We were leaving with them the next day to spend the day in Monte Carlo, with Carol and Mark planning to overnight on the Gabbiano. Carol invited us to dinner in their room, which had an alcove with a formal round table for four.

	 

	"I hope you don't mind that I ordered dinner for all of us," Carol questioned.

	 

	The girls were both dressed casually. Gail wore a short white skirt with a large blue and gold circle design on one side. Her white cotton short sleeve shirt was a thick enough weave to look dressy, but still allowed us to see the marks made by her nipples.

	 

	A trolley of assorted liquors and ice served as our bar. We sat around drinking and chatting until the food was rolled in on two tables, and served in the dining alcove. Carol cleverly instructed that they do not return for the dishes, that we would roll the table into the hallway.

	 

	After dinner we sat on the dark balcony looking out toward the sea. The balcony was the length of the suite, maybe twenty to thirty feet long, with two huge arm chairs and two recliners. We moved pillows from inside to make the arm chairs more comfortable. Gail sat in my chair, partially on pillows and partially on my lap. We chatted, and watched ships in the twinkle on the horizon.

	 

	Carol was sitting with Mark in his chair, her legs draped over the arms, and he was expertly massaging her feet. Carol explained how he had learned to do that during her pregnancy. Gail commented, "Does it feel as good as it looks?"

	 

	"Better," Carol answered. "Come here, you try it," and she gingerly rose and moved the pillows around to make a space for Gail . "That's not necessary," Gail said, embarrassed at how quickly Carol inconvenienced herself. I also thought that Gail was comfortable and really didn't want to get up.

	 

	"Come," Carol said, standing beside Mark, she was mostly in silhouette except when she was standing in the reflection of the lights inside the suite. Gail went to sit in Marks chair, sinking into the pillows on his lap. When her legs were hanging over the arm Carol said, "Just a minute." She walked to the balcony doors, opened and entered the suite, and returned with another pillow, "Sometime the back of my legs hurt," Carol said, and she placed the pillow over the chair-arm under the bend in Gail's legs.

	 

	Marks chair was toward the front right side of the balcony, my chair was to the left and a foot or two further back. I could see the right side of Marks chair, and by slightly turning, also look inside and see the TV.

	 

	Mark started to rub Gail's feet. Carol walked back into the suite, shut the lamp, leaving the TV as the only light in the room, then returned to the balcony and slid the door closed. "I hope I'm not the orphan out," I said to Carol.

	 

	She walked to my chair, "Why would we do that?" she responded, and she turned sideways and sat on some pillows with her legs bent over my legs. She was sitting on my left side facing sideways, looking toward Marks chair. Once she settled in It didn't take me long to realize that she was open to me, that simply putting my left hand out I could touch her tummy. I looked over toward Gail, and realized that Mark had the same opportunity with Gail, maybe better because Gail's legs were raised.

	 

	It started out that we were all talking, we watched the ships at sea, saw a shooting star. They asked lots of questions about Monte Carlo, where we were headed tomorrow morning, and where they would be staying on the boat, the Gabbiano, tomorrow night.

	 

	My left arm was resting at Carol's waist, stretched across her lap, my hand on her left thigh, softly moving. With her legs bent her panties or thong was visible but almost disappeared in the fluff of the pillows. I moved my right arm so that I could touch her legs, and I soon went to touching between her thighs with half of my right arm between her legs. Little by little I moved lower and soon fingers were lightly moving over her thong. I felt her tense when I first touched her but there was no movement to stop me.

	 

	By now, we were mostly talking between ourselves, more like whispering. When I started to move my fingers beneath Carol's thong she reached to lightly place her hand on mine, not stopping me. I soon had one, then two fingers sliding through her moist lips, touching her clit up, then down. Her right hand was holding my left shoulder and the pressure and movement from that hand signaled to me her response to my fingers sliding around between the lips of her pussy.

	 

	I glanced over to Gail. I couldn't see her face in the shadow, but I did see that Mark was still rubbing her feet. With one hand at least. I recalled a time when Gail was sitting on a guys lap, and he had his cock inside her the whole time they were together, and now, I couldn't tell.

	 

	My fingers found the center of Carol's pussy. I slowly circled then edged the very tip of my finger into her. The heat surprised me. She lowered her right hand from my shoulder and moved it down the outside of her leg until she had her hand on my thigh, and then moved her hand to my cock and pressed against it through my pants. I pushed my finger further in and she softly sighed.

	 

	Her hand pulled at the elastic waist band of my pants then moved down my stomach through my pubic hair and gripped my cock. I felt her finger slide over the head spreading moisture. When she had a firm hold of my throbbing cock, I pressed the whole of my middle finger into her and she breathed an "Uhnnn."

	 

	I tried not to be too conspicuous to Gail and Mark so I restricted my advance to moving my fingers in her. We were both numb from the days of mounting desire.

	 

	Carol slowly pulled her hand from my pants and took hold of my right arm with both hands and pulled my away from touching her, and stood up. She spoke loud enough for Mark and Gail to hear, if they were listening, "I'm going to call for some Champagne," and she tugged urging me to follow. She pulled the sliding door open, waited for me to enter and then closed it again.

	 

	When we were inside she went into the bedroom for a minute or two, probably calling room service. I tried to look out the window to the balcony to where Gail was, but the glass only reflected the shadowy mirror image of the room.

	 

	I picked up several pillows decorating the couch and sank into one end of the three cushion couch. With the arm of the couch on my left, and the pillows stacked on my right, , placed a pillow on my lap, and waited for Carol to return.

	 

	"Let's stay here on the couch," Carol suggested, smiling as she walked towards me from the other room. I

	 

	Tapping the pillow I beckoned for her to sit on my lap. She stood beside the couch, and turned sideways, I quickly pulled down my jogger pants and underwear to about mid thigh, and Carol sat on my lap leaning her back on the arm of the couch. I could feel the warmth of her leg on my thigh. It took her a moment to realize that I was bare beneath her. "We're being bad Rian," she whispered, almost nose to nose with me, "But... I want to," she quietly added. Her head turned and we were mouth to mouth, tongues searching, I was so excited I felt giddy.

	 

	I reached my right hand between her legs and pulled my cock from beneath her leg and started to push against her. She had taken off her thong. The realization caused me to gasp, Carol "hummpd," in my mouth when she felt my response to her naked pussy.

	 

	I rubbed around until I was centered then raised my buttocks enough to start to enter her. Carol moved a little forward and my cock started to slide deeper. She was wet. Halfway in she started to sigh and moan, "Oh my goodness...oohhh Rian," raising herself to better center me, and pushing me deeper into her belly.

	 

	When my cock was buried in her she wrapped her arms around my neck and whispered in my ear, "I've wanted to do this," again she breathed "Uughh...yes," as I shifted back raising myself to push hard against her.

	 

	I stopped moving, "Let me just be in you for a while," I said, "you're beautiful...it feels beautiful to be in you.

	 

	"Yes... me too," she whispered, which made no sense to me but under the circumstances, it fit just fine.

	 

	"Can I cum in you," I asked.

	 

	A very long pause later,"Do you think they can see us?" she questioned.

	 

	"I think it's too dark in here," I answered, adding, "At the moment, I don't think they care."

	 

	"Mark gets jealous," she said.

	 

	"Did he ask about us?" I questioned.

	 

	Carol nodded, then as an afterthought, "Yes."

	 

	I moved my cock in her and she moaned softly in my ear. Her head was resting on my shoulder, touching the back of the couch behind me. I was sliding more easily in her as her wetness increased. "Is Gail jealous," she asked.

	 

	"Sometimes," I answered.

	 

	Again I moved. She pushed herself forward, gently grinding against my cock, "Oh Rian, it's beautiful." After another thrust she whispered, "I'm more excited than I have ever..." Carol paused then almost speaking to herself she whispered, "If I had known."

	 

	"Known what," I questioned.

	 

	She was thinking about answering. I waited. "Mark's been asking me for three years, to do it with... with men... when we go to the Caribbean." She paused, adding, "With black men."

	 

	I squeezed my groin to make my cock pulse in her. Hers response was a spontaneous humping motion." Her pussy was very wet. "And you wouldn't?" I asked.

	 

	"I won't," she answered with more volume than our previous exchanges. "You're different Rian," even Gail is different. "She's so beautiful...I'm not jealous." After a long silence, "Do you think they are making love?"

	 

	I laughed, took her face in both hands and kissed her lightly, "So many questions, I commented, adding, "If they're doing anything I hope they're just fucking."

	 

	Now it was Carols turn to laugh.

	 

	Moments later in a more serious tone, "I can't believe I'm doing this," Carol said, "and that I want to do it." Carol was thinking, even with my cock buried deep in her belly. Her clit felt as large as a mini cock. She was still thinking, examining herself. We both were quiet for some time when Carol, ever so quietly added, "You can cum in me Rian."

	 

	I started humping upwards, lifting her with each stroke; I reached my hands under her shirt and rubbed from one breast to the other, tweaking her nipples. My mouth was stretched wide, tongue probing, delirious with passion, trying to crawl into her. I reached my right hand between us and touched her clit, felt all around my cock at the wetness that she created, placed my left hand on her back and slowly reached behind to touch her cheeks and rear hole. I worked my hand forward, under her, and followed the wetness to her pussy.

	 

	Carol was moaning, she whimpered, she hugged and kissed me, repeating, "Oh Rian, Oh Rian," again and again. She started to tremble and then to shake, the moans became constant whimpers, her hand repeatedly brushing across my forehead, brushing my hair back. Even in the darkness I could feel her blank stare, like she didn't know me, then she kissed me with more absolute passion, softer than I could imagine.

	 

	I held her face, pumping back with a rhythm that she seemed to need, squeezing my cock to make it pulse, pushing at angles to touch her everywhere inside. She was kissing my eye; I searched for her mouth and felt wetness. Tears were flowing, copiously. Still, "Oh Rian, Oh Rian," with moans and sighs. The trembling increased, and she exploded, "Uuughhh, uuhhh," like the steam sound from a locomotive, she sighed. The trembling became small quick jerks, slowly subsiding until she sucked in air in a deep breathy sigh.

	 

	Carols hand went to touch my arm to signal she was too sensitive now, and then she rested her head on my shoulder and went limp.

	 

	I was lightly rubbing her back; my hand lay still on her thigh, close to where we were still coupled. My cock still deep inside her. She seemed to be comfortable having me there. I noticed movement on the balcony, and became frightened that Gail or Mark might see my cock slipping out of Carol. I pulled out. The quick movement caused Carol to stir. Without moving her head, she kissed my neck.

	 

	The movement I saw was from Gail and Mark. They were standing at the edge of the balcony. Enough light reached them to shadow their movement. I rose and Carol went into the bedroom. After settling down, I opened the balcony door and walked outside. When I was close to the door I saw Mark holding Gail's arms, they were kissing.

	 

	The only time I felt jealous all night was now with Gail and Mark kissing. I faked a cough, "Hey you guys, it's getting late... we should get going."

	 

	Gail walked from the balcony, took my hand and we stepped into the suite. Mark followed. Carol never came out of the bedroom. At the door Gail kissed Marks cheek, "Goodnight," she said. Mark smiled at me, "Goodnight Rian," he said, and we confirmed our 9:30 morning departure.

	 

	Of course the moment Gail and I were in bed we started with the "Did he, did she," questions. Gail was doing a good job with the "Did she," questions. It was so expected and so unreasonable, that Gail started to laugh and I soon joined her. We were now making fun of ourselves by saying the questions we would have asked, then laughing at the questions and the silliness of even asking.

	 

	I touched Gail and she opened her legs allowing me to explore. She was wet. "You came," I asked, or rather I stated.

	 

	"Yes," was Gail's response.

	 

	I was laying sideways, my very hard cock pushed hard against her thigh. She reached her right hand down and encircled my cock. "Oh my goodness, feel how hard ..." she said, with some surprise in her voice, as she squeezed me.

	 

	Before long I moved on top of her and began what turned out to be ten or fifteen minutes of passionate loving. We kissed I sucked on her breast while moving inside her, I moved her onto her side and sat upon one leg while the other leg was bent at the knee and pushed up, toward her chest. I was pumping deeply, she had her hands on my behind controlling my rhythm.

	 

	Gail cried, "Oh Ri," she sighed deeply, "Aahh, I'm cumming again," and at that moment I lost control and began to cum, gushing deeply into Gail as she urged me to cum, using her fingers to signal or urge me deeper.

	 

	I was so excited when we started that even after I had cum I remained inside her, still hard. I again moved inside her but sensed she had enough. She was slowly running her hand around my lower back and behind. I started questioning her again. "Did he...was he big?"

	 

	"I don't know?" Gal whispered.

	 

	I digested the answer. "You said...you climaxed."

	 

	"I did."

	 

	"Why...couldn't you tell?"

	 

	"With his mouth," Gail said, still rubbing my behind. She was toying with me.

	 

	"Did he come?" I continued.

	 

	"Yes,"

	 

	"With you...using your mouth?" I persisted.

	 

	"No," Gail responded, "He came on my leg." She paused, "When he was doing it to me."

	 

	"So you didn't make love?"

	 

	I was still lying on top of Gail, my cock buried deeply in her belly. I was supported by my arms, raised just high enough to look down at her; she was still softly rubbing my behind, something she often does.

	 

	"Yes, no I didn't make love," Gail said, adding "And if you did anything... I hope it was just fucking." It was a testy response and strange to hear Gail use that word.

