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Chapter 1

Neil Vernolo knew something was wrong when his wife, Martina, set down her fork, sighed, and took his hand.  It was her way of saying something he wouldn’t want to hear.  He looked around the restaurant to see if anyone was in earshot and waited for the worst.

He smirked mirthlessly and asked, “What’s up?  I thought you would like to go out.  We haven’t gone on a date in weeks.” 

The restaurant was a French bistro that had just opened up in the city a few months ago.  It had taken Neil weeks to reserve a table for two.  He wanted to treat his beloved Martina after she had grown distant.  Getting his blue blazer out of the closet, he even dressed up.  His knockout of a wife was wearing a black silk dress that somehow highlighted her deep red hair and green eyes.  Martina was Neil's most prized jewel.

“It’s not that, the meal was wonderful,” she said.  Martina shook her head and pushed her shoulder-length red hair behind her ears with her free hand. “Neil, do you remember those medical tests I had to do?”

“Oh yeah, is something up?”

“Neil, the doctor said I have something called Mitochondrial Protein Misfolding. Something about how my cells work is breaking down. It’s fatal,” she said.

Neil could feel the room start to spin until Martina squeezed his hand tight.

She continued, “I have eighteen months left.  They can give me medication to treat the symptoms, but it won’t stop the progression.  They said I’ll be healthy for most of that time until my body starts to shut down.  I’ll then have a month left.”

“Why did you tell me here of all places?”  Neil asked.

“I didn’t want you to get upset,”  she said, looking down at his hand.

“Martina!?  Of course, I’m going to be upset.  The woman I’ve been married to for ten years, the woman I love, is telling me we just have a year and a half left?  Are you sure there’s no hope?”

“I looked it up, and it doesn’t seem like there is.  This isn’t some virus or cancer: my cells are forgetting how to use energy.  There was some early research into gene editing, but every attempt only made people die faster.”

“I really want to cry right now,”  Neil said, shading his eyes.

“Please don’t, there’s more I want to talk about.”  She cleared her throat and continued,  “I’ve done a lot of thinking about my time left and about us.”

Neil looked into her deep green eyes and said, “What about us?  I’m going to take care of you, that’s all there is to it.”  He moved his thumb along the back of her hand and marveled at how beautiful she was.  Martina was a tall woman with full breasts and curvy hips.  Her skin was a healthy tan, and he couldn’t understand how this angel of a woman would soon be dead.

“Neil, you know how you and I got married so young?  I thought you were the love of my life, and I still do.  With you running your construction business and me working too, I feel like we let life pass us by.  With this prognosis, I want to do the things I regret not doing before it's too late.”

“Sure!  What did you want to do? Skydiving?  Scuba? We can travel anywhere you want,” he said, trying to hold back the tears.  “We can pack our bags tonight and get on a plane first thing tomorrow.  My business can almost run itself.”

Martina’s eyes started to get bloodshot, and she rolled them, “It’s not just travel, Neil.  I need you to be strong right now because this is so hard to say, but I need to say it.  Haven’t you noticed how little sex we have?  When we do have it, do you feel how mundane it’s become?”

He raised an eyebrow and felt a pang in his chest. Why would she bring up something that embarrassing at a restaurant? “I’m sure that a lot of couples go through dry spells sometimes.  I’ll make it up to you, I’ll get some toys, and we can find out what you like.”

She pulled her hand away and grimaced.  After taking a breath, she said,  “Neil, you’re not listening.  I want to catch up on the life I could have led if I hadn’t gotten married to you.  I’m asking for an open marriage for these last few months of my life.  I want to know what I’ve missed.”

Neil gripped the edges of the table and started to sweat.  He could feel his heart beating out of his chest when he said,  “Honey, you’re not making sense.  You don’t want to be with me anymore?”

“No!  That’s not what I’m saying at all.  I’m bringing this up so I can stay with you,”  she whispered.  “Nothing changes between you and me.  I still love you, and I don’t want to destroy what we've built together.  All I’m asking is time to explore my sexuality.  I know it’s not your fault, but I’ve become so desperate, Neil.  You come home so late every night, and when you do manage to cuddle me, you’re exhausted.  Go into my bedside table and see the toys I’ve had to use to keep myself from going crazy.”

He stood up, reached for his wallet, and said, “I need some fresh air.”  Tossing way too much money on the table, he started to walk to the door.

“Neil, where are you going?”  Martina said, going after him.

Walking out into the rain, he looked up and down the city street for a taxi.  He blinked back tears and stuck his hands in his pockets. 

He wondered why this was happening to him.  The thought of his wife having sex with other men caused a swirl of emotions that he couldn’t quite define.  Neil managed to get halfway down the block before Martina caught up with him and grabbed his hand.

“Neil, please stop!”

He spun around and held out his palms.  “How could you do this to me!?”  he yelled.  “One moment you’re saying you’re dying and the next moment you say I’m lousy in bed and want to fuck other men!?  Who does that?”

“Neil, don’t be so selfish!”  she snapped back at him.  “I’m dying!  Think about me for once!  I gave you ten years of my life.  I wanted children!  You kept saying 'next year' for ten years!  There’s no time left!”

“I was trying to make sure the business was successful.  I was doing it for us!”

“Rather than start a family, you just threw yourself at your work,” she said while her mascara started to run down her face.  “I had to watch mothers push strollers in the park every day at lunch and wonder when it would be my turn.”

He staggered backward and shut his eyes. “Okay, maybe that’s true.  Maybe I put in too many hours.   Is that the reason why you want to break up this marriage?”

She shoved him, “I don’t want a divorce, you idiot!  I’m asking for us to use the time we have left together as best we can.”

“By fucking other men!? ”

“Yes!” she said. “I’ll date other men, and you can date other women.  I promise to be a loving wife when I come back.  Neil, in less than two years, I’ll be gone. Let me live my life.  When you and I were married, I saw all my friends having parties.  When we were eating ramen noodles, they were getting drinks and cutting loose.  I thought it was worth it because we were going to be making a family, but that ship has sailed.  Don’t let the last months of my life be spent waiting for death.  Let me live! I promise I will love you with all my heart.  I promise to always cherish you, right to the end.”

She approached him and tried to grab his hand, but he recoiled and said, “I don’t even know who you are anymore.  Up until today, I believed in true love.”  He stood up straight and continued, “Why don’t you get a ride home.  I’m going to see if I can crash at Al’s place tonight.  If that doesn’t work, I’ll find a hotel room.  Martina, I just can’t believe what you’ve done.”

The redhead’s hands started to shake, “Neil, please don’t be like this.  Please come home, we can take a shower and figure this out.”

He put up his hand and said, “No, Marina, I need some time, please go home.”  A taxi finally stopped, and he jumped in.

The redhead hung her head, sobbed, and said, “What have I done!?  Martina, you’re such a fucking idiot!”


Chapter 2

An hour later, Al and Neil were up on the roof of Al’s apartment. Al was a man in his late twenties with short, curly black hair and a laid-back attitude, which put Neil at ease.  He was very fit but still had a barrel chest, which made him look heavier than he actually was. Handing Neil a can of beer, he lay on a lounge chair and said, “Now tell me what happened to require this emergency hangout.”

Neil took a long swig from the beer before reclining in the lounge chair he sat on and said, “My life as I know it is over.  Martina said she’s dying.”

“Holy shit!  What is it?”

“Something called MPM, she’ll be fine for the next year and a bit, 18 months, then her body is just going to shut down.”

“If she’s just told you that, why the hell are you here and not consoling her?”  Al asked.

“That’s the shit.  She said that since she was going to die, she wanted to open up the marriage so she could live the fast life she missed out on when she married me.  Can you believe that shit?”

“Wait, I don’t think I heard that right.  You’re saying Martina wanted to open your marriage so she gets her body count higher before she kicks the bucket?”

Neil raised his beer and said, “Yup.”

“That’s the most fucked up thing I’ve heard, and I’ve heard some weird shit in my time.  So what are you going to do?”

He waved his beer and said, “What can I do?  I can’t be with her anymore.” 

“Dude, what are your parents going to say when you file for divorce from your wife, who’s about to die?  Isn’t that going to look bad on you?”

“Fuck! I can’t explain why I’m divorcing her.  I’ll have to come up with some other explanation.”

“They’ll never believe it, Neil,” he said.  “I always told you she’s way out of your league.  I never understood why she was into you in the first place.  If you go through with it, you’ll have to tell the truth, and that will ruin her last months of life.  I think she’s got you up against the wall.”

“So do nothing?” Neil said as he looked up, trying to find the stars in the dark brown haze of the city’s night sky.

“So one option is to just say no to her proposal and go on for the next year and a half.  You keep her secret, and the world remembers Martina and you as a loving couple.  That’s probably the cleanest option for both of you.  And then there's…” he said before trailing off.

“What’s the second option?”

“You could open up the marriage,” he said with a shrug before finishing his beer and reaching for another from the ice bucket.

“No, no, no!  If you were in my position, you wouldn’t either,”  Neil said.

“Well, I’m not in your position.  I didn’t get to marry the prom queen.  I just lived a life full of one-night stands and getting drunk.  Neil, the woman is facing the unknown.  She’s scared.  It sounds like this is her biggest regret.”

“But marriages that open up are doomed to split up.”

“Your marriage has a definite ending now, Neil.  Either she’s unhappy for the rest of her life, or you're unhappy for eighteen months.”

“I can’t believe you’re taking her side.   What if she finds someone better than me?”

“She probably will!”  Al said with a laugh.  “Martina is a ten.  Guys are going to be all over her if she takes that ring off.  I’m not taking sides,  I’m just saying the things you aren’t willing to.  Don’t forget you can be dating as well, she said open relationship, right?”

“Well, yeah, but she’s the love of my life!”

Al got up, turned to Neil, and said, “The marriage you had is over, it's as simple as that.  In a way, she’s gone already.  You can either accept it and move on or stick your head in the sand.    Can you abandon her now?  Are you that type of person?”

“Can I stay with someone who cheats on me?”

“Yes, yes, I can,” Al said.  “If she’s respectful, and I think she is, this can work.  Let her have one weekend to herself a month with no questions.  Put in rules.  Don’t let her fuck the same man more than twice.  While those weeks pass, you can work on yourself.  Go to the gym, learn a new hobby, do the things you regretted not doing since you started that business of yours.”

“What if I can’t find a date?  What do I do on the weekends that she’s gone?”

“Come over to my place?  Go on a pub crawl?  If she’s free, then that means you're free too,”  he said with a shrug.  “What do you have to lose?”

“My marriage.  If she is with other guys, it’s over, right?”

“She’s already come to the decision, Neil.  The woman trusted she could come to you with that and hoped you’d be understanding.  There’s nothing stopping her from just divorcing you or cheating anyway.”

Neil blushed and sat up.

Al raised an eyebrow, “There’s something you’re not telling me.  What is it?”

Neil put his beer on the rooftop and folded his hands. “Al, what’s the wildest sexual fantasy you’ve ever had?”

