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Chapter One


Cesar Garcia stepped out of the ocean and into our life on the third day of our vacation. His entrance, rising from the blue waves lapping at the shore, couldn't have been any more cliche.
 

I noticed him before Amber did.
 

The beach was mostly empty with only a few people splashing in the water further down the shore, towards the hotel. Amber was tanning with her eyes closed.
 

As his muscled torso emerged from the water he reached up with both hands, head tilted back, and wiped the water dripping from his dark hair.
 

My interest in him sprang from the familiar well of my darkest fantasy. Seeing Amber with another man. I tried not to stare, though no one could tell what I was looking at through my dark sunglasses.
 

As he began to walk towards us the visions began to come. They were subtle at first. A tableaux of images on after the other. His olive skin pressed against her creamy thigh. His lips caressing her neck.
 

Then, as it always did, the fantasy took a darker turn. Amber on her knees before him. Cesar grinning at her as he stuffed her mouth full of his rigid meat.
 

I had to adjust myself in my chair. In case any passers-by were to notice the bulge that had begun forming in my lap.
 

He didn't avoid us, didn't walk around our beach chairs like any other person would have. Instead, he walked so close to Amber's chair that if she'd moved her hand it would have touched his leg.
 

As he passed, I closed my eyes and savoured the full weight of my fantasy. I relished how it twisted my insides until they were so tight I couldn't breathe. Then, as the soft footsteps faded up the hot sand I let it release me. Little by little. Giving into the great unwinding that came after that kind of tightness.
 

And then he was there again.
 

An electric jolt of adrenaline shot through me as I opened my eyes to see him standing over Amber, staring at her.
 

“Amber? Amberita?”
 

Hearing her name spoken by his deep and silky voice gave me a second jolt. I began to sit up, ready to stand and protect what was mine in case it was necessary. My eyes fell to Amber, who had stirred.
 

She tilted her head towards him. I imagine that from the way he was standing with his back to the sun, she could only see a silhouette. But her recognition seemed instant. A smile sprouted across her lips. She reached up and pulled her sunglasses off her nose. Her feet fell from the chair and she sat straight up and stared into his eyes.
 

My stomach clenched. My cock rose harder still.
 

“No. Way,” she whispered. “Cesar?”
 

And his name on her lips, the note of recognition in her tone only added fuel to the fire that had begun to burn inside me. She knew him? How? From when? From where?
 

Cesar grinned. He leaned forward. His head tilted slightly.
 

My eyes went wide. Something clicked inside me. For a second, for one beautiful, dizzying, terrifying second, I thought that my worst nightmare and my favourite dream would both come true at once as their lips met.
 

Maybe he noticed me. Or maybe he just remembered himself. Or maybe she did. It doesn’t matter.
 

He glanced over her shoulder to where I was watching. Then he took a very polite and pointed step back. He continued to smile at me until Amber awoke from her stupor.
 

“Uh…oh,” she sighed. She turned and smiled at me, too. “I can’t believe this,” she said, shaking her head. Her blonde curls bounced playfully along her shoulders. “Marek, this is…Cesar.”
 

“Hello my friend,” Cesar said, nodding and holding out his hand. “Very nice to meet you,” he added.
 

I stood up, adjusting myself as best I could to try and hide my protruding cock. Reaching out I took the offered hand and shook it.
 

He had a powerful grip. Not so strong that it made me wince but strong enough that the potential for that was obvious. After he let go, he turned to Amber and with an entirely different body language, reached out to shake hers, too.
 

Amber’s mouth fell open. Her shoulders did an awkward little twist. She shot me a glance, then looked back at Cesar.
 

The awkwardness his proffered handshake created between the three of us was palpable.
 

Amber sighed. “Oh…don’t be ridiculous,” she whispered. Then she stood up, stretched her arms out and wrapped them around his thick neck.
 

The beast within me roared with fury and in glee. My eyes drifted down their bodies.
 

She was careful. Too careful.
 

Careful enough that I realized those two bodies had touched before. In far more intimate ways.
 

She didn’t press herself against him. Didn’t let her pert breasts touch his chest.
 

He leaned forward, a partner in their dance. An effort to spare me the embarrassment that they knew something I didn’t. That they had once occupied a world without me.
 

The effort was a failure. I could see it clear as day. It didn’t help my throbbing arousal, though.
 

When she let go of his neck and turned to me again worry was creasing a thin line along her brow. The smile had left her eyes. As if she knew this wouldn’t end in a good place. “Cesar…” She paused, holding in her breath. Then, realizing there was no way out, she sighed. “Cesar and I used to…date…a little bit.”
 

The announcement stabbed through my heart like the thinnest blade.
 

“A very long time ago,” Cesar said, dismissing her admission with a wave. As if it meant nothing. Or maybe as if he knew what such a confession meant to another man.
 

I couldn’t resist the vision that blossomed in my mind. His thick, dark prick stabbing into Amber’s pink flower and filling it with creamy seed.
 

I could never resist those thoughts. They weren’t mine. I was theirs.
 

“What the heck are you doing here?” she said, turning her attention to Cesar.
 

“I should ask you the same thing!” he replied.
 

“We’re on vacation!” Amber said, clapping her hands together in glee. She was a sucker for the beach.
 

“I’m…sort of doing the same thing.”
 

“Oh?”
 

Cesar began to explain but his voice was drowned out to me by the sound of the waves which now seemed to be crashing, not lapping, against the shore. Try as I might the image wouldn’t release me from it’s grip.
 

Their small-talk provided a welcome escape from having to speak myself. So I stood there and entertained the fantasy. I played with it, poking it inside my head, tormenting myself until it grew so big it threatened to swallow me whole.
 

“Marek? Marek?” Amber’s voice ripped me from my thoughts and plopped me back in front of them.
 

“Sorry,” I muttered. “Must be the sun…” I said, by way of apology. “What did you say?”
 

Amber rolled her eyes. As if I always did this and it was something she was tiring of. Or maybe she was embarrassed by the man she’d ended up with, considering this had been her former lover. “Cesar was wondering if we wanted to do drinks later? Around three?”
 

I forced myself to smile. “Of course!” I said, beaming at him.
 

“Excellent!” Cesar said with a nod. “I can’t believe I ran into you like this!” he added, turning to Amber and laughing.
 

Amber shook her head. “No. Me neither. Who would have thought, huh?”
 

“Well, I will see you at the bar around three then. Drinks are on me.”
 

“Oh Cesar, you don’t have to…” Amber began.
 

“No!” he interrupted, holding up a hand. “It will be my pleasure. Trust me, with the year I’ve had this is…a breath of fresh air. Much needed, too. I’ll tell you all about it when I see you. Now please, enjoy some more sun. I’m sorry to have interrupted you.” He gave me a slight bow.
 

“No, no that’s fine,” I replied. “No trouble at all.”
 

Cesar smiled again.
 

As he turned to leave my eyes never left his. I stared at him, watching to see if he would waver in his resolve. Almost daring him to steal one final glance at my wife before he walked away.
 

Not a single look. His gaze never wavered, didn’t drag down her body and pause on her luscious tits or settle on her hips to drink in her pleasantly undulating curves.
 

And then he was gone.
 

Amber didn’t look at me. She put her sunglasses back on, sat down, then laid back on the beach chair and went back to tanning.
 

Really?
 

Really?!?
 

That was how this was going to be?
 

I sat back down in my chair, too. I didn’t look at her, in case she was watching me from behind those dark glasses. I tried to stare out at the ocean, tried to think of anything to keep my brain from itching, my stomach from squeezing and releasing, anything that would drive the dull throb out of my now rock-hard cock.
 

Amber didn’t say a word.
 

As I lay back in the beach chair I began lying to myself. Maybe I could just let this go. Maybe I didn’t have to ask or know what had happened. Maybe that would be for the best. Water under the bridge. The past was the past, after all.
 

But it was that thought that made me realize how stupid I was being. I couldn’t let the past be the past. I’d spent our marriage picking up crumbs of information about the life Amber had led before we’d met.
 

It wasn’t that she was secretive. She just didn’t like talking about it. Said it didn’t matter anymore.
 

And did it? Why should it? We were happy, after all.
 

But I was obsessed. Obsessed because while Amber wasn’t a slut, I knew she’d had other experiences. I knew she’d been with other men. Knowing that and not knowing how and when and why and how it had felt and whether she had screamed when she came was a living hell.
 

It was so absurd it made me chortle, which made Amber turn and look at me. “What’s so funny?” she asked.
 

I shook my head. There was no running from this. There was no pretending everything was fine and like I wasn’t about to tear the skin off my face from not knowing. There was no fork in this road. Only one way to go. Forward into the great and terrifying unknown. “Dated, huh?”
 

Amber sighed. She tilted her head back towards the sun.
 

What did that mean? Was she annoyed by me asking such an obvious question? Was she going to stonewall me? Would I end up on my knees trying to drag it out of her? What the hell?!?
 

“That’s it?” I said. “That’s your reply?”
 

Amber shook her head. “What do you want me to say?”
 

A thousand different answers collected on my tongue. 
 

Tell me how he fucked you.
 

Tell me if you loved him.
 

Tell me what you did for him.
 

Was it dirty? 
 

Was it dirtier than anything you’ve ever done for me?
 

None of those seemed…appropriate.
 

“Where’d you guys meet?” came out instead.
 

“College. It was no big deal. Like…a few months, maybe.”
 

Oh. So just a casual fling. Great.
 

Still, this was more than I’d heard about her past in the ten years we’d been married. And I was hooked. I needed another fix. “Was he…good in bed?” I asked quietly.
 

Amber turned to look at me again, one side of her mouth curled into a snarl of mock disgust. Or maybe real. “Marek!” she squealed, then reached out and slapped me on the arm.
 

It stung.
 

“What? I’m just asking…” I said, dismissing her reaction with a chuckle. My curiosity was drowning out all the other noise in my mind.
 

“Why would you ask something like that?” she said, shaking her head.
 

Because I love you and the thought of you with another man makes me want to fuck your brains out.
 

So many times those words had lingered on the tip of my tongue yet remained unspoken.
 

“I don’t know…just curious.”
 

Amber turned her head. She lowered her sunglasses, staring at me over top the frames. “Really?” she asked.
 

Yes…yes…yes! So desperately yes!
 

I shrugged instead. “I guess.”
 

Amber scowled and shook her head. Then she turned back to the sun and pretended to go to sleep.
 






Chapter Two


Amber and I had been married ten years. We had two kids, a German shepherd named Larry, a mortgage, two car payments and pretty good jobs.
 

I worked in industrial design, specifically cell phones. The company I worked for contracted me out to various new startups in the smart phone business. So basically I tried to make things look like iPhones but not so much like iPhones that they would get sued.
 

Amber worked as a receptionist in a dentist’s office. It wasn’t the sort of job that normally paid that well but she was good. Really good. She was always pleasant, always smiling, could put out fires and knew a lot about dental procedures. She could schedule things so well that Dr. Borden could squeeze in two, sometimes three extra patients in a day. He liked having her around.
 

Once every couple of years we would take a vacation and this year it had been Amber’s turn to choose. Like I said, she was a sucker for the beach, so we spent entirely too much money on an all-inclusive in the Bahamas. My parents took the kids and the dog with the promise that we’d get them back somehow.
 

I still had no idea how one repays that sort of favor.
 

Our sex life was alright. We usually had sex once or twice a week. If it had been up to me we would have been having sex once or twice a day. But Amber, while being a thoughtful and caring lover, wasn’t a sex addict like I was and once or twice a week was enough for her.
 

That was alright. We’d come to a good arrangement.
 

Except there was this one thing.
 

I’m not sure how it started, where it came from or the reason for it. All I remember was that it happened after we were married. Maybe I did it to myself.
 

I tried asking Amber about her past. I was curious to know how many men she’d been with. I wanted to know what sort of life she’d led. That’s normal, right?
 

But Amber just wasn’t into it. She gave vague recollections but would never divulge details. She had told me she’d been with five or six men but very little beyond that.
 

So I say maybe I did it to myself because I sort of began to fixate on it. I started wondering. I started flirting with the possibilities. Had she been a slut? Is that why she didn’t want to say anything? Was there some dark secret she was keeping?
 

But each time I tried to gently bring it up, Amber would give another vague response and dismiss the questions with a wave.
 

After a while I got used to her reaction. But I never quite got over my own curiosity. I guess, in a way, I sort of nurtured this demon to life.
 

I’d sit on the internet at night watching videos of men watching their wives fucking other men. I’d jerk off to them, pretending it was Amber as I did. Before I knew it I had quite a habit. It was a little harmless fun.
 

But then the jealousy crept in. What had she done with other men that she wasn’t doing with me? I was her husband, after all. Didn’t I deserve to know? Didn’t I deserve to have her in all the ways I wanted?
 

The jealousy nearly twisted into resentment but every time it did I pulled myself back from the edge. I didn’t want to have an unhappy marriage. I just wanted to flirt with some dark shit from time to time.
 

So that’s where I was when Cesar walked out of the water onto the beach.
 

Except now that I’d seen one of her former boyfriends, I felt like I was careening toward a reckoning I wasn’t sure I wanted. And I just could not put it out of my mind.
 

As Amber showered, I sat on the edge of the hotel bed, my shoulders slumped forward, staring at the tile floor.
 

“What’s the matter with you?”
 

I looked up at the question to see Amber emerging from the bathroom, a towel hugging her curvy body, another one around her hair. Even like that she looked gorgeous.
 

The angsty ache swelled inside me inflating my cock again. I shrugged and tried to smile.
 

Just thinking, I tried to say. “I want to know,” I whispered instead.
 

Amber furrowed her brow and tilted her head.
 

My heart began to thump inside my chest. Was this going to be it? Was I going to bring this to a head?
 

“Know what?” she asked.
 

I swallowed away the dryness in my throat. “I want to know about you and…Cesar.”
 

The empathy and concern faded from her expression, replaced by a tight annoyance. “Marek come on,” she sighed, exasperated.
 

But the demon wouldn’t release me from it’s grip. “I’m serious,” I said, standing and walking over to her. I put my hands on her shoulders. “I want to know about you…two. What happened? Why don’t you want to tell me?”
 

She tilted her head forward stared at me from beneath her brow. “Marek what is it with you?”
 

“What is it with me?” I said, my voice starting to shake. I took a deep breath.
 

Easy does it, buddy.
 

“What is it with you and this…this thing?”
 

“Thing?” I asked. “What thing?”
 

“This thing where you’re always…always trying to find out about me…what happened in the past and…things I did…” She shook her head and looked away in frustration.
 

“What is it with me? What is it with you!” I countered, a little too loudly.
 

Amber’s eyes opened in shock at my forceful tone. I hated seeing her like that.
 

“I’m sorry,” I offered. “I’m sorry. I…”
 

Oh God.
 

What the hell was I supposed to say? You don’t just one day open up to your wife and tell her about your deepest, darkest fantasy. Do you? With a mortgage? And a dog? When you’re on vacation?
 

Didn’t seem like there was another way out of this.
 

“What is it?” she asked. Her tone had changed. It was softer, more imploring. Like she really wanted the answer. As if she really wanted the truth.
 

I couldn’t. I just could not. Could I? “Amber,” I whispered.
 

“Yes?” she asked, lacing her fingers through mine and lifting my hand. “You can tell me. Are you jealous?”
 

And there it was. The perfect opening. Like a drawbridge being lowered. Come this way it seemed to say.
 

“I…kind of.” It came out softer than a whisper.
 

Amber squeezed my hand. “I’m sorry,” she whispered back. “If I knew…if I knew I was going to meet you I would have waited…”
 

“No,” I said, staring into her eyes. “It’s not…it’s not like that. It’s not that I care that you…”
 

Fucked other men.
 

That, I couldn’t bring myself to say. She seemed to know what I meant.
 

“Then what?” she asked.
 