	 

	"Did he try?" I kept on.

	 

	"Yes," Gail laughed, "He certainly did."

	 

	"You didn't want... what about...?" But Gail interrupted.

	 

	"I didn't want," she simply stated.

	 

	"How about...what about these last days? I inquired.

	 

	"What about them Ri," Gail answered. "It's been relaxing, fun, but Mark isn't... I don't have interest him."

	 

	"But you seemed so willing..." again Gail interrupted, with the hint of a smile started.

	 

	"You're the one that was willing Ri, you've been starry eyed since..." she stopped, I guessed that she was too relaxed to argue over it, and I was moving my cock from side to side as my mind was wondering if I should try to cum again.

	 

	"I didn't want to spoil it for you," Gail added.

	 

	We kissed. I did not fuck my wife, I loved her, slowly. She held me close, both hands curved on my shoulders, urging me into her, begging me to cum, again . Her feet were hooked on my legs, above my ankles, we went on and on for five or ten minutes, then I felt the beginning rush, and cum churned forth filling Gail with surge after surge of boiling semen. I was holding still, pushed into her, allowing the release to empty deep in her belly.

	 

	Some minutes alter Gail laughed. "Twice in half an hour," she said. "I should make a deal with Carol."

	 

	"Gail, how can you," I mumbled jokingly.

	 

	Gail rolled on her side, toward me, dragging her pillow near and placing her head at my shoulder. "Tomorrow will be interesting," Gail whispered directly into my ear.

	 

	"I hope," I said smiling in the dark.

	 

	Gail hit my shoulder, "Smarty. Maybe I'll spend the day with Peter."

	 

	"Would you want that," I asked, not joking.

	 

	"No, just thought I'd tease you." Gail placed her arm across my chest and we slept.

	 

	The next morning we had our luggage packed into the car, then joined Mark and Carol for breakfast. After breakfast they picked up a small suitcase at the concierge desk, and we were off toward Monte Carlo. I drove traveling the old sea road and Gail and I tried to make it a bit of a tour for them.

	 

	Gail was wearing Bermuda shorts and a sleeveless shirt that fit loosely. She wasn't wearing a brassiere. She rested her left hand on the back of my seat as she talked to Mark and Carol. I was sure that Mark was able to see her breast under her arm.

	 

	Carol was wearing a short denim skirt and a white short sleeve cotton shirt. She had flat sandals that made her legs look a mile long. She wore little makeup, and no jewelry. Her long neck and short hair gave her an air of aloofness. She sat behind Gail and I would occasionally glance at her. She was ravishing. Carol sensed my appreciation and signaled with the slightest hint of a smile,

	 

	We were pulling up alongside the Gabbiano around mid day. Carol commented as she looked up at the boat, "You must be joking."

	 

	Captain Charles was waiting, as usual, smiling as he first took Gail's hand and leaned forward like bowing, then turned to me smiling, "Mr. Rian, It is our great pleasure to have you on board again Sir." I felt proud as I introduced Mark and Carol. I thought it was the same thing he said last year.

	 

	Charles walked us aft and below, saying "It's your usual cabin, Mr. Rian. He led Mark into the next forward cabin, and the offered to show the boat.

	 

	Showing them the boat was a fifteen minute discourse in exclamations. They were in awe, loved it, it was beautiful, and more. Carol went to Gail and kissed her cheek thanking her for the invitation.

	 

	We asked Charles to book dinner for us because the restaurant knew the Gabbiano name. After unloading in our cabins, we gathered on deck. Our plan was to show them some more of Monaco, and then the girls wanted to shop. That evening we planned to dine at our favorite restaurant, visit the casino, and go dancing.

	 

	For two hours we drove around the town. We dropped the girls off at the Holiday Inn and Mark and I drove to the tennis club, and over a beer we watched the players. We returned to the Gabbiano and I chose to rest for a while. At 7:30 Gail came into the cabin with a handful of bags, excited over her finds.

	 

	I left our cabin while Gail showered and readied for dinner. I tapped on Mark and Carol's door as I passed and asked them if I could fix them a drink. Mark came out and we went up to the lounge deck to let the girls get ready first, and then ready ourselves for the evening.

	"Is the restaurant something special? Mark asked.

	 

	"Bice. That's the name. Yes, but the food at the Hotel Du cap is better. What's special is the ambiance, exciting, lots of pretty people," I smiled.

	 

	"This yacht is beyond any expectation we had," Mark began. "We couldn't imagine..." then pausing a moment he added, "This whole week was unexpected. Carol was always against...things."

	 

	"Do you and Gail always..." Mark couldn't figure out how to ask gracefully.

	 

	"Always play?" I asked.

	 

	"Yes,' Mark sighed sounding relieved.

	 

	"Not really," I answered. "But then again we rarely meet people as special as you and Carol"

	 

	Mark informed, "I was against coming here. Thought that Carol's folk's holiday place would be boring."

	 

	"Are you glad you came?" I prompted.

	 

	"A lot more then glad," Mark volunteered, "Gail," he said, "I can't believe how...she is someone special, you're lucky." I was nodding with a slight smile, while assessing Marks comments.

	 

	"Do you get jealous/" Mark asked.

	 

	"Of what?' I questioned.

	 

	"When Gail makes love with someone else," Mark offered. I could tell he had a difficult time saying that.

	 

	"Of course I do," I volunteered. But my jealousy it is not enough reason for me to want to discourage her.

	 

	"Does it turn you on?" he asked in a questioning tone.

	 

	I nodded, "Yes. I'm sure that plays a part."

	 

	"Me too," Mark again volunteered. "Carol tells me everything, I get a little jealous. But, I'm glad for her." The conversation was making me uncomfortable. I sensed that Mark may be fishing for information. I looked at my wristwatch then stood. "Say, we'd better move. I need a shower before we leave, and we both went to the stairwell to the cabins deck.

	 

	Gail was bent forward in front of the mirror doing her makeup. She was wearing a light green thong. Her bare behind was a magnet and I stood behind her chatting, rubbing my hand over the perfectly shaped cheeks. Her slim waist and small behind gave her a very young girls figure.

	 

	I told her about my chat with Mark. "I think he wanted to talk about Carol," I said.

	 

	"I hope you didn't ..." Gail started.

	 

	I interrupted, "No. I found reason to leave."

	 

	I had moved back and was sitting on the edge of the Jacuzzi tub.

	 

	Gail offered, "Yesterday he asked me if you were jealous. I said that I thought you were."

	 

	"That's what I said as well," then added," He suggested that he made love with you."

	 

	Gail turned away from the mirror to look at me, "Hmm, that's interesting," then she smiled coyly, "Are you fishing my love."

	 

	Mark and I were sitting in the lounge waiting for the girls. We both had on blazers. Mark with a blue shirt and tie, and me with a white shirt and tie.

	 

	Carol came up first. I actually sucked in air in awe. She wore a dark blue dress that was cut low in front. It had a beige stripe that ran from her right shoulder down to the left thigh. The dress was a silky material that hung to mid thigh. The left side was a slit at the seam, open to her upper thigh. The beige strip ended at the opening on her thigh and drew your attention to her perfect long legs.

	 

	Carol was so perfectly made up, so simply, that I was enchanted. She wore a thin gold chain that hung just above her dress line, with a small gold diamond crusted heart resting on her chest. Her long neck and the pale coolness of her skin made her an enchantress. Her high heel shoes gave her an added elegance and tightened her legs making her a stunning figure to behold.

	 

	Mark and I were still taken with Carol when Gail walked in. "What a fortunate man I am," I thought to myself. Gail was wearing a jersey dress with a grey and white finely woven design. A wide orange sash about six inches high was wrapped around her waist. The front of her dress had a wide v neck opening that narrowed down toward the sash. Just a turn or bend of her shoulder would show her breast.

	 

	Gail's necklace was a fine white gold chain, interspersed with a few stones. She was in medium height heels, which made her almost my height. Her makeup was impeccable as was usual for Gail. She had learned at an early age and remembered her aunts instruction, "Picture what you want to do, then do half." Gail was never over made up. Her dress, though not overly tight, gave the impression that there was nothing at all underneath.

	 

	Gail and Carol admired one another, chattering on about shoes and hair and more. It sounded like they had preplanned their outfits for the evening.

	 

	Mark and I exchanged knowing and proud smiles. "The taxi is waiting," I said, and we all headed toward the rolling gang-walk.

	 

	Monaco draws young and attractive men and women, and Bice had their fair share this night. We were seated at the table next to the one we sat at the first evening we celebrated with our friend Giancomo and Gabriella. Mark and I sat back on the end, with our back to another table. Carol was on the bank, facing the dining room and street, which was a step or two down from where we sat. Gail was facing Carol, looking toward the large wall mirror.

	 

	Gail attracted a lot of attention when she went to the rest room just before dessert and coffee. I saw a man rise and follow her to the WC area. It had happened here before. Men often waiting outside the WC area, asking girls for their telephone numbers when they came out of the washroom.

	 

	I asked Gail when she returned. She acknowledged that the man had tried to chat with her. Mark was surprised. "There would be a fight if that happened in the states," he said. I nodded in agreement. It certainly would have when I was in New York as a student.

	 

	The girls drew a lot of attention as we walked out. Mark and I stayed a few feet behind to view the scene. The girls, walking slowly, chatting, oblivious of the looks they were receiving.

	 

	We took a taxi to the casino and spent an hour roaming through the beautiful rooms. Mark was particularly impressed, and left on his own to roam the rooms. I stood across the room as the girls stood a few steps back from a chemin de fer table. Within a matter of minutes they hand drinks bought for them. Two players seemed to have more interest in the girls.

	 

	At midnight we all agreed to leave to go dancing. That afternoon, I had wanted to book dancing at the Karement but couldn't get a reservation. Gail took it upon herself to call Gabriella to ask for help. When we returned to our room in the evening, Captain Charles had left a note in our Cabin that said "Ms. Gabriella called, said you are confirmed at Karement at 12:30. Have Fun" signed, Capt. Charles.

	 

	We took another taxi to the hotel, all four of us squeezing into the back seat of the Mercedes. Once again Gabriella had woven her magic and we were escorted to a perfect table, a step up and comfortable distance from the dancing.

	 

	We decided on Champagne and after we toasted I danced with Gail. We danced the fast songs and cuddled close for the slow ones.

	 

	"I noticed that you let Mark see your breasts," I said.

	 

	"You too," she said. "I saw you looking."

	 

	"Yes," I admitted. "You look terrific tonight," I said, "You're just starting to enjoy being here."

	 

	"Yes, I really feel good tonight," Gail agreed.

	 

	"Do you mind if I dance with Carol," I asked.

	 

	Gail raised her head for a kiss. We kissed, tongues exchanged. "I don't mind, love," Gail answered.

	 

	We went back to the table. Carol; was sitting there alone, some men were circling the table. "Where is Mark?" Gail asked Carol.

	 

	"He went to the restroom," Carol said, "Ten minutes ago," she added.

	 

	I waited another five minutes before Mark returned, and then I asked Carol to dance. We moved to the middle of the dance floor and I took her in my arms in spite of the rather upbeat music. For a few minutes nothing was said. Finally I broke the silence. "Everything all right," I asked.

	 

	I felt Carols head nod, "Yes, everything is okay." Carol moved back slightly to look at me. "Sorry," she said, "Mark and I had words."

	 

	She continued, "He is still bothering me about last night."

	 

	I responded, "He asked me some questions as well, when we were on the boat. He said you tell him everything."

	 

	"Huh," Carol laughed, then asked, "You didn't say anything, did you?" her head was just above my shoulder, she was holding me tightly.

	 

	"Nothing, I didn't say anything." I added.

	 

	"Rian," Carol began, "I don't believe what I've done," the adding, "and what I want to do," she said, talking close to my ear because of the roar of the music.

	 

	I squeezed her in acknowledgement.

	 

	"It's really been wonderful. Is it..., do you think...what do you think about me Rian?"

	 

	"I think you are magnificent, and I'd love to love you tonight," I answered.

	 

	She continued, "Do you think I am bad...slutty?"

	 

	"Not at all," I answered, adding, "But if you were, I'd love that too."

	 

	Carol tapped me on my back where her left hand was holding me. Then she reflectively Added, "Mark said I was being slutty."

	 

	"Oh Carol, I'm sorry," I said, then pressed on with "That's nonsense, he's jealous, maybe confused. He didn't mean that." I pulled Carol even closer and gently kissed her neck.

	 

	"You're very sweet Rian," she said, and then as if she had made a decision, and in a more cheery manner she said, "Tell you what Rian, I'm going to do anything you want to do tonight."

	 

	"Anything?"

	 

	More softly now, "Yes, whatever you want."

	 

	I moved her back a few inches and looked at her, then brought her back close to me, "Can I cum in you tonight?" I asked.

	 

	Carol pressed into me; my cock was pressed against her waist. "I want you to cum in me," she answered.

	 

	We had danced to the farthest part of the floor. People everywhere, men dancing by looking at Carol. We kissed briefly. Carol nested her head into my shoulder, her eyes closed, her groin pressed hard against me. I moved my hand to her behind and pulled her into me. I wondered if we were moving to the music.

	 

	I saw Gail dancing with Mark toward the middle of the dance floor. They were pretty much cheek to cheek. I had been dancing with Carol for a good fifteen or twenty minutes. "Let's go to the table," I said and I led her by holding her hand through the crowd.