“Oh, that’s easy.  I want feet.  My biggest fantasy is to have a hundred cheerleaders walk off the football field and wipe their feet on my naked body,”  Al smirked and then shivered.  “Whoa, can’t think of that for too long.  So what’s yours?”

“I thought a couple of times about swinging or watching Martina get fucked by a big dicked man.”

“Whoa!  Neil, I never took you for a cuck.”  Al said.

Neil grabbed Al by the shirt and lifted him up, “I am not a cuck!”

Al put up his hands, “Hey, simmer down now.  The neighbors will hear.”

Neil let go and stepped back.  He covered his face and said, “Just because I had a few fantasies about it doesn’t mean I actually want it, right?  It’s just that Martina always wants more.”

“You’re complaining about that?” Al said, arching an eyebrow.

“Try years of it.  Try years of never being enough to satisfy the woman of your dreams!  For once, I want to see her face light up with pure bliss.”

“Have you tried everything?  Your mouth?  Toys?”

“Shouldn’t I be enough?”

“No, man!  No!”  Al laughed.  “Most women can’t come just from dick.  Didn’t anyone teach you that?  Girls need oral man!  Toys are fun.  Get over yourself.  What decade are you from?  The fifties?”

“Ugh, kill me now,” Neil said before sitting back down.

“Don’t worry about this.  I won’t tell anyone.  I swear it.  But I think you’re closer to your decision, aren’t you?”

“What do you mean?”

“Let her live the time of her life!  Give her the best 18 months a man could give.  Make her life so good that she’d do anything for another day.  Think of it as a gift,” he said.

Neil shrugged, “I did mention we could travel.  The business is in good shape right now.”

Al clapped his hands and said, “I know the perfect place!  One second!”  He ran off.

Neil could feel a pang of excitement in his chest.  The thought of Martina moaning underneath a man who could satisfy her stirred something between his legs.  He shook his head when Al came back with his laptop.

“Here it is,”  he said with a smile. “The Honeymoon Islands.” 

“Honeymoon Islands?”  Neil said, taking the computer.

“They’re a country off the coast of Aquanila.  They’re known for the wildest sex parties.   Look at those beaches!  It’s not that popular because it’s so far off the coast and there’s no airport.  They’re looking for  people to fill out the population. They’re known for the highest per-capita condom use on the planet.  I can’t move there because of my job, but you two can.”

Neil paged through the pictures.  The men were tanned and muscular and had their arms around bikini-clad women.  There was a short video of a dance club, where couples were grinding on each other.  He noticed that most of the women had the same tattoo on their wrists, like a small map.  An image of Martina pushing her ass onto one of the musclehead's crotches flashed in his mind.  His head swam with ideas, wondering if his heart could take it.

He shook his head and said, “This is crazy.  It’s late.  I need sleep.”

Al shrugged, “Hey, don’t listen to a word I said, Neil.  Martina’s a good wife who’s reacting to a big shock.  I’m sure it will all blow over when you get back to her.”

Neil sighed, “I hope you’re right.”


Chapter 3

When Neil cracked the door open to his apartment and slipped through, he could hear the sound of footsteps running towards him.  When he looked up from hanging up his coat, Martina was already in the air, leaping at him.  When she collided with him, he had to step back or risk falling over. 

She showered him with kisses while saying, “Don’t you ever do that again!  You big dummy!  I cried in bed for hours.”

“I’m sorry, Martina.  Look about what you said last night, about the open marriage—”

Martina put a finger on his lips and said, “Forget about what I said, okay?”  She hopped down and pulled him by the hand to the kitchen and sat him on the stool.  “One second, I want to make you breakfast.  You must be starving.”  She was wearing her pajamas, which she still looked hot in.  Her red hair was in a scrunchy, forming a small ponytail, and her face was free of makeup.  Neil always wondered why she bothered with the stuff; she still looked beautiful with no cosmetics.

The redhead turned on the gas range, set the pan on it, and started pulling out eggs, milk, and cheese from the refrigerator. 

She turned around, wearing a bright smile as if hiding something.

Neil shifted in his seat and said, “Honey, I’m so sorry I blew up at you.”

“What’s there to be sorry about, Neil? It’s me who should be sorry.  You’re my husband, and we made promises to each other.  There’s nothing wrong with your reaction,”  her smile twitched.  She mixed eggs with a splash of milk and poured the mixture into a buttered pan.  The kitchen filled with the aroma of breakfast. 

Neil tilted his head, “Are you sure you don’t want to talk about it?”

Martina closed her eyes and shook her head, “I don’t, really.  You were clear as crystal.  I don’t want to lose my husband.”

He raised his hand, “But—”

“No, Neil, that’s final.  Just forget I brought it up, please.  The thought of being without you makes me feel sick.  So I’d rather not.”  A tear formed in the corner of her eye, and she quickly wiped it before serving up the eggs.

Neil couldn’t stop feeling like she was putting a bit of tape over a deep wound.  He shrugged and said, “Right.  Anyway, I wanted to show you something.”  He fished out his phone, opened up a web page, and handed it to her.  Neil was sure to choose the sanitized version of the website for the islands that avoided talking about the racier aspects of the country.  “I’d like to make your last moments on earth worth remembering.  I’ve done some research, and we’d be able to buy a fairly large plot of land with a house here.  It’s called the Honeymoon Islands.”

Martina reached for the phone and looked at it. “It’s beautiful, but what about the company?”

“As I said, the company has taken off.  I can run it from the island and take business trips if I really need to.  You’re the most important thing in my life, and I can’t waste the time we have left.”

“What about my work?  I have friends there who need me.”

“I’m not saying it won’t be hard,” Neil said, walking around the kitchen island and putting an arm around her.  The redhead leaned against him and swiped through the photos. “You can ask for remote work, or you can get a part-time job on the islands, or not work at all.  I don’t want to push you either way.  All I’m saying is that I can pamper you in the way you deserve.  I love you more than anything.  You deserve this.”

Neil picked up his plate and started scarfing the food while Martina read on.  She said, “It seems there’s relatively little tourism.  Looks like they send their kids to the mainland for education.  Those white sandy beaches look so nice.  An 18-month vacation is so tempting.  It’s almost too good to be true.  We’d have to sell the apartment and get all new clothes.  We’d lose all our friends.”

“They could come visit us.  This is the house I had in mind.”  He took the phone and showed her a picture of a one-story bungalow on a hill, surrounded by fields of green, leafy plants.  “There are plenty of bedrooms.  It even has a huge garage.  It used to be a farm.”

“Look at that sunset. Neil, it’s perfect!”  she said, shaking her hands.  “I can’t wait to shop for bathing suits!  I’m going to tell all my friends!”  The redhead hugged him tightly.  Her kisses started at his mouth and then moved to his neck.  The woman’s hands fumbled at Neil’s zipper.

“Martina, what are you doing?”  he asked.

“I want to make up for what I did.  I hurt you, and instead of a screaming match, you come back with a plan to move to paradise.  You need a reward for that.”  She unbuttoned him and pulled out his average-sized penis.  His dick was soft when she pulled it out and started to pull on it.  Martina grinned and looked up at him as she roughly pulled at his cock.  Her dry hand on his uncircumcised dick hurt more than it pleasured him, but Neil tried to smile and nod.

“Do you like it when I pull on your thing?” she said.

“I sure do, Martina.  It feels good,” he replied.  Neil tried to will his dick to grow.  He thought of any racy content while his wife yanked on him.  Never once in ten years of marriage had he given her any criticism about sex, since she was the pretty one and he was just grateful to be next to her.

“It’s not getting any bigger,” she said with a pout. After tugging him a few more times, her eyes opened up, and she said, “I know what to do.”  Getting on her knees, she opened her mouth and put the man’s willy in her mouth and started to suck.

Neil shut his eyes and winced as her teeth dragged over his shaft.  To him, this felt worse than the handjob.  He breathed through his teeth and held on to the edge of the kitchen island behind him as his inexperienced wife tried to blow him.

It was only when she pulled away and started to stroke his wet cock with her hand that he started to feel any pleasure at all.

“You’re getting bigger now, good!”  she said triumphantly.  Her hand moved into overdrive with her fingers rubbing the top of his knob with an overstimulating pressure.

Neil jerked back and put up his hands in protest.  He said, “Why don’t we go to the bedroom?”

“But I was having so much fun here.  It’s sexy doing it out of bed, come on!” she said.  Martina opened her mouth again and bared her teeth and was about to start blowing him again when he put a hand on her shoulders.

“It's just that I want you so bad.  It’s what I want.”

Martina’s mouth twitched, and she gave a short shrug, “Okay, if it’s what you want.”  She stood up and walked to the master bedroom.

Neil’s eyes went wide, and he looked left and right.  He rapped his head with his  knuckles, “Come on, think something sexy.  She’s so hot, this should be easy!”  Every time he thought of her, his mind went to her teeth and her yanking hands.

Something clicked in his mind.  As he walked to the bedroom, he fantasized about his wife being fucked by another man.  A swarthy man was bending Martina over and fucking her pussy from behind.  He imagined her pink pussylips gripping hard on the man’s fat cock as he pistoned into her.  She wasn’t making a sound, and he couldn’t even see her face.  In his thoughts, she was reaching behind her and holding onto the man’s wrists as if to keep him there.  The shame he felt was only overcome by his lust, and by the time he got to the bed, he had a raging hard on.

His wife was lying on the bed, still fully dressed, with her arms by her sides and her legs together.  Rather than let his erection go, he kicked off his shoes and pulled down his pants.  He then got on the bed and peeled off her flannel pants and large beige underwear.  Why the woman wore granny panties, he had no idea.

As she looked up at him, he pulled her legs apart with his eyes closed, trying to keep the image in his mind.   Since his cock was wet from oral, he entered her easily.  His mind focused on the much larger man satisfying his desperate wife.  Back in the real world, the bed creaked, and he panted, but Martina was silent.

When Neil talked to others about sex, they always made it seem so much better than how he experienced it.  While it felt good, it always seemed like there was something missing.  Neil felt he wasn’t fat, just a little overweight, and as he continued, he became short of breath.  Martina’s vagina started to become more lubricated, and he quickened with rapid thrusting.  In his fantasy, the man pulled out his cock and started shooting jism on his wife’s ass cheeks right where her pale skin met the tan line.

“Fuck!”  Neil whimpered as his penis pulsed a few times in his wife’s pussy.   His cock deflated, and Martina’s vagina expelled it as he softened.  The redhead rolled out from under him, and she marched straight into the bathroom.

“I love you, honey,” he said, collapsing on the bed.

“I love you too,” she replied, pulling off her clothes and starting the shower.  “I have to get ready for work.  Oh, I need to give them my notice, too.  Honeymoon Island, here I come!”

Neil rolled onto his back, sighed, and covered his face.  “I hope I can finally make you happy,” he whispered to himself.


Chapter 4

A month later, Neil pushed a dolly full of luggage along the hallway that connected to the Honeymoon Island ferry while Martina followed, wearing a pink sundress and a wide-brimmed straw hat.  The ferry was rusted in a few spots, and the carpet of the gangway was grimy and threadbare.  The terminal looked like it had seen better days.  The posters on the walls featured men and women with 1980s hairstyles.