I looked up and into her eyes. We rarely had moments like these. Someone was always either screaming or barking or we were at work or too tired. Nothing felt this close anymore. 
 

Maybe that’s what tipped me over the edge. The sun, the sand, just the two of us. It all made me feel like I was falling in love with her all over again. “Can I tell you something?” I said, unable to meet her gaze.
 

She squeezed my hand in hers again. “Of course,” she replied. “Anything.”
 

My breath froze in my chest. My stomach tightened. Was I really going to do this? “I…sometimes I…I think…”
 

“You think,” she said, trying to coax out of me whatever I had to say.
 

Just do it. Get it over with.
 

“Sometimes I think about you with other men.”
 

Except it came out more like SometimesIThinkAboutYouWithOtherMen.
 

Amber sucked in the tiniest, sweetest, cutest little breath of air. The gasp of an innocent soccer mom who’s just been told something deliciously sordid.
 

“Marek?” she whispered.
 

I tried so hard to look up and meet her gaze, but couldn’t. It was too hard. I shook my head. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have…”
 

“No, wait.”
 

My eyes shot up at those two words.
 

No, wait?
 

Really?
 

They sounded like there might be hope. But for what?
 

“What do you mean you think about me with other men?” she asked, her voice still soft. Her eyes moved back and forth between mine, searching for the truth.
 

“I think about it in a…in a…like…”
 

The air seemed to thicken with each second of silence that passed between us.
 

“You mean in a sexual way?” 
 

The softness of her tone and the warmth of her breath on my chest sent a violent shiver racing down my back. “Yes,” I confessed.
 

Seconds seemed to stretch to minutes. I couldn’t tell. A confusing fog settled on my mind and I didn’t dare look up at her again. What would she say? Would she tell me I was disgusting? That I was a pervert? To never bring it up again?
 

Or worse yet, would she say nothing at all? Just dismiss it as she had so many times in the past?
 

“I kind of knew that, I think.”
 

An utterly jaw-dropping, show-stopping statement if there ever was one. “What?”
 

Amber sighed gently. She didn’t let go of my hand. “I knew that about you.”
 

“How?”
 

She shrugged. “You…change. When you see me around other guys. I don’t know how I can tell but I can. You…it’s like you’re trying really hard not to look at me. I can tell. Maybe they can’t but I can. At first I thought you were jealous but…it’s not that. Is it? Or at least not only that?”
 

I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t believe we were talking about this. What was more I couldn’t believe she was asking me these things. “It’s…no. It’s not only that.”
 

“Then what is it? Come on. Let’s sit down on the bed.”
 

As she led me back to the bed panic gripped me. I wasn’t walking down the road anymore. This was a water slide so long and steep you couldn’t see what was at the end. My eyes darted around the room, frantic to find any excuse to stop the descent.
 

The time. The time!
 

“Uh…you know, it’s almost three. We should…we should probably…I should shower. We’re going to be late for the bar and Cesar, we probably shouldn’t keep him…”
 

Amber smiled, tilted her head and squeezed my hand again. “No,” she said. “This is important. Cesar can wait.”
 

It was such a small thing but it really got to me. Amber was always trying to hurry things up. She hated being late. She was always ushering us out the door, or telling me there wasn’t time. It was what I missed most about our life before kids. Having the time for moments like this.
 

“Really?” I said, trying not to sound to stunned.
 

Amber kissed me on the lips. “Really,” she replied.
 

As I sank down onto the bed she put her arm on my shoulders and watched me, giving me the time to figure out what the hell I was going to say next. I really appreciated that. But words were hard to find. “I just…I don’t know how to…where to begin. You know?”
 

Amber gave a very slight nod at this. “I think so. But you want to hear about it, right? You want to know about me and Cesar?”
 

I bit my lip. “I do.” God how I did. I still couldn’t really believe we were at the cusp of this.
 

Amber took a breath. Her eyes wandered along the walls, as if she were deciding where to begin. “You know the only reason I haven’t told you, the only reason I haven’t said anything is because…”
 

My heart skipped a beat. For the love of God what?
 

“What do you want to know? Ask me a question.”
 

Ugh. Okay. I guess that was fair. It was deflating, not hearing her explanation. But I couldn’t expect to have everything at once, could I?. “How long…how long did you two date?”
 

She paused, looking up at the ceiling while she tried to recall. “Six months. Maybe seven.”
 

The knot tightened in my stomach as I thought of what to say next. The crux of it. The meat of my fantasy. “Did you…did you have sex with him?”
 

She sucked in another tiny breath but didn’t react badly. “I did. Of course I did.”
 

My insides melted into a hot, gooey mess. This was no fantasy any more. This was real. Confirmed. My wife had fucked, or been fucked by another man.
 

“Does that hurt you to hear?” she asked quietly.
 

“It does a little.”
 

“But…” she said, her voice tentative. “But you want to hear more?”
 

“I do.”
 

And then her eyes roamed down my body, onto my lap and settled on the unmistakable outline of my cock tenting my swimming shorts.
 

Amber bit her lower lip.
 

My pulse was pounding in my ears. Never before had I felt this close to her. Ever.
 

“Do you want to take those off?”
 

The question made my cock jump. I nearly pinched myself to make sure this was real and not a dream. I managed to nod but couldn’t look at her. “Yes.”
 






Chapter Three


Amber and I rarely had sex during the day and the lights generally stayed off at night. No sex during the day because there just wasn’t time and lights off because, well, it just sort of happened that way. In fact Amber turning off the lights before she came to bed was usually a sign that something was going to happen. Otherwise she would read for a bit before falling asleep.
 

So sitting there with a stiff cock and my wife telling me to take my shorts off was…unsettling. Not in a bad way. But enough to stir an emotion I wasn’t sure I’d felt before.
 

“Is something wrong?” Amber asked, after we’d sat there for a minute or so without me moving.
 

“No,” I answered, shaking my head. “Just…a little embarrassed, I guess.”
 

“Hm,” Amber said. “I know we don’t usually do this,” she whispered, leaning close to my ear. “But I thought because we were on vacation…you know. I thought it would be fun. We don’t have to if you don’t…”
 

Well I don’t know if there’s anything that will get a man’s pants off quicker than a woman beginning to change her mind about having sex. I hooked my thumbs under the elastic and yanked my shorts down.
 

My cock came flouncing out, veiny and rigid.
 

Amber gasped again, then giggled at the sight. “Sorry,” she said, covering her mouth. “I’m not laughing at you. It’s just…I don’t know. Those things are funny, you know?”
 

It was a funny thing to say but it made me laugh, too. It provided a nice release from the tension of the situation. I looked over to see Amber staring, well, admiring it, it seemed. She was smiling and watching it sway back and forth in my lap.
 

“Can I touch it?” she asked softly.
 

“Amber!” Her name came out sounding squawked. “I’m your husband! Of course you can touch it!”
 

She shrugged. “Just thought I’d ask. I don’t want to do anything you don’t want me to.”
 

My cock was aching so much with need I thought it was going to fall off if she didn’t touch it. I took her hand in mine, lifted it and let it settle in my lap.
 

Her fingers circled around my cock in a tight squeeze.
 

It made me groan as my head rolled back.
 

She released her tight grip after a few seconds. Her fingers and warm palm slid slowly up my hot shaft, then sank back down until the edge of her hand settled at the root of my organ. She did this a few times, smiling each time I pulsed inside her fist.
 

When she stopped, I turned to look into her eyes. They were wide and smiling and curious. It was very arousing and a little scary.
 

“You still want to hear about Cesar?” she said, her smile fading, her expression suddenly serious.
 

Blood drained from my skull, flooding my member and hardening it in her hand.
 

She raised one eye. “I guess that’s a yes?” She stroked my cock again.
 

“Yes,” I half-grunted, half-whispered.
 

Amber bit her lip. Her eyes fell to my cock again and she stared at the purple head, squeezing it and drawing out a bead of clear liquid at the tip. “Ask me a question.”
 

The questions rushed through my mind so fast I could barely catch one. “How big was his cock?” I gasped.
 

Amber shrugged. “About your size, I guess. Maybe a half-inch longer?” She seemed to enjoy that I flexed at this.
 

“Was he thick?”
 

Her hesitation was enough to make me stiffen in her hand again. Then she blushed and looked away. “Yes,” she said, nodding. She stroked up and down my length.
 

“How thick?”
 

She still wouldn’t look at me. “Marek,” she whispered. “I don’t…I don’t know if I can…”
 

“It’s okay,” I said, nearly seething with lust.
 

She smiled as her cheeks turned an even deeper shade of red. “He was really thick.”
 

“How thick?” I begged.
 

She released my dick, letting it flag and sway in my lap, making a “C” shape with her fingers and thumb. “Maybe this thick?” she said quietly. Her eyes fluttered up to meet mine.
 

As I looked down to see the shape she’d made I realized he’d been, or was, rather, thick enough that the tips of her fingers couldn’t touch her thumb. Salami-sized, I guess you could say.
 

I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t believe that my wife was showing me she’d been with a man who’d stuffed something that fat into her pretty little puss. I shook my head.
 

“Are you okay?” she asked.
 

I nodded, unable to speak.
 

She bit her lip again, still staring at my prick, then closed her hand around me again. “Marek,” she whispered, “you’re so hot. And I don’t think I’ve ever felt you this hard.” Once again she raised her eyes to mine. “You want to know something?” she said. The look in her eyes was a little desperate.
 

“Yes,” I managed to breathe.
 

“My…” she glanced down at her lap. “I’m soaked. Do you want to feel?”
 

The excitement bubbling between us was so thick I could barely move my hand to touch her. But I did. I reached under the towel wrapped around her, pressed my fingers between her thighs until the tips found her drenched lips. I shuddered at how wet and sticky the folds of her pussy were. “Jesus…” I whispered.
 

“Oh my God that feels good, Marek,” she whispered. She spread her thighs to let me in deeper. Gripping my member, she began to pump a little harder up and down. She looked up into my eyes again. “You want to hear more?”
 

I nodded. The ache was throbbing between my legs. I wanted to last as long as I could but she wasn’t making it easy.
 

“You have to ask me questions,” she said, her whisper suddenly more urgent. She squirmed on the bed, spreading her legs further until I slipped two stiff fingers into her hot cunt. She moaned.
 

“How did he fuck you?” I grunted.
 

Amber looked torn. Like she wanted to tell me but wasn’t sure if she should all at the same time.
 

“How did he fuck you?” I said again, but demanding this time, not asking.
 

“He…he…he…” She was breathing hard, her eyes glancing between my cock and mine and my hand between her legs. As she stroked me harder, the towel hanging from her breasts unravelled, revealing the plump mound capped by a nipple so stiff it was unwrinkled.
 

The sight made me lose my mind. I threw myself on top of Amber, splaying her thighs, pressing the head of my cock until I felt her messy folds against my tip. Heat and mucus and sweat gushed from the orifice, coursing through my cock and up my spine to the base of my brain.
 

With a wild thrust I stabbed my hard prick into her entrance and shuddered as it was swallowed with a filthy slurp.
 

Nothing about what we were doing even came close to making love. This was rutting, pure and unadulterated fucking, a primal carnal act not between man and wife but two machines built of flesh and muscle charging towards release.
 

Our eyes met. The wild and hungry look in Amber’s terrified me as much as it excited me.
 

My cock hardened in her fleshy sheath, puckering as it prepared to spit it’s hot load into her depths.
 

When Amber closed her eyes it felt like she was slipping away. The moment, once ours, suddenly felt lonely. I wanted her back.
 

“What are you thinking about?” I grunted close to her ear.
 

As I continued to saw my cock into her pussy, Amber looked up at me, as calmly as if she were having tea. With her tits were slapping against each other, her body rocking beneath my intrusion she gazed into my eyes and opened her mouth.
 

Was that a smile about to sprout along her lips?
 

“Him,” she whispered.
 

That one word erased the world and drove me inside myself. Into the scorching, blinding heat of an orgasm that erupted in my nuts, tore up my spine and slathered my brain in dopamine.
 

I barely heard the moan that escaped her lips. But I felt as her pussy began squeezing and pulsing around my member, sucking on it as if her body depended on my seed.
 

She screamed, a sound she’d never made during sex, and dug her claws into my back, breaking skin.
 

Still thrusting I closed my eyes, fell onto her soft body and nuzzled my nose against her neck. Here, in the depths of my climax I felt warm and loved and safe.
 

But once my cock was drained and had begun to deflate, once the delicious cocktail of euphoric chemicals began to recede, a finger of worry teased it’s way into my mind instead.
 

This was hot. Explosive. But had I done the right thing? I began to wonder if unleashing this secret on our marriage had been the wisest thing?
 

“Are you okay?” 
 

Her soft whisper made my eyes flutter open. I lifted myself off her to stare into hers. “I…I think I am.”
 

“Hm,” she mused. Her eyes still scanning for the truth in my expression.
 

“Why?” I asked.
 

She shrugged. “I don’t know. I just felt like…something changed.”
 

She was right. Something had changed. Something so profound that we would never be the same.
 

Amber and I just didn’t know it yet.
 






Chapter Four


We both dressed quickly. By that time it was three-thirty and as much as I wanted to linger in the moment, I knew Amber wouldn’t want to be rude to Cesar.
 

I didn’t mind but I hoped she’d be interested in revisiting the topic after drinks.
 

I finished my quick shower and hopped out of the bathroom wearing a towel to find her fully dressed. It was a bit of a shock. “You’re not going to shower?” I asked.
 

Amber shrugged, made a funny face and walked up to me. She trailed a finger through the dark hairs on my chest, letting it come to a rest on the towel. “There’s no time,” she whispered. “Besides,” she said, her voice quieter still. “I thought you’d kind of, you know, like it.”
 

“Like it?” I asked, wondering what she meant. Amber didn’t really do filthy.
 

“Yeah. Don’t guys like that kind of stuff?” she asked, her cheeks turning red again. “Knowing your wife is sitting at the table with her ex with…your cum dripping out of me?”
 

Our eyes met. I shuddered and, despite our coupling, felt my cock start to rise again. To my surprise, Amber’s finger fell until the tip of it touched my swelling meat. She smiled. “I thought so,” she said. “Now get dressed. We’re super late!”
 

She twirled around, causing her dress to flare like one of those hurricane rides at the fair.
 

I dressed as quickly as I could and once I was decent we walked down to the bar together.
 

It was a rustic place. The chairs were wicker and the bar was decorated in old driftwood. The drinks had those colourful umbrellas in them, which I hated.
 

But none of that mattered to me. The only thing I could think of was the nervous excitement filling me at what had just happened with Amber.
 

Every time I looked at her I thought she looked different. Was she? Her cheeks were still a little red but that wasn’t the only thing. There was a bounce in her step. Something lively that hadn’t been there before. That I hadn’t seen in a long time.
 

Even her smile had changed. It didn’t look tight or put on. She was really, actually happy.
 

Cesar stood up in the corner of the room and waved us over.
 

My throat tightened as we walked closer. I felt like I was walking into a trap. Not one set by Amber, or Cesar. One I’d set for myself. But once again, there didn’t seem any other way to go but forward.
 

“For a moment I thought that maybe you’d changed your mind,” Cesar said. He leaned forward and pressed his cheek against Amber’s, then did the same to the other side. He quickly straightened and offered me his hand again.
 

It was an innocent greeting. But with what had just happened, with what I’d revealed to Amber, it felt like someone had just grabbed my nuts and twisted. My cock flopped to life in my shorts.
 

We settled down around the table. Amber began to ramble on about our life, giving Cesar the Cole’s notes of what had happened in the last ten years.
 

He gave her his full attention, turning to me occasionally when she said something that involved me, and nodding to show his interest.
 

I tried my best to follow what she was saying. But I just couldn’t tear myself out of the space my mind was in. I couldn’t stop thinking about the fact the two of them had been with each other. Question after question kept springing up about what that might have been like.
 