	 

	We seated ourselves in the center, facing the dance floor. Carol was on my right. The table had a tablecloth hanging which blocked the view so I laid my hand on her thighs, right between her legs.

	 

	Carol opened her legs and placed her hand on mine. I placed my upper arm against her to feel her breast. Carol smiled. I started to move my hand on her legs then slipped down until I was touching her skin.

	 

	With little pretense I slid my hand up to the top of carols legs and touched her panties. "I love touching you there," I said.

	 

	Carol looked at me her lips arched in a smile.

	 

	I twisted my fingers around trying to get beneath her panties. She moved her right leg to give me access. I touched the puffy side of her pussy, twisted my fingers further and I could feel her wetness. "I leaned toward Carol and said, "Do me a favor please."

	 

	She looked at me wondering and I asked, "Please take your panties off."

	 

	"Here?" she asked.

	 

	I nodded a yes.

	 

	Carol looked around our table, we couldn't see Gail and Mark, she looked back to me and smiled, then started to squirm and wiggle out of her panties trying to be subtle.

	 

	When she handed me her thong she said, "I have heard about people doing this. I'm crazy ...and you're making me... I'm so excited."

	 

	I put her thong in my pocket and asked her to dance. This time I did my best to place my hard cock directly against her pussy. We were both dripping with desire. Ten minutes later we started back to the table. Gail and Mark were nowhere to be seen.

	 

	We sat beside one another watching the dancers, the passersby, and looking for Gail and Mark. It was almost 2:AM. Let's make a round and see if we can find them. We searched the dance floor, we walked up stairs, we went to the restaurant side and then we returned to our table.

	 

	We sat, waiting, while I was touching Carol most of the time. I had my right hand between her thighs with the butt of my hand pressed against her. From time to time she would push against my hand, or I would move slightly, which I knew was enough to keep her on edge. If I had put my fingers in her, I was sure she would have cum. The waitress stopped to ask if we wanted drinks, we thanked her and asked for our bill. With a surprised look she commented,"Your friends have already paid."

	 

	Taxis were waiting outside the club. Once on the way Carol leaned to me and we kissed, all the way home. I was touching her; she was slight breasted but a perfect handful, with sensitive nipples that hardened to my touch.

	 

	Once back on the Gabbiano Carol asked, "You think they are here?"

	 

	"Why not wait here a moment, I'll try our cabin," and while she sat in the darkened lounge I walking down to our cabin. Gail was not there.

	 

	I knocked on Carol's cabin door. No answer. I tapped again and opened it slowly, "Mark, are you here?" No one was there.

	 

	I went from the lounge back to our cabin holding Carols hand. I continued to hold her hand as I crossed the room, turned on the bedside lamp, and turned to her nudging her backwards to lean against a small desk against the wall. We kissed again, I loved her long neck, her head thrown back, and I tried to suck on her chin. I rubbed between her legs outside her dress. My hands cupped both cheeks of her behind, and then slid up her back, and again to her breasts. We were moaning in each other wide open mouth.

	 

	I broke the kiss and stepped back. "Please give me your shoes," I asked. Carol look questioningly but lifted her foot and pried loose one shoe and then the other. I took both shoes to the cabin door, and placed them on the floor outside our cabin door. Gail would know we were in the room.

	 

	I watched Carol undress as I stepped out of my pants. When she lifted her dress she was naked beneath. She had a small tuft of dark blond hair above her vagina. She stood still, her chin raised, her breasts were small, the nipples engorged. I thought, "How can she look elegant standing naked staring at a man's hard cock?" But she did. Her beauty was punctuated by a femininity as well as a pride that was alluring.

	 

	I pulled the bed cover back and she joined me on the bed. She lay full beside me and as we kissed I pushed my chest forward to feel her breasts. She had one hand on my behind and the other bent in front of her touching my face.

	 

	I wedged myself between her legs and she opened to me, pressing her fingers into my behind. My hardness was pressed against the top of her thigh and carol unhesitatingly reached down and centered me at her pussy. In my mind I acknowledged that I was thinking "pussy," instead of as earlier, "vagina."

	 

	Carol's eyes were wide open, looking into my eyes, as I felt my cock head slip into her. I was raised enough to look at her. We made no sounds; no words were spoken, just my cock slowly slipping deeper and deeper into the warmth of her pussy, with Carol pushing against my behind urging me further.

	 

	When my cock was full inside, I held still. Carol was looking into my eyes, and then slowly started to lift her chin, bringing her head back. She took a deep breath then imperceptibly started to move. The feeling was so intense, I felt like I was swooning,

	 

	Carol finally whispered, "Ohh Rian...It's...it's beautiful."

	 

	I lowered my face to kiss her again. I was moving inside her, pushing all the way in and lying still, churning my tongue in her mouth. Carol stopped kissing me, placed both her hands on my arms, and began to push back, humping with my rhythm, "Ohh...Rian, I love it." Then just the sounds of our rutting together, then Carol again, Aghhh ...good, you make me feel..." she didn't finish the thought.

	 

	We made passionate love, slowly, mostly gentle. Carol responded to everything I did, holding me, kissing, urging me with her fingers on the cheeks of my behind. She surprised me when she said in an urgent whisper, "Now... Ohhh Rian, now," and she started to tremble, and squeeze me to her with her arms and legs with such intensity that it hurt.

	 

	Carol slowly came down from her orgasm. My cock was still hard, still inside her. She had gushed so much that the bed was wet.

	 

	"Are you too sensitive now?" I asked.

	 

	She kissed me, "Make love to me again," she smiled. Her blue eyes seemed full of warmth. I realized I had forgotten to turn off the lamp.

	 

	We made love for about twenty more minutes. Shortly after we started Carol began to moan and sigh, she touched my face with the back of her hand. Looked at me through hooded eyes, humped back at me, hooked her feet on my legs, and then pressed her heels into my behind. Carol was trembling; my cock felt the heat of liquid in her.

	 

	She was soft and firm; she was yielding and directing me. I kissed her and felt tears, I kissed her eyes and pushed forward as deeply as I could moaning "Uhmmm," and I erupted, with my cum gushing deep inside her, "Carol," I sighed, and again spewed inside her, burst after burst, I felt as if I were floating. She was clutching my shoulders, then my arms like she was trying to find a better way to hold me close.

	 

	It was magnificent.

	 

	We stayed joined for quite some time. Making small rubs, nothing spoken. I felt like dozing. "I guess it's time to get back down to earth," I said as I slowly withdrew. It was after 4: AM.

	 

	I went into the bathroom for a robe, when I returned Carol had her dress on. She was looking for her shoes. I reminded her they were in the hall. Just before she left we stood at the door and kissed. "Can I touch it again," she asked, reaching inside my robe while looking me in the eyes.

	 

	I laughed, "You can even kiss it," I said. She actually knelt and kissed the head of my cock.

	 

	She picked up her shoes and we walked to her cabin. She opened the door quietly and started to slip inside, her last movement when she kissed her fingers and moved them toward me. I waited outside her cabin until the door closed, expecting that Gail would soon come out of her cabin.

	 

	It was Carol who opened the door again. "They're not here," she whispered.

	 

	"Why are we whispering?" I asked. "I'll bet they are upstairs," I said. I'll go check. I stretched to kiss Carol again and she closed the door.

	 

	I walked back to our cabin and placed a towel on the wet spot in the bed. I straightened up the blanket and pillows, and walked upstairs to the lounge. After lighting the bar I searched through the bottles for the Fernet Branca. I poured two fingers and walked out aft. I was standing on the port side looking out to sea when I heard a car. I walked over to starboard and watched Gail and Mark climb out of a beautiful SUV. Gail leaned in and was speaking for a moment or two with the driver, and then she and Mark started up the gang-walk.

	 

	Gail was behind Mark as they stepped onto the boat. She looked fresh and cheerfully called, "Hi sweetheart, you waiting up for us?" she smiled.

	 

	Mark looked up and saw me. "Hello...Rian" He seemed to have forgotten my name. He looked a bit worn.

	 

	Gail and I started back to the cabin with Mark behind us. He disappeared in his cabin. Once inside our cabin Gail walked to the bed, turned around and fell backwards onto the bed. "I am exhausted," she patted the bed, "Come beside me," when I lay beside her Gail continued, "We met with Richard... in the Karement."

	 

	"Richard who?" I questioned. She explained that when she and Mark were dancing they almost bumped into Richard. He was a young man traveling with his parents. We were on the Gabbiano for a week two years ago with an Englishman, Richard Sr. and his wife Evita, and their children Janice and Richard.

	 

	After their surprised exchange Richard informed Gail that his parent were upstairs. "Would you like to say hello?" Richard cheerily asked.

	 

	"Of course," Gail replied.

	 

	Gail followed Richard dragging Mark along by holding his hand. She knew he would go searching for Carol if left on his own. They went upstairs where Gail exchanged excited greetings with Evita and Richard Sr. They invited Gail and Mark to share their Champagne. A grey haired man, introduced as from Qatar, was sitting with them.

	 

	Gail informed me, "They asked for you, I told them you'd be back in fifteen minutes. When I went to find you, you were gone." She shook her head from side to side and raised her right eyebrow. A sort of, you've been naughty look. "They'll be on the Gabbiano tomorrow," Gail informed.

	 

	I should have known that Giancomo would continue to work while on holiday. I also remembered that Gail had taken quite a fancy to young Richard during our previous cruise. Richard Sr. was an insurance man from Lloyds and did considerable work with Giancomo.

	 

	Gail and I drifted off to sleep. At 9:30 I awoke and went to the lounge, Carol was sitting near the opened sliding door sipping coffee. She looked fresh in a loose yellow cotton dress.

	 

	"Morning...lover," she said her smile brightening the room.

	 

	"Morning lovely lady," I replied, "everything go well last night?"

	 

	"Very well," she answered, raising her eyebrows in a shared secret way, her smile widening.

	 

	"I mean with Mark," I countered.

	 

	"I know, I was teasing." Carol continued, "He woke me to ask questions...again this morning." She raised her face to look at me as I sidled into the chair beside her, "I told him we played, but nothing more happened," then she huffed a laugh.

	 

	"Well, it happened," I added, and I'm certainly glad it did.

	 

	Carol looked to me smiling. "I'm glad too; that it happened...and how it happened," and she continued, "And that it was with you." After a long thoughtful pause, she added, "But I know Mark would not be able to handle it."

	 

	I just nodded, enough had been said.

	 

	Gail joined us and I judged from her exchanges with Carol, that she was not upset. Shortly afterwards Mark came into the lounge.

	 

	When we were all gathered in the lounge well walked together to the port entrance and took a taxi driving up Princess Grace and found a small café where we had breakfast. Carol and Mark were going to take the train to Cannes and taxi back to their hotel. We went back to the boat; they packed their small suitcase and readied to leave. We exchanged telephone numbers, promises, and lots of hugs, I even hugged Mark. They still had a long stay ahead of them in Cap d' Antibes.

	 

	Gail suggested that I shouldn't go with them to the station, so, we stayed on the deck of the Gabbiano, to wave goodbye to their taxi. I watched the elegant casualness of Carols walk from the gang walk to the car. She went to the far side of the taxi, and looked up to us one last time, then entered.

	 

	When their taxi took the turn at the end of the dock, Gail and I turned to head below. It's true she said, "Be careful what you wish for."

	 

	We still had nineteen days of holiday ahead of us, the Gabbiano trip, our friends Giancomo and Gabriella arriving. From my standpoint, these past three days were great. Both Gail and I were looking forward to the rest of our holiday, and tonight we were going to have dinner with our friend Peter.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Gail Joins Dareius

	 

	This year Gail's friend Tamara had an urgent visit to the UK which we learned of at the very last minute. Rather than rush about making new plans, we spent the time that had been planned to visit Tamara relaxing in our favorite hotel in Antibes, where we met an exciting American couple, Mark and Carol.

	 

	Our friends Giancomo and Gabriella had worked out this year's holiday plan. We were all going to stay on board their boat and sail the Mediterranean for the rest of our holiday with a few port visits along the way.

	 

	At the end of our visit in Antibes we decided to invite our new friends Mark and Carol to Monte Carlo where we all boarded Giancomo's beautiful yacht the Gabbiano Blanco. Our new friends stayed one night, excited to be in Monaco for the first time. We gave them an introductory visit through Monte Carlo, and it impressed them enough to make them want to return. We bade them goodbye the next day for their return to Antibes and we made promises to keep in contact.

	 

	Now that Gail and I were alone, we had booked and just finished two hours of morning tennis and were back on the boat. I was in my briefs in the middle of the king size bed and Gail was topless holding a pillow over her breasts, both arms wrapped around the pillow. She was mumbling about what she would wear to Giancomo's corporate reception that we were again invited to this year.

	 

	Gabriella had called in the morning and spoke with Gail for a good while. She and Giancomo were due to arrive in Monaco this evening. We would spend two more days preparing the stores for the Gabbiano while Giancomo attended to his annual meetings.

	 

	We remembered the buzz of activity when we previously attended Giancomo's conference. He had meetings in the hotels during the day and there was a cocktail party on the boat before and after the Reception at the Fort Antoine Theatre. It was quite a fling the first time we attended. We expected this time would be just as exciting. I also remembered that Gabriella had said the gathering was very important to Giancomo.