“Are you absolutely sure our stuff is at the new place?”  Martina asked, holding her hat to her head to prevent it from blowing away.

“I triple checked, Martina.  Everything’s up at the house already.  We just brought the most important stuff with us and some clothing.  It will all be fine, I promise you.”

A young man with tan skin and a scar over his left eyebrow sprinted up behind him and said, “Mister, you’re Neil Vernolo?”

“Yes, what’s up?”

“There’s been a mix-up.  The first-class king suite has been double-booked.”  He said, handing him two tickets. “I’ve given you a full refund and put you into two new rooms.  One is a single first-class, and the other is a capsule bed.  I’m really sorry, sir.”

He turned to see Martina frowning.  She said, “I thought we would be in the same room.”

Neil gave the guy a thumbs up and then shrugged at her, saying, “There’s nothing to be done about it.  This is the only ship to the Honeymoons, and it only departs twice a week.  I want to get you into your house, my love.”

The redhead pursed her lips and nodded, “Alright, let’s go get this luggage stowed. I want to walk around the ship.”

Neil pushed the dolly into the elevator and waited for Martina to get on.  When the doors were closing, a man trotted to them and stuck his arm through the closing doors, making Martina yelp.  The elevator doors bumped his arm and opened again.

“Whoa!’  Neil said. “Those doors don’t always stop.”

The man stepped in and flashed a large mouth of bright white teeth and said, “What’s life without a little risk. Am I right, lady?”  He was tall, over six feet, with salt-and-pepper hair and deep tan skin.  He seemed middle-aged, but his biceps stretched his sleeves, and his pectorals strained the fabric of his T-shirt.  He bent slightly at the waist, waiting for an answer.

“I guess so,”  Martina said meekly, her tan cheeks turning rosy.

“See?  There you are, the pretty lady agrees,”  he said as he turned to face the elevator door as it climbed to the passenger deck.  Grant glared at the man whose gaze scanned Martina’s body a little too long.

The doors finally opened, and the three got out and walked down the hallway.  Martina and Neil were walking in the same direction as the man.  At the end of the hall, the middle-aged man took out a key and opened the door, showing a king-sized bed. 

He turned and smiled, “I always need to get the king-sized suite.  I’m too big to fit in the regular cabins.”

“Oh, you were the one who got the suite that my husband and I had booked as well,”  Martina blurted out as she unlocked the door to the cabin next to the man’s.

He flashed his teeth again and said, “I’m always willing to share the room. “

Martina gasped and said, “No, thank you!  We have our own rooms.”

He laughed and said, “I was only kidding, little lady!  I’m only having fun.”  He put out his meaty hand and said, “Looks like we’ll be next door neighbors, my name is Rolly Mistlewhip.”

She hesitated before extending her hand and shaking his.  His hand almost swallowed hers as he slowly shook it.  She said, “I’m Martina Vernolo, and this is my husband, Neil.  It’s nice to meet you.”

“Nice to meet you, sir,”  Neil said, putting out his hand.  It took a few more seconds before Rolly stopped shaking Martina’s hand and gave Neil a shake.  Neil winced as Rolly gripped.

Rolly continued looking at Martina, “Hello, Neil.  Are you on vacation?”

Martina giggled, “No, we’re moving to the island!”

“Oh wow!  That’s fantastic when the island gets new settlers,” he smirked and raised an eyebrow.  “I’m actually born and bred there.  I’ll have to show you all the special spots.”

“Honey, can I put your luggage in your room?”  Neil said.

“Oh, sure,” she said, letting him through.  The single suite was a tight fit, and the bed was far too small for him to sleep in the same bed with her.  It was clean, but the fixtures and furniture just seemed a decade too old.  When he was finished unloading, he pulled the dolly out and saw that Rolly and Martina were laughing.

“I’m all set, Martina.  I need to go find my capsule.”

“Oh, thanks, honey.”

Rolly nodded, “I’m sorry you have to sleep in those capsule beds, it’s a tight squeeze.  I had to do it when I was younger.”

“It was a pleasure meeting you, Rolly.  I’ll see you later, Martina. You wanted to walk around the ship, right?”

“Yes, want me to come with you?”

“No, it’s fine.  Why don’t you have a lie down, and I’ll come back.”

Martina pecked him lightly on the lips, nodded, and snuck into her room.  Before closing the door, she waved at Rolly.  Rolly winked and waved back as she shut her door.

…

After he had found his cubby hole of a room and deposited his rollerboard, Neil walked with long strides up and down every part of the ship looking for Martina.  As he explored, he noticed the rust stains, the sunbleached posters of tropical beaches hung on the walls, and the musty smell.  It was only when he got to the ferry’s bar that he saw his wife.  The bar had brown, orange, and yellow carpeting and offered a wide view of the boat's stern, showing the city of Aquanila hugging the steep slopes of the surrounding mountains.  Neil felt like he had walked back in time.  The wood paneling, the odd chrome light fixtures, all a little tired.  He was fascinated by why they hadn’t upgraded anything on this boat.

Martina was sitting at a table next to the large window, laughing as Rolly sat beside her, talking and gesticulating.  She had a fruity cocktail, and he had a glass of what looked like whiskey.  Neil felt a pang every time the mature man would touch her shoulder or tap the back of her hand playfully.

When Neil got up close, Martina turned and startled at seeing him, “Oh!  Neil, you found me!”

Rolly slapped the table, “See, I told you he could do it.  I’m sorry, buddy.  I knocked on her door and asked if she wanted to go have a celebratory drink before the ferry cast off.”

“No, it's fine, I just spent some time looking around trying to find you.  I was about to ask a crewmember.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, Neil.  Rolly was certain you’d look in the bar first,” she looked at the muscular man.

Rolly shrugged, “Why don’t I buy you a drink.  Do you want a fruity drink or a stiff drink?”

“I think I’ll have a stiff one,” Neil said. “And don’t let us bother you.”

Rolly looked at the bartender, pointed to his glass, then raised two fingers; the bartender nodded.  Looking back at Neil, he said, “You’re no bother at all!  It’s a tradition to welcome settlers with open arms.  We want you to make the islands your home.”

“I’m so excited to get there.  Rolly’s been telling me all about the place,” she said.

“And a few of my escapades when I was a young man like Neil here, ha!”  he patted Neil on the shoulder.  Neil juddered when the man’s hand connected with his back.

After the waitress brought over his drink, the three chatted while the ferry boat let out a blast and headed out for the open ocean. 

“Here’s to the Vernolos’ new adventure!”  Rolly raised his glass and clinked it to Martina and then Neil’s glass.  “May you find happiness in your new world!”

Neil smiled, but couldn’t help but feel wary about how much he was talking with Martina.  Sure, the talk was harmless enough, but it was the odd glance he would make at her chest, or the way he would touch her arm after telling a punchline.  Neil tried to ignore it and looked around the bar that had started to fill with people after the boat left port.  The men wore tropical colors, shorts, and flip-flops. The passengers ranged in age from middle-aged to college-age. The women wore just enough clothing to make him think they weren’t going to the beach.  Several were exposing their bellies, and their tops plunged deeply, revealing their cleavage.  When they passed him, he got way more attention than he was used to when he was at a bar back in the city.  One young lady smirked and gave him a wave behind Martina’s back.  He saw the odd map tattoo on her wrist that he had noticed in the video before.  It was a map of the Honeymoon Islands now that he knew what they looked like.  Neil smiled and nodded before taking a long sip from his scotch.

It was when his stomach growled that Martina finally said, “Rolly, I’m sorry, but I’d like to take my husband to dinner.  Please forgive us for abandoning you.”

Rolly frowned and said, “Hey, I could always tag—” He stopped himself and pointed, “You know, I think I’ll have one more drink.  I’ll grab a sandwich later and eat in my room.  Who knows, I might get lucky with that smoking blonde over there.”

“Rolly! Stop it!  You’re so embarrassing,”  Martina said, slapping Rolly playfully as she got up. 

He got up and wrapped his thick arms around her and squeezed her. “I hope I get to see you later, little lady.”

Neil squirmed and said, “Come on, Martina, let’s go.”

Rolly wasn’t facing Neil as he held on for a few more seconds, but he could see the corner of the man’s face curl into an impish grin.  Releasing her, he said, “Now off with you two.  You’re cramping my style.”

…

In the ferry’s cafeteria, Neil shoved forkfuls of fried rice in his face when he said, “I don’t like that Rolly character.”

Martina frowned and said, “Don’t eat so fast.  What’s wrong with Rolly?”

Neil waved his fork back and forth and continued, “I just don’t like the way he’s so familiar with you so soon.  He touched you so many times.  He’s creepy.”

She waved her hand in front of her face and put down the fork.  She said, “He’s harmless.  He explained it to me.  He called it ‘honeymoon hospitality’.  The islanders are known for their habit of physical contact during their conversation.  I looked around the bar, and everyone was doing it.”

Neil winced.  He did see that the people talking at the bar were nearly always touching each other.  One other thing he noticed was that there were never any couples, only groups of three to five people.  “Yeah, I guess you're right.  Still, I think he’s a jerk.”

Martina scowled and said, “Neil, I know you’re tired, so I’m going to let this pass.  Rolly is a sweet old man who’s trying to make us feel welcome.  I’m going back to my room.  Get some sleep.”  The redhead got up and started to walk.

Neil grabbed her wrist and said, “Marina, I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine, Neil.  I just want to go to bed,”  she said as she pulled her wrist free and continued to the elevator.

…

The next morning, the sound of men flopping out of their cubes woke Neil.  The ferry was approaching port, and the men in the room were packing their bags.

One young man with a hook nose and long ears said to his friend, “I can’t believe how much tail I got last night.  I’m so glad I’m coming home for good.  Mainlander girls are so uptight.”

“Too true,” his shaved-head friend said. “Honeymoon chicks just get it.  Anyway, I need to get breakfast.”

He collected his bags onto the dolly and got back up to Martina’s room.  When he knocked, there was no answer.  He knocked a second time harder, and a little while later, the door opened.  Her red hair was a mess, like a bird's nest.  She had bags under her bloodshot eyes.

“Martina!  What happened!?  I tried messaging you before I went to bed, and you never responded.”

“I didn’t get any messages because I’m not getting any bars on this boat.  I didn’t get a wink of sleep until four in the morning!  That Rolly, he was… There were sounds all night.”

The door next to them opened.  Neil turned to see that the girl who had waved to him the night before was holding her shoes and walking out of Rolly’s suite.

She said, “Bye-bye, Rolly!” in a chipper voice. “You’re the best!”

“See you on the island, girls,” Rolly’s voice replied from inside his room.

Neil’s mouth dropped open as three more young women followed the first out of the suite.  As they walked down to the elevator, the last one turned back to look at Neil and blow him a kiss.  He looked back at his wife and saw she was frantically throwing her bags onto the dolly.

Martina blushed hard as she pushed their luggage past him and down the hall.  She said, “Come on, Neil! I want to be the first one off the boat!”