Even dousing it in alcohol didn’t help. It was only when Amber relented and started asking Cesar questions that I managed to steady myself enough to listen.
 

“It’s a long story,” he said, “but basically my wife and I split last year.”
 

“Oh,” Amber said, putting on her worried face, “I’m sorry about that.”
 

Cesar shrugged. “It was for the best. We have no children so that wasn’t a consideration. In fact I think it may have been why we drifted apart. I always wanted a family, remember?”
 

That final word was like another knife slicing into me.
 

Remember, Amber? Do you remember your old life with Cesar? The secrets you shared and the promises you made?
 

It was a terrible thing to think. But I just couldn’t help myself. The pain of it was delicious.
 

Amber’s momentary embarrassment at the question only fuelled the agony burning inside me.
 

Cesar offered a deferential bow of the head. “Sorry,” he muttered.
 

I forced a smile and pretended I’d barely noticed. “Oh, don’t worry about it,” I said, dismissing what he’d said with a wave.
 

“In any case,” Cesar went on, “it wasn’t just that. After I could find no work with my history degree I became a sailor.”
 

“Really?” Amber seemed stunned by the revelation.
 

“Really,” Cesar answered with a smile. “I thought it would be for just a little while but the life…ah, the life was so good. I love the open water. I love the people. It’s always an adventure!”
 

“Wow,” Amber said, shaking her head. “I…I just can’t picture you sweeping decks.”
 

Cesar laughed and leaned back in his chair. “That’s a thing of the past, amiga. You are looking at Captain Cesar Garcia.”
 

Amber looked even more incredulous at this. “Wait, are you serious? Or are you kidding me? You’re the captain of your own ship? What kind of ship?”
 

He’d genuinely piqued her interest with this. She was leaning forward over the table, literally on the edge of her seat.
 

This sent another pulse of thrilling jealousy rushing through me. Captain of a ship. That was sexy. Romance. Adventure on the high seas. The kind of thing that captured a woman’s imagination.
 

Not quite as flashy as sitting in a cubicle doing CAD drawings of little pieces of black plastic, but hey.
 

“No joke,” Cesar replied. “Six months ago they gave me my own ship. She’s docked on the other side of the island. Passengers arriving today and tomorrow and then we’re off for a ten day cruise around the islands.” He waved his finger in the air.
 

“Wait, it’s a cruise ship?” Amber asked. She turned to look at me with wide eyes and an open mouth.
 

“Indeed, it is!” Cesar replied.
 

Amber shook her head.
 

A tremor ran down my spine.
 

Amber had been dying to do a cruise vacation for as long as I could remember. She loved the open ocean, the sun, the fact that there was nothing to do but relax.
 

I was a little thalassophobic, actually. Not like I couldn’t be on the water or anything, but I did find the idea of being on a ship with no land in sight a little unsettling. So you can imagine my reaction to her excitement. This wasn’t heading in the right direction.
 

“You’re the captain of a cruise ship?” Amber said. She was holding her straw, swirling it in her drink as she gazed into Cesar’s eyes.
 

Cesar laughed. “Yes. I know, I know,” he went on. “It’s the last place I thought I’d be, too. But you know, it’s such a good fit. I love the ocean. I didn’t know I did until I joined the merchant marine. There’s something so exciting about it, don’t you think? All that water? You can go anywhere. The possibilities are endless.”
 

Amber stared into his eyes for a moment too long.
 

Her rapt attention pierced my heart like a tiny pin-prick.
 

She either noticed my discomfort, or realized how long she’d been watching him. Her gaze broke away and she touched the back of her neck with her hand.
 

Cesar looked sideways, too.
 

It was probably just my crooked imagination making up stories again but all of a sudden I felt distinctly like a third wheel.
 

Thankfully the waitress showed up, perky and smiling, asking if we needed more drinks.
 

Cesar ordered an orange juice, Amber upped her game to a martini and I doubled down on scotch. By the time the waitress had left, the tension had eased between the three of us.
 

“So I guess that means that you like cruise ships?” Cesar asked Amber, smiling.
 

She smirked and glanced at me. It wasn’t a mean glance, or at least I’m sure she didn’t intend it to be. Still, it got under my skin. “I’ve never been, actually.”
 

Cesar’s eyebrows shot up. “Never? Really?”
 

Amber reached across the table, put her hand over mine and gave it a pat. “We’ve never been,” she said, correcting herself.
 

Now I’m sure all of this meant nothing. In fact I’m positive I was just reading more into her meaning than was there. But I really appreciated her touch in that moment. There was obviously something simmering between her and Cesar, that much was obvious. I liked that she made a point of reassuring me that she knew I was still there.
 

“Marek’s got kind of a thing about water,” she said. Then she smiled at me and winked.
 

The gesture warmed my insides.
 

Cesar frowned. He took a sip of his drink, then set the glass back down on the table. “That’s too bad,” he said.
 

Amber shrugged and pursed her lips. She put them over the end of the straw and sucked up the rest of her drink. “It’s okay,” she said. “It’s not everybody’s thing.”
 

Having sat there listening the whole time, I felt the need to contribute to the conversation. “Yeah, I get a little freaked out about all that water, actually,” I admitted, smiling and hoping neither of them noticed my discomfort.
 

Cesar balled his hand into a fist and thumped the table.
 

A few of the couples having drinks in the tables next to ours looked over at the noise.
 

Cesar didn’t seem to care. “I tell you what,” he said, looking straight at me. “Why don’t you two come visit?”
 

Amber’s eyes lit up. “What? Really?”
 

Cesar didn’t look away from me. “She’s tied up. I guarantee you she can’t get away. No chance of drifting off into the open sea.”
 

My mind was so muddled by the emotions roiling inside me, for a moment I thought Cesar was referring to Amber. When I realized he was talking about his ship, a furious blush rose to my cheeks. I coughed and covered my mouth, hoping neither of them would notice or ask why I was so red.
 

When I glanced over at Amber I found her staring back at me, studying me intensely. Trying not to make too much of it, I smiled at her again. “Well, babe? What do you say?”
 

Amber squeezed my hand again. She shook her head and returned my smile but with a much softer one of her own.
 

I could tell she was trying to contain her excitement about the possibility of seeing Cesar’s ship. “It’s totally up to you, my love,” she said quietly.
 

I think I fell in love with her all over again for saying that. Even though I was adding layers of innuendo to the exchange that weren’t there for the two of them, I was so happy that she deferred to me, that she asked what I wanted. “No,” I said. “This is our vacation. You’re practically about to wet yourself you’re so excited about that ship. Let’s do it. It’ll be fun.”
 

The cork popped on Amber’s excitement. She started clapping her hands together madly and let out a little squeal, drawing the attention of the other patrons again.
 

Cesar smiled, clapped his hands together and rubbed them. “Excellent,” he said.
 

I did my best impersonation of a cool, collected husband, giving his wife what she wanted most. But a finger of worry crept into my mind. I wanted to take back the revelation I’d made to Amber, about thinking of her with other men. It had been a fun fantasy to play out in the hotel room. Now that we were in the wild it was inspiring all kinds of dark thoughts to spring up out of nowhere.
 

I tried to dismiss them, tried to tell myself I was making things up. But I couldn’t stop scratching at the idea that I was being lured into something more than just a visit to Cesar’s ship.
 






Chapter Five


Amber got a little tipsy after her third drink. Not so tipsy that she started slurring her words. But tipsy enough to forget herself a few times as we continued chatting with Cesar.
 

I did my best not to stare. But out of the corner of my eye I saw the stolen glances, the lip bites as she stared at Cesar. It drove me a little mad and very, very wild.
 

When five o’clock rolled around Cesar picked up the bill, thanked us for our company, then told us how to get to the other side of the island the next day.
 

We thanked him for the generous offer, left the bar and returned to our room.
 

As soon as Amber stepped through the door, she twirled around, her hair flying out to the sides. She was wearing a very devious smile and smokey eyes. She grabbed me by the front of the shirt, hauled me into the room, then let the door slam shut behind us.
 

My cock throbbed as her warm, moist lips pressed against mine. It flexed again as she plunged her tongue into my mouth, her hands raking down my body and squeezing my ass.
 

It had been…years, I think since I’d seen her this hot.
 

When she finally pulled away from the kiss I stared into her eyes, nearly shaking my head in disbelief. “Wow,” I said quietly. “What was that.”
 

Amber answered with a playful shrug. “Just a thank-you, I guess,” she said.
 

“Thank-you?” I asked. “What for?”
 

She pulled me closer again, gazing up at me, the sharply sweet scent of alcohol wafting off her breath. “For being the most amazing husband a girl could ask for. For saying ‘yes’ to going to visit Cesar’s ship.”
 

Hearing his name dug pleasantly into my gut.
 

“You really are amazing, Marek,” she whispered.
 

The vision of a naked Amber straddling Cesar’s lap, head thrown back, back arched, moaning in delighted again made my cock jerk inside my pants. It caught me by surprise, intruding into the intimate moment we were sharing. I felt a little ashamed, letting my dark fantasy creep between our closeness.
 

“What’s that?” Amber whispered.
 

“What’s what?” I whispered back.
 

“I felt that. What brought that on?” she asked.
 

My cheeks started burning again. She was drunk. I was a little buzzed myself. The memory of how hot the sex had been before we went down for drinks, coupled with the uncertainty our conversation with Cesar had brought all swirled together.
 

What the hell? After all, honesty is the best policy, right?
 

“I was thinking about it again,” I said quietly.
 

Amber’s smile widened. “Oh yeah?” she purred.
 

No questions as to what I was thinking about. She seemed to know right away. Which made me wonder if she’d been thinking the same thing herself. Which drove me even more wild. “Yeah,” I admitted.
 

Amber bit her lip. She turned her shoulders slightly and her eyes darted from side to side, as if she was wondering what she should do next. “It really turns you on, huh?” she asked.
 

The warm fog of alcohol clouded my mind. “It does.”
 

“You want to hear more?” Her voice was barely a breath.
 

The jolt of panic the question inspired was quickly drowned out by my lust. My cock hardened completely, pressing against her thigh. “Are you serious?” I asked.
 

“If you are,” she replied.
 

You know how when you stand in the shower under hot water it starts to not feel so hot after a while? You have to turn up the heat to get that nice warm rush from it? This was more or less like that. It was an invitation of sorts. Amber asking me if I wanted to heat things up just a little bit more. “You never answered my question from before,” I said.
 

Her smile faded and she scowled, trying to think back to what the question might have been. “Which one?” she asked.
 

“I asked you how he used to fuck you,” I said, getting lost in her eyes. “I guess I didn’t really give you a chance,” I added.
 

Amber started to giggle at the realization of what I was talking about.
 

I chuckled along with her, then bent over and kissed her cheek, laying a trail of kisses up her neck, then nibbling on her ear. “Tell me,” I whispered. I saw the skin on the back of her neck prickle.
 

Amber took a deep breath, closed her eyes, smiled, and shrugged. She pulled a few inches away so she could stare at me again. “I can’t believe I never knew this about you,” she said, narrowing her eyes. “How long has this been going on?” she asked.
 

Embarrassment welled inside me. I loved Amber. We had an amazing marriage and felt very close. But I’d never once told her anything that had made me feel this vulnerable before. It was a little terrifying, trusting someone that much. Even if that someone was my wife. “A while.”
 

“Like how long’s a while?” she pressed.
 

“Since…I think since we got married?”
 

Her eyes opened wide.
 

I wondered if I’d regret having said that.
 

“Wow,” she whispered. She tilted her head to one side. “So, what, is this like an ‘I want my wife to secretly be a slut’ fantasy?” she asked.
 

Pow.
 

I don’t know how she knew it but that was definitely part of the core of what this was about. “I think so, yeah,” I replied.
 

Amber’s expression softened. She pushed her lips out in a slight pout. “Marek?” she said.
 

“Hm?”
 

“I really appreciate you sharing this with me. It makes me feel so…close to you. Like we’re…”
 

“…falling in love all over again?”
 

Amber nodded. “Yeah,” she said. “Just like that.”
 

I put my arms around her and closed my eyes as she returned the hug. We stood there holding each other, the sounds of the ocean lapping against the sand in the background as the orange sun dipped lower in the sky.
 

It was such an intimate moment. I loved every second of it.
 

When Amber pulled away from the hug and looked at me, her devilish smile had returned. “So you really want to hear about Cesar fucking me?” she asked.
 

The warm glow evaporated and suddenly I was completely mesmerized by her, under her spell, holding my breath and nearly jumping outside myself at what she was about to reveal. Unable to utter a single word, I managed to nod.
 

Amber pressed two fingers against her forehead and smiled. Her cheeks turned a little red. Maybe it was the booze. “Oh my gosh, Marek. This is kind of…embarrassing.”
 

No. No, no, no. “Baby,” I whispered, lifting her chin with a finger. “I love you. I’m your husband. You can…you shouldn’t feel embarrassed to share stuff like this with me.”
 

She sighed. Her eyes darted up towards the ceiling before meeting mine again. “Okay. I…god. I don’t know.”
 

I couldn’t believe her mood had changed so suddenly. It felt like all that warmth, all that closeness was slipping away. I needed to get it back. “Baby, what could possibly be so embarrassing?” Curiosity was twisting my gut as I thought through the possibilities.
 

Amber sighed. “Okay. I love you. I just…I don’t want this to…change anything between us. Not in a bad way, anyways.”
 

“I promise it won’t.” It wasn’t a promise I could really make. I had no idea what she was about to reveal, or how I’d react to it. But I wanted to know so desperately that I’d probably have said just about anything to her.
 

“I was a different person then,” she said, her eyes wandering off to the side at the memory. “Cesar was different, too. In fact I can barely believe it’s him, he’s changed so much.”
 

“Different how?” I asked. I saw the moment she decided to take the plunge.
 

“I used to…get around. God, I swore I’d never tell you this but…oh, fuck, whatever. I used to like it really rough. I…I don’t know why…”
 

My vision tunnelled and I could have sworn I felt my blood pressure jump. “Rough? How rough?” I stammered.
 

“Like, really rough,” she said.
 

I nodded. I knew this was a delicate moment. For her certainly, but for me as well. I didn’t want to do anything that would scare her off of revealing everything. “BDSM kind of rough?”
 

Amber broke into a small laugh. She tilted her head and smiled at me, then touched my cheek affectionately. “Oh Marek, you’re so cute,” she said quietly. “No, it wasn’t a Fifty Shades kind of thing. I just…I liked it when guys…you know…” She trailed off, then paused. “Took what they wanted,” she added, her voice at it’s softest yet.
 

A heaviness fell on my shoulders and my stomach and I thought I was going to sink into the floor. Visions of Amber taking it…rough, not just from Cesar but from countless other faceless men danced in my head. I put a hand on her arm and squeezed. “I don’t know why but…that’s so hot.” The hot and throbbing muscle between my legs felt like it was about to rupture.
 

The admission seemed to capture Amber’s imagination. She glanced down at my lap. Her eyes widened. She shook her head in disbelief, then let out a guffaw.
 

“What’s wrong?”
 

“I…nothing,” she answered. “I just can’t believe how turned on this makes you. And what’s more…” She trailed off again, gazing into my eyes. Maybe searching for permission to finish her sentence?
 

“What’s more?” I prodded.
 

“What’s more is that I can’t believe how hot it makes me.”
 

We erupted into fucking. Flailing limbs tore off clothes, undid belts and kicked off shoes. We landed on the bed, a tangled mess of flesh, pawing at each other, me mashing my cock against her drenched pussy until I found my target and drove myself inside.
 

“Holy fuck that feels good!” Amber moaned.
 

I was already on the cusp of an orgasm but I clenched my ass cheeks together, determined to bring her to climax before I blew. It was as if I’d been possessed by an animal. I mounted her, drawing her calves up onto my chest and began piling into her pink pussy, sticky and sloshing wet as it was.
 

Beside myself, I reached out and grabbed her by the throat as I drove my cock into her slit. “Tell me how he fucked you,” I demanded through clenched teeth.
 