	 

	My mobile phone rang and I looked at the caller. It was a 377 call, our friend Peter in Monaco. Strange, he calls Chile to reach us when we are almost around the corner. "It's Peter," I mentioned to Gail, and asked, "What if he invites us?"

	 

	"We still haven't had lunch," she commented, seemingly disinterested.

	 

	When I accepted Peter's lunch invitation he asked where we were. When I told him we were on the boat he did not seem surprised and suggested he bring Chinese food to us. Gail thought it was a great idea, and forty five minutes later I greeted Peter on deck and carried one of the bags laden with box upon box and plastic plates and Chinese food.

	 

	Gail suggested eating in our cabin because there were often guests of Giancomo visiting the Gabbiano. Before Peter arrived she changed into a sleeveless shirt and an old pair of loose shorts and I noticed she didn't bother with panties. Even so simply dressed Gail looked sexy, the shirt allowed her bra-less breasts to gently highlight her nipples. I had followed her lead and donned a tennis shirt and shorts.

	 

	Peter was happy to see us but made his greeting brief. "Let's eat this while it's hot," he suggested, while slipping his shoes off. Gail used bathroom towels as place mats and we started to enjoy a very complete array of excellent food.

	 

	Gail was sitting cross legged on the bed, her back to the wall with food on towels on both sides. I was sitting in a chair to her right on the far side of the room, using a small lamp table, and Peter in a chair using the bed as a table, on her left near the bathroom.

	 

	Halfway through the meal I realized we didn't have anything to drink. I rose and asked, "Soft drinks anyone?" Then I added, "Or wine." Both Peter and Gail said wine, Gail adding, "White, please."

	 

	I went up to the galley and chose a cooled white wine and three glasses, and returned. When I was pouring the wine I realized that Gail had stretched her right leg out and had her left leg crossed beneath her. Her shorts looked pretty loose around her crossed leg and I knew she had no underwear. I wondered if Peter was able to see under the shorts, and if Gail knew.

	 

	We ate much too much, and we talked and enjoyed each other's company for another hour. I went upstairs for another bottle of wine and when I returned Gail had moved her left leg up and it was bent at the knee. I knew Peter could see under her shorts because as I placed the wine in the cooler I could see clear to the top of her thigh.

	 

	Last year Gail and I had agreed that there would be no sex with Peter mostly because I thought he was too enamored of her. She agreed. For some reason I didn't feel concerned at the moment but when I saw Gail moving her leg in rhythm to the music that was playing in the room, I knew she was teasing Peter.

	 

	Gail was usually pretty reserved about making the first move with anyone, but with Peter she seemed to have shed her reserve. The times she was with him or when we were all together were always pretty exciting. What I was uncomfortable with was that Peter seemed to expect to be with Gail whenever we met and more importantly, I thought he might be in love with her.

	 

	My phone rang. I looked at the screen. "Giancomo calling," I announced, and I started to walk out of the room. "Excuse me; I'll be back in a few." Gail looked to me without comment and Peter innocently said, "Sure."

	 

	As I closed the door I slowed it enough to keep it from clicking shut and wondered if they had noticed.

	 

	I opened my phone greeting Giancomo while heading upstairs for the clearest reception. We actually talked for a while, maybe ten or fifteen minutes. When finished I took the opportunity to call my new friend Carol, in Antibes, using the hotel number. She sounded happy to hear from me. "OK to talk? I asked.

	 

	"Yes, Mark is in the restaurant, I can see him from the balcony." We talked lightly at first and when I mentioned that I was thinking about her, she said, "That's all I have been thinking about Rian."

	 

	Then I shared my thoughts, "Carol, if I were able to arrange getting you on board for part of this trip, would you be able to join us?"

	 

	"For how long", she asked and after a pause "What would I tell Mark?"

	 

	I laughed, "I mean for both of you to come." We laughed together and I added, "Problem is that when we sail we will be gone for at least 5 or 6 days before you can leave."

	 

	"I can see what my mom says. She's the baby sitter," Carol said. "Can you call back, I'll ask?"

	 

	"Sure, when shall I call," I asked.

	 

	"In fifteen minutes," Carol said.

	 

	I laughed again expecting her to say tomorrow. "Ok, I'll call back," I said, and then added softly, "Miss you."

	 

	"Me too," Carol added and we signed off.

	 

	I was anxious to go back to our cabin but restrained myself long enough to call back. Carol answered immediately. "Yes" she said. "Mom agreed but I still have to talk to Mark. I think he will agree, he is really taken with Gail," and I heard her softly laugh.

	 

	"That's great," I added. "Now I'll have to ask the boat owner, I'm pretty sure there is a cabin. I'll let you know tomorrow afternoon." We exchanged a few smoochy words for a minute or two and signed off.

	 

	I went down below deck and approached our cabin. I was walking quietly but for no reason as the hall is heavily carpeted. The door was still only partially closed. I pressed the door lightly and it moved open, just enough to see part of the room. I was looking from the foot of the bed and saw the whole side of the bed near the bathroom. Gail was leaning back on her elbows with her legs over the edge of the bed, I was looking at her left side, her breast partly showing under her arm.

	 

	She had taken off her shorts, and Peter had his head between her legs. I could hear the sounds of his mouth. Gail had her head laid back and her eyes were closed. I watched her raise her groin upward a few times. Peters hand crept to her belly and then started to slide under her shirt to her breasts. The contrast of his black arm on the whiteness of her belly was erotic. I could only see the top of his head and his right shoulder which was bare.

	 

	More than a month ago Gail had agreed with me that before she started anything with Peter, that she would discuss it with me. Here she was again having sex with Peter and nothing was discussed. Strangely enough I was not bothered by her ignoring our understanding and I wondered why I was being so imprudent with my treasure. I had Carol on my mind. I closed the door and went back to the upper deck, fixed a drink and sat looking at the shore activity.

	 

	I went back to our cabin about twenty minutes later. Gail was sitting in the middle of the bed in her shorts, and Peter was sitting in the same chair, his shoes off, resting his feet on the bed. They both nonchalantly greeted me as If nothing had been going on.

	 

	About a half hour later Peter left with our assurance that we'd be in contact with him as soon as we knew our schedule.

	 

	Around nine thirty that evening Giancomo and Gabriella arrived. It was obvious the Captain had been informed as there were three crew members waiting. Ten minutes after the hugs and hello's of their arrival, Gail and Gabriella were sitting on the fore deck chatting away, laughing, drinking wine and eating pizza that was delivered. Giancomo and I talked in the lounge for a good while and then we called to the girls that we were retiring. When Gail came down it was well after midnight, and her moving about woke me.

	 

	Once in bed she scooted close to me and rested her hand on my chest. I could smell the freshness of the soap she had just used. The cabin was dark so I spoke to the ceiling. "All caught up?" I asked. I could feel Gail, smile.

	 

	"Yes, I know everything that they've done since we saw them in Chile," Gail answered.

	 

	"Humm," I sounded, adding, "What with all the phone calls I thought you were already informed."

	 

	"Well now I know the spicy details," Gail continued.

	 

	I interrupted her as she started to speak again, "What happened to our agreement about Peter?" I asked.

	 

	Gail paused a while, her finger tapped my chest before she answered, "I thought that your leaving was a kind of consent," she responded, her voice rose at the ending in a questioning tone.

	 

	I considered her answer and responded, "I guess that's not an unfair assumption. I could have stayed. But I saw you teasing him and... I guess... I guess I don't know what I was thinking."

	 

	Gail didn't say anything. I continued, "I saw him between your legs, did you suck his cock?

	 

	I could feel Gail nod, "Yes," she said.

	 

	"Did he cum in your mouth?"

	 

	"No," she paused, "I took it out and he came on my chest."

	 

	"Did you make love?" I asked.

	 

	"No." Gail answered, and after a long pause, "... He wanted to, but we didn't."

	 

	I mulled over her answer then nodded once or twice and whispered, "Odd I didn't get excited watching." I could feel Gail move her head to look toward me in the darkness. Then without speaking she cuddled closer, her breast resting on my arm, and we slept.

	 

	The next two days the boat would be humming with activity. Giancomo had meetings in the hotel conference rooms during the first day. There was a cocktail party planned on the boat this evening at 8PM. The next evening the reception was planned at Fort Antoine and then a small group party on the boat after dinner at Bice.

	 

	The next morning Gail and Gabriella spent the day shopping. I tried to line up a game of tennis but could not get a convenient time so I called Peter and invited him to lunch. He arrived with a big grin and a lovely very blond woman. I later learned that she was Swedish, and her name was Kajsa. Watching their interaction I gathered she was already a pretty close friend. Though he was disappointed that Gail was not with me he was somewhat content when I invited them to the cocktail party that evening.

	 

	Because I knew we would have little time to get together with Peter on this visit, I was hoping that the invitation would provide a reprieve. As it turned out, we didn't spend ten minutes together at the party.

	 

	I was also hoping it would not be considered cheeky of me for having invited him to the party. After all, it was not my party. I made mental note to ask Giancomo before he saw Peter at the party.

	 

	I watched Gail prepare herself for the cocktail party. She had just spent the day shopping with Gabriella. The new clothes she purchased that afternoon were laid out on the bed whilst she was sitting in a short silky robe putting on makeup; her hair was pulled up and off her face which made her neck look a yard long. She would glance up to me and smile when she saw me admiring her.

	 

	Gail's confidence when I was looking at her never failed to amaze me. Most girls would have asked, "Do I look okay?" or "Something wrong?" If it was me looking at her Gail knew that it was because I was admiring her and she always gave me a warm confident smile in return.

	 

	When I started to put my jacket on Gail asked me to wait so that we could go up on deck together. I draped my jacket on the end of the small two person couch and sat down half watching her and half watching the TV DVD which was playing an Italian show that was actually pretty sexy.

	 

	There had been no time until this moment to discuss my lunch with Peter so I tuned down the TV and told Gail about Kajsa. She was silent. I looked at her reflection in the mirror and she was shaking her head.

	 

	 

	"How sad," was all that she said.

	 

	 

	I didn't understand her meaning until she added. "Poor Phyllis. I guess that means that their marriage is finished."

	 

	How selfish it was of me, I thought. His wife Phyllis had not even entered my mind. I should have known that would be Gail's first thought. She came from a marriage committed family, her parents had a remarriage repeat-ceremony after many years of marriage.

	 

	At about 8:15 our boat wireless phone rang. I answered and Gabriella immediately started teasing me, "Promise to dance with me and hold me very close tonight?"

	 

	I answered, "I'd be glad to hold you close, even without dancing."

	 

	"It's easier to make you excited if we are moving," Gabriella whispered. "May I speak to your lady?" she asked.

	 

	I handed Gail the phone and the girls spoke and laughed for a few minutes. Gail informed, "She's coming down so we can walk in together. Giancomo isn't back yet so you have to escort us both."

	 

	Gail rose from the makeup table and took off her robe. She only wore a light beige thong. Her perfect breasts, small enough so that they were never hanging, are crowned with pinkish brown aureole and the slight chill had her nipples clearly showing. Gail reached for her dress and carefully slipped it over her head. I watched every move she made and she was enjoying my attention.

	 

	When she was dressed I breathed a sigh at how beautiful she looked. Her face was made up softly, a lot of white around her eyes, and soft reddish rouge high on her cheeks. She was wearing an off-white dress that had a border of the same material in a soft gold color just above her breasts, with buttons between her breasts. I assumed the buttons were tight enough to keep it up because it had no straps. Her back was bare and enticing. The dress buttoned in front from top to bottom with matching white buttons that seemed to disappear into the color of the fabric.

	 

	It was a material that gave me the impression that in the right light I would be able to see through the cloth. It was some inches above her knees, and had a thin very light green and beige thread belt knotted on the side.

	 

	She was wearing beige shoes that had no back, decorated lightly with a light brown grainy leather across the front. Her legs were bare. A small white gold heart with black and yellow diamonds was pinned at the top of her dress near her heart. Her hair was up on her head where a small comb with colorful stones was embedded. She wore no jewelry around her neck and the combination of her bare chest and long neck made her look absolutely elegant. "You look like Aphrodite," I said.

	 

	There was a tap at the door and Gabriella entered without our answering. She looked at Gail and said, "Lo credo bene..." you look beautiful, rolling her head from side to side. I believed the Italian head movement meant that she wasn't too surprised.

	 

	Gabriella looked just as spectacular. She wore a short yellow dress of three pieces each piece overhanging the other, ending halfway up her thigh. It was loose and tempting to watch because I kept thinking it would move higher. It had small shoulder straps and was loose on her breasts accentuating her cleavage. She wore long white earrings and her eye makeup had brushes of yellow. She had tall heels on making her almost my height.

	 

	Gabriella smiled as I looked her over in appreciation, "You like... don't you Ri?"

	 

	I nodded. "You look like Cleopatra. The two of you...Aphrodite and Cleopatra, I could spend my life worshipping you girls."

	 

	"Ladies," said Gabriella, "Gian keeps telling me I'm not a girl anymore."

	 

	I walked behind the girls heading for the rear deck. The reaction from the guests reassured me. We walked in from the port side door and the gathering near the door grew quiet for a moment. I stood back and watched people stare at Gail as she walked across the room to where Richard and Evita were standing. Richard and Evita are an English couple with a young son that Gail met and fancied two years ago. There must have been some twenty or thirty people standing around. I recognized half of them and remembered the names of a few.