Chapter 5

Neil and Martina looked out on the ocean from the back porch of their new home on Honeymoon Island.  The sky was blue, and the sea was topped with whitecaps.  The bungalow was expansive with an open design that tried to let every space have a view of the sea or the surrounding hills.  In front of the deck, there was an inground pool with a hot tub attached.

Boxes were piled high in the foyer, and the Vernolos’ baggage had been placed next to it.  This wasn’t the time for unpacking; this was the time to take in the scenery.  The house itself was clean, and the walls were all freshly painted white.  The design and exterior of the house looked dated, but Neil felt it had a charm to it and didn’t want to change it much.

Martina took a deep breath and said,  “Can you believe how fresh this air is?  I almost feel woozy from it.  And the view!  It’s gorgeous!”

“I knew you’d love it,”  Neil said. “This place is straight out of a travel magazine.  I’m so glad I got the place with the hot tub.  We can have some romantic times.”

Martina nodded and kissed his cheek before saying,  “You said this place was a farm.”  She looked down the gentle slopes of the fields in front of the house. “What are those plants?  What did they grow?”

He put his hands on the porch railing and looked down. “I couldn’t tell you; the fields have seen better days, though.  I can see the rows of that green leafy plant, but the weeds are choking them. I want to know who owns that mansion on top of that tall hill over there.  It looks like we’re on the same road.”

Neil pointed to a white stone building in the distance.  Rather than overgrown fields, their farm had meticulous rows of the same plants with a couple of people harvesting the crop’s broad leaves.  It reminded him of a manor house in England.

Martina shrugged and said, “Probably a millionaire who owns half the island.  Anyway, the place is beautiful, and I’m sure there will be no end to the things we need to do.  But first I want to thank you for bringing us here.  I just know we’re going to have the best time.”  She hugged him and kissed him.

Neil petted her silky red hair and said, “I’m just glad the movers put the furniture in the right rooms.  That’s the worst part.”

“Well, it’s good that we didn’t have much.  The four extra bedrooms seem so empty.  What are we going to fill them with?”  she asked.

“Don’t you want to invite your friends here for vacations?”  he replied.  “Once you post some photos at the beach in your bikini, everyone will be jealous and come.”

“I think you understand my girlfriends a little too well,”  Martina smirked.  “Well, we better get started and scrub this place down before we unpack everything.”

“It looks clean to me,”  Neil said.

“Ugh, you just don’t understand.  Even if it’s clean, I have to clean it before it’s really clean.”

…

A few hours later, the place was vacuumed, dusted, and wiped down.  The pyramid of boxes near the front door was reduced in size with several boxes broken down and tossed in the recycling bin.  Martina had a bandana covering her hair and was sweaty and grimy from all the cleaning.  Her thin white T-shirt was tied at the hem, revealing her toned midriff.

Neil walked to the fridge and opened it, getting a whiff of bleach.  He said, “We really need to get to the grocery store before it's too late.  I don’t even have a beer to cool down with.”

“That sounds lovely!” she said, trotting over. “I could use a drink and some dinner.”

Neil turned his head when a knock came to the door.  “Who could it be?”

“Maybe it’s some of that honeymoon hospitality?”  Martina said. “Be on your best behavior.  We want to make lots of friends.”

Neil rolled his eyes.  “Yes, dear,”  he said as he walked to the door.

As he opened the heavy wooden front door, he saw a short old man smiling at him.  He had slicked-back grey hair, almond-shaped eyes, and rounded shoulders.  The man’s skin was tanned, but he had a constellation of small sunspots on his arms and face.  Despite all that, his eyes were bright, and his body was well-muscled besides his pot-belly.

“Hiya mister!”  the old man said, sticking out his hand. “My name is Edmund Brott; you can call me Eddy.  I’m your next-door neighbor. I’m over there, about a quarter mile down."  He pointed down the road towards town.

“Hello, I’m Neil Vernolo, and this is my wife Martina.”  Shaking his hand, he saw that Eddy was already looking at Martina.

The old man extended his hand to Martina. “It’s a pleasure to meet such a beautiful lady.”

When she took his hand, he bowed and kissed it.  He then looked up at her and smiled.  Martina smiled nervously and pulled her hand back the moment he released it.

She stepped back and said, “Won’t you come in?  We don’t have anything to offer you except tap water.”

“Yeah sure!  A glass of water is great.   I’m parched from the walk.” Ed said as he stepped in, giving Neil a sideways glance as he passed in.  Looking around, the old man continued, “Wow, a young couple has finally moved into the party palace.”

Neil followed him and asked, “Party palace, what do you mean?”

“The couple that lived here before you were the Rittfords.  They had the wildest parties for decades.  Oh man, if that hot tub could talk, it would tell you some crazy stories.  It’s so sad they sold and moved into the retirement community nearer town.”  He sighed, “Those were the days.”

Martina brought Eddy and Neil their glasses and said, “So were people doing drugs?  What made it crazy?”

“Ha!  No drugs at all!”  Eddy said, taking the glass and putting a hand on her shoulder. “They were swingers parties!”

She looked around, then to the hot tub, and covered her mouth.  “You’re saying people were sharing their spouses and doing it here?”

“In every room in the house!”  the old man said, pointing to the bedrooms and then the back porch.

Neil coughed while trying to drink and doubled over.

She said, “How many people were here?”  Her tan skin started to blush.

“I don’t know, twenty?  I remember a big one that had fifty-some-odd people.  The cops came,”  Eddy said before slapping his belly and laughing.  “Doug Rittford answered the door stark naked!”

Martina gasped, then began to giggle. “Did he get arrested?”

“Doug?  No way.  If you don’t hurt anyone or drink and drive, the cops here are pretty laid back.  They just turned down the music.”

Neil wiped his mouth and approached. “Does this sort of thing still happen?  How long ago was this?”

“A few years ago.  This section of the island is old money, and there’s a generational switchover.  Duke Risdal just inherited the manor three years ago.”  The old man lifted a shaky hand and pointed to the white stone house on the hill.

“Duke?”

“Yeah, you didn’t know the islands were a duchy?  Gerrit and Ciska are wonderful people.  The people are grateful to have them.  They own most of the farmland except for the others who live on this road.  He owns the town, the entire east side of Honeymoon, as well as the rest of the island chain.”

“Neil!  We live next to royalty!”  Martina said.

“Nobility, not royalty,”  Neil said.  “They’d have to be a prince and princess for that.”

Martina pouted, “It’s almost the same thing.  Don’t be so picky.”

“Sorry,”  he said.  Turning to the old man, he continued, “Thanks for coming over, Eddy.  We’ll have to have you over for dinner sometime when we’re a bit more settled, right, Martina?”

Martina smiled and nodded, “Yes, of course!  We’d love to have you over for dinner.  We’ll have to get your number.”

Neil could see Eddy instantly grin before he said, “Sure, here you go.  I love it when neighbors become fast friends.” 

After they exchanged numbers, Neil guided Eddy to the front door.  The old man shuffled and looked back at Martina and said, “And don’t feel like you need to call if you want to visit.  You’re always welcome anytime.  I really mean that.”

“Bye, Eddy, see you later,”  Neil said, then shut the door.  He turned to see Martina was beaming at him.

“Isn’t he the cutest little old man?  I just want to eat him up!”


Chapter 6

“Well, tell that bastard he can stick it up his ass if he wants me to pay that much! … Yeah, okay, love you to man,” Neil said as he hung up and placed his cellphone on his desk.  While he worked on his laptop, every few minutes he’d look up to take in the beautiful view and relax.  He was about to put his head back down when he felt a tap on his shoulder.

Swinging his chair around, Neil raised his eyebrows and nodded, “Very nice, Martina.  Are you going to sunbathe by the pool?”

Martina wore a cherry-red bikini with a sarong tied around her waist.  Pulling the red hair behind her ears, she pouted and said, “I was hoping you’d close that laptop of yours and come down with me to the beach.”

Neil grimaced and said, “Honey, I’d love to, but we took a couple of days off to get ready for this move.  I need to make sure all the ducks are in order before I can take excursions with you.  I know you really want me to come along, and I will, just not today.   Nolan’s telling me we’re getting screwed on plywood prices, and I have to handle it.  I promise I’ll make it up to you tomorrow.  It will be the weekend, and I’ll be free.”

His wife scrunched her lips to the side of her face. “Fine, but you owe me one.  You better treat me like a princess tomorrow.  I’ll go down to the beach myself.”  She kissed him on the head and picked up her bag and hat and said, “I’ll see you before dinner.  Sound good?”

“Sounds perfect,” he replied with a wave and a smile.  He looked at her as she walked out the front door and couldn’t suppress his desire for her toned ass as it shook from side to side.  Some part of him wanted to go with her, but a pop-up on his laptop caught his attention, and he turned away from the door.

…

Martina took off her flip-flops and walked out onto the bright white coral sand of the tropical beach.  A light breeze blew past her, making her sarong flutter around her muscular hips.  She unrolled a beach mat and got down to the business of putting on suntan lotion.

She looked around and rubbed some onto her shoulders and arms.  While no one was on the beach, dozens of people looked at her from the roadway.

“You look embarrassed to be sunbathing on your own, miss.”

She turned around to see a tall blonde man wearing a tropical shirt and swim trunks.  His medium frame was muscular and tanned.  Martina’s heart fluttered when he looked at her with his deep blue eyes and flashed his teeth.

She pointed to the street and said, “I just don’t like all those people looking at me.  I feel self-conscious.”

He offered his hand and said, “Then let me help you.  My name is Victor. I work at the surf shop on Vine Street.”

Martina looked at his hand and blinked.  Shaking her head, she took it and stood up. “Hello Victor, I’m Martina.  How are you going to help me?”

“I know a secluded spot just around that bend that doesn’t have the road passing by it,” he said.  Putting his hand to the side of his mouth, he whispered, “You can even tan in the nude, and no one will know.”

She stood up straight and said, “I beg your pardon!?”

“I’m only kidding, Martina,”  he said with a laugh. “Lighten up, would you?  Let me grab your bag. It won’t take too long.”  The surfer started walking down the beach.  She looked at the road, then back at the man, before trotting to him.

As they walked down the beach, Victor asked, “So how long have you been here?  Are you on vacation?”

“I just got here yesterday with my husband; he’s at work right now.  He owns a construction company on the mainland.  We bought a house up by that mansion.”

“Whoa, you must be loaded!  I can barely make enough to pay my rent,” he said, shaking his head.

“If it's so hard to make ends meet, why stay on the island?”  Martina said as they rounded the point.  “There’s plenty of work on the mainland.”

“Because I love it here, Martina.  I love the beach, I love the sea, most of all I love the people.  I can really be myself here.  Ah!  Here we are.  Not a soul in sight.”  He put out his hand and gestured to the secluded spot on the beach, with cliffs blocking the view from the road.  It was just the two of them there.  Taking her mat, he unrolled it and invited her, “Come on, there’s no better place on the island to get that tan.”