Amber’s pussy clamped around my cock as her eyes went wide. She mashed her hips against mine, trying to bury my cock even deeper inside herself. “You want to hear about how he fucked my ass and made me come, baby?” she gasped.
 

Cum flooded out of my nuts, charging into my nuts as my cock pulsed, readying for release.
 

“Or do you want to hear about how he made me clean it after?” she grunted as I continued to fuck her raw pussy. One corner of her mouth curled into a devious sneer.
 

My jaw fell open. I tipped over the edge and into an orgasm. Driving my cock as deeply into her as I could, I threw my head back and roared at the feeling of it hardening and releasing inside her, spitting it’s potent load deep into her womb.
 

“Holy fuck,” I heard her whisper. Her pussy squeezed again, the sensation accompanied by a squishing sound as her well-lubed lips sucked my organ.
 

I looked down as her low moan climbed to a ghostly wail. This was not Amber. Not the Amber I knew. She came during sex but never this hard. I’d never seen her lose control like this. It was as terrifying as it was hot.
 

As my climax began to recede, the vision of Cesar’s cock inside her ass hole loomed large in my mind. Imagining what her face had looked like as she’d orgasmed from being dominated in a hole I’d been forbidden to touch sent a fresh wave of pleasure coursing through me.
 

We toppled from the heights of pleasure together. I fell onto her, enjoying the sensation of her breasts mashed against my chest, and thrust my tongue into her mouth, trying to stretch out what was left of the fuck.
 

When I finally rolled off of her and to the side, I realized we’d both sweat so much it had drenched the bed.
 

Amber rolled onto her side and put a hand on my chest. She ran her nails through the dark hairs, causing pleasant shivers to ripple down my spine. It was the calm after the storm.
 

But as much as I tried to enjoy it, I was haunted by what she’d said. No matter how hard I tried to push past the images crowding my imagination, they wouldn’t leave.
 

Why? What did it matter? So she’d been a different person. Maybe a bit of a bad girl. Had a thing for men that could fuck her rough. Why should I care?
 

The torment that the question brought was like a vise squeezing my chest. A few minutes later my cock began to inflate again, just at the thought of Amber obediently cleaning Cesar’s filthy member after he’d stuffed it into her back hole.
 

“What are you thinking about?” Amber asked after the sun had set and darkness began to fall.
 

A part of me wanted to leave well enough alone. We’d had our fun. It would have been wise to pack away my fantasy, along with the demons it brought crawling out of the depths of my psyche. But I found that nearly impossible to do. And that was just the first inkling of how utterly this new world I’d stepped into would consume me. I had no idea how profound of an obsession it would become. “Just…I can’t stop thinking about it,” I replied.
 

Amber let a small silence pass before she spoke again. “Of what I said?”
 

“Of what he used to do to you. Of what you…what you let him do to you,” I confessed. “Did it hurt?”
 

Amber sighed. Not in frustration, it was a thoughtful sound. “Only the first few times.”
 

“Jesus…how many times…” I couldn’t bring myself to finish the question. I was grateful, though, that she wasn’t retreating to her put-on embarrassment. I was happy she was being honest with me.
 

Amber looked straight into my eyes. “Whenever he wanted,” she replied.
 

The answer tightened my chest again.
 

“And you…when you…I can’t believe you let him put it in your mouth after,” I said, my voice nearly trembling. What a filthy thing to do. “Why?” I whispered.
 

Amber’s eyes fluttered away, her gaze focusing on some far off place I’d never been to. “I liked the way it made me feel. Like he owned me, or something.”
 

Sweet holy fuck.
 

The idea blossomed in my mind like a crimson plume, searing down to my cock and making it bounce against my thigh.
 

No. There’s no way. It would be so wrong. Wouldn’t it?
 

“Baby?” Amber whispered. “What is it?”
 

I turned to stare into her eyes, not able to believe the words that were on the tip of my tongue. Was it her expression that tipped me over the edge? Or some part of the male psyche we have yet to understand? “Would you do it again?” The words came out soft as footsteps in snow.
 

Amber’s eyes widened a little. She didn’t break our stare. “Are you serious?” she whispered back.
 

The fact that she was even considering it as a possibility wrenched my insides again. “I want to see it,” I said.
 

Amber propped herself up on her elbow and shook her head. “You’re out of your fucking mind.”
 

I swallowed hard. That slide, the one I’d been racing down, unable to see the end, had turned into a tunnel. Ahead of me was mostly darkness with the smallest pinprick of light at the end. It seemed to close around me, tighter and tighter until I could barely breathe. There was nothing left to say. I don’t know how long I lay there in that state before she spoke again.
 

“Marek.” Her voice sounded distant and echoed like we were in a cave. “Only because I love you so much…if you want to me to…I will.”
 

Whoosh.
 

And just like that, we were through. Flying out the other end.
 






Chapter Six


“I want to fuck your ass.”
 

The words were met with Amber groaning and pulling a pillow over her head.
 

We never did go out for dinner the night before. We made love again, then Amber fell asleep, so exhausted that she snored the whole night through.
 

I knew this because I didn’t get a single wink of sleep. I lay in the darkness, rubbing my clammy hands together, unable to free myself from the grip of my imagination.
 

After a few hours of this, I began pacing through the room. My mind served up fresh constructs, figments of my rampant imagination, placing Amber in all sorts of positions with Cesar as he ordered her to perform the most filthy and vile acts.
 

I worked myself up into such a frenzy that by five in the morning I had decided I would demand to fuck her in the ass when she woke up. After all, if she’d given him the pleasure, surely I deserved it, too? I was her husband. He’d only been a boyfriend and for what, six months?
 

It’s strange, the things that jealousy will drive us to do. Maybe it’s to keep up the facade that we can own someone completely with a promise and a ring.
 

“Amber,” I whispered, my voice sounding more imploring. “Did you hear me?” I pulled the pillow off her head.
 

“What time is it?” she groaned.
 

“A few minutes after five. Did you hear me?” It was an embarrassingly desperate question.
 

“Did you just say you wanted to fuck my ass?” she said, squinting against the first rays of light coming through the window.
 

“Please?” I begged. I hated myself a little for asking, and for waking her up that way. But I really felt I might explode if I didn’t get it off my chest. I needed to prove to her, but probably mostly to myself, that she was mine. That I could have her the way other men had had her. The way Cesar had.
 

“Marek I’m not doing that,” she groaned, then tried to bury her head under the pillow again.
 

Well I wasn’t quite ready to take that hint. I peeled away the thin sheet covering her body, revealing her soft and fleshy ass. Popping my finger into my mouth, I dribbled spit onto it, then quickly reached down and pressed it between the cleft of flesh her ass cheeks formed.
 

Amber tensed at my touch but didn’t resist it.
 

I swept the tip of my finger up and down her crevice, until I found her soft and puckered sphincter. Pressing against it, I pushed my finger in.
 

Amber gasped. She arched her back, then rose up on her arms, her tits hanging beneath her chest.
 

I was hard already from getting myself worked up all night. I wondered if her pussy was wet. I gazed at her, my finger still inside her ass hole.
 

While she didn’t exactly look thrilled, she wasn’t telling me to stop, either.
 

I wondered what was running through her mind. I wished I could crawl into it and know every single thought she was having. “Can I?” I whispered.
 

Amber turned her head to one side to look at me. She sighed. “I don’t know…”
 

Her answer deflated me a little, but at the same time sent a potent surge of jealous lust racing through me. “Why not?” I demanded. “You let him.” It was too forceful. I knew it as soon as I’d said it and I wished I could take it back.
 

Still, Amber didn’t make a move to get my finger out of her ass. Which was strange, to say the least. “Okay,” she whispered after a long silence.
 

My heart skipped a beat.
 

What?
 

What?!?
 

“Push it in a little deeper,” she said. Wiggling her hips, she worked herself up until she was on all fours.
 

I rose up off the bed to keep my finger inside her ass hole. I couldn’t believe what was happening. Despite having convinced myself that I absolutely had to ask to fuck her in the ass, I didn’t really believe it was going to work. My cock hardened at the possibility that it might.
 

“Come on. Push it in,” Amber said again.
 

Still in disbelief about what sort of a turn this was taking, I pressed my finger deeper into her tight ass.
 

Amber winced, then arched her back.
 

It was hard to tell whether she was enjoying herself or just humouring me. My own arousal swept the concern out of the way.
 

“Deeper,” she whispered.
 

Her demand made my cock swell fully rigid. Twisting my hand, I worked my finger further into her tunnel, all the way up to my fist.
 

“Yeah,” she grunted. “Like that. Now pull it out.”
 

I wasn’t sure where she was going with this but it seemed fun. My attention was consumed by the vile act. I eased my finger out of her.
 

Amber turned to look at me, opened her mouth and let her tongue slide out over her lower lip. “Now give it to me. Put it in my mouth,” she whispered.
 

Holy hot fuck. I couldn’t believe it! She’d never done anything so filthy in all the time I’d known her. It was incredibly erotic and I had no choice but to do what she asked. I brought the finger to her mouth and held it there.
 

Slowly, carefully, Amber slid it along her tongue, closing her lips around it and gazing into my eyes with a lusty stare. I felt her flick it with her tongue a few times, then pull away until it nearly fell out. Then she plunged it back into her mouth again, licking all around it, cleaning it off. When she was done, she pulled away, the finger popping out of her mouth with a wet slop.
 

She smiled, then chuckled. “Happy?” she asked.
 

I shuddered. I was. Just not happy enough. What I really wanted was to stuff my cock in there. I wanted to show her that I could be just as dominant, just as commanding as Cesar had been. I wanted her to know that I could own her that way, too. If that’s what she wanted.
 

I grabbed my muscle and began crawling towards her ass, ready to mount her pussy to lube myself up for her back hole.
 

Amber giggled, fell to her side and pulled the sheet up over her body. “Not just yet, babe,” she teased.
 

“What?” I asked, aghast and disappointed that I wasn’t getting what I wanted from her.
 

Amber gave another laugh. It sounded more nervous this time. “I just…I don’t know. We’re not like that, you know?”
 

An irritation began to burn inside me. What the hell did that mean? She was my wife. Wasn’t it right and natural that if she’d been slutty enough to let some guy fuck her in the ass, she should let her husband do it, too?
 

“Marek?” 
 

Hearing her say my name yanked me off the dark road I’d been walking. “Huh?”
 

“Were you serious last night? When you said you wanted to see me with Cesar?”
 

A hot breeze drifted through the open window, bringing with it the promise of another gorgeous day in the sun.
 

“I…I think so,” I muttered.
 

Amber’s eyes began to twinkle. “Listen to me,” she said, sitting up and putting both hands on my cheeks. “Yesterday was fun. I feel so…in love with you again. If you really want this, I’ll do it for you. I can’t believe I’m saying this but I want to be a good wife. I want to give you what you want. But what happens down here stays down here. You have to promise me you won’t let it follow us home. You have to promise me that no matter what changes between us this never will. This feeling I have for you right now. I love you, Marek. I don’t want to ever do anything to jeopardize that.”
 

Discovering something new about a person you’ve known a long time can be a frightening, overwhelming thing. While I was still a little bit leery about asking Amber to act out my fantasy for me, the closeness we were experiencing was such an aphrodisiac that I think it clouded my mind a little. “God, baby,” I said, kissing her on the lips. “It would be so hot. I promise nothing’s going to change. Nothing will ever come between us. I swear.” I sort of babbled the words, not really thinking about what I was saying. One idea had settled in my mind and I was finding it hard to think about anything else.
 

Exactly how far would Amber go down this road? How much of a slut would she become?
 

“You’re sure?” she asked, her eyes betraying a slight doubt.
 

“I promise,” I said, a little breathless from being so turned on. What I didn’t really understand in that moment, was that that was not just my promise to make. We were in this together.
 

“Okay,” Amber said, eyeing me closely. “If there’s a chance to do this I know that Cesar will jump on it. He’s single now. If his libido is a quarter of what it was when I knew him he won’t be able to resist. Are you ready for that?” She bit her lip.
 

Ready for it?
 

It was like asking a person who’s never been skydiving if they’re ready to jump out of the plane. Could anyone honestly answer ‘yes’ to that question?
 

“I think…I think I’m as ready as I’ll ever be.”
 

A smile sprouted along Amber’s lips. That widened to a grin. A moment later she laughed and bounced up off the bed, her perky tits smacking together as she did. She leaned forward and tilted her head.
 

I closed my eyes and tilted mine, waiting to savour the taste of her lips on my tongue and the fleshy wetness of her tongue in my mouth.
 

I got something quite different. Before I could react, Amber sealed her lips around my nose and a moment later exhaled as hard as she could, filling my lungs with air.
 

I recoiled, my nose popping out of her mouth as I did. I squinted at her as I wiped her saliva off it.
 

Amber squealed, clapped her hands together in delight and pointed a finger at me. “Gotcha!” Then she spun around and disappeared into the bathroom, closing the door after herself. A few seconds later I heard the shower running.
 

This left me a little shaken. I wanted more sex from her. My cock was hard, my mind was still spinning, shrouded in a tired fog from my sleepless night. I wanted to feel close to her. Her silly little prank didn’t really help any of that.
 

Besides, it was so unlike her to do something so juvenile.
 

I was just about to walk to the bathroom and start a serious conversation about it. Thank God I stopped myself. What the hell was I going to say? My wife just agreed to help my live out my darkest, most depraved fantasy.
 

She was in a cheerful, playful mood. Why the hell would I kill that by needing to have a talk.
 

I shook my head at my own idiocy, grabbed a pair of shorts and a shirt and started to get dressed. There was only one thing that would fit into my mind the whole time Amber was in the shower.
 

Cesar.
 






Chapter Seven


We arrived at port where the Aquaria was moored just before supper. As soon as we got out of the cab a porter approached us to ask to see our tickets.
 

Amber, who had worn a sexy white sundress that started halfway down her arms, barely covering her breasts, and stopped a few inches down her thighs, revealing her amazing legs, was the picture of sin.
 

The poor kid did his best to keep his eyes glued to me but every time I looked at the ship he would steal a glance at Amber.
 

This got me pretty worked up.
 

It wasn’t that Amber was a tremendously conservative dresser. It was just that she was a receptionist, a mom, on the parent teacher council. You know. None of those roles really required sexy attire.
 

So seeing her embrace her femininity, revel in it and in the attention it brought her, was crazy hot.
 

As soon as the porter found out who we were, he pulled open a velvet rope that led to a gangplank leading to one of the higher levels of the ship. Another porter stepped up and ushered us up the stairs, then up the gangplank, to the irritated looks of some of the other passengers waiting to board.
 

I wasn’t normally one to go in for that kind of classist stuff, but it was nice not having to wait in the oppressive heat on the dock.
 

Cesar met us at the hatch.
 

Even I had to admit he looked twice as handsome in his captain’s uniform than he add in his civilian attire. He had on a white jacket, white pants and a pair of aviator shades that revealed nothing about where he was looking.
 

I swear he understood our intentions from the first moment he laid eyes on Amber.
 

Maybe it was just me. Dreaming things up again that weren’t true.
 

But his whole body changed. He stood up even straighter than he normally did. It seemed to me that his chest puffed out. His mouth opened for a moment, as if he were going to complement her. Then, possibly because he remembered I was there, too, he shot her a wide smile and opened his arms in an invitation to another stiff hug. “You look wonderful as usual, Amber,” he said.
 

“Why thank-you,” Amber replied, playing the part of a shy and innocent school-girl perfectly. Right before she leaned in to hug him, she glanced over her shoulder at me and shot me a wink.
 

And when she did hug him? It wasn’t the friendly hug they’d shared on the beach the day before. Not this time. This time Amber leaned in, pressed her lips against his cheek and let them linger there for far too long. When she was done, she wrapped her arms around him and let her head fall against his chest.
 