	 

	I joined Gail and we chatted with Richard and Evita for a few minutes. I excused myself and took hold of Gail's arm and lead her outside to where Peter and Kajsa were standing, drinks in hand, in a group of three couples. The couple with their back towards us turned out to be Richard Jr., the son she fancied, and his sister Janice. Gail exchanged reserved hugs with Peter and Kajsa, then quickly turned to Richard and Janice with a hello hug. I thought Gail's interaction with both her former lovers was interesting. I focused my attention on Janice who seemed to have grown considerably and was now a very lovely young lady.

	 

	Gabriella had called the attention of the guests to announce that Giancomo had called to apologize for being late, urging us all to eat and be merry. She spoke first in perfect French and then in Italian. I marveled at how at ease most of these people were with speaking three, four or even five languages.

	 

	There was a wall with mountains of food, and a bar inside with another outside on the rear deck. A DJ was sitting around a mountain of speakers playing oldies that many of the guests were singing along to. I wound up getting another drink for Janice and we talked for ten minutes.

	 

	Giancomo finally arrived and was making his rounds. When he arrived where Janice and I were standing he placed his arms around both of us. To my surprise he addressed Janice by name as he walked us across the room toward a very large and stately looking older gentleman. Giancomo introduced him as Dareius Karkasi and told him that I was his partner in shipping. Janet was introduced as a long time family friend and I could see that Dareius was interested. We shook hands and made small talk. He was a large man, barrel-chested, and as we talked he kept looking at the people standing around, Gail among them. I later learned he was a Greek businessman, also in shipping and was doing some kind of business with Giancomo.

	People were dancing, I saw Gail dancing with a stranger. I danced with Janice, then with Gabriella. Giancomo wound up standing with me and Janice and soon Gail and Gabriella joined us.

	 

	Giancomo called the Captain on a boat phone and a few minutes later some extra chairs were brought to the fore deck. We went forward and sat in a circle. I wound up in a sofa chair with cushioned arms. Gail was to my left with young Richard beside her. Giancomo and Gabriella were opposite me with Janice beside Giancomo. In spite of the semi darkness I managed to enjoy looking at Janice's legs in her short skirt and I believe she enjoyed the attention.

	 

	About two hours into the evening Richard Senior and Evita joined us for their goodbyes and shortly afterwards Giancomo pled early morning meetings and he and Gabriela left as well. Gail left with them to use the WC and I asked Janice to protect my comfortable seat while I went aft to say goodnight to Peter. When I joined a group of half dozen people where Peter was standing he immediately pulled me aside and we walked down the gang walk and along the pier.

	 

	"Is Gail upset?" He asked.

	 

	I nodded, "Yes, I think she is...but she'll get used to it."

	 

	Peter asked, "Did you tell her I was living with Kajsa?"

	 

	I pondered his question for a moment, "No" I answered, "you never told me that. But she's not upset about Kajsa, she's upset about you and Phyllis."

	 

	Peter sighed like it had just dawned on him that we liked Phyllis too. After a moment or two he asked, "When will I see you next?"

	 

	"I'll call when I know our schedule back to Monte Carlo," I said. We chatted for a few minutes more, exchanged back pats and I walked back up the walk way to the Gabbiano.

	 

	When I joined the group on the fore deck there were more chairs. Except for Richard Jr., and Janice, the chairs were mostly filled with strangers. Gail had not returned. Janice insisted that I take back my comfortable chair and she gingerly perched on the arm beside me and we mostly spoke with each other. I had the impression that she enjoyed when I flirted, and I wondered if she knew that Gail and her brother had been together.

	 

	I decided to look for Gail and excused myself and headed for the aft deck. She was not there, and she was not in the rest room. I walked through the aft deck and peered through the door along the starboard side, and then the same on the port walkway. There was a shadow of someone leaning against the railing but I couldn't make out if it was Gail. I stepped out on the walkway and was halfway toward reaching the shadows when they noticed me approaching. Gail stepped out from behind the shadow of a man, Ri? She called softly.

	 

	I responded, "Hey, we missed you." I was close enough to see that the other person was the Greek man I had met earlier.

	 

	Gail began, "Sorry, Ri, Ginacomo introduced me earlier to Mr. Karkasii, and we got to chatting." She turned slightly toward Mr. Karkasii as if to introduce us.

	 

	"I met Dareius earlier," I offered, in a not particularly kind tone of voice.

	 

	Dareius, speaking softly, apologized for "...occupying Gail's time," and started to tell me how charming my wife was. I thanked him and we exchanged a few more words when he added, "Now that we are partners..." and He proceeded to invite us to visit his island in Greece. I was there less than a minute but I sensed that Gail was tense. Gail is a shy person and finds it difficult to quiet forceful people, especially strangers. While Dareius was speaking I looked him over more closely. He looked large with big hands that didn't seem to fit the softness of his speech and gentlemanly manner. I'd have guessed he was in his late forties or fifties.

	 

	We were standing in a triangle when I reached my right hand to take Gail's left hand in mine. "Thanks for entertaining her," I announced to Mr. Karkasii rather loudly and in an effort to take charge. "We have to say goodnight to some friends and its bedtime."

	 

	While speaking I had moved Gail toward me. I placed my arm around her waist and I guided her toward the stairwell, and we left. It happened so quickly that Mr. Karkasi simply nodded a yes, and offered his "Goodnight."

	 

	We went back to our small group sitting aft and said goodnight to everyone we knew. I stepped to Janice's chair and kissed her cheek goodnight. I watched

	 

	Gail bend over and kiss Richard on the cheek, and we left.

	 

	Halfway to our cabin I commented, "I'll bet Richard is disappointed."

	 

	Gail didn't say anything for the longest time then commented, "I was hoping to see him tomorrow... instead."

	 

	"Hoping?" I asked.

	 

	"We agreed to meet at his hotel in the late morning, if possible. Is that OK with you?"

	 

	I considered it for a moment then responded, "Yes...," and after a long pause, "But I expect a blow by blow reenactment, pun intended."

	 

	Gail smiled as I opened the door, "of course," she agreed. As she walked across the room she added, "Would you like to join us?"

	 

	I thought for a moment, "How would you mange that with Richard, I'm sure he'd be afraid?"

	 

	Gail responded, "I can talk to him. I'd love having you with me."

	 

	"Let me think about it," I answered.

	 

	When we were in bed and finally relaxed Gail scooted close and rested her head on my shoulder. My goodness, that friend of Gian's is really something."

	 

	"Mr. Karkasii," I asked.

	 

	"Mmm," she nodded her head yes. "Somehow one moment we were introduced and the next he is acting as if I were a lifelong friend."

	 

	"Was he rude? Did he do anything? I asked.

	 

	"Hmm," she sounded then added, "Just the opposite He was charming, a perfect gentleman, still, I was nervous."

	 

	"That's why I took your hand, I sensed that."

	 

	"I love it when you're protective," Gail mumbled.

	 

	The next morning was a rush of last minutes changes. Gabriella was making changes, Giancomo was making changes, and Gail somehow had become the approval that Gabriella needed in order to get Giancomo to agree to her changes. Gail never found time to meet Richard, and by not answering my cell I managed my last early morning hour of tennis before we left.

	 

	Gail placed her hand on my arm and smiled when I told her that Carol had called agreeing that she and Mark would be able to travel with us for at least five days. As Gail and Gabriella were leaving the yacht I asked Gabriella, "Would you mind if I asked another couple to sail with us for a week?" She stopped and looked at me with a serious expression.

	 

	"I am not enough for you Rian?" she asked.

	 

	I was actually surprised and thought she was serious, "Too much for me," I replied, "that's why," I answered, trying to keep it light.

	 

	Gabriella smiled, "No problem my love," then added. "Gail told me about your friends in Antibes."

	 

	I smiled, embarrassed and relieved, "I'll ask Giancomo when I find him," I informed.

	 

	"He'll be here to change about midday," she said, I know he invited a friend just this morning but there's room enough," Gabriella informed.

	 

	I cornered Giancomo on his return to the yacht just as the Captain was approaching him. "Giancomo, I have an American couple, friends that I'd like to invite to sail with us for the first week, if that's convenient."

	 

	Giancomo starred at me for a good while, with an ever so slight smile, his eyes were searching my face, "You know Rian, you don't have to ask me, your friends are my friends," he answered, smiling.

	 

	"Not this one," I replied, also smiling.

	 

	With a grin he answered, "Of course... of course you can invite anyone you want," patting me on the back. I could see his mind was back to the task of attending to all that was going on tonight.

	 

	I called Carol and we spoke for ten minutes. She was excited about coming, and I was thrilled that we were able to organize it. I also spoke to Mark and I informed him where to go to arrange a car service to Monaco.

	 

	About an hour later Captain Charles telephoned our cabin and asked me a few questions about when Carol would be on board, and where she was coming from. When I told him their arrival time, he asked if it would be OK if he picked them up in Antibes by stopping off shore and picking them up with the yachts shore-boat. It seems we were planning to start sailing during the night and he said he could be offshore at 8AM if they were ready.

	 

	I called Carol back and told her we would pick her up, and I could hear the excitement in her voice.

	 

	We had no obligation to attend meetings during the day but Gaincomo mentioned that I might find one meeting interesting, and I did attend a shipping discussion which I found fascinating.

	 

	The plans for the evening were that we attend the ceremony and presentations at the Hotel Metropole, a change from Giancomo's usual yearly gathering place. We later learned that many of the 90 some odd persons in attendance were staying in that hotel. After the ceremony most of the guests would have a buffet dinner at the hotel. A small group of us would be leaving to dine at the restaurant Bice, and afterward attend a small party on the boat. At 1:30 AM the Captain would de-board the party guests and he would commence sailing. We could continue to party.

	 

	At the hotel Gabriella stepped from the limo that Giancomo had provided and waited for Gail to exit and the two of them nonchalantly walked into the hotel chatting away, a spectacle of loveliness in a grand entrance.

	 

	Giancomo and I walked behind them without speaking, noticing people watching the girls then turning to us to size up 'the husbands'. I'm sure we never received grades equal to the lovely ladies that we escorted.

	 

	Gabriella looked fabulous in a simple black silky dress with the only color a long white string of pearls that agonizingly passed right through her cleavage. Somehow I always noticed her dark red toenails. I searched in vain for marks of underwear, her legs were bare, she must be naked underneath, I thought. She looked every bit the belle of this gathering.

	 

	Gail looked just as striking. She wore a dark blue and grey silky mid-thigh dress that was fitted around the chest and slightly outlined her breasts and nipples. The tailoring was perfectly suited to her almost girl like figure, and like Gabriella I imagined she was naked underneath.

	 

	I was proud to be with her. I remembered the shy girl that she was when we met and I was in awe of the woman she had become. But, she never really lost her shyness and the bond we now shared was greater. I laughed to myself, back home she would not dare to go out dressed like that. The men would gawk maybe comment, and the women would hate her. Here in France (Monte Carlo) the men looked appreciatively (enviously too) but with a C'est la vie attitude. It perfectly complimented the women that took the time to make themselves beautiful.

	 

	We entered a conference room decorated to the hilt with flowers and about a dozen beautifully dressed tables with linen clothes and service evenly lined in a perfect circle. A small platform was placed against the wall that had large windows with a perfect view of the city. Three chairs were on the platform and a podium with microphones. A man stood in the front corner with a huge television camera on his shoulder. People were moving around the room with drinks in their hands.

	 

	I noticed a younger group of men that I later learned were Giancomo's new team of managers, all gathered around three tables. I couldn't help notice how beautifully tailored all the men were, and their wives were just as well dressed. Gabriella identified them as the "...Italian race team." They were not race drivers but I guess they were a fast enough group of promotional people that they earned the name of racers. A few of them had been looking at Gail and Gabriella.

	 

	We were at a table for eight in the rear of the room that had a purple band from the center of the table that hung over the edge in front of a chair. We soon found out that a Priest was seated at our table along with a politician from Milan. To our surprise our new friend Mr. Karkasii was also at our table accompanied by a most gorgeous long legged blond woman. She was dressed alluringly and her figure was spectacular, aloof, made to attract attention. At the table she was introduced by Mr. Karkasii as Valeriya and he suggested we speak English slowly as she mostly spoke Russian. We later found out that she was 26 years old and lived in Monte Carlo. She didn't fail to impress the racers from the front of the room and they made it a point to walk across the room as often as possible under pretext of going to the WC.

	 

	We did our best to be cordial to Mr. Karkasii, (he insisted we call him Dareius), though it was difficult because he had such an arrogant air. His pretty companion Valeriya spoke little but smiled whenever we would look at her. The priest was an absolute delight and when moments allowed he told us stories of Giancomo's largess. Unbeknown to most of us, Giancomo was a philanthropist of sorts.

	 

	The ceremony and awards that evening was a masterful performance. Giancomo managed so well to create a serious yet fun atmosphere in the room. Impressive gifts were given to some of the key personnel that included fine watches and even a car.

	 

	In a closing talk Giancomo informed the group of new projects he was planning or concluding, in which they may be asked to assist. The race team roared. Then he introduced our table, starting with Dareius, whom he introduced as an exciting new partner that would "...provide us access to competitive shipping in eastern Europe." He introduced me as "... the owner of our marine transport division in South America, and the Priest as the Director of an aid program called Talisman Italia. The politician was nudged by Gabriella to stand as Giancomo introduced him as the Honorable gentleman. It took all of four or five minutes to complete the introductions, and we were ready to leave.