Martina squinted at Victor before sitting on the mat.  She started adding more lotion to her abs while she said, “Thank you very much.  I don’t want to keep you.  It was nice meeting you.”

“Aren’t you forgetting something?”  the surfer said with a smirk.

She looked around and frowned.  “What?” 

“Your back!  You can’t possibly reach there.  Let me get your covered before I go, or you’ll burn to a crisp.”

“I couldn’t possibly.  I’ll do it myself,”  she mumbled as she tried and failed to reach behind her.   As she stretched and pushed out her chest, the married woman felt that letting a stranger put lotion on her back would drive Neil crazy.  After a few moments of awkward failure, she realized she’d have to walk all the way back up to the house or only tan one side.   

“Come on, Martina, it's only suntan lotion.  Your husband knew you’d have to get someone to do it if he let you come down here alone.”

She looked up the steep slopes of the island to her house and frowned before saying, “Fine.”  Lying down on the grass mat, she said, “Thanks for doing this.”

“Heh, it’s my pleasure,” Victor said as he squirted a long line of lotion across her back.

“Yikes!  That’s cold!”

“Sorry,” he said.  Martina could feel his fingers rubbing the lotion into her tanned skin.  The hands moved a little more slowly than necessary, and the pressure was a little more than required.  Martina found herself sighing as his fingers started to knead the muscles in her neck.

“You’re so tense, Martie,  do you have a lot of stress in your life?”

“Yeah, I guess.  I’ve had some personal problems crop up that I don’t really want to talk about.”

He applied more lotion to  her arms and lower back and said, “I'm sorry; I don’t mean to pry.  Pretty girls like you should never have to worry about anything.  All you need to do is smile and enjoy being worshiped.”

Her mind wandered as Victor massaged her back.  The strong hands felt so good on her.  The surfer’s touch felt confident, like what he was doing wasn’t risque.  After a little while, she found herself biting her lip as his thumbs worked the knots in her back.

It barely registered at first that he had unhooked her bikini.  The thin straps fell to her side, exposing the pale skin of her sideboobs.  Continuing to add more lotion, he rubbed his hands up and down the sides of her body.

“Victor!  You unhooked my bra!”  she said in a high voice.

“How else are we going to get rid of this pale skin?  I love it when a woman is as golden as she can be.  Here, I need to move to get a better angle, one sec.”

Her eyes went wide as she felt him shift and straddle her. As his legs touched hers, thoughts of being caught by Neil raced through her mind.  She cursed her husband for not coming to the beach with her.  It was all his fault.  Still, the hands continued their work of protecting her from the sun.

“There, isn’t that better?  I can get every inch of you now,” he said with a low tone.

“You’re making it feel like a massage.  It’s only suntan lotion.”

“You seem to be enjoying it, Martie,” he said while his hands lowered to just above her hips.

“Mmmph, it’s so expensive to get massages.  I hardly get them.  And no one calls me Martie.  Not even my husband,” she said, closing her eyes and letting the man touch her.

It was then that she felt him tug at the bows on her bikini bottom, then gently pulling down the fabric.

“Martie, did anyone ever tell you that you’re a goddess?”

“Nnn… no one,” she whimpered.  Her hands opened and closed, and she kicked her legs as this stranger squirted white sun cream on her ass cheeks.  “Are you sure that’s, mmph, necessary?”

“Absolutely.  Your husband is going to love how your pale ass is going to tan.  I guarantee it,” he said. 

She gasped as Victor sunk his fingers into her rounded cheeks, mashing the muscles underneath.  Martina turned her head and tried to get a look at this tanned stud who was manipulating her glutes.  She caught the hungry look in the man’s eyes, and it made her shiver.  Martina’s mind raced to try to prepare some excuse as to what was happening if Neil was to come upon them at that moment.  Her hard breathing became a continuous series of soft moans.  The desperate wife bit her lip and raised her ass to him.  His chuckle at her movement made her insides tingle.

This was what she wanted for so long.  She had begged her husband for the freedom to try something like this.  It had taken her years to work up the courage to ask.  Only a prognosis forced her to actually come out and ask for an open marriage.  Now the opportunity felt so close, just inches away.  Her friends had told her of wild nights when they were in their twenties, and she was stuck at home cooking a dinner that would go cold.

*BEEP BEEP BEEP*

“Damn it all,”  Victor growled, removed his hands from her legs, and looked at his watch. “I have to get back to work, Martie.”

“Can you be a little late? You can’t just leave me like this?!  I’m so close!”

“But I didn’t even touch you, not really.  And my fingers are covered in sunscreen; that should never go inside you.  I would have to wash my hands. Heh, you really must be desperate.  Look, I’m really sorry.  Shit, I have to go.  Bye!  I’ll catch you later!”  he said as he ran down the beach.

“Don’t leave…”  she said as she saw him run past the point.  Martina pouted and looked at her fingertips before kicking and hammering the sand in a tantrum.


Chapter 7

Martina had waited for Neil to walk past the bend in the road to town before she stepped away from the bedroom window to search for her favorite dildo in the drawer of her bedside table.  It was a red rubber suction cup dildo dotted with bumps and ridges.  After wrapping her slender fingers around the toy, she trotted to the bathroom.  When she reached the expansive marble shower, she wet the cup and stuck the toy to the wall.

The redhead pulled off her crop top t-shirt, cut off jean shorts, and tossed them to the corner of the bathroom.  The wand showerhead had an adjustable slide, and she looked back at the open bathroom door before adjusting it to point upwards, just below her waist.

Straddling the head, she twisted the handle and a fountain of water started shooting out and hit Martina’s shaved pussy.  When the shower hit her vulva, she yelped and covered her slit with her hand.  Getting braver, she pulled her hand away slowly and let the shower stimulate her clitoris.

While her crotch was taken care of, the woman grabbed some body lotion from the shower shelf and squirted some on her large, firm breasts.  Smearing the lotion on her body, she craned her neck and let out a sigh.  With her husband home, there was less time for her self-indulgent showers before she went to work.  Biting her lip, Martina traced circles around her hard nipples and then started tugging at them.  She pinched and rolled the sensitive flesh between her thumbs and forefingers.   The teasing caused her to blush.  In her mind, a thousand images of men flashed.  Tall muscular men with big cocks surrounded her; short hairy men groped her and leered at her nakedness. 

“It’s so wrong to want this.  Neil, why can’t you ever make me cum?  Mmmph,”  she complained.  As she became more aroused, her hips started to move, letting the spray of water hit different parts of her pussy.  She rinsed off the body lotion and washed her hands.  When she went back to tugging her nipples, the sensation was even more intense.  Her right hand slipped to her snatch, and she began to rub.

The bathroom filled with the sound of her high-pitched moaning.  The shower never got tired,  never came too soon, and it was always there when she needed it.   Her fingers blurred as they rubbed her pink pearl.  When the stimulation of water and fingers reached a crescendo, she convulsed.  She sank to the floor, twitched, and  kept masturbating until it became too much.  The fountain of water from the shower arced up in a dozen streams before landing on her glowing skin.

When her orgasm subsided, she crawled to the dildo stuck to the wall.  Getting her face close to the knob of the toy, she flicked it with a finger and giggled.  “Would you like a blowjob?  Mmm?”

Martina opened her mouth and pushed forward, letting the rubber cock part her lips.  Her teeth dragged over the surface.  Loving the fact that this toy filled her mouth completely and was stiff,  she pushed forward more than ever before.  Martina gagged when it hit her soft palate.  The ginger recoiled and had a coughing fit.

She scowled and muttered, “I’m such a loser.  Martina, you’re going to do it like your friends, right now!” 

The girl shut her eyes tight and opened her jaw wider.  This time the cock entered her mouth faster and avoided most of the woman’s teeth before it hit her tongue and palate.  She relaxed her throat and pushed even harder.  Martina’s eyes opened wide as the silicone dong took her throat’s virginity.  Rather than gag, she mindfully experienced the way the toy stretched her throat.  Her torso rocked back and then forward again so she could feel the cock slide in and out.  Was this what it was like to give a real blow job?  Would Neil prefer it if her mouth were wider open?  She cursed herself for her inexperience.  She hummed while she practiced giving head to a rubber cock.  Soon her throat accepted its new companion, and she was able to breathe in between the penetrations.  When her nose bumped the shower wall, she sat on her feet and laughed.  A string of saliva bridged the tip of the toy to her lips.

Her chest was flush, and she turned around and pressed her fanny against the dildo.    Not bothering to hold back, she screamed as the average-sized toy penetrated her pussy.  Feeling every ridge and bump inside of her, she pushed until her ass pushed firmly against the wall.

“Victor!  Please fuck my pussy!”  she pleaded to no one.  On her hands and knees, she rocked back and forth, fucking the toy.  Her tits swayed and made circles in the air as the hot shower poured down her back.

“Yes! Mmmph, you’re so hard!” she continued as her ass cheeks slapped the wall, sending shockwaves over her tanned skin.  The woman fantasized about men having their way with her and treating her like an object; something that Neil had never done.

“I’m a dirty slut!  Gah!”  Martina quivered as she arched and caved her back, letting the toy hit every corner of her canal.  She braced herself with her elbow, letting her nipples touch the tile floor, and began rubbing her clit while the toy penetrated her.

A curious finger slipped alongside the toy’s shaft, and Martina felt a satisfying stretch to her pussy as her orgasm continued.

“Neil, I wish you were bigger.   Then I would never want another man ever again.  I’m so stupid,” she cried out as her hips started to move again.  Her frustration and lust battled her shame, and in the shower, lust usually won.

…

Neil walked down the hill into town the next day to fetch some supplies.  After one day living in the heat, he was now sporting a straw hat like he had seen some of the locals wearing.   The sunglasses he wore reduced glare.  The one thing he didn’t compromise on was wearing sneakers.  It seemed like everyone in town was wearing sandals.

The town itself was composed of a few rows of white stone buildings hugging the crescent beach.  Behind them, roads climbed the hills on switchbacks that reached the various farms.  The weather was clear again after a huge thunderhead had collided with the tallest peak.  The torrents covered the island with waterfalls that blew away in the wind before hitting the ground.

After a few days of walking to and from town, his legs were killing him.  He suspected the idea of using these trips to town as his exercise was working too well.  While there were quite a few pedestrians in town as he approached the one grocery store,  he was impressed with the number of gas-powered mopeds.  The man pinched his nose as he walked to an intersection with a dozen of them lined up, waiting for the stoplight.  The signal turned green, and there was a roar of tiny motors leaving a brown cloud.  Again, a girl waved at him and blew him a kiss as she sped off.

As he walked into the grocery store and pulled out a cart, a middle-aged store clerk said to him, “Why are you back so early?”  She was thin, with blue hair, and wore multiple rings in both ears, but she was also tanned and wore a warm smile.

“Yeah,  there’s only so much I can carry back up to a house in the hills.”

“Oh, you own a farm?  Usually those folks will have servants to do all that,” she said.  “I don’t see any rich people coming down here and dragging it back up.  I suppose you may want to ask a few of them and see who’s available.”