The smile faded from Cesar’s lips. He turned his head to look at me.
 

Despite his dark glasses I could feel the intention in his gaze. Are you alright with this? he seemed to be saying.
 

My gut was flipping and flopping and buzzing. But I managed to force a friendly smile. Not one that said “she’s yours.” More like “the night is young. Let’s see what happens.”
 

Cesar seemed completely unperturbed. When Amber finally pulled away from him, he stepped back from her and offered his arm.
 

Amber grabbed it with both hands and smiled up at him. “Take those off,” she said, reaching up for his glasses. “You’re not scaring either of us,” she added with a giggle.
 

Cesar let her take the glasses off his nose. He folded them, tucked them into his jacket pocket and shot me another look with one eye raised.
 

I pretended to be very interested in the ship.
 

“A little tour before supper?” he asked.
 

“Oh that would be lovely!” Amber squeaked.
 

Cesar turned and with Amber still holding onto his arm, began to walk towards the bridge.
 

It’s a strange feeling watching your wife walk away from you on her ex-lover’s arm. All sorts of doubt and dark thoughts flooded my mind.
 

What if I’d done the wrong thing? What if Amber felt something for him again? What if…what if, despite our promises, this did follow us back home?
 

Doing my best to shake the thoughts away, I broke into a light jog to catch up with Amber and Cesar who were nearly out of sight down the hall.
 

We did a quick tour of the bridge. Cesar introduced us to some of the officers working toward departure the next day. He showed us the controls and explained that his favorite part of the job was manoeuvring the ship.
 

Amber hung on his every word. Every once in a while her eyes would scan the horizon, out towards the empty sea. Then she’d look back port side, out over the pretty roofs of the houses in the town. She kept close to Cesar but every once in a while would glance at me with eyebrows raised. As if to say “everything still okay?”
 

It was probably this that put me most at ease. The feelings churning through me were so fresh and raw, I think if she’d been more distant I might have called things off. But the way she was acting made me really feel like we were in this together.
 

And that’s what it was supposed to be all about. I loved her for that.
 

After the tour of the bridge Cesar proposed that we retire to his quarters for dinner.
 

Amber seemed a little disappointed. “I was kind of hoping to see the rest of the ship,” she said.
 

Cesar looked puzzled. He scowled at her, his dark brows furrowing above his eyes. “But we have all evening for that and tomorrow morning too, if you like.”
 

Amber glanced at me, a little nervous. “What do you mean tomorrow morning?” she asked.
 

“Surely you don’t mean to return to your hotel tonight? What sort of host would I be if I let you go back?” he asked.
 

My heart jumped in my chest. It was obviously just a coincidence that Cesar was offering for us to stay the night. He couldn’t have known what we’d been cooking up. Still, I couldn’t help but entertain the disconcerting thought that it was just a little too convenient.
 

As Amber and Cesar broke into a polite negotiation with her saying we couldn’t possibly impose, I let the dark thoughts that had been trying to claw their way into my mind fill me.
 

What if it wasn’t just a coincidence? What if this whole thing wasn’t just a coincidence? What if…oh God, what if Amber had set this whole thing up?
 

It was all a little too good to be true. A random meeting with her former lover on a secluded beach. Her usually modest sexual appetite igniting at me having revealed my fantasy.
 

I let the thought flicker through my mind that there was a chance, however small, that this had all been engineered by Amber. Maybe she wanted to have an affair but didn’t want to hurt me? She had said she noticed I acted differently when there were other men around her. What if this was just a way of exploring how far she could stray with my permission?
 

The notion was as titillating as it was dark.
 

“Marek?”
 

Amber’s sing-song voice tore me from my thoughts. “Huh?” I replied. I looked over at Cesar to see that he was watching me, too.
 

“What do you think of Cesar’s invitation? Would you be up for that?” She turned her head a moment later so that only I could see her face. She smiled with one corner of her mouth and winked again.
 

This sent another terrifying shudder racing down my spine. What did that wink really mean?
 

“Uh…sure. I guess.”
 

Cesar scowled at me this time. “You don’t seem certain, Marek,” he said. “If it’s too much trouble I absolutely understand. Or if you just prefer to sleep at the hotel. I didn’t mean to…”
 

Amber’s waning smile made me realize that I was about to let our opportunity slip away. I held up a hand. “No, no. No. Absolutely not,” I said, reassuring him with a smile and a wave. “I was just lost in thought, that’s all. How the heck do you retain enough knowledge to drive a thing like this?” I said, looking around the bridge again.
 

Amber seemed to sigh with relief.
 

A slight smile formed on Cesar’s lips.
 

I felt as if I’d saved the situation for the time being.
 

“So it’s settled then,” he said, clapping his hands together and rubbing them. “Tonight you will be my guests.”
 

Amber did a little hop in her cork-soled pumps and squeezed Cesar’s arm. As he turned to lead us to his quarters, she looked over her shoulder and mouthed “thank-you.”
 

Thank-you?
 

For what, I wondered. For saving the day? I could barely suppress the panic brought on by thinking that she was looking forward to what was going to happen that evening as much as I was.
 

There shouldn’t have been anything wrong with that, of course. This was about us, after all. If she was going to be wild enough to let me see her with another man, she should be allowed to enjoy herself.
 

Yet something about that, the notion that Amber was excited and turned on by another guy, thinking about what he was going to do to her, made my knees weak and my hands shake a little.
 

Nevertheless I pulled myself together and followed the two of them through the door at the end of the bridge.
 

I wouldn’t call the captain’s quarters on the Aquarius opulent, but they were impressive. A large living area was appointed with a wooden desk in one corner, a few couches and a dining table that looked like it would easily accommodate ten.
 

Through another door was another stateroom with a queen sized bed and a door leading to the bathroom. It was all very impressive.
 

Dinner was served a short while later, after we’d had a few aperitifs. Cesar refrained from drinking alcohol, saying he preferred not to the day before he sailed.
 

Amber indulged in a couple of martinis and by the time the plates were brought in was getting very loosened up.
 

Cesar sat at the head of the table and Amber sat next to me, with me on his other side.
 

The alcohol had certainly made her more flirtatious. I spent most of the meal watching her tilt her head and touch her neck as she giggled at nearly everything he said.
 

I had no idea how she, or we, were going to approach our request. The idea that she had a plan of attack was as unsettling. I allowed myself the pleasure of twisting it together with the fantasy that she was behind all this. That this was something she wanted that I’d been lured into.
 

I don’t know why I enjoyed the terror of that so much. I just did. Some things you can’t explain. Not without a few years of therapy, at least.
 

Every so often Amber would lean back in her chair and reach out a foot underneath the table.
 

Whether Cesar knew what she was doing, I have no idea.
 

She would press her toe against my bulging cock and give it a slow rub. By the time dinner was over she’d worked me up to a throbbing erection. So hard that I was worried how I would get up from the table and conceal it.
 

That concern turned out to be unnecessary.
 

As our plates were whisked away, Amber took a long sip of her wine and set the glass down on the table. She lifted a finger and started playing with a lock of her hair, staring at me with a wicked smile.
 

Cesar opened his hands, palms up and glanced at me, then at her. “What else can I interest you in?” he asked. “Cigars? Port, perhaps?”
 

It was all so classy and romantic. Dining with the captain of this massive ship. Enjoying a personal tour, then being invited to stay the night. It was the kind of vacation surprise people dreamed of and we were living it!
 

Amber leaned back in her chair and touched my cock with her toe again while turning to look at Cesar.
 

I tensed in my seat. Not just because the tip of her toe had worked down and was now nuzzling my balls, but because I knew the moment of truth had come. Would I really be able to take it?
 

“Actually,” Amber purred, still playing with her hair. “We had something else in mind.”
 

Cesar raised his eyebrows. “Oh? Name it. I am at your service.”
 

A fist tightened around my heart.
 

“Marek was…we were kind of hoping that maybe you’d be able to fuck me.”
 

A knife of jealous agony stabbed into my gut at hearing her say the words.
 






Chapter Eight


I don’t normally put a lot of stock in pride or jealousy. Or humiliation, for that matter. I think of them as primitive emotions, ones to be overcome shortly after puberty and not necessary for functioning in today’s society.
 

But hearing her my wife tell another man I wanted him to fuck her brought them all flooding back at once.
 

My cheeks burned and I found myself unable to look at Cesar. It was as if I’d been stripped of all my dignity by what Amber had just said. I just sat there like an errant school boy, blushing at the way the grown-ups were speaking about me as if I wasn’t there.
 

A long silence settled on the room. Still, I didn’t dare look up. At Amber, or at Cesar.
 

The only reassurance I had that everything wasn’t going to hell was the fact that Amber continued to knead my testicles with her toe.
 

“Marek?” Cesar’s deep voice came out almost a growl. 
 

It made me lift my chin and drew my eyes to his.
 

He was staring at me with a completely non-plussed expression. “I’ll admit it’s not what I expected to hear. Is your wife being serious, Marek? Or is this some little joke you two decided to play on me? Hm?” A slow smile began to spread across his lips. He glanced between me and Amber, trying to figure out if we were for real.
 

“I…uh…”
 

Amber was staring at me, still smiling herself. Her toe was still wiggling along my cock, occasionally dipping down and pressing my nuts against my body.
 

My cock was hard and jerking in my shorts with each nudge. “It’s only if…I mean…we just…” I stammered. I could not, for the life of me, find a good way to answer his question.
 

Amber saved me by bursting into giggles.
 

Cesar smiled and raised an eye. He did seem a little puzzled as to what, exactly, was going on.
 

“Oh my God!” Amber giggled, sitting up in her chair and covering her mouth. “That’s so rude!” she said, pointing at me and grinning. “We talked about all this, Cesar, I swear! It seems that my husband might be getting cold feet?” Worry flashed across her face and she shook her head.
 

Which made me feel like a tool. Because we had talked about all of this. We’d agreed to go through with it. Hell, it was my damn idea! And now, when push was coming to shove, I was leaving her high and dry. I felt terrible.
 

“Do you two need a moment to…” Cesar began.
 

I held up a hand to interrupt. “No. No. I’m sorry. She’s right. We did talk about this. And…yes. I…asked for that,” I said, lowering my eyes. A shiver ran down my back.
 

Cesar leaned back in his chair and folded his arms across his chest. He stared at Amber for quite a long time with one eye raised. “You always were a hell-raiser,” he said, smiling, perhaps at a memory the two of them shared.
 

Amber grew a little worried and I wondered why. What part of her past was she so scared of sharing with me?
 

“Look,” I said, sighing and leaning against the table. “I’m sorry about my reaction. I just…this is very new for me. For us,” I said, looking at Amber. “If we’ve offended you…”
 

“You haven’t offended me at all,” Cesar replied. His eyes raked down Amber’s white dress, pausing at her cleavage. “She’s all I’ve thought about since we met on the beach,” he said, a little more quietly. His expression darkened. “But you are married. You have a family and a life together. In my culture it would unheard of for a man to…offer his wife in this way.”
 

I sighed again.
 

A playful smile flirted with the corners of Amber’s mouth.
 

“It’s…it’s a little fantasy I shared,” I admitted. “We started talking and…” Once again I found it almost impossible to come up with the right words.
 

“What’s the matter, Cesar? Lost your touch?” Amber asked, eyeing him.
 

Cesar’s chest puffed out and his expression turned stern. “Once a whore always a whore, yes?” he said to her.
 

Hearing my wife called a whore was jarring. But the wave of lust it sent crashing through me eclipsed anything else I might have been feeling.
 

Amber continued to stare at him, defiant. “You didn’t seem to mind when I was your whore,” she said quietly.
 

My eyes went wide. In those two sentences all the careful planning, the intimate moments we’d shared with Amber talking about this, all control, vanished. The slide turned tunnel became nothing but a hot black hole. One with no end that I was falling into, a scream caught in my throat.
 

Cesar began to nod.
 

I saw him glance at me out of the corner of my eye before he turned his attention back to Amber. He let his hands fall to his lap and undid his belt.
 

My chest went tighter still.
 

“Come then,” he said quietly, talking to Amber. “Crawl to me on your knees like you used to. Show your husband what a filthy slut you used to be.”
 

Not only could I feel my heart pumping in my chest, I was burning up from what he’d said. My hands were clammy and I couldn’t stop my eyes darting between Amber and Cesar.
 

Amber turned to me. “Well?” she said. “What’ll it be? Is this what you want?”
 

The question itself was erotic. Or maybe the way she said it. It was pretty dominating, her putting me on the spot like that in front of Cesar. And for some reason I loved it. My wife was asking if I wanted to see her become a slut. The slut she’d once been.
 

Somehow I managed to muster enough breath to whisper “yes.”
 

One corner of Amber’s smile turned up and she smirked. She slipped off the chair and onto her hands and knees on the floor. As she began to crawl toward Cesar, her ass swayed hypnotically from side to side.
 

Cesar seemed just as blase about her performance as he had about our strange request. He waited for her, his belt hanging open, until her head was between his knees. He didn’t help her as she grabbed hold of his thighs and lifted herself up.
 

My hands fell to clutch the arms of the chair. My head was spinning. Somewhere in the back of my mind, the words whatthefuckareyoudoing were playing in a loop like a broken record.
 

Amber’s hands slid up Cesar’s thighs. Her fingers touched the bulging outline of his cock, tracing it before she gave it a squeeze.
 

Cesar leaned back in his chair like a king readying himself to enjoy his favorite concubine.
 

I watched in horror, but paralyzed by lust, as Amber undid the button at the top of his pants, undid his zipper, then reached into them, rummaging for his shaft.
 

Fresh panic gripped me at what I was seeing. My wife, my Amber, the cheerful soccer mom who drove a minivan and home made pizza on Saturday’s gave Cesar’s cock a rough yank, freeing it.
 

It sprang out half-hard, the head of it swaying from side to side as Amber clutched the root of it in her fist. It was a darker shade of brown than his skin, uncut and about eight inches long.
 

I wasn’t the sort of guy that got cock-envy. I always figured there was nothing you could do about it. You got what you got, right?
 

Except that in that moment, watching Amber’s eyes light up as she gazed at it, I felt a pang of envy stab through me. He was bigger than I was. Not by much but definitely bigger. Thicker, too. Not coke-can thick but nearly as thick as Amber’s slender wrist.
 

I winced at the thought that he’d stuffed that muscle inside her. Before I knew her. Before she knew I existed, Cesar had piled his hard seeder into her tight cunt and unloaded all over her walls. I almost doubled over in pain at the thought.
 

Amber turned and cast me a sultry look as she opened her mouth.
 

Cesar was still sitting back. He was staring at her but didn’t seem impatient for her to get started. He either had forgotten I was there or didn’t care.
 

For me there were really only two of us in the room. Amber and I. As we stared into each other’s eyes, she flicked out her tongue, peeled back the foreskin off the head of Cesar’s cock, then gave it a long, slow lick along his glans.
 

His cock twitched but he, still, seemed unimpressed. He let her play with it with her tongue for a while as I stared.
 

The feeling of seeing my wife licking another man’s cock was indescribable. It made me want to scream at her to stop. But I couldn’t. It was so filthy it was beautiful. So ugly it was poetic. And my cock was so hard I was itching to yank it out and make myself come.
 

Cesar reached out. He wrapped her hair into his fist and gave her head a slight yank to bring her closer to his lap. Leaning forward, he stroked her cheek with the fingers of his other hand. “You remember, Amberita? You remember what a good whore you were?”
 

I saw a shiver race down Amber’s back. As Cesar jerked her head back to make her look into his eyes her breathing became heavy.
 

For a second I thought I should intervene. I’d never treat her anything like that. But it only took a moment that Amber wasn’t in any sort of distress. She liked what he was doing to her. A real man was taking command of her. That’s what she’d said she enjoyed. Feeling owned.
 

Cesar didn’t wait for an answer. He pushed her face down, lowering her mouth onto his cock.
 