	 

	Our head table was escorted into two limousines and we headed for the Bice restaurant, our favorite in Monte Carlo. Once again we ended up at the table with Mr. Karkasii sitting directly across from Gail, and I noticed that she was uncomfortable as he often starred at her. Gabriella was seated in the middle of the table with the Priest and Mayor on either side, and she kept up a steady and humorous banter in three different languages.

	 

	Gabriella and the Mayor kept the table in chat, and laughing. The Mayor spoke in Italian and with what we understood, and what Gabriella interpreted, we laughed along. The Priest spent considerable time in conversation with Gail and later in the evening, back on the Gabbiano, we were chatting leaning over the railing in the far stern and he said, "your wife has a very refreshing intellect...I wish I were traveling with you, I would learn more." That should not have surprised me, but it did. I wondered, "What did she exchange with the priest that he learned from?"

	 

	Back on the Gabbiano the party was loud and the dancing wild. Many of the guests were very into dancing and doing so with abandon, and they were terrific. At one point Gail and I joined in a line and the leader taught the whole lot of us what to dance.

	 

	A gentleman that was American took the microphone from the band and sang an oldies song making it sound like he were singing through a megaphone. The band took up after him, and started playing flapper songs and Charleston music. Now the older crowd was teaching the younger group. It was a delightful going away gathering and Gail and I left with Gabriella and Giancomo in the early morning hours.

	 

	When we awoke in the morning we were anchored about a kilometer beyond the cabanas at the Hotel du Cap, off Cap d' Antibes. I took a mug of coffee and went on the starboard deck to watch the shore-boat head for the dock at the Hotel with the captain and a helper aboard. Soon Carol and Mark appeared and were escorted into the boat. Their suitcases were passed to the boat by the crewman and they departed for our yacht. When the shore-boat was alongside I was standing at the railing a deck above, to greet them.

	 

	The Captain took them directly to their room while I waited on the main deck lounge for about fifteen minutes. Carol finally showed up and we greeted each other warmly, though without any physical display.

	 

	"Mark is getting our stuff laid out," she said. "I told him I wanted to thank you for the invitation."

	 

	We were speaking quietly, sitting opposite each other in the lounge. I was still captivated by Carols' simple beauty. She wore beige Bermuda shorts with a pink knit shirt. She wore no jewelry and little make-up but she still looked a million. Her natural blond shimmered when she moved. "You look so beautiful," I said, as she continued to smile at me without answering my comment. I was excited to see her again. I took the time to share with her our plans for the next week and explained that we would have to play carefully.

	 

	***

	 

	The 3 days sail to Malaga Spain was as relaxing and pleasant a trip as we have ever had. We ate well with a large lunch at 2 PM each day that consisted of four or five courses of food, excellent wines, cheese from every European country, and wonderful conversation. Dareius and Giancomo had interesting stories, we played games and watched movies and we truly enjoyed the Mediterranean which had mild seas the whole trip. We stopped when the Captain instructed the cook where to buy bread and cheese, and then simply resumed sailing.

	 

	I managed to be with Carol on three occasions. One brief get together was late one evening when she was walking from her room and we passed in the hall, and another late the first morning when we spent a long time in the storage area for the snorkeling and swim gear.

	 

	We were both aching for a chance to sleep together but the opportunity had not yet presented itself. Soon that would change. I told Gail of each time. The second time Gail placed her hands on my face and said, "You know I was jealous the last time you told me. Sweetheart, you enjoy yourself but please don't tell me each time," then with a smile and her hand resting on my shoulder she added, "unless I ask."

	 

	Giancomo and Mark had interest in Valeriya. I could see the way they watched her move about. Dareius had a strong interest in Gail, and he did little to hide it. Gail said she had no interest in him and she actually went out of her way to be as far from him as possible when we were gathered in the lounge, or watching a movie.

	 

	The trip itself was more peaceful than exciting. We mostly were in sight of land on the starboard side, and the sea was pretty smooth. One afternoon we were stopped off the coast and we all water sported for the afternoon while trying to decide if we wanted to go to the island of Majorca or continue down the coastline. That day I asked the Captain if I could go with the shore-boat the next morning when the crew went for bread. They called me at 7:30 the next day to have me accompany them to a town called Burriana and I spent almost an hour roaming the stores, many shops still closed, in the little town equidistant from Majorca and Ibiza.

	 

	We had been eating dinner casually dressed for two nights but on the third night Giancomo suggested we all dress formally for dinner. The girls all got together to work on what they would wear and the men simply pulled out tuxedos, except for

	 

	Mark who looked the movie star in a blazer and scarf.

	 

	We all picked a card at the beginning of the meal that told us what our after dinner entertainment would be. We all had to tell a story, sing a song, or recite a poem. It was interesting that all the men told stories, and Dareius story was the longest, most complicated, and most interesting. Carol sang a song she wrote, and Gail and Gabriella both told a story about shopping together and two men trying to buy them a drink. They finally accepted the drink and then the story went on telling how they then had to escape. It was a funny story but I worried where it could have led. Gail had never told me about the encounter.

	 

	We broke up after dinner and I went with Giancomo, Mark and Carol to the rear deck where we had coffee and continued to chat. Mark left and about a half hour later Giancomo said he would call it a night. I sat chatting with Carol for ten minutes then excused myself to see what the others were doing, and she went to see where Mark had gone. We were looking for our opportunity to be together.

	 

	Afterwards Carol was waiting in the aft living area and she said, "I can't find Mark," then she whispered, "It's too dangerous for me to disappear now." She made such effort to show her disappointment and looked at me so kindly that I simply stepped to her chair and kissed her briefly on the lips.

	 

	"Come on, I'll walk you down," I said.

	 

	We took the port walk to the stairs so that Gail wouldn't see us. I opened their door and she checked again to be certain Mark hadn't returned. "Come in... for a minute," she said.

	 

	I stepped into the room, closed the door behind me, and leaned upon the door. I took Carol in my arms and we started to kiss, tongue twisting, sucking, desperate kisses. Carol broke away and placed her head on my chest and started to touch me all over. I stepped away from the door, locked it, and placed Carol against the door, and we kissed again. We touched and itched to go further but we stopped before matters got out of hand, and we said goodnight.

	 

	I went back upstairs and Gail and Dareius were gone. I shut the lights and returned downstairs to our cabin. Gail was in her dressing room and she heard me enter. "Hi Ri," she said, sticking her head out. "I'm just getting comfortable, I'm going back upstairs, Dareius is finishing his story."

	 

	"No one else is there," I added.

	 

	Gail smiled, "I know. Everyone else had priorities to attend to." Her smile indicated she was including me in the statement.

	 

	"Well, I thought you were uncomfortable with the guy, now you're sitting up all night chatting?"

	 

	"Why don't you come and sit with me...please," she suggested.

	 

	"No Baby," I answered, "I still don't feel that comfortable with the man."

	 

	Gail stepped out with a white on white robe that came up to her neck and down to her knees. She looked beautiful, her hair was still made up. She looked at me hoping that she would convince me to join her. I readied for bed and watched her leave. In spite of her assurance that she wouldn't be gone long, I doubted it.

	 

	I must have slept a while when a noise from Gail's dressing area woke me. Then the water ran in her WC, and finally the lights went out and she came to bed. I didn't let on that I was awake as I watched her place her knee on the bed. She wore a white very short and revealing lace night shirt that I loved. I knew she had nothing underneath and I felt a spark of desire, but something urged me not to act on it in spite of the fact that whenever she wore it, we made love. I went back to sleep.

	 

	The next morning I woke ahead of Gail and left her sleeping. I found Giancomo on deck and he immediately said "Good morning, then added, "Would you like to stop in Malaga for a day and do the tourist spots."

	 

	"It's a place we've been before," I said, "But yes, I'd love to do a repeat of the shore bars where the fishermen gather."

	 

	"Hmm, that sounds tasty," he answered, and with the decision made he picked up the telephone and called the Captain.

	 

	When I arrived in our cabin the phone was ringing and when Gail finally spoke she said, "Sure, we'll be ready." She turned to me with a serious look like she was expecting me to say something then smiled, "Good morning Ri," she said in the cheeriest of tones. "The Captain said we're going ashore today. We're in Malaga."

	 

	Trying to keep my tone as relaxed and friendly as possible, I responded, "Yes, I know. What time did you get in last night?"

	 

	"Oh, I was late, probably close to three," she responded. She was moving between the room and her dressing area. "Let me tell you that guy Dareius, I mean... he is an interesting man. You have to hear his stories."

	 

	"What was his story about," I asked.

	 

	Gail looked up, "There were several stories, but the one he finished was about a ship of his that was seized in Africa and the complications that arose, and the problems his sailors had."

	 

	"Did he solve the problem? I asked

	 

	"Well," Gail said, "Yes and no. You should hear the story. He's telling us another story tonight, why don't you come and listen."

	 

	I sensed that Gail was getting to know the man and now would be the wrong time to push her with questions about last night.

	 

	The Captain had organized a small bus that came to pick us up after we de-boarded the Gabbiano a little after ten. We all noticed that walking was a bit strange after the three days at sea, but we were excited to be off the boat for a bit. The four girls walked ahead of us laughing and chatting away, paying no heed to the attention they were receiving from all the men they passed. We had planned a visit to a Bullfighting Museum and by late afternoon to a Wine Tasting Bar in Competa.

	 

	The most interesting part of the bullfighting museum for me was learning that mules pulled the dead bull from the arena.

	 

	The bus ride took longer than expected and halfway through the ride Mark left his seat with Carol and went to sit with Dareius and Valeriya, and shortly thereafter Gabriella asked for my seat beside Gail. I ended up sitting with Carol and Giancomo which was an opportunity.

	 

	We lunched at the wine tasting restaurant on the outskirts of Competa and we all enjoyed too much of the new local wine, perfectly chilled and abundant. Giancomo received a call and informed us that the bus would pick us up in one and a half hours. We wound up roaming through little stores and walking the village. After ten minutes we were all separated so Carol and I took advantage of having time together and strolled off walking a good ten minutes away from the small village.

	 

	"Let's not go too far away," I said, and holding Carols hand I guided her off the road and through some trees, hoping that we could find a place to sit down. It wasn't easy walking, and there were no logs or rocks to sit down, so I stopped and gently guided Carol to lean against a tree, and we started to kiss.

	 

	"Yes, touch me... you can touch me everywhere," Carol whispered. I had my hand on her breasts while she was busy unbuttoning her blouse. I touched and kissed her there for a few minutes watching her nipples harden with the slightest touch. When I reached my hands into the back of her pants, she simply opened her slacks and allowed them to drop to the ground, and took her right leg out.

	 

	Carol was wearing a lacy thong. "That's the kind you like, isn't it?" she asked.

	 

	"Yes it is," I stated as I bent down to kiss around her thighs and soon moved the lacy front and kissed and tongued her pussy, Carol moaned. I felt her urging me to stand and when I did she immediately started to undo my belt and soon my pants were on the ground and my underwear halfway down my leg. Carol had both her hands on my cock as we continued to kiss. Soon I was grinding against her and then we were bending to position myself so that I could slide into her. At first we moved very little taking pleasure in the closeness, in filling her. Then Carol placed her hands around my neck and wrapped her legs around me just below my waist and I sighed feeling myself slide deeper into her. Pressing Carol against the tree we made love steadily, kissing with passion, until I heard her start to moan..."Ahhh, yesss, oh Rian...ahhh." I could feel her squeezing my cock with each contraction as she came, and I started to cum spurting deep inside her belly.

	 

	We stayed mouth to mouth with me buried inside of Carol for many minutes. She finally moved and I started to slide out of her. When we were standing slightly apart we looked at each other and smiled. No words were spoken as we proceeded to dress. We walked back to the road holding hands and started back to the village. After a minute or two I started to laugh and Carol smiling but not understanding asked, "What's so funny?"

	 

	"Us", I responded. Like teenagers standing in the woods humping.

	 

	Carol thought about it for a moment then smiling broadly said, "I never did anything like that as a teenager."

	 

	We made it back to the village and sat on a bench in front of the restaurant until everyone was there. The bus soon arrived and we headed back to the boat. On the way Gail asked me, "Are you coming to listen to Dareius story tonight?"

	 

	I wondered if there was more to Gail's concern and I asked, "Is the story the centerpiece of the get together, or is there more that goes on."

	 

	Gail smiled, I recognized it as her patient smile. "Just the story darling," she answered, then added, "You can ask Carol to come too, if you'd like to." I knew it was a friendly invite so I delayed a moment then asked, "Can Mark come too?"

	 

	"Of course", she immediately responded. "He's welcome. He was there the other night and I believe he enjoyed the story." Gail paused for a full minute, "I'm glad you'll be with me because only Dareius and Valeriya will be there."

	 

	I sat and chatted with Giancomo for a good while then went down to our cabin to shower and prepare to listen to Dareius. I had mentioned to Gaincomo that I was going to listen to Dareius tell and story and he commented, "Oh he can tell stories forever... and they are good and they are true." Before leaving the rear deck I telephoned Carol and Mark to invite them.

	 

	Carol changed into real pajamas with a robe over her. Gail changed into a knee length night gown that was very conservative, it was something she would occasionally wear to bed. She too had a robe covering her

	 

	There were six of us sitting in Dareius' cabin listening to his story about a mine he controlled in Africa. It seemed that his mine was near an area controlled by rebels, and there were some interesting experiences he was relating.