Neil pinched his chin and nodded, “Yeah, I’ll have to see.  It’s so weird to think about having servants.   Say, can I ask you a couple of questions?”

“Sure, just walk with me while I put the new milk out,” she said as she pulled a dolly of milk jugs to the  dairy section of the modest supermarket.

“Does anyone here own cars?  It seems like there’s only gas scooters?”  he said as he followed the blue-haired woman.

“Oh, yeah.  It’s what we can afford really.  There’s not that much tourism because there’s no airport and we don’t export much these days.”

“Why, what happened?”

She shrugged and said, “The oceans are fished out, and the mainland stopped buying our crops.  It’s really simple when you think about it.  We get by with tourists willing to take the ferry.”

“I see, but it must be hard carrying stuff from place to place without cars.”

“There are some trucks, but you have to pay to rent them.  Autos don’t last too long in the heat.”

Neil nodded and continued, “One last question: why don’t I see any solar panels?”

“Ha! Look, honey, you seem like a nice guy, just a little naive.  There is no money here.  If we had it, we’d put them up.  Do you know how much electricity costs?”

“I bet it’s a lot.  I’m sorry if I touched a nerve here.  It’s all part of learning about my new home,” he replied.

“No, I get it, sweetie.  The Honeymoon Islands have a lot of irritations, but we’re so happy here.  It’s the people, really.  I couldn’t see myself living anywhere else.  Ask anyone, they all want to stay,” she said as she unloaded the final jug of milk.

“Thanks for that.  I’m Neil,”  he said.

“Sophie,” she replied, looking him up and down with a smirk.  “Don’t go get servants right away.  I hope to see you again soon.”


Chapter 8

Later that night, Neil rolled off Martina and lay on his back.  Martina jumped into the bathroom to clean up a little while he started to doze off.  The redhead slipped into her pajamas and hopped back into bed.  She crawled over to him and waited.  A frown formed on her face, and her hand reached out to pinch his nose.

He opened his eyes and gasped before saying nasally, “Martina, what are you doing?!”

“We never talk after we do it, and I wanted to bring something up,” she said, then released his nose.

Neil sat up and rubbed his snout, saying, “Sure, what is it?  Did you not like what I made for dinner?  You always liked my chicken piccata.”

Martina rolled her eyes and said, “No, that was yummy.  Neil, I really like this place, but I’m starting to get scared that I’ll have nothing to do all day while you're at work.  I had to give up my marketing job because they didn’t allow remote work.”

“Have you looked on job boards?  Anything here?”

She looked down and shook her head.  “There wasn’t even a single listing for the islands.  I tried all the big sites.  I had already checked with my network about finding a job that would allow remote.  There was one offering, but it included a lot of travel.  I want to have something to do, not work all the time until the end.”

Neil put a hand on her shoulder and pulled her down for a snuggle. “I’m sorry, sweetie.  It’s hard.”

They lay there together in the silence.  He scratched his head.

Martina shrugged and said, “Why don’t we just forget about it for a while?  Maybe it will take longer to get bored of being at the beach.”

“Don’t give up so easily.  I have an idea.  It’s a little crazy, but hear me out.  Did you notice how everyone is either walking or riding around on scooters?”

“Yeah,” she said as she draped a leg over him. “That’s why I sent you to get the groceries.”

He pointed to the ceiling and said, “Well, I think we could buy an electric tricycle.  One that can carry three or four people.”

“Yeah, that would help us go shopping.  What of it?”

“No, you’ve got it all wrong.  I’m thinking you could become a sort of taxi cab for the island.”

She slapped his belly and said, “Neil!  I’m a college graduate.”

“Don’t turn it down right away.  You would meet new people every day and explore the island.  You’d be helping people in a real way.  When you’re done with the day, you could tell me all the adventures you had.”

She pouted in thought before saying, “You really thought about this, haven't you?"

“I mulled it over as I lugged up the groceries to the house.  The islands are naturally beautiful, but the people here could have much better lives.  Once we see how the business goes, we might even want to bring a few more trikes over and hire some drivers, like a real cab company.”

“Don’t you have to worry about the permits and regulations?”  she asked.

“It’ll be fine.  I’ll figure all that out for you,” he replied. “Also, I think there needs to be some solar power and batteries on the island.  I was talking to a woman about it.  There’s no money to buy that stuff.  We have the cash, though.  If we buy supplies in bulk, we may be able to lower the price.  I can bring a few of my workers to the island to do installs.  They might even see it as a vacation once they see how the girls look here.”

“Stop it!” she said as she pinched his cheek. Inwardly, she thought of how Victor had put his hands all over her body at the beach.  What would construction workers be up to in a place like the Honeymoons?

“Once power becomes cheap, just think of how much better our neighbors will live.  I really want to see this island prosper.”

“Well, that’s all well and good, but I don’t want to see this place become a tourist trap.  There’s something wild about this place.  I kind of like it,” she said as she started to grind her hips onto him.

“Look, I know this idea is a little odd, but I think it will fit your situation.  Don’t think I want to keep you in a cage, Martina.  I know how our jobs kept you from stretching your wings.  Giving you the tricycle will let you be free.”

“Oh Neil, do you really mean that?”  she asked, tracing a finger along his chin.

“I’m serious,” he said.

Martina bit her fingernail for a moment before she pulled off her sweatpants.

“Girl, what are you doing?”

“I don’t know.  You supporting me is turning me on.”

Neil felt his cock twitch.  He imagined all the dirty things his dear wife could be up to while riding around on that electric trike.  Another side of him was tearing at his heart, screaming to move them back to the mainland and forget about this dangerous fantasy.   The man’s cock engorged and pressed against his wife’s inner thigh.

“Looks like you’re interested too,” she said.  The woman straddled him and wasted no time guiding his knob to her pussy.  In one quick motion, she dropped her thighs down and engulfed the man’s prick.  Her stomach twitched while she questioned what size penis would actually fill her up and scratch that itch just below her belly button.

Grinding on him, she pulled off her top and looked down at him.  “Neil, do you think I have a good-looking body?”

He locked eyes with her and said, “You’re my goddess, Martina.”

Martina’s pussy involuntarily clamped down when she heard Neil say the exact same thing that Victor said.  “Oh god, Neil!” she yelled.  The woman covered her mouth to stop herself from saying more.  She feared what he would do if he knew the truth.

He gasped when he felt her walls constrict around his penis.  Looking up, Neil could see something was different in Martina’s eyes as she ground down on him.  Leaning forward, Martina placed her hands on his shoulders and started to fuck her husband.  Her red hair cascaded down the sides of her face, and her green eyes flashed with lust.  Two heavy breasts swung as the woman forcefully brought herself down on him again and again.

“Neil, why aren’t you touching me?  You’re just lying there.  Mmmph,” she said.

“Oh!  Right,”  he replied.  He put up his hands and cupped her breasts as she continued.  The man’s touches were gentle and caring, only grazing her nipples occasionally.

Martina started to furrow her eyebrows and moan.  Her lower lip protruded slightly as her face reddened.  “It’s not enough, Neil.  Maybe if you—”

Neil shifted and pushed Martina off him.  He said, “Why don’t we try something new?  Get on your hands and knees, and I’ll go from behind.”

“Okay,”  she said eagerly and did as she was told.  Her ass swayed back and forth to entice the man she loved and desperately wanted to be satisfied by.

It was only when she felt a slight pressure, and his hips slapped her ass, that she realized she was not going to be satisfied by Neil in this position.  While there was a slight fullness on each penetration, the itch that tormented her when she was horny wasn’t being scratched, though.  Gathering up her pillow, she pushed her face into it and let out a cry and hammered her fist into the mattress.

“Martina!?  Is this hurting you?”

“No, it’s fine, you can keep going,”  she said with a sigh.

Another frustration she faced was that every time she tried to synchronize her hips to his thrusts, he would falter and grunt, sending them back out of harmony.  She hoped that if she could just get them to find the right groove, it would feel better for her.  Just when she thought they had found it, Neil went all out.  He bucked frantically for a few moments while the redhead fumed, knowing that the fight was lost.

“I’m coming!”  he said as she felt a little more slickness in his pumping.  Neil froze for a moment and then slumped to the side and splayed out, panting.

“You didn’t even spank me once, hmph,” she whispered.

“What did you say, honey?” he asked groggily.

“Oh nothing, just saying that we only did that once before,” she said.

“Yeah, on our honeymoon.  Did you like it?”

The tingle turned and flipped inside her nether regions. She flopped to his side, kissed the man’s cheek, and hugged him before pulling her sweats back on.  When she shut off the light, she said softly,  “Yes, honey, I love you.”


Chapter 9

It took a couple of weeks for Neil to arrange everything they had discussed.  He had bought four electric bikes, four electric tuk-tuks, and a micro truck, which were all stored in the farm’s large steel barn.  The supplies for installing solar power were neatly lined up in front of the house, and his crew was with him on the roof installing the array’s brackets.

He wiped his forehead and pointed to the man next to him, “So, Gary, what do you think of this place?”

The burly dark-haired man sat on his haunches and said, “I can’t believe a place like this exists so close to home.  Thanks for setting us up in the hotel in town.  The nightlife is insane!  I had to drag the others out of bed.”

“Shut up, man, don’t give us away,”  a scrawny man with red hair said as he was screwing something metal into the home’s roof.

“I wish I had taken pictures of you, Sean!”  Gary said, pointing to the wiry young man.  “Those chicks were all over you last night. Where were you all that time?”

“They dragged me to the beach and had their way with me.  My hips are sore just thinking about it!” Sean replied before moving to the next marked spot and squirting a glob of sealant onto the roof.

“Honey! I’m heading off now!” 

The group of men looked down the side of the house to see Martina next to one of the tuk-tuks.  There was a small light on its roof that said, ‘taxi.’  The ‘off duty’ light was switched off.

Neil heard the men exhale when they saw his wife.  Gary glared at the rest of the men, and they all looked in random directions.  Martina was wearing a bikini top and jean shorts that made her ass seem even more amazing, showing a little under-butt.

“Ah, my new businesswoman,”  Neil said.  “Are you going into town?”

“No, I was going to see Eddy and take him grocery shopping.  He jumped at the chance when I talked to him about it during his visit a few days ago,” she said.  “Is that alright?”

Neil felt his stomach twist thinking of how confident the old man was with his wife.  He pursed his lips and said, “Of course it is.  He’s our neighbor and friend.  You can tell me all about it when you’re done for the day.”

Martina waved goodbye and mounted the electric vehicle.  Neil turned to see that the men were getting an eyeful of his wife’s ass in jean shorts.  His hands balled into fists as he imagined these men squeezing his wife’s tits and licking her nipples, maybe Martina asking two or more of them into their bedroom when he was away.

He pointed at the men and said, “All right, you lot, let’s get this finished so we can get you all home tomorrow.”

Martina began peddling, and the electric motor assisted her in taking the tuk-tuk out of their driveway and down the road to Eddy’s home.  The new vehicle navigated and handled the road with several potholes and cracks.  The woman looked out on the ocean and smiled broadly as she felt the wind through her hair.