My mouth fell open as I watched inch after inch of him disappearing into her. 
 

Half-way down, he stopped.
 

Relief swept through me but it was fleeting.
 

He had only been giving her time to adjust.
 

A vile glug bubbled out of Amber’s throat as she opened it and Cesar pushed her lower onto his cock. He kept going and going, until the tip of her nose was nearly touching his abdomen.
 

All I could do was sit in my chair, dumbstruck by what I was seeing.
 

Cesar broke the fourth wall that I’d constructed between us by turning his head and smiling at me. “You see that, amigo?” he said, giving me a wink. “That’s the kind of woman your wife used to be.” He turned back to Amber. As he pulled her up and off him Amber sucked in a giant gulp of air. A second later he plunged her back onto his meat, not pausing in the middle of it this time.
 

“Fuck, Amberita, your throat is just as tight as I remember,” he said. Leaning back in his chair and closing his eyes, he started pumping her head up and down on his cock.
 

Amber braced herself on his thighs, her fingers spread apart as she struggled to take all of him into her throat. Each time he brought her down a gagging, gurgling sound bubbled out of her but she didn’t resist. She took every inch he gave her and not once did she look like she wanted him to stop.
 

After a few minutes of this, Cesar grimaced. He pulled her slowly off his cock.
 

Her lips left his member covered in saliva and bile, dribbles of salty pre-cum running from the corner’s of her mouth, down to her chin.
 

Cesar turned to me and smiled again. “You know the best part, amigo?” he asked.
 

Somehow I managed to regain enough control of myself to shake my head.
 

“The best part is that she likes this even more than I do!” he said, throwing his head back and laughing. “Come!” he said, snapping his fingers and waving me toward him. “Come and touch your wife’s pussy. See how much she likes getting her throat fucked.”
 

As I stood I realized my knees were trembling. So much that I was worried I wouldn’t make it around the table. But I somehow pulled it together and walked around to where Amber was on her knees in front of Cesar.
 

“Go,” he said, waving at me to sink lower. “Go and touch it.”
 

I fell to my knees like an obedient dog. Lifting Amber’s dress caused me to gasp. She wasn’t wearing any underwear. I know we’d talked it all through, decided this was what we were going to do but seeing that she’d come that prepared, excited even, that she hadn’t worn any underwear?
 

Wow.
 

It just…I don’t know what tore through me like a freight train but it was all good and bad mixed together.
 

My eyes sank to her pussy to find it glistening wet. I reached out with a trembling hand, as if I had to touch it to believe it was real.
 

It was. It was hot and swollen and gushing and so very real. Maybe it was my imagination but I could have sworn she was wetter than I’d ever felt her before. It was the kind of slippery wetness that just sucked you in. Not the kind you had to ease into, waiting for more mucus to come in.
 

“Go ahead,” Cesar urged. “Put some fingers inside her.” He turned to smile at Amber. “She likes that,” he added.
 

I was a little taken aback. I’d been as prepared as I could be to see Amber with another man. I hadn’t been ready to join in. Still, in my state, Cesar wasn’t a man I could deny. I stuck my middle finger out and grazed the tip of it along her sopping folds.
 

Amber’s ass swayed and she shifted her weight. Like an animal being inspected before auction. Unbelievably depraved.
 

I slipped my middle finger between her folds. Her pussy clenched at it, trying to suck it in.
 

“Hey, amigo,” Cesar said, shaking his head. “Not like that, man. Like this.” Curling his middle finger to touch his thumb, he gave me a sort of Vulcan salute with the other three. “Two in the pink and one in the stink. You never tried that on her?”
 

I shook my head, my mouth still hanging open in disbelief.
 

“Ha!” he said, rocking back in his chair. He lowered his eyes to look at Amber. “You been holding out on your husband, Amberita?” he asked.
 

There was a pause that nearly drove me out of my mind.
 

Cesar relaxed his grip on Amber’s hair. Just enough to let her nod.
 

I thought I was going to pass out.
 

“Tsk, tsk, tsk,” Cesar said, shaking his head. “No good. That’s no good. You should punish her for that, you know? It’s what a real man does.” He threw his head back and started laughing again. “Go on,” he said, waving at me. “Put it in.”
 

Mimicking the gesture, I brought my fingers up to Amber’s ass and pussy. I pressed my index finger against her puckered ass hole and the other two slipped into her cunt.
 

“Hey,” Cesar said. “Get the other one a little wet. Otherwise it’s going to hurt going in, huh?”
 

I had no idea why I felt the need to obey his orders. This was my wife, after all. But there was something erotic about letting him be the puppeteer, letting him take control of the situation, and her.
 

I slipped my index finger into her pussy and twisted it around, collecting her juice.
 

“There you go,” Cesar purred.
 

Slipping it out, I tried again. This time, as my pink and ring finger slipped into her pussy, my index finger slid easily into her ass.
 

Amber let out a bovine moan.
 

Cesar smiled. “See? She likes it?”
 

More mucus seeped around my fingers, squishing out of her and dripping down between her legs onto the floor.
 

“Now fuck her like this, see?” Cesar pumped his arm back and forth as an example of how I should finger fuck my wife.
 

I pulled out slowly, then pressed back in. Pulled out slowly, then back in. I put a hand on her ass to steady myself. A few more attempts and I thought I was getting the hang of it. She wasn’t moaning or anything but it seemed like she was enjoying herself.
 

“No, no, amigo,” Cesar said, shaking his head. “Like this.” He pounded his arm back and forth, stabbing at thin air with the tips of his fingers as he demonstrated.
 

Taking a deep breath, I tried my best to do the same. I pulled out and pressed back in a little faster. I thought I felt Amber’s pussy and ass clamp down on my fingers. I did it again, then a third time.
 

Cesar let go of her hair. He pushed her face back, then stood up from his chair, letting his pants fall to the floor. His rigid pecker bounced as he walked around Amber to where I was kneeling. “Go and hold her hair,” he said. He gave her ass a fat slap and laughed. “So she doesn’t escape!”
 

Scrambling to my feet I walked around her and sat down in the chair Cesar had been sitting in.
 

Amber’s face was a mess. Her mascara had run, her lips were sticky with all kinds of glop and her eyes were red. But there was a fire burning in them I’d never seen before.
 

She was loving this.
 

“Hold her hair,” Cesar ordered again.
 

I twisted my fist into her hair and pulled her head back, the way Cesar had, and stared into her eyes, losing myself in her gaze.
 

Cesar sank to his knees. Forming the lewd salute with his fingers again, he drove them into Amber’s ass and pussy making her grunt, then gasp as he pulled them out again.
 

Then, in an absolutely perfect imitation of what he’d done to demonstrate the move, he began pummelling them in and out of her, punching her ass and making her lurch forward into my lap. “Eh!” he said, giving her other cheek a thick slap. “Stay still!”
 

Amber braced herself with her arms. Her mouth fell open. Her lips twisted into a silent, agonized moan as the sticky sounds of Cesar’s fingers ravaging her pussy bounced around the room.
 

All I could do was stare into her eyes. This was the woman I’d married. But it wasn’t at the same time. Never in a million years would I have believed someone if they’d told me this is what she used to be like.
 

Her moan shook me from my stupor. She moaned again, a long, lowing sound.
 

“Fuck yeah,” Cesar grunted, his fingers still thundering into her insides.
 

Amber’s lip began to tremble. A shudder tore through her. Her eyes shut tight. She grunted, something like an “ugh.”
 

The sound of water running somewhere drew my attention. I leaned to one side to peer between her legs. A hot spurt of clear liquid shot from her pussy, splashing down onto the floor and Cesar’s legs.
 

Amber moaned and her body shook again.
 

Cesar gave her a few more pumps before removing himself from her tunnels. He lifted his fingers to his nose as he stood up. “Fuck,” he whispered, taking a deep sniff. He shook his head like he’d just snorted a line of coke. “That is the shit right there.”
 

With his chest puffed out, Cesar walked past us, toward the door to the stateroom. His cock had deflated a little, slapping against his thighs as he walked. “Shall we continue where it’s a little more comfortable?” he asked.
 

I looked into Amber’s eyes again.
 

She smiled and bit her lip.
 

“Yes,” I whispered. “Yes.”
 






Chapter Nine


Amber rose up off her hands, closed her eyes and pressed her lips against mine.
 

I closed mine too as she plunged her tongue into my mouth. The sharp sting of vodka on her breath was followed by the sweetly bitter taste of wine and finally the heady dank musk of Cesar’s cock.
 

How long we kissed I can’t remember. When she pulled away her eyes fluttered open. She bit her lip again and smiled. “I can’t believe we’re doing this,” she whispered. “I can’t…I can’t believe…” A giggle interrupted her disbelief. “I can’t believe you’re this kinky.”
 

The remark threw me off. I wasn’t sure if she liked the fact or not. “Amber I…if it’s too much we don’t have to…”
 

“No!” she said, pressing her finger against my lips. “I love this.”
 

The revelation floored me. “You do?” I asked.
 

Amber shook her head. “Oh Marek, I love you. I love our marriage and our family and our life. But this whole time, the last ten years I’ve been trying so hard to be a good wife. I’ve been trying so hard to resist these…these crazy urges that I have.”
 

She must have seen the shock in my expression because her smile faded.
 

“No, no!” she said, patting my cheek. “I’ve never cheated on you once, I swear. I would never do anything like that. It’s just…I thought this whole time that you just wanted a wife that cooks and cleans and drives the kids around and lies on her back while you fuck her. And I promise you that I love all that stuff too. But this? This…this drives me fucking wild, Marek. Thank-you. I love you so much for being honest with me and sharing this with me.”
 

I went from floored to absolutely flattened. Staring into Amber’s eyes I couldn’t believe this was the woman I’d married. She looked and sounded different in every way.
 

As she put her hands on my cheeks and kissed me again my brain screamed into overdrive, trying to parse everything she’d just said.
 

Cesar’s deep voice tore us out of the moment. “Hey, Amberita, there’s more work to be done. Are you going to be a good whore for your husband or not?”
 

Amber scrambled to her feet. She planted one final wet kiss on my cheek before bouncing around me and through the door into Cesar’s arms.
 

I spun around in the chair just in time to see his arms circle her back. He had taken his shirt off to reveal a broad and chiselled chest, the top of it covered by a dark patch of hair.
 

They kissed the way reunited lovers do after months spent apart.
 

I shuddered, stood up, then staggered after them as they disappeared into the room. By the time I walked in they’d fallen onto the bed, limbs tangled, mouths still locked in a passionate kiss.
 

Cesar was on his side beside Amber and she was lying on her back, her legs splayed to reveal her soaked, pulsating slit opening with each touch from him like a fish’s mouth.
 

I shuffled along the wall to stand in the corner where I could have the best view of Amber’s face while still being able to see the space between her legs.
 

She turned to him, eyes closed and mouth open and ready for his kiss.
 

He thrust his tongue into her mouth, one hand gripping her jaw. He let the hand trace a line down her neck. He paused at her breasts, kneading them and gently pinching the nipples, then plunging his fingers down between her legs. “Fuck you taste good,” he growled.
 

Amber kept her legs spread as he rubbed her drooling pussy back and forth with his fingers. The wet sounds of her lips splitting and closing bounced around the room. After a few minutes her legs began to shake.
 

A pained snarl curled her lips. Her breath came in short bursts. Her eyes popped open.
 

Cesar continued his massage, Amber’s juices dripping down her crack and onto the sheets.
 

She mewled and thrust her hips into the air.
 

I’d never seen her like this. We had a good sex life but I’d never seen her this…enraptured before. As she let out another moan a plume of clear liquid spurted from her frothy hole, spitting up between Cesar’s fingers, then arcing and splattering onto the bed.
 

Amber squeezed her eyes shut tight and squealed.
 

My eyes went wide. Another first. I’d never seen her squirt before, nor did I have any idea that she was capable of it. This proved that, in the right hands, Amber could be brought to an entirely new level of ecstasy.
 

“Come here,” Cesar growled, dropping onto his back. His stiff cock wagged back and forth above his lap.
 

Amber, still shuddering from the tail of her orgasm, opened her eyes to see what he was doing. She seemed to understand what he wanted because she bit her lip and glanced at me. She looked worried.
 

Cesar saw her staring. He cracked a smile. “Oh no,” he said, laughing in disbelief. “You mean you never did this for him? For your husband?” he said, chuckling again.
 

Amber cast her eyes down and shook her head.
 

Images of every filthy act I could imagine blossomed in my mind. What on earth had she been holding back?
 

“Come here,” Cesar said again, grabbing her arm and pulling her up onto himself.
 

Amber clambered onto him a little reluctantly, facing me with her ass to his face. She lifted herself enough that he could grab a hold of his cock and press the tip of it against her back hole. “Wait,” she whispered, then looked at me again. “Is this okay? Are you going to be okay if I do this?” she asked.
 

I was paralyzed with lust and wonder and a kind of jealousy I wouldn’t have believed existed before that moment. Is this really what she used to be like? Letting a man like Cesar fuck her ass?
 

I couldn’t believe it. Still, the aching need throbbing inside me was now firmly in the driver’s seat. I had no idea what it would be like watching her do it but I knew I couldn’t say “no.” I managed to nod and faintly whisper “it’s okay.”
 

Amber bit her lip again.
 

I thought I saw the beginnings of a smile twist one corner of her lips.
 

Bracing herself against his thighs, she began lowering herself onto his cock. She winced as the head popped past her sphincter and paused in her descent. She twisted her hips, grimaced, then began sliding further down the meat pole.
 

As more of Cesar’s muscle filled her, her mouth fell open and she drew a long, slow breath. Her eyes went wide in a look of ecstatic disbelief. “Oh…my…God…” she whispered.
 

Cesar growled behind her. He put his hands on her hips and made her settle onto his lap, her ass swallowing his cock whole.
 

Amber swept one foot behind her, then the other so that she was on her knees. As Cesar gripped her hips and lifted her up, she helped him with her thighs. Then she sank back down, filling her back hole with his meat.
 

“Fuck,” he grunted before lifting her again.
 

“Fuck,” Amber echoed.
 

The two found a steady rhythm and soon Amber was riding him reverse cowgirl, burying his cock inside her ass each time she fell. Each thrust elicited a tiny squeal, a widening of her eyes as her tits bounced up and down on her chest. “I’m…I’m…I’m…” The words came out as soft breaths.
 

My eyes were riveted to her pussy. It was a pink and shiny oyster glistening with sticky mucus and the liquid she’d spilled. My cock throbbed as I saw it clench again.
 

Amber cried out in a wobbly, warbling moan. Her whole body shook. Another splash of ejaculate shot from her puckered pussy, spraying so far some of it landed on the floor.
 

As the shaking abated, Cesar lifted her and continued to slam his cock into her ass.
 

God how I wanted…no, needed to take myself in hand and stroke one out in that moment. But I wanted desperately to be able to get it up for Amber when they were finished. I had no idea how the rest of the evening would play out. But if there was even a slight chance that I’d be able to have sex with her, I needed to save myself.
 

I didn’t even dare rub myself through my shorts.
 

After a minute or so Amber cawed and sent another shot of mess splurting from her dripping puss. Cesar let her ride out the orgasm, then began again.
 

Amber seemed powerless, bound by this long unfelt sensation, a passenger trapped riding this train for as long as Cesar wanted.
 

The thought caused the ache between my legs to burn hotter still.
 

After another eruption and more screaming, Cesar’s legs began to shake beneath her and his toes started to curl.
 

Our eyes met. The muscles in Amber’s abdomen tightened and her body shook. A moment before she was subsumed by another orgasm she managed to mouth the words “I love you.”
 

Cesar roared.
 

Amber screamed.
 

I stared at the flexing muscle disappearing inside her. The root of it tightened and released and a trickle of his white cream oozed down it and onto his balls. He rutted into her deep and Amber took all of what he had to give.
 

After a few more bounces Cesar gave her a smack on the ass.
 