	 

	I sat well back in a large arm chair and Gail sat in front of me leaning back on my chest. My arms were around her, my hands in her lap. Mark was on the floor in front of an arm chair that Carol was sitting in, and Valeriya was sitting at the head of the bed while Dareius was on the right side of the bed, his feet hanging over the side. Dareius was indeed an excellent storyteller. He related what occurred in his deep voice with slight emphasis here and there to highlight important happenings.

	 

	Dareius told about the damage the rebels had done including killing and the rape of the women villagers at his mine, but he didn't go into sordid detail, then the questions started. Carol asked, "Couldn't the mine manager call police or the military?" Gail added, "Why didn't the villagers leave instead of waiting until they had control of the village?"

	 

	Dareius answered the questions and after a few more from Mark, Dareius volunteered, "Our plant manager had his wife in the mine, she was visiting from the UK."

	 

	Gail asked, "Did she get away?"

	 

	"No... and she had a difficult time," Dareius informed. "They separated the men and women, they tied her feet and hands to the bed in their house."

	 

	Gail and Carol looked somber. I couldn't tell if Valeriya understood what he was saying but she didn't react.

	 

	Mark asked, "What did she look like?" Dareius partly smiled, "A pretty girl, petite, a blond English girl."

	 

	Mark interrupted, "Did they rape her," he questioned.

	 

	"Yes," Dareius responded, "They brought her husband in the house and left her on the bed, her husband could hear her being raped."

	 

	The girls groaned. Mark asked, "They untied her and took off her clothes?"

	 

	Dareius grim response was that they had already ripped off most of her clothes and that they did not untie her legs."

	 

	Mark contested, "How could they rape her if her legs were tied?"

	 

	Dareius looked at Mark for a moment then simply answered, "They did...could."

	 

	Valeriya rose from the bed smiling and said in her broken English, "I hear this story before... I go for fresh air." A minute or two later Mark rose and said he also wanted fresh air and he left as well, we were sure following Valeriya.

	 

	Dareius continued the story but the next time he mentioned rape Gail said, "You know Mark had a point, how did they rape the English woman while she was tied up?"

	 

	He smiled and tried to explain without being too crude. Gail enquired in another way and Dareius tried again. Then Carol joined in continuing Gail's enquiry. It seemed like they did not believe Dareius when he said she was raped with her legs still tied. I wondered, "Was there something girls knew that men simply did not understand?"

	 

	The two girls and Dareius started discussing how the English lady could have had sex with her legs still tied, and the conversation started to become silly. I thought Dareius was right, and that it was possible. The girls thought it was not and gave very detailed explanation, even explaining positions. I know that I'd made love to Gail with her legs closed, so why not with her legs tied.

	 

	The sadness of the story seemed to be lost and the detail of a position for rape became the force. Dareius seemed to be enjoying the exchange when he said to Gail, "Lie on the bed... I'll show you." Then he looked to me and quietly asked, "Do you mind?"

	 

	"No," I responded, Gail had already moved to the center of the bed willing to lie down. Dareius placed her head on a pillow and had her stretch out. He covered her legs and body with her robe then climbed on the bed and squatted over Gails thighs. He then got in a squatting position and when he was where he could almost penetrate a woman, he explained rather than demonstrated how it was possible and I agreed with him. The girls now relented a bit and allowed that it might be possible. A few minutes of idle chatter ending the evening.

	 

	We all retired for the night. Back in our cabin I settled into bed and waited for Gail. When she closed the light and snuggled in I asked about Dareius. "He is a good story teller. You've spent a lot of time with him, has he tried to get close to you?"

	 

	No answer.

	 

	"Are you going to answer?" I felt Gail move her hand from leaning on my shoulder, when she mumbled.

	 

	"Do we have to do this tonight?"

	 

	"Yes", I said, starting to anger.

	 

	Gail quietly whispered, "He did once."

	 

	"What happened," I asked.

	 

	"He touched me. He fingered me," Gail volunteered.

	 

	I was so surprised, I felt cold, I didn't like the man. "And?" I asked. I was expecting more. "What did you do to him," I inquired.

	 

	"Nothing," she answered in a stronger voice.

	 

	"Were you in his cabin?" I asked.

	 

	"No."

	 

	"Well where did this happen?" I prodded.

	 

	"On the back deck," Gail informed.

	 

	I had to be calm because I was feeling angry. "Why didn't you tell me?" I asked.

	 

	"Because I know you don't like him and I knew you'd get as angry as you are now."

	 

	I quieted myself and as kindly as I could sound I asked. "Please tell me what happened, how it happened."

	 

	Gail moved her hand back to my shoulder and started, "On the way to the back deck we passed through the port walkway. As he opened the door we were face to face and he kissed me, briefly. I didn't fuss. When we were on the back deck he asked if I was upset from the kiss. I said no. He just took his right hand and placed it on my behind and asked if that would upset me. I was taking it all mischievously at that point and I said, "If I was needing attention it would not upset me."

	 

	Gail continued, "He kept his hand there, I didn't move away, when he started moving it, it felt good. I allowed it. Once he was under my dress I guess...," she paused to think of what to say, "it felt even better."

	 

	I am surprised that he didn't expect anything from you." I whispered.

	 

	"I think he expected more, but you came and rescued me," Gail responded.

	 

	"Oh," I said, "It was the other night when I picked you up on the deck."

	 

	"Umm," was Gail's response.

	 

	"He put his hand under your dress... did you cum?"

	 

	"Umm, yes, to both," Gail answered.

	 

	"That doesn't happen in a minute, he must have been doing it to you for some time," I said, asked actually.

	 

	"Yes," Gail answered, "I think a good few minutes."

	 

	I questioned, "Don't you think he is expecting or hoping to get something more from you? He's Giancomo's business partner. Next thing he'll be in Chile needing a translator."

	 

	Gail thoughtfully answered. "I think that he believes I will give in to him. When I am with him I find him interesting, a little sexy. When I am away I think of him as arrogant, the kind of person I do not like."

	 

	I continued, "Do you think he will get to you?" I emphasized the "get".

	 

	Gail responded, "I don't think so Ri, but I am not positive. He likes me a lot. I let him touch me and I liked it, he was gentle. But, I am still not certain." Then Gail laughed. "He is so big you'd think he'd be clumsy, but he isn't."

	 

	By now Gail had her arms around my chest and her head was leaning on the top of my shoulder. Enough for now I thought, and we went to sleep.

	 

	* * *

	 

	Next morning the Captain asked me what the plans were for Carol. Depending on her stay we could head for Marbella and dock there, or continue through the Gibraltar straights thinking about visiting Casablanca. Giancomo had a friend there that owned an upscale hotel called the Club Val d'Anfa.

	 

	I spoke to Carol and she said it was best they leave from Marbella. I told the Captain and he arranged for us to dock in Marbella while organizing a flight to Nice in two days for Carol and Mark.

	 

	I was a bit preoccupied this day, firstly wondering if I had to be watchful of Gail, and I was disappointed that Carol would be leaving. Carol and I never really had a convenient night together.

	 

	We arrived in Marbella and docked at the Puerto Banus. Giancomo asked us to decide on checking into a hotel for two nights, or staying on board. We all chose the boat. Fifteen minutes later Giancomo informed us "... lets dress for the evening, we're dining at Villa Tiberio, 8:30."

	 

	We all roamed through the harbor area for a while. I believe that Carol and Mark were the only ones that had not been there before. We acted like tourists, drank too much wine, and bought silly things that we would probably throw away as soon we got home. I was with Gail the whole time and as we started back to the boat at

	 

	seven Gail cuddled close to my arm and said, "It's nice being silly with you, relaxing," and she hugged my arm.

	 

	What gorgeous girls we were with. At 7:45P three men sat waiting for the girls and Mark. Valeriya was first to come out and all three of us said "Wow." She had on a black dress that had sleeves covering both shoulders and nothing else. It was as short as she could get away with and she had simple black shoes with 2" heels. She carried a black bag and I wore a wristwatch that glistened diamonds. She looked terrific, sexy, sparking even Dareius to rise to compliment her and offer his seat.

	 

	Carol and Mark were next. Carol was simply stunning in a simple skirt and blouse. Both looked expensive but they were so clean-cut looking that you had to see Carol as clean-cut as well. Her only jewels were earrings with a diamond set in green emerald like stones. Carol was smiling, she seemed to always smile, and she commented on how exciting the afternoon had been.

	 

	Gabrielle and Gail came up together. I guess Gabriella had gone to our cabin to wait for Gail to finish. Gabrielle wore a short dress of dark purple and white, the dress hung at mid-thigh. She looked sexy and she pranced toward us like a model, turned around in front of us and said, "Look men, what wonderful ladies you have."

	 

	Gail was right beside her in a dark grey skirt that was of summer material, and very loose dark blue silk blouse. I looked then swallowed. Gail was braless and it was easy to see. Her skirt was mid-thigh and her heels were just an inch or two high. She wore a watch and earrings. I don't know how a girl can look conservative and sexy, but that's how she looked to me, absolutely stunning. I smiled at her as she looked at me for approval. I also noticed Dareius starring open mouthed.

	The girls immediately started complimenting the others outfit and that remained the conversation until we arrived at Villa Tiberio. We were taken outside to a magnificent garden and seated at a round table. Giancomo with Gabriella and Dareius beside Gabby and Valeriya next to me and Gail. Mark sat beside Gail and Carol beside Giancomo.

	 

	We started with Proseco, then red wine all evening. The food was extraordinary and the service was conducive to drinking, and we did. I danced with Valeriya then Carol but mostly with Gail. At one point when Giancomo danced with Gail I was at the table when they returned. Gail looked disturbed. When we were the only two at the table and I asked if something were wrong. She said no, except that she had too much to drink. We started chatting and I asked her if Giancomo was acting mischievous she said no. I suddenly had a thought that I was concerned about mentioning, but I did.

	 

	"Does Giancomo know that Dareius got close to you?" I asked.

	 

	Gail looked at me questioningly, a long look and then said, "I don't know, don't think so," then questioningly she added, "Why?"

	 

	"Don't know why I asked," I lied.

	 

	"Did Giancomo say or ask anything while you were dancing?" I asked.

	 

	"No, not really, he said things like if I'm enjoying... I said I was."

	 

	I saw that Gail had something on her mind that she didn't want to talk about. I did too and I thought I had better worry about keeping Gail happy and protecting her. "Sweetheart, do you think Giancomo was expecting you to get friendly with Dareius... wanting you too?"

	 

	Gail had been watching the dancers but she turned her head to look at me and reaching out to touch my cheek, she smiled. "You always manage to surprise me Ri."

	 

	"Why now?" I asked, surprised at her touch and comment.

	 

	 

	"Because as I walked back from the dance floor I wondering that as well. No Ri I think he is surprised that I see a deeper side to Dareius."

	 

	"Is that what you were talking about with Giancomo," I asked.

	 

	"Uh hmm," she sounded.

	 

	"Do you think Dareius knows you've been with Giancomo," I continued.

	 

	"No. Dareius keeps worrying about what Giancomo might see or hear."

	 

	I smiled at Gail, squeezed her hand and whispered, "Think Giancomo is jealous?"

	 

	I also noted that Gail's answer indicated that she and Dareius had been talking about it.

	 

	Gail smiled. "Maybe, I don't know. I only care if you are jealous." Gail touched my cheek again and sat upwards smiling as the others returned from dancing.

	 

	It was about midnight when we returned to the berth where the boat was tied. Giancomo immediately went to the bar and started fixing drinks. I was wined out and settled for sparkling water. Dareius drank the same whiskey and water he'd been drinking all evening.

	 

	Gabriella placed a disc and music filled the whole rear part of the boat. She grabbed Mark and walked through the opened cabin to the rear deck and started dancing.

	 

	Dareius moved his and Valeriya's chair nearer to us and Gail smiled. He looked at me and asked, "Are you planning to come listen to our stories tonight Rian.?"

	 

	I actually smiled. "I know they are good" I answered. "I'll see how awake I feel."

	 

	Carol was sitting by herself and watching Gabriella and Mark dance. I rose and walked over to ask her to dance. We started dancing with space between us but I soon had Carol pressed against me. When Gabriella stopped and went inside I took Carols hand and simply stepped to the inside of the rear cabin, behind the chairs and we walked out into the walkway between the deck cabin and the railing. I simply had Carols hand, and she followed. I didn't know if we were watched.

	 

	We walked toward the rear deck and I pulled two lounge chairs together in the farthest darkest corner of the aft deck. We kissed, and then she got comfortable on the lounge. She lay down fully stretched, ankles crossed. I sat beside her left side and we talked while I touched. I lifted her blouse and touched her breast. I placed my hand under her skirt and touched her thighs. She looked at me and smiled then opened her legs. She said she loved my touching her and sighed saying, "I wish this trip were for a month."

	 

	"Can people see us?" she asked."

	 

	I looked toward the fore deck then answered, "I doubt it."

	 

	Carol raised her skirt to her waist and even in the darkness I could see her panties. She lifted her behind to lower her panties and I helped by lowering them to her feet and removing them. Carol reached to take the panties and took hold of my hand, "Let's make love Ri," she whispered.

	 

	I touched her gently for a long time, touching her breasts and pulling on her nipples through her clothing. I ran my fingers through her pussy hair and over her pussy lips, exploring, sticking my finger inside, she was so wet. She moaned as I pulled in and out. Carol had her left arm stretched to touch me and she was squeezing and rubbing my cock through my pants. I kissed her entangling my tongue with hers, I ran it over her teeth between her lips and gums, tasting and touching her whole mouth. I just couldn't get enough.