Eddy’s house wasn’t that much different from Neil and Martina’s.  There was a fence around it, separating it from the well-tended fields on the slopes below.  The driveway was meticulously cared for, colored dark black from a fresh coat of sealer.  The borders around the bungalow had no flowers and only contained trimmed bushes.

She hopped off the tuk-tuk and headed towards the front door.  The woman’s hands briefly tugged at the bottom of her denim shorts, which had ridden up during the brief ride.  Martina’s heartbeat sped up as she knocked, but she couldn’t explain why.

A little while later, the older man opened the door, and his eyes widened. “Wow!  Just when I thought you couldn’t get any more attractive.”

“Hello Eddy, I’m here to take you down to the grocery store,” she said, trying to ignore his flirting.  “Are you ready?”

Eddy nodded and held up a handful of bags. “You bet I am!”

…

“No, I’m not on duty right now, sir,” Martina said to the seventh person since Eddy had gone into the supermarket.  The man nodded and waved before walking on.  While the women of the island were scantily clad, Martina could feel the men’s eyes fall on her as they passed by her, sitting on a park bench next to her vehicle.

“Here I am!” Eddy yelled from behind her, making her jump.

“Eddy!  You jerk!  You scared me half to death!”  she said as she turned to him.  “Wow, you bought a lot of stuff!”

The old man was holding several bags in each hand and hobbled towards the electric trike.  Despite his pot belly, Eddy’s muscles pushed against his shirt and shorts.

“Here, let me help you!”  Martina said, running to him and grabbing a few of his bags and putting them in the back of the tuk-tuk.

“Thank you, my goddess.  You really are a help,”  he said as he put the rest in the back and got into the front seat.  “Now I really need to have a nice view as we get back to my home.”

“What?!” she asked as she swung her leg over the bicycle seat. Her jean shorts had ridden up again, and she realized she had probably shown more than she had intended when she mounted the tuk-tuk.

“I’ve got something special to show you.  It’s a surprise!”  he said with a wink.

The two set off and headed back to Eddy’s home. The electric motor hummed as Martina’s legs pumped the pedals.  She put on a determined face and shot up the graded road.  They started climbing the hill that hugged the island's steep slopes when Martina turned to look at her passenger.  She was shocked to find Eddy was staring directly at her ass.  He then looked up and smiled sheepishly.

“I’m sorry, Martina, I couldn’t help myself,” he said.

She turned around and peddled faster, trying to get her passenger to his destination.  Her mind kept flashing  images of the old man’s eyes as they feasted on her ass.  Martina’s stomach flipped at wondering what the dirty old man’s thoughts were.

He tapped her shoulder and said, “See that turn off on the left?  I want you to take it.”

“What’s there?”  she asked.

“Something special I want to treat you.  It’s a special secret.”

Martina had to slow down to make the turn without toppling the electric pedicab.  The road was gravel, and she had to go slow.  A little while later, there was a small parking lot.

“Park here.”

The trees and underbrush were thick around the gravel lot, leaving only a small patch of sky above.

Martina swung her leg over, and when her head faced Eddy, she caught him looking directly at her crotch again; this time he was closer.

“Hey Eddy!”

“Don’t blame me, girl, you’re the one showing it to me.  That’s your fault, not mine,” he said with his lips curling into a grin.  “If you keep doing that, you're going to get my heart going.  Now do you see that trail over there?  Please, let’s go.”

“Why don’t you lead the way?”  Martina said.

“I need you to push the branches out of the way.  I’m an old man and the trail is overgrown.  Trust me,” he said.

Martina frowned, but something deep inside her started to itch.  Something about being alone with this old man made her feel ashamed and excited.  She walked to the trail and had to bow a little to avoid bumping her head.  The trail was overgrown, and the woman had to push branches aside.  Eddy was right behind her.  She knew the old man was looking at her body, and that made her tingle more. 

After a hundred feet, the trail opened up into a clearing with a cliff at the far side.  There was an old stone bench towards the back of the area, away from the cliff. 

“Oh my goodness, Eddy!  Look at the view.  It’s magnificent.  I can see the whole town and harbor as well.  The people look like ants down there!”

“I knew you’d like it,”  he said.

“Thank you!  This is wonderful,”  she said. She walked to the edge of the cliff and marveled.

“Oh no you don’t,” he said, before putting his hands on the sides of her exposed midriff and pulling her away from the cliff.  “That’s much too close.  If you fell off, I’d never forgive myself.  Come sit.  That’s much safer.”

“Right, sorry!”  she replied.  “I should have known better.”  Something made her not remove his hands as he guided her and set her down onto the stone bench.

He sat down next to her and put his hands on his knees and said, “Me and the misses would come here all the time.  We’d talk about our day and what adventures we’d been up to.  The last time we came up here was five years ago.”

“Oh, Eddy, I’m so sorry.  It must have been so hard for you,” she said as she put a hand on his shoulder.

“Yeah, it has been tough,” he said with a sigh.  “We loved each other so much.  On the same wavelength, we were.  Sue would finish my sentences all the time.  We never disagreed on anything.  She was the love of my life.”

Martina lowered her hand and put them in her lap and said, “I know this sounds selfish, but I wish I could have that.”

“But I thought you and Neil were—”

“Don’t get me wrong,” she said, putting up her hands and waving.  “He and I love each other very much, but coming out and living here was a bit of a last-ditch attempt to save the relationship.  We’re going through hard times.  It’s helped, but I’m scared it won’t be enough.”

“What on earth could be wrong between you two?  He seems like a loving husband.”

She sighed and balled her fists, “The problem is in the bedroom.  We want each other; I’m sure of that.  It all just seems to fall apart when things get going.”

“But he’s a young man!  I’ve seen him on the roof.  I’m sure that his biking around the island is going to get rid of that baby fat he has.  Don’t you find him attractive?”

“I do!”  she said, standing and turning to him. “I love him so much!  It’s just when I try to get him to… you know.  It always is such a slog.”

“Well, I’m sure he loves you,”  Eddy said, rubbing his chin. “I could try to help you, but I doubt you would work with me.  Well, I’m sure you’ll figure it out.”

“I’ve tried so hard!”  she hammered her thighs with her fists.  She stood tall and frowned. “How would you help me out?  Do you have those pills?”

“No!  Ha!” Eddy said with his hands up.  “We islanders use natural remedies for that sort of thing, and Neil is far too young to need it.”  He looked to the sky and took a deep breath. “Sue and I were married for a long time, Martina.  We had a long and fulfilling love life.  She and I did just about everything, so I would say I’m pretty experienced about these things.  I want to know if you trust me to help you.  Whatever you tell me, I’ll keep it a secret.  Are you willing to work with me to find out what’s wrong?”

“Yes, please!  I’ll do anything.”

“Are you quite sure of this, Martina?” the old man said, pointing at her. “I’m serious.  This is going to take a lot of hard work on your part.  You can’t undo years of bad sex with a couple of pointers; it takes practice.”

“What type of practice?” she said, raising an eyebrow.

He raised his hands and shrugged, “If I have to spell it out, Martina, then it’s clear you’re not ready to fix your problems.  Why don’t you just take me back home and we can forget this conversation even happened?”  He pushed himself up and turned to the trail.

She reached out to him and said, “No!  I trust you.  Please help me.”  The woman started to blush hard at the thought of what this sold man wanted to do to help save her marriage and the time she had left with her husband.

“Do you promise to trust me?”

“Yes, I promise,” she said, holding her hands at her waist and looking down.

Eddy smiled mischievously and walked back to the bench.  In one quick movement, he kicked off his flip-flops, pulled down his shorts, and pulled one foot out of them.

“What are you doing?!” she said, covering her mouth.  Martina stared at the geriatric sitting on the edge of the stone bench, with his dong hanging between his legs.

“Why don’t you show me how you get your man hard?”  Eddy said in a low voice.

“Won’t someone see?” she said, looking down at the town below.

Eddy raised an eyebrow, “Those people all the way down there?  Not a chance; by the bench you’re out of their line of sight.  Come on, girl, let’s see how well you can get your man hard.”

“A lot of the time I don’t do anything to make him hard.   Shouldn’t he be able to love me without me doing anything?”

Eddy shook his head and covered his face with his hands. “You think after years of marriage that a man is just going to get it up on command?  Is your husband a dog?”

“No,” she said.  Martina approached and got on her knees.  She looked at the man’s cock.   It was circumcised like Neil's and seemed a little longer, even though it was soft.  Eddy licked his lips and took a deep breath as she lowered herself before him.

“Another man’s cock is in front of me,”  she said softly.  “I’m going to touch another man.”

Her hand wrapped around his dick and she started tugging on him.

The old man winced and gripped her by the wrist, stopping her. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”

“I’m getting you hard.  What?”  she said, gripping his soft phallus.

“Holy shit, girl. You think this will get a man hard?  Pulling on a man like that is guaranteed to turn him off.  You didn’t even take off your top.  Do you fuck your man in your pajamas?”

“What’s wrong with that?”

Eddy frowned for the first time at Martina.  “If Neil was able to get off with your behavior, he’s madly in love with you.  Have you not talked with any girlfriend about this?”

“No, that’s naughty.  I’d be embarrassed talking about it with my friends,”  she said, still holding his cock in a firm grip.

He pointed at her and commanded, “Let go, girl!  You have such a beautiful body, and you just approached clothed?  For a start, you can show the man your damned tits.”

Martina’s heart started to race at hearing Eddy’s tone change.  She was going to show her bare body to an old man to get him erect.  The thought swam in her mind and made her tingle all over.  Her hands went to her bikini top, and she slowly pulled the fabric up, exposing her underboobs.  Eddy smirked as the fabric was high enough to let her tits fall.  They dropped to their lowest and then bounced, showing their weight.  Martina saw Eddy’s johnson start to swell.

“Good, that’s a start.  Your breasts are magnificent.  I bet he was just imagining you naked in order to get hard.  Show me how you’d want a man to touch your chest.”

“You want me to play with my breasts?”

Eddy gripped his knees and nodded, “Yes, Martina.  I need to know what type of woman you are.  What level of stimulation you want during intimacy.  Are you sensitive to touch, or do you need a lot of stimulation?”

“Fine,” she said.  Her hands came up to her round, full breasts and mimicked the light glancing touches that Neil did during their foreplay.  She continued for a while and saw Eddy start to soften again.  “What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Martina, you’re not a very good liar.  That’s not how you want to be touched, so my cock reacts to that.  If that’s what you wanted, your nipples would be hard.  Show me the truth.”

Martina looked at Eddy and saw the intensity in his eyes, making her heart skip a beat.  The redhead’s hands sank her fingers into her own soft flesh and used more force.  Her massages squeezed her tits right before the point where she would feel pain.  She mashed her tits together and sat on her feet.  Biting her lip, she moved to tug on her nipples as she had done in the shower.   The deep pink flesh of her nipples puffed up, and her nipples hardened from flat buttons to hard round marbles. 