Amber eased herself up and off of him, then rolled over and up onto her knees. She turned to look back at me.
 

The gaping maw of her bottom hole was oozing semen. She had a hazy, lusty look in her eyes as she stared at me. 
 

I saw her ass hole pucker. Then, as it released, a thick globule of his ejaculate came flying out along with a wet farting sound. It was the most disgustingly delicious thing I’d ever seen.
 

Amber turned around, grabbed the root of Cesar’s cock, then opened her mouth and swallowed the rest. She bobbed up and down on it, licking off the flecks of his seed, polishing it until the brown skin was slick and glistening.
 

Cesar sat up, gave her ass a swat, then shot me a grin. “You like what you see, amigo?” he asked, glancing at her still dripping back hole.
 

Once again I couldn’t find the words to respond. “I…I…I…” I stammered, trying to catch my breath.
 

Cesar laughed, slapped her ass, then rose up off the bed.
 

Amber sank down onto the covers, her ass still pointed towards me, her head resting on one hand. She smiled.
 

“You two enjoy yourselves. I’m going to do a quick check on the crew on the bridge and then I’ll be back. Sound alright to you?” he asked.
 

This time I managed a nod.
 

Cesar gave me a double thumbs up before walking out of the room.
 

I sat in silence staring at Amber’s slowly closing ass hole for what felt like hours. The sound of her voice finally stirred me from my trance.
 

“Are you just going to sit there?” she asked, her tone playful. “Or are you going to come over here and reclaim your wife?”
 

I lurched up off my chair and began tearing away my shirt.
 






Chapter Ten


By the time I’d torn off my clothes and sank down onto the bed Amber was on her back, legs open in welcome, arms outstretched.
 

An unknown feeling welled up inside me. I wanted to have sex with her but not in the usual way. I wanted to take her the way Cesar had, hard and rough and in the ass where I’d never been allowed in. “Roll over,” I ordered.
 

Concern washed over her expression. “Oh baby,” she whispered, “I don’t think I can do that again right now. Not tonight. Some other time. I promise.”
 

It wasn’t a rejection but it felt like one, twisting my insides. Still, I was too horny to dwell on it. Pressing the head of my cock against her soaked pussy, I thrust my hips forward and speared her with it.
 

Amber purred her approval at the violation.
 

My cock hardened inside her as the hot, wet mess of her pussy clamped around me. I closed my eyes to try and think of something else, anything but sex. But the only vision that sprang to mind was what I’d just seen.
 

Cesar’s prick drilling into her ass hole and Amber screaming each time she came.
 

It didn’t take long.
 

I groaned as an orgasm shook me. Seed rushed through my shaft and erupted out the tip of my cock and into Amber’s clenching cunt. I tried to stay at the peak of the climax as long as I could, wallowing in the cocktail of chemicals detaching me from myself.
 

But it was all over too quickly. As I pumped out the rest of my load into her, tendrils of regret and self-doubt began crawling into my mind.
 

What had I done?
 

What the hell had we done?
 

I buried my face in her neck and took a deep breath, drinking in her scent.
 

Amber’s fingers traced up my back, causing me to shiver. “You okay?” she whispered.
 

I sighed, pulled my flagging cock out of her pussy and rolled over onto my back.
 

“Marek?” she asked, putting a hand onto my chest.
 

I turned to look into her eyes. They were wide and smiling. She looked as beautiful as the day we’d met.
 

Amber cocked her head. “Are you alright?” she asked again.
 

“I’m…I’m fine. I think. I think I am.”
 

The smile faded from her lips. “But?” she asked.
 

But what? I wasn’t sure. It wasn’t like we could take back what had just happened. Like it or not, I’d let another man unload inside my wife, inside a hole I’d never felt. I couldn’t categorize the emotion that was gripping me but it wasn’t great. “I just…that was really intense,” I said, trying to explain.
 

The smile didn’t return to her lips. “Good intense? Or bad intense?” she asked.
 

I shook my head. “Maybe both?” I suggested.
 

This made the muscles in her face relax.
 

This was good. The last thing I needed right now was for us to have a fight. I decided to deflect the attention to how she was feeling. “Are you okay?”
 

Amber nodded. “I’m fine,” she said, then smiled. “Maybe a little sore…down there,” she added with a giggle.
 

The admission fanned the flames of my lusty rage.
 

“You…you loved that, didn’t you?” I asked after a lengthy silence.
 

Amber sighed and shrugged. “Was it that obvious?”
 

I appreciated the levity and managed to chuckle. “Did you always…I mean, did he do that a lot? When you were together?” I asked.
 

Amber paused, as if thinking of what the right answer should be. Then she sighed again. Like she knew there was no point to lying. “Whenever he wanted,” she replied. “He was kind of bossy that way. Dominant, I guess you could say.”
 

Her confession wrenched my insides again. I mean it actually hurt, the way my stomach  twisted up.
 

“Are you regretting doing this?” she asked, her voice even softer. She scraped my chest gently with her nails.
 

I didn’t know what to say. One the one hand, yes. I regretted plunging down this hole, so to speak. It was only now that I realized there would be no crawling back out. This was a one way street and what had happened couldn’t be undone. At the same time I don’t think if I had to do it all over again I would have done anything different. The pull was just too strong. “I don’t think so,” I said, finally.
 

Amber nodded. She leaned forward and kissed my cheek. “I know Cesar said we could stay but if you want to go back to the hotel…”
 

“No,” I said, interrupting. “No. I want to stay.” I may have been having doubts but the last thing I wanted was to crawl home hunched over with my tail between my legs. Besides, the possibility of more action with Cesar was already thickening my soft cock again. “Do you miss it?”
 

Amber’s brow furrowed. “Miss it?” she asked.
 

“Do you miss him? I’ve never seen you…come like that before. Do you miss having sex with him?” I know it probably sounded strange. But I was itching all over to know. Did she think about him from time to time? Did she ever wonder what life would have been like with him?
 

To my great relief, Amber shook her head. “No. Cesar could never give me what you’ve given me. We’re perfect together, Marek, you and I. I told you, I love everything about us.” But the way she said it didn’t sound final.
 

“But?” I said this time.
 

Amber opened her mouth to speak, then paused.
 

Each second that ticked by was a fresh new hell.
 

“This has nothing to do with you,” she said after a while. “Nothing to do with us. It’s just that sometimes…sometimes I miss just getting fucked. Not making love like you and I do. just…being used. Fucked. You know?”
 

Amber Sikorski, the mother of my children, confessing to being a slut at heart drove a dagger of lust through my heart.
 

“Would you do it again?”
 

Her mouth fell open. “What? Would I fuck him again?”
 

I nodded in reply.
 

Amber looked deep into my eyes. “Only if you want me to, baby. Only if that’s what you want.”
 

I knew already what I wanted. I didn’t want to run away from this thing. Now that I’d tasted the sharp bite of seeing Amber with another man, I wanted to know just how good it could hurt watching her do more. I knew she was a slut. But how big of a slut I had yet to find out.
 

An icy finger of dread traced a line down my back between my shoulders. “Hey,” I whispered.
 

“What’s up?” Amber asked.
 

“What about…you know. You’re not on anything, are you?” I asked.
 

I’d had a vasectomy after we’d decided we didn’t want any more kids. Amber and I hadn’t used birth control since then.
 

She shook her head slowly. “No,” she said. “I’m not.”
 

But the lack of worry in her tone shook me to my core. It almost looked like she was going to smile at me again. In fact, her words had almost sounded like a dare. The kind of idiotic dare you make in high school when your frontal lobe isn’t yet fully formed and you don’t understand what the word “consequence” means. “Why’d you say it like that?” I asked, a little breathless.
 

Amber bit her lip, hoisted her up on one arm and swung a leg over my lap. “I don’t know,” she said, shrugging and smiling.
 

My heart began to thud a little harder inside my chest. “Amber,” I whispered. “You’re not actually thinking…you’re not actually thinking of letting him…”
 

She shrugged again. Her hand drifted down my torso and she wrapped a fist around my rising cock. She glanced at it, dipped her fingers lower to caress my balls, then picked up my meat again. “You know what I miss?” she whispered.
 

It was all I could do to keep myself from panting. “What?”
 

“I miss…I miss the feeling of not knowing what’s going to happen when you come inside me. Do you remember how we used to dirty talk?” she asked, stroking my cock to life. “Do you remember how I used to beg you to fill my pussy with your seed?”
 

My stomach twisted again at the dark fantasy she was presenting. “So it would make your belly swell?” I replied, letting her lead me down the taboo train of thought.
 

Amber ran the tip of her tongue along her lips. She squeezed my cock and stroked it up to the head, then back toward the root. “I miss not knowing. I miss dreaming about…about whether the next load you fill me up with is going to be the one that knocks me up.” She closed her eyes and I thought I felt her shudder against me. Her eyes popped open again. “That’s terrible, isn’t it? I know it is,” she said, shaking her head. “Oh God, that’s such a terrible thing to say. What is wrong with me?”
 

I was wondering the same thing myself. I’d had the procedure at her insistence and, much as I hated to admit it, sometimes felt there was a certain lack of…virility to my love-making because of it. Knowing that you were shooting blanks was a little deflating at times. “You wouldn’t. Would you?” I was quickly coming to the realization that I really didn’t know my wife as well as I thought I had. “It’s such a terrible risk to take,” I added. My cock hardened in her hand.
 

“Right,” she said, staring into my eyes. “It would be terrible, right?” She started stroking me faster, clutching me in her fist.
 

I groaned as waves of pleasure swelled up my spine.
 

“Can you imagine if Cesar…if he finished inside me? Can you imagine if…” She leaned forward so that her lips were touching my cheek. “If his seed made my belly swell?”
 

“Oh God,” I grunted. A gush of semen came charging through my shaft, spilling out the head of my cock and dripping onto Amber’s hand as she pumped me through the climax.
 

Her eyes were bright and full of life and mischief. It might have been the hottest hand job she’d ever given me.
 

But as soon as it was over my better instincts returned. Easing myself out of her grip, I put a hand on her arm. “Amber, seriously. That was hot but what you’re saying is plain crazy. Are you serious?”
 

She burst into giggles then fell back onto the bed, her cum-soaked hand landing on her soft belly. “I don’t know,” she said, a little too whimsically for my liking. “Maybe I’ve had too much sun.”
 

At that moment Cesar walked back into the room. He’d put on his captain’s uniform which made it a little awkward being naked on his bed. He flashed a grin. “Well? How are we feeling?” he said, chuckling and walking over to the cupboard at the side of the room to pour himself a glass of soda water.
 

Amber grabbed the sheets and yanked them up over herself. As if there was something Cesar hadn’t seen before.
 

He ignored the gesture and stared at me. “Can I offer you anything?” he said.
 

Ignoring my discomfort at being naked, I got up off the bed and walked over to where my clothes were lying in a pile on the floor. I stepped into my underwear, then pulled my pants on and pulled my shirt over my head. “You’re a busy man,” I said. “You probably need to get some sleep?”
 

Cesar threw his head back and laughed. “Ha! My friend,” he said. “I don’t sleep more than five, maybe six hours a night. Don’t worry. I will let you know if I have to leave.”
 

“You leave?” I asked.
 

“Of course,” Cesar replied. “Tonight you will sleep in the captain’s quarters. I’ve had a room prepared just down the hall. You and your lovely wife can enjoy the best room the Aquaria has to offer!” He raised his glass and nodded at me. “But what can I get you? Scotch? Vodka? Maybe a beer?”
 

I shook my head. “No, I’m fine, thanks.” Alcohol had helped me shed my inhibitions but now I wanted to be fully alert for the rest of the evening.
 

Cesar nodded. He looked over at Amber, still lying on the bed. “You,” he said, jerking his head toward the bathroom door. “Got get cleaned up.” He looked back at me again. “I think your husband wants to see his wife turned into a whore again, heh?”
 

I waited a few seconds to respond. Amber looked so pretty and innocent on the bed. The juxtaposition of Cesar calling her a whore made fresh lust spring between my legs. “He’s right,” I said, staring at her. “Go clean yourself up. Whore.”
 

Amber lifted an eyebrow. A smile curled one corner of her mouth. “Yes sir,” she said, swinging her legs over the edge of the bed.
 

We both watched her disappear into the bathroom.
 

“You are one lucky guy,” Cesar said, taking another sip of his drink.
 

“Yeah,” I replied. “I know. Listen, Cesar, I need to tell you something. Amber’s not…she’s not really on any birth control. I got the…” I snapped my fingers like scissors. “So, you know, just be careful not to…”
 

Cesar smirked. He put a hand on my shoulder. “Amigo I will do my best. But you should know something too. Your wife makes me crazy. She always did. I used to fuck it into her bare all the time when we were together.”
 

“What?” I said, my eyes going wide and my throat tightening.
 

“Nothing made her dig her nails into my back like that did,” he whispered. “Nothing.”
 

I was dumbstruck. Knowing Amber had risked getting pregnant with Cesar to play out her breeding fantasy was powerfully arousing. I knew that this was where I should draw the line. I knew I should put a stop to it right there and then.
 

But the dark shadow drew me in. What would it feel like, I wondered, to watch as his potent seed shot into her unprotected belly? Before I knew it, my cock was hard again. I looked at Cesar. “Just be careful, okay?” I said.
 

He shrugged and set his glass down. “All I can say is that I’ll do my best,” he replied with a grin.
 






Chapter Eleven


When Amber emerged from the bathroom, showered and with fresh make-up on, I thought of asking Cesar to give us a moment to ourselves. It would be wisest, after all, to explain to Amber what that I’d talked with him about being careful.
 

But as she pranced through the door and laid herself out seductively on the bed, my resolve weakened.
 

She had emerged a far cheerier, far more mischievous woman, or so it seemed. She was wearing a sultry smile and shooting lusty glances at both Cesar and I with smokey eyes.
 

Cesar seemed delighted by the change in her mood. He removed his uniform almost immediately and lay down on the bed next to her.
 

My heart began to pound as I watched him caress her cheek with the back of his hand and whisper things into her ear.
 

Amber’s giggling at his secrets sucked me into a vortex of thoughts I couldn’t claw my way out of.
 

Was this what they had been like when they were together? How many times had they laid next to each other naked, having just made love and working themselves up to doing it again, sharing secrets and laughing.
 

I couldn’t help but wonder what had driven them apart. They seemed so at ease around each other. Was this just Amber relaxing on vacation and showing a side of herself that was normally buried by the mundane details of our everyday life?
 

I took up position in the corner again but this time was much different. As I looked on Amber and Cesar seemed to disappear into a shared world I wasn’t a part of. I was no longer a participant in this little experiment. I felt more like a lewd voyeur, staring through a hole in the wall as my wife enjoyed herself with another man.
 

After a few minutes of flirting and gentle foreplay, Cesar made his move again. He placed his hand between Amber’s legs and began petting her soft pussy. It wasn’t long before she was gasping and writhing on the bed beneath his touch.
 

I heard only broken bits of his dirty talking. How he was going to fuck her pussy. How he was going to make her scream. And, finally, how he was going to blow his load inside her.
 

Amber’s eyes popped open at this. She shot me a nervous glance, maybe wondering if I’d heard what Cesar had said.
 

I didn’t react. I stared into her beautiful eyes, loving her more with each moment that passed for blessing me with the gift of revealing her slutty side to me.
 

When Cesar tried to roll onto her, his cock already half-hard, she pushed him away. “Let’s…Marek, why don’t you come over here?” Amber asked quietly.
 

Cesar disappointment was momentary. Or maybe it was just my imagination. A second later he was smiling and waving me over, inviting me to join in the fun.
 

I rose from my seat wondering what Amber had in mind.
 

As I walked over to the bed, Amber spun around, then rose up until she was on her knees with Cesar sitting on the edge of the bed. She grabbed the front of my shirt and brought my lips to hers.
 