	 

	I stood and lowered my pants and shorts, Carol looked at my hard cock and smiled as I stepped out of the pant legs. I placed my left leg on the far side of her chair and crawled over her while gazing down between her legs. My cock touched the top of her pussy and she quickly reached down and took hold of me guiding it to her center. I felt the head of my cock touch something wet and I instinctively humped forward. Carol too was ready and she pressed forward as my cock slowly slipped into her wetness. We made love, slowly, trying to digest the feeling. She sighed as I slide into her. I marveled at how tight she felt, she kept touching my face and shoulders, raising her head to kiss my chin, my forehead, my mouth. She moaned and made sounds of pleasure and we moved softly against one another for the longest time and then she suddenly pushed her groin hard up against me and stayed pressed moaning "Uhhh,uhhh" then a sigh then "Oh Riannn uhh ohh" and she mumbled "I'm cu... cuming", Oh mmm, and she moaned pressing harder, I felt the pulsing of her cuming through my cock.

	 

	We lay there for a while whispering, holding hands, my cock still inside her. I slipped out and cupped her pussy gently touching her. After a time Carol sat up and asked me to lie down and she started touching my soft cock. She leaned over and kissed the head and caressed my balls. As my cock started to harden she leaned forward and took most of me into her mouth. Her attention was to loving my cock and kissing and licking my balls. After a few minutes and in a shattering surge of passion I felt my cum surge into her mouth. She attended to my withering cock for a minute or two more before she walked to the railing and spit it out.

	 

	I didn't expect that anyone would be in the lounge as we walked back, it was empty. We must have been gone more than an hour. I held Carols hand and walked down the starboard stairs to the dimly lit hallway to our cabins. "I hope Mark has been out having fun," she whispered.

	 

	I stood beside her door as she entered her cabin. When the door was closed I could hear the sound of their voices but I couldn't hear what was being said. The voices didn't sound angry so I walked down the hallway passing the other guest suite and stopped before the two doors that made up the entrance to our cabin.

	 

	I couldn't hear anything except the slight hum of the boat engines. I rested my hand on the door knob and noticed the big door was just leaning against the frame, closed but not shut. I pushed slowly and the door opened slightly, the room was almost dark. I heard music. I thought I would enter without waking Gail. As I stepped inside I partly turned to the door to shut it quietly and I froze in my movement.

	 

	Music was playing quietly on the room speakers, and the light in Gail's bathroom on the left side was allowing a trickle of light in the room. Gail was sitting in the middle of the bed, facing me while straddling Dareius with her back toward his face. Her eyes were closed, her head gently tilted and leaning back. She was sliding forward then crunching her pussy upwards, then sliding back, his cock obviously buried deep inside her. Her breasts were swaying enticingly each time she changed direction.

	 

	My mouth opened in surprise. Darius face was behind Gail so all I could see of him was his legs. I heard him sigh then Gail leaned forward and put her hands on his legs continuing to press against his cock. She gave no sign that she heard me enter. Her eyes still closed.

	 

	She started sliding again. I was accustomed to the dark now and thought I somehow registered the look of pleasure on her face. I watched her breasts sway forward as she started moving backward while pressing hard against him. I moved slowly to the right toward the large comfort chair against the wall at the base of the bed. If Dareius had his eyes open he would see me moving.

	 

	I took three steps then turned and resting my arms on the chair-arms I lowered myself onto the cushions, hoping it wouldn't make noise as I settled in. It didn't, and neither did Gail or Dareius indicate that they heard me. I was seated low down now, maybe eight or ten feet from Gail. She stopped moving on Dareius for a moment and turned her head to her right, away from where I was sitting and softly asked him, "Do you like that?"

	 

	He moaned an "Uhh.." then responded in his deep voice, "I love it." I wondered what he loved then thought I knew. Gail would often stop moving with me inside her and move the muscles in her pussy as if they were milking me.

	 

	Darius added, "That feels so good... I could cum."

	 

	"Cum in me...cum again," Gail whispered.

	 

	Where I was seated was hard for Dareius to see me. Gail could but she still had her eyes closed and she was making sounds as if she was working toward an orgasm. She'd moan as she slid her hips forward on his cock. I couldn't see his cock entering her as she was barley lifting off his upper thighs.

	 

	Gail would move a little bit faster from time to time making her breasts bounce. She looked so beautiful, sexy, and when she would moan I would feel a strong jealously pang, I wanted to be the person making her cum.

	 

	I was sitting there a good five minutes watching Gail service Dareius. Neither of them indicated they knew I was there. I was tempted to reach for my cock but hesitated thinking that when they stopped and saw me there I did not want Dareius to think I was accepting. I didn't want him to think he had access whenever he thought, like Peter did. But, what I was observing was very exciting.

	 

	Gail stopped moving and slowly lifted her left leg. His cock slipped out and she squatted beside Dareius with her right hand holding his cock then moved her head toward his cock. She put the upper third to her mouth, rubbed her lips along the side, then put the head to her lips and placed it in her mouth. I was shaken. It felt like my stomach gripped my heart. She took her mouth away for a minute and quietly said, "I can taste our fluids," and then continued pleasuring his cock.

	 

	It was the first I'd seen of Dareius body and I was surprised. He looked big but not fat, his cock a good seven or eight inches and of medium thickness. I could see Gail opening her mouth wide. She teased and toyed with his cock for some two or three minutes, sucking, then licking its length, and then she moved close and stretched her right leg over his thighs and squatted over his cock, facing him now. Her hand went behind her centering his cock and then she moved slightly forward pressing down to get him inside.

	 

	"Ohhh," Gail sighed as she started to slide him into her. Even though she had just been loving him she was moving slowly to again fit her pussy around his cock.

	 

	When he was full inside her she paused for a moment leaning her head left and sighed, then opened her mouth without making a sound and started to move and slide on his cock. A minute later she whispered, "I'm going to cum again... ohh my." After a thirty second pause she again moaned, "... Ohh do it, oh mmmy goodness, " and she shuddered. Using her arms to support her she was moving up and down fully lifting to the edge of his cock then sliding down. When she was down she'd move sideways edging his cock deeper with each move. Her small right breast was hanging as she leaned over. She looked absolutely gorgeous, so very sexy, and I was jealous. I was looking at her back hole and her pussy filled with Dareius fat cock. When she lifted up her pussy would wrap a layer of her pussy flesh around his cock. I was jealous and mesmerized.

	 

	I was also turned on realizing the pleasure that Gail felt. When she had him fully inside her she sat up straight and inched forward slowly, like she was peaked with pleasure and wanted to rub her clit against him for more.

	 

	I thought on more than one occasion that Gail had seen me sitting there but she continued to act like they were alone. Dareius couldn't see me because Gail's body was between his head and where I sat. I watched Gail's orgasm approach with urgency. Now she was gasping, moving a lot more strongly than before, she would rub the top of her pussy, then grab one breast and tug on her nipple, all the while gasping "Uhhh', and sucking in air, all these things happening in seconds.

	 

	Gail gasped loudly, "Ohhh Dar..., I'm... ohhh yes Dar, do it, Ohhh," and she started to cum, holding her breath, then gasping then holding, her arms and body twitching one place then another as the orgasm spread through her body. I saw her back hole contract, she moved around like she were forcing his cock to touch her insides in different places. Gail finally leaned forward and fell on Dareius chest, her nose in his neck, one arm under her on his belly, the other stretched out to her left.

	 

	Now I could see Dareius' eyes but he wasn't looking my way. I was in the darkest part of the room, and I was sitting low down with a high chest bedside me.

	 

	When Gail finally raised her head she kissed him...slowly, it seemed with passion and afterwards she quietly said, "That was soo good," adding, "Why didn't you cum?"

	 

	Dareius whispered, "I was serving you," his big hands were stroking her from neck to back and to her bottom.

	 

	Two or three minutes later with little said Gail untangled herself from a sheet and sat on the edge of the bed. She straightened her back then turned to her right and stood up facing Dareius. She bent and reached for his hand and said, "Come...sit here please," and she knelt down beside the bed. I loved the way her breasts swayed when she bent forward. Dareius didn't say anything, he just sat up in bed and moved to sit on the edge. He was naked, large and his back was dark, hairy. Gail moved between his legs and immediately reached for his cock. Dareius body blocked my view of Gail, just a bit of her shoulder and her right arm was showing. I couldn't see her head but from the movement of her arm I just knew she was playing with his cock.

	 

	I was charged watching her ride his cock and now this. I was certain she was sucking him when Dareius leaned his head back and whispered, "Oohh yes sweetie...suck it...suck uhhh." His right hand went from leaning on the bed to moving in front of him, moving. I wondered what he was touching. I could hear the slurping and hard sucking that Gail was doing as she serviced his cock. I was hard.

	 

	Dareius lasted one or two minutes when he sighed, his deep throated "Uhhhh Gail, mmmm", and his body jerking signaled he was shooting off in her mouth. He jolted with what seemed like each blast of cum maybe five or six times. Then they were quiet. The music that was still playing seemed to create an aura.

	 

	My breathing sounded like thunder to me. Gail finally stood up naked silhouetted against what little light came from her bathroom. She reached for a towel on the bed and put it to her mouth to be rid of the cum. When she finished she looked at Dareius watching she said, "You come in buckets."

	 

	"When," Dareius asked, "Just now."

	 

	"Mmm yes, both times," Gail nodded.

	 

	"More than before," he asked.

	 

	Gail smiled, "Yes, I think so," she informed.

	 

	"Wait until the next time," he chided, "You'll think I'm your hero." Dareius was now standing and he reached for Gail and put his arms around her. Gail's head was against his left arm looking across the room.

	 

	"Ri is that you?" she asked.

	 

	I waited a long time before I answered. Dareius turned to look at me. I answered Gail, "Hi, sweetheart," I mumbled.

	 

	"How long have you been there...here?" she quietly inquired. She had let go of Dareius and he walked into her bathroom and closed the door. It was really dark now. A moment later Gail clicked the light on her bedside.

	 

	I could tell that her voice was an octave higher, she was nervous or angry. "I've been here a while," I finally answered.

	 

	She smiled "You should have let me know," and she placed both hands in front of her body as if to say "see me I've just been had." She walked toward me and ran her hand through my hair and with her right arm now behind my head she asked, "Did you have a good time Baby?"

	 

	I nodded my head and reached for her breast gently touched her nipple. Dareius stepped out of the bathroom dressed, and walked toward the door. As he got close he nodded to me, "Hello Rian," and I nodded. He reached toward Gail and she stretched out her hand to touch his hand. "Good night Dareius," she whispered. "Good night Gail," he said, and walked from the room.

	 

	Gail, still naked and lovely sat on my lap for a few minutes just touching my hair and face, consoling me. She knew I was shaken from what I saw. I know she wanted to calm me and I wondered why she opened her legs a bit more. But she knew me well, I so wanted to put my hand between her legs but I refrained.

	 

	Gail went to shower while I undressed. When she finished I went into the shower while she was drying herself. "How long had you been sitting in the dark?" she asked.

	 

	"A good while," I answered.

	 

	"Were you there..." then she paused without finishing.

	 

	"There when?" I asked, "finish the question."

	 

	"When he was on top," she finished.

	 

	"Yes," I lied.

	 

	She continued, "I don't recall ever cuming that hard," she paused, "And twice... that quickly."

	 

	I felt a jealous pang. "So he's a good lov...great lover, is that what you're saying?"

	 

	Gail stopped wiping herself and looked at me for a moment then quietly said, "No Ri, you are my great lover... but he certainly fucked me." We both laughed.

	 

	We went to bed, both naked, her nose touching my shoulder. Just before falling asleep I asked, "You came twice?"

	 

	Gail mumbled back, "Three... twice when he was on top...again when I was on top." After a long pause she mumbled, "Did you...did you get together with Carol?"

	 

	"Mmm...yes, " I answered. Gail reached for and touched my cock then slipped her hand between my legs, and we slept.

	 

	We had arrived in Marbella where Carol and Mark were due to get off and fly back to Nice. I left Gail doing her makeup and I headed to the lounge deck. Giancomo had started breakfast. "The bread is still warm," he informed. I cut a large piece of bread and selected the soft goat cheese as a spread.

	 

	"Your friends are leaving today?" Gian asked and without waiting for my answer he added, "She's lovely, her husband, hmmm."

	 

	Gail had told me that Gian had interest in Valeriya and I knew that Mark did too. I guess Giancomo and Mark had been competing. I answered Gian anyway. "Yes they have an early afternoon flight."

	 

	I managed five minutes alone with Carol just talking and exchanging numbers before they left. The last few minutes they were on board we were all there saying goodbye. Giancomo said to Carol, "You are welcome aboard any time, please remember that." Mark started down the ramp to leave and Carol a bit teary eyed, walked back, kissed my cheek then Gail's cheek, and left.

	We all spent the day on deck, sailing close to shore, watching the bustle of activity of cars and trucks and busses along the coast. We had the stop in Marbella planned. Now we were planning the next stop. When the shore boat took Carol to Marbella they returned full with food. Giancomo nominated me as his assistant and we agreed to prepare "The barbecue of barbecues," for dinner.

	 

	There was more to come on this trip.

	 

	END
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