“Ah, now I can see what type of woman you are.  Your body is craving deep stimulation, Martina. That’s probably why you grip and tug so hard.  You’re blushing hard now.”  Eddy’s cock started to swell and not just hang straight down.  “Does your husband ever touch you this way?”

“No….”

“Have you ever touched yourself like this in front of him?”

“No…”

“Silly woman.  How on earth do you think he’s going to know how to touch you then?”

She shrugged and said, “I’m sorry, Eddy.  I just didn’t know.”

“Don’t apologize to me, girl.  Apologize to poor Neil.  He’s had to please you without even knowing what you liked, because you were embarrassed.  Is that any way for a couple to communicate?  No.  Next time you are in bed, I want you to show what you like by example.”

“Yes, Eddy.”

“Now start touching me.  Now most cocks are far more sensitive than your breasts.  A light touch will get them hard.  I wouldn’t yank or squeeze like you did until he was hard as a rock, slippery, and close to coming.  Do you understand?”

She nodded and released one breast and reached out.  Now her hand picked up his cock and lifted it.  The woman felt its weight before lightly stroking it underneath.  The response was immediate.  Eddy’s modest growth now increased, and she could feel his girth and heft enlarge.

“Wow, that’s much faster,” she said gratefully.

“Now here’s where you start getting it wet.  If a man is circumcised, you need it wet to have it feel the best.  Uncircumcised men can be stroked without moisture because their foreskin slides back.”

Martina lowered her head down to his head and sniffed.  It smelled clean with a slight hint of musk.  The woman could feel her insides moisten and tingle at being so close to an engorging cock.  She opened her mouth and pulled her lips back and was about to  put his knob between her teeth when he reached out and held her shoulder.  She knit her eyebrows together at the feeling of him softening quickly in her hand.

“What on earth do you think you’re doing!?”

“Giving you oral.  What’s wrong?  Let me have it!”  she said impatiently.

“Not with those fucking teeth you aren't!  Please tell me you don’t use your damned teeth on Neil.”

She frowned and looked away.

“That poor bastard,”  Eddy said with a roughness to his voice.  “Your husband is a good man.  His dick is the most sensitive spot on his body, and you’re going to use your sharp teeth on him?  Would you want him to drag his teeth over your clit?”

“No!  That would hurt!”

Eddy shrugged, “Then why would you do that to him?”

“Well,” she said with a head tilt. “He would always react when I did it, rather than just stay there.”

“Martina!  He’s wincing in pain, you dummy!”  He folded his arms, harrumphed, and continued, “Never ever let your teeth graze a man’s cock!  Pull your lips over the edges of your  teeth, or open your mouth wider.  Do you understand?”

She steeled herself and nodded, saying, “Yes, teacher!  No teeth!”

“Good, now suck my cock,”  he said with a nod.

This time, Martina opened wide and guarded her teeth from touching Eddy’s dick as it parted her lips.  She shivered as a larger dick rested on her tongue.

“Now bob your head and get it wet.  Use a hand to make sure every inch of my cock feels something.  Make sure your hands get wet.”

Martina nodded and wrapped her fingers around his now hard and veiny cock.  His old member penetrated her mouth over and over, and her hand caught some of her spit.  Her tongue already started to taste his salty precum.”

“Flick your tongue on my head, girl.  My knob is like a large clitoris.  I like it most when the tongue presses and rubs on the bottom side of the knob, but the top is good too, but don’t do it too much.  Can you suck without using teeth?”

She nodded and hummed, “Mmm hmm.”  Martina’s tongue flicked and rubbed his underside, and she began pulling suction on his dong.   Her mouth tasted even more of his salty lubricant as it left his urethral opening.

“Wonderful, there we are, you’re getting the hang of it.  Now take my hand and put it on the back of your head when you’re ready.”

She moaned at his request.  Martina’s mind imagined Neil emerging from the forest, and finding her blowing their next-door neighbor.  What would he do? 

She grabbed his hairy wrist and placed his open hand on the back of her silky head of hair.  She couldn’t deny the rush she felt giving this dirty old man control over their sexual encounter.  His hand added pressure on her downstrokes, making his cock bump against her uvula. 

“That’s good, sweet Martina.  Let Eddy’s cock past your tongue, relax your throat.”

He pushed harder, and his head pushed past her gag reflex.  A wave of tingles raced over her skin.  This other man’s cock had entered her throat.  It was then she realized that this was no longer a lesson.  The redhead sighed and hummed as his fingers curled into a secure grip of her hair.  She felt the veins and bumps of his shaft pass over her lips as she took him in her mouth.

“Be sure to breathe between thrusts, girl.  I don’t want you passing out.  I’m going to start taking over.  If you can’t handle it, slap my thigh and push away.  I’ll stop.  Do you understand?”

She nodded.

“Do you want me to fuck your throat?”

She nodded even harder.

“Good,”  he said with a laugh.  “Now take my cock like a good wife.”  His hand applied more pressure, ensuring more of his shaft went down her throat.   Eddy’s grip was firm, and so was his dong as it pushed back her tonsils and stretched her throat.  “I like it when a girl cups my balls too.”

Martina’s hand shot out and held his sagging scrotum.   Rather than grip or pull hard, she remembered to keep the movements light and gentle.  Her stomach twisted when he let out a low-pitched chuckle.

“You’re a quick learner.  Tell me, Martina.  Do you think you’d like some dirty talk?”

What could he mean?  She nodded anyway.

“Heh, it turns out Martina wants to be a little slut,” he growled as he fucked her face.  “I bet your mouth's just having me fuck your mouth.  Is it?”

Martina nodded as much as his grip would allow.  She had stopped looking up at the man and his leering.  The part of her that felt shame was being told to be quiet as her lust grew.

“Then finger yourself.  Let’s both have fun.”

She released his balls for a moment to unbutton her shorts.  Once she had access to her pussy she slipped her fingers under her pantyline and started to rub herself.  Her pussy was already sloppy wet and had soaked her underwear.  Martina returned to cupping and gently massaging the old man’s balls.  The potbellied man gave her ample time to breathe between head bobs. 

He reached with his free hand and began squeezing her breasts and pulling at her nipples.  Her low moans increased in volume and pitch.  He matched her level of grip when she played with her breasts, something Neil had never done with a gentle touch, and it drove her wild.

“Ah, I love getting blown by a beautiful woman.  Mmm, life is grand, isn’t it?”  he said with a sigh.

Martina found herself moaning on his dick, “Mmmph, mmmh, ghhh, mmmph.”  The depravity of it all made her fingers stop rubbing, and she slipped inside trying to find that blasted itch of hers.  She clenched as she grazed the spot before curling her finger and hitting it with repeated strokes of her middle and ring fingers.

The two on the bench found their groove.  The old man pulled her head down further and further until his entire cock was penetrating her throat.  Martina’s chin mashed his nuts so she released her hand and braced herself against the stone bench.  The experience of having her throat fucked and breasts teased so greedily was nothing she had ever experienced in her life.  This was amazing to her, being used by a man and giving herself freely over to it.  She felt lightheaded.

“That’s it.  A girl like you deserves to be used like this.  There is nothing more natural in the world than a woman wanting to please a man.  You can tell how much more my cock enjoys this.  Do you see how you were doing it wrong before?”

“Mmm, hmm!” She rolled her eyes and fingerbanged herself.  Martina recognized something was changing inside her.  She could hear the sloppy sounds of a cock ramming into her and how her saliva had become slicker and stringier.

“When I’m done with you, your man is going to love fucking you.”

The mention of Neil made her pussy clench around her fingers.  She found it difficult to protect Eddy’s cock from her teeth.

“I’m almost there, girl.  Since you’re going to keep working today, I think I’ll blow my load in your throat,”  he said.  Freeing her breast, he gripped her with both hands and stood up.  With his grip and this thrusting he said, “Your throat is now just a fuck hole.  That’s what you are,  a plaything for men.  Take my load!”

He shoved hard and held her there.  Her pussy started to quiver when she sensed his cock was pulsing his ejaculate past her tongue and directly into her esophagus.  Eddy kept Martina’s head firmly in place as her body seized underneath him.  Waves of pleasure flowed out from her crotch to her entire body.  He let go, but she released her hand from her pussy and grabbed his ass and kept bobbing her head.

“Oh, this girl really is a bitch in heat.  Trying to get everything from my cock?  Hmm?”

She nodded and sucked, dragging her tongue along the bottom of his shaft, milking every drip of spunk from his aging johnson.  She gulped down the remaining ejaculate that landed on her tongue eagerly.

His knees wobbled, and he sat down.  Eddy wiped his forehead and said, “What an improvement over one session!  I see what a good student you are.”

Martina pulled her bikini top back down over her breasts and then buttoned her shorts.  She dragged the back of her hand across her mouth and said, “I can’t believe I did that.  What if Neil finds out?”

“You’re doing this for him, remember?” he said, waving his hand in front of his face.  “Neil needs good loving.  You want to learn.  Isn’t that good?”

“Yes,” she said shyly.  “I’m not sure Neil would like the way I’m learning though.”

“But you do, don’t you, you little whore?”

She sat back and covered her mouth.  Martina blushed deeply before nodding, “I like it a lot.”

“Do you want to learn more from your friend Eddy?”

“Yes…”

“Then beg me for it,” he said, his voice low and raspy.

The woman crawled up close and looked up at the old man, putting her hands on his knees.  “Eddy, please teach me to fuck!  I want to be a good slut and make my husband feel good,”  she begged. 

“That’s a good girl, Martina.  You’re learning to be a fuck toy.  Come by my house anytime you have questions.  I expect you to come over at least once a week, though.  Neil won’t suspect that.  Let’s not tell him about his.  Tell him you’re learning from the internet, okay?”

“Yes, Eddy,”  she said, her eyes going to his dick.

“No more cock for you today, slut,” he patted her head. “You need to get back to your husband and practice what you’ve learned.”

…

Thirty minutes later, Neil was sitting in his work chair with his head back and his hands on his wife’s head.  He had just pulsed his last drip of spooge into his wife’s mouth.

Martina pulled away and giggled before saying, “You didn’t last very long.  Did I do well?”

“Well?  Martina, that was the best blowjob I’ve ever had!  Shit!  Where did you learn to do that?”

She bit the end of her finger before shrugging and saying,  “I started checking the internet for advice.  There’s this columnist who writes on how to be better as a woman in bed.”

“Well, keep learning, Martina.  Maybe I should take lessons from them as well.”

“No!”  she said, putting up her hands. “Let’s just say it's for me to become better.  You’ve worked so hard to start the business and bring us here.  Let me do the work here, okay?”

“Mmph, whatever you say, dearest.  Whoever it is, they’re an amazing teacher.”

She got up and walked to the office’s doorway. “I’ll go clean up now.  I have to cook dinner.  I hope you don’t mind if it’s just for you; I’m actually not very hungry.  I had a snack before coming home,” she said, holding her belly that now contained the semen of two men.  She shut her eyes tight and tried hard, hard not to bite her lip. 

…I have so much to learn from you, Eddy.  I can’t wait until our next lesson…
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