It was a slow, sensuous kiss where she toyed with my tongue and bit my lip. When it was over she spread her legs, then patted the bed in front of her. “Come,” she whispered. “Lie down.”
 

I was a little leery of the invitation, I’ll admit. No part of my fantasy involved and contact with Cesar. At the same time I didn’t want to be a bad sport and spoil the mood by saying so. So it was with a little reluctance and all my clothes on that I lay down on my back on the bed.
 

Amber’s smile widened as she pressed her tits together with her hands. She swung a leg over my head, then shuffled up until her muff was pressed against my lips.
 

It smelled tart and was dripping sticky sweetness.
 

Amber lowered herself until the full weight of her body was pressed against my mouth.
 

My cock throbbed as I split her pussy lips with my tongue and began exploring her fleshy insides.
 

A moment later, Cesar appeared in front of her, cock in hand, wearing a wide grin. This is good,” he said. “I like this.”
 

As my tongue found her engorged bud, I had the perfect view of Cesar as he pushed the tip of his cock against her mouth.
 

Amber’s tongue flicked out and licked the tip. She swirled around the engorged head, flicking at his glans before finally opening her mouth wider and taking about half of him in. More liquid oozed out of her and down my chin as she did.
 

If it hadn’t been clear before it was clear then. Amber didn’t just enjoy sucking cock. She craved it. As Cesar put a hand at the back of her neck and began to glide into her mouth in long, slow strokes, Amber only got wetter.
 

As he plunged deeper, the head of his cock kissing the back of her throat and making her emit a filthy gurgle, Amber began to grind her pussy against my face.
 

Once again my inhibitions melted away. Not because of any alcohol this time but because I just couldn’t be bothered to worry about anything but my cock.
 

It was sore from use and need and still I wanted more. I wanted to feel myself inside her, wanted to feel her pussy clamping on it. But watching Cesar’s tool disappear into her mouth with increasing force was probably the most powerful aphrodisiac.
 

As he began thrusting in earnest, Amber opened her mouth so that each thrust into her throat ended in a filthy “glug, glug, glug” sound.
 

As Cesar used her, Amber kept grabbing her tits, squeezing them together, then pinching the nipples. Each pinch would make her pussy squeeze around my tongue and make more liquid come in.
 

I didn’t need it spelled out for me any more clearly. Amber enjoyed being used like a slut.
 

I nearly came at the thought.
 

As the muscles in Cesar’s face began to twitch, Amber tilted her hips and shifted her weight back onto her ass. Then she shuffled forward.
 

I shuddered as my tongue slid along her perineum, then touched the squeezing ring of muscle that led to her anus.
 

Amber began to grind again.
 

For a moment I was slightly repulsed. She had cleaned herself but this was on the edge of my comfort zone. Not that I minded a little nastiness, I’d just never done anything like this before.
 

But when Amber reached down and began fingering her clit I nearly burst in my shorts.
 

Her moans, muffled by Cesar’s cock intruding into her mouth, drove me wild. I plunged my tongue into her back hole, exploring the texture of the tight tunnel.
 

Amber mewled.
 

The harder she flicked her clit, the more her ass squeezed my tongue, which caused her to moan louder.
 

Cesar seemed to enjoy this, too. He grabbed a fistful of hair with each hand, making it look like Amber was wearing pigtails, and began drilling his cock into her mouth.
 

Unable to keep up with the furious face-fucking she was getting, Amber opened her mouth. Clear and sticky strands of spit and bile dribbled down the side of her mouth, clinging to her chin before falling to land on my forehead.
 

It was as dirty a menage as I could have imagined and I loved every moment of it.
 

I reached between my legs and began rubbing my cock through my shorts.
 

Amber must have noticed. She reached back with her free hand and swatted my hand away from my cock. It wasn’t a particularly dominant gesture, but it did shift the balance of power between us enough to double the heat.
 

Sure, I was there, cleaning out her ass hole while Cesar fucked her face. But it was suddenly she who was calling the shots. She obviously wanted something, maybe it was me when he was done with her, maybe it was a little more control. Whatever the reason, I found it deliciously seductive, slipping into a space between us I’d never occupied.
 

Cesar’s face began to strain as he approached his orgasm.
 

Amber had shifted forward so far that my nose was nearly plugged by her pussy lips. She was flicking her clit furiously, her pussy lips smacking as her fingers worked back and forth between them.
 

She, too, began to groan and grunt, clearly getting ready to come herself.
 

“Fuck, Amberita,” Cesar growled. He twisted the strands of hair he was holding, tilting her head to one side.
 

Maybe from the pain, maybe from the domination, Amber lost control. She let out a gurgly, muffled scream. Her ass clenched around my tongue.
 

I was so close to her pussy that I saw the muscles in it clench, then release. A shot of hot juice poured from her opening, splattering across my forehead.
 

Cesar grunted and began to come himself. With one massive lunge, he buried his cock into her mouth, until his balls slapped against her chin.
 

Choking on his meat, Amber continued to flick herself as he unloaded into her throat.
 

Though her acidic juices were burning my eyes and causing my vision to blur, I could see enough of Cesar’s muscle as it flexed and released, shooting sperm into her belly.
 

I almost shot my own load from how filthy it all was.
 

As Cesar’s climax waned, he began to thrust again. He pulled his cock half-way out of her mouth, then slowly slid it back in.
 

Amber kept her throat wide open until he was finished, her body shuddering above me.
 

Finally, Cesar unsheathed his member. He grabbed it with one hand, putting the other on Amber’s jaw to keep her mouth open.
 

She opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue, the obedient pet showing her master what good work she’d done taking what he had to give.
 

Cesar shook his cock over her open mouth, sending the last few drops of his ejaculate into it. Then he let out a heavy sigh and stepped back. “La puta perfecta,” he muttered.
 

I didn’t understand much Spanish but knew enough to make out what he’d just called her. “The perfect whore.”
 

He turned around with another sigh.
 

My face was still buried between Amber’s ass cheeks.
 

“It’s my time for bed,” he explained. “Enjoy the accommodations. If you need anything, anything at all, the phone is right there.” And a moment later he was gone.
 

After he’d left, Amber seemed to fall into a trance. Her mouth was still open slightly and she was staring at the door to the other room but her focus seemed far away.
 

Running low on air, I wiggled beneath her, trying to extract myself so I could mount her and finish myself.
 

Amber stirred, realizing I was still there. She turned her eyes down and stared at me with the most serious and intense look I think I’d ever seen her give. Then she rose up on her haunches and slid down my body.
 

Flecks of Cesar’s cum clung to her chin and lips. Her mascara was running again and her eyes were a little red. She looked completely spent.
 

I was glad she was moving down my body, though. I needed her desperately. I needed to feel the inside of her, wanted to cover it with my own emission and claim her as mine again. It wasn’t until her mouth was right above mine that I realized she hadn’t swallowed what Cesar had given her.
 

Her hand on my chin felt like a vise, prying my mouth open. As my lips fell apart, Amber pressed hers against them.
 

I shuddered. I thought what we’d been doing was filthy. Nothing could compare to what happened next.
 

Pursing her lips, Amber let the creamy cum spill out of her mouth. It oozed onto my tongue. The acrid sting of seed seared down into my throat.
 

I had little choice but to swallow the load. It was that or choke on it trying to resist. And something about Amber feeding it to me like that was scorchingly hot.
 

As I swallowed the last drops of the liquid, Amber’s mouth melted over mine into a hot and lusty kiss. She lowered her weight onto my lap, trapping my cock between my pelvis and hers, and began to grind again.
 

I sucked in a breath, drawing the air out of her lungs.
 

Amber pulled back. With her hand still cupping my chin, she continued to rub her bare pussy on my pants.
 

“Fuck, baby,” I muttered, the words sounding garbled because I was barely able to move my chin. “If you don’t stop I’m going to come…”
 

Amber’s hips didn’t falter for a second. She continued to grind them against my throbbing cock, staring deep into my eyes.
 

I edged up against the point of no return. A part of me wanted to grab her, throw her onto the bed, whip out my cock and impale it into her hot cunt. But having her take charge like that was so…man, I can’t even describe it. Our whole world seemed flipped upside down.
 

So I gave into the feeling instead. I let out a grunting roar as my cock twitched beneath her waist, spitting hopeless clumps of impotent ejaculate into my underwear instead of into the soft space between her legs.
 

As my orgasm subsided, Amber continued to rub until I started to shake with exhaustion from the friction. I had to reach up and put my hands on her hips to still them.
 

This seemed to shake Amber from whatever trance she’d been in. Her expression softened. Her hand fell away from my face. She fell forward onto me and buried her face in my neck. “Oh my God,” she whispered, “I’m sorry.” A pause, then, “I don’t know why I did that.”
 

It was a little strange, I guess, hearing her apologize. But then again so much strangeness had transpired between us in the last few days it didn’t really seem that out of place. “It’s…it’s okay,” I whispered back.
 

Amber pulled away and shook her head. “No, I…I should have…God…I don’t know what I was doing.” She seemed lost inside herself and a little upset.
 

I reached up and put my arms around her neck. “It’s okay. I love you. It was…it was kind of hot, actually.”
 

Amber pulled away, tilted her head and looked into my eyes again. “Really?” she asked.
 

I didn’t want to just dismiss the whole thing with a joke. But things were getting a little intense. “Maybe not, like, every day, you know?”
 

A faint smile formed on Amber’s lips. “Oh Marek,” she said with a sigh. She leaned forward and kissed me again. “I love you.”
 

They were words I’d heard her say countless times before. But never like this. Never so distant. Never so listless.
 

“I love you too, baby,” I whispered back. “I love you too.”
 

As Amber slipped off of me and cuddled into the crook of my arm I thought of starting a conversation. But it took me a while to find the right words to describe how I was feeling. By the time I opened my mouth, Amber was already gently snoring on my chest.
 

I decided the talk could wait. Tomorrow was another day.
 






Chapter Twelve


My sleep was troubled that night, fractured by dreams (or nightmares, I’m still not sure what to call them) of Amber’s infidelity.
 

I took full responsibility for what had happened. I mean, sure, Amber had been complicit in the act but I felt like the suggestion and encouragement had been mine.
 

I’d never considered myself a prude or particularly conservative when it came to marriage. I didn’t think it was the right choice for everyone. I knew there were other lifestyles out there. But when it came to our marriage, I must have been more uptight than I’d realized.
 

As I opened bleary eyes the next morning, the first rays of morning light stabbing into my mind, a panic surged through me at what we’d done. What I’d done. What Amber had done. The idea crept into my thinking slowly but once it was there, it couldn’t be dislodged.
 

We’d crossed a threshold, that much was certain. Perhaps to a place of deeper trust, one that would ultimately bring us closer. That was one way to look at it.
 

But as I relieved myself in the bathroom and brushed my teeth, I couldn’t help but wonder if the whole experience had formed a crack in the, until then, ironclad vows of our marriage.
 

As I stared at myself in the mirror, I tried to chuckle at my paranoia. Everything had been consensual. No one had been forced into anything. We’d both enjoyed ourselves. We were still there together.
 

But scratching at the back of my mind was this idea that maybe we weren’t the same us anymore. I couldn’t help but replay Amber’s distant expression after Cesar had left. The memory of her spitting Cesar’s cum into my mouth aroused me by it’s lewdness and made me wonder what had led her to do it.
 

It was, after all, an act that had necessitated my submission. Staring at my reflection, I began to wonder if I should have reacted differently. Maybe I should have turned my head, closed my mouth, spat it out and told her to never do that again.
 

Even in hindsight none of those reactions seemed to be the right one, or even remotely appealing. The more I thought about it, the more I came to understand that what I’d done had been the only thing to do.
 

Maybe she had meant it to reset the balance of power between us? I’d asked her to do something that, to that point in our marriage, had been unthinkable. Maybe she had felt the need to reciprocate, to assert herself and show me that I wasn’t the only one in control?
 

Or, maybe deep down Amber had the same proclivity toward being filthy as I did? Maybe it was just something she’d done because she thought it would be disgustingly hot?
 

Which it sort of had been.
 

I have no idea how long I’d been standing there, grappling with these new and confounding ideas, when the door swung open to reveal Amber leaning against the frame wrapped in a sheet. A faint and sleepy smile blossomed on her lips. “Hey,” she said, her voice still a little gravelly with sleep.
 

“Hey,” I replied, and turned to give her a kiss.
 

She covered her mouth and turned her head. “My breath smells terrible,” she admitted with a giggle. “Let me brush my teeth?”
 

It was a perfectly reasonable request. Maybe because of my sensitive state, I couldn’t help but see it as a rejection of sorts. I didn’t care if her breath stank. I never did in the mornings. All I wanted to know was that we were still there together. A kiss would have gone a long way. Nevertheless, I stepped aside and let her have the sink.
 

She took her time brushing her teeth. She stared into the bowl of the sink, never once looking up at her own reflection in the mirror.
 

I was mesmerized, fixated on her expression, searching for any sign that might reveal how she was feeling. I was desperate to feel connected to her again.
 

When she finally spat out the gob of toothpaste she’d worked into a froth from her mouth, it once again brought to mind what had happened the night before. As she was putting the toothbrush back into the holder above the sink, I took her arm and turned her around. “Hey,” I said, staring into her eyes. “Are you okay?”
 

Amber took a deep breath. She held it for a few seconds before letting it out with a sigh. “I think I am,” she replied.
 

It wasn’t exactly what I wanted to hear. I wanted to hear an unambiguous, enthusiastic “yes!” Or at least I thought I did. Once I began imagining how that would have made me feel, I wasn’t so sure any more.
 

“So that was a little crazy last night, huh?” I said, smiling, hoping the opening would inspire her to share what she was thinking.
 

“Yeah,” she said, nodding. “A little bit.” But no more.
 

She let me wrap my arms around her and hold her but didn’t do the same. She kept the sheets tightly wrapped around her body.
 

My mind had just started racing trying to find another way to get her to open up when a knock at the door startled both of us.
 

I let her go, darted out to the room and threw some clothes on. After doing up my belt and putting on my shirt, I walked to the door, my heart thumping in terror at what it would be like to confront Cesar in the light of day.
 

As I opened the door the tension drained from my body. It wasn’t Cesar standing on the other side but one of his officers, looking equally dapper in his white uniform. “My apologies for the interruption,” the man said. He looked down at the tray of croissants and orange juice he was carrying. “May I?” he asked.
 

I stepped aside and let him walk into the room.
 

He kept his eyes politely lowered, arranging the breakfast on the table until Amber walked in, wearing her clothes from the previous evening.
 

A new and dizzying emotion coursed through me. I wondered if this man knew what had happened. How close was Cesar to his crew? Did he take them into his confidence? Had he gone and had a drink with them after he’d left us the night before?
 

Did this man know what had happened? Did he know Cesar had been allowed to enjoy my wife? That I’d let him?
 

“Miss,” the man said, bowing his head politely toward Amber.
 

She smiled. Most likely at being called “miss.”
 

“The captain has asked me to extend his regret at not being able to join you this evening,” he explained.
 

A furtive glance at Amber revealed the disappointment on her face.
 

“Because we’re departing today he has a lot of ship’s business to attend to. He hopes you’ll understand.” He glanced at me, then looked at Amber.
 

I began to itch from trying to read whether the look meant more than it did.
 

“He hopes that you’ve enjoyed your stay. A car is waiting to take you back to your hotel. Please take your time with breakfast. You can call when you’re ready to leave.” He smiled, bowed his head again, then retreated out the door, closing it as he left.
 

I looked at Amber again. My stomach suddenly felt much heavier. She didn’t look as disappointed as she had when he’d first told us Cesar wouldn’t be coming. But she was far from thrilled.
 

It drove me a little nuts, wondering whether she was regretting what she’d done. Or worse yet, wondering whether she was sad because Cesar wasn’t there.
 

“You hungry?” I asked. I wasn’t particularly hungry myself but knew that if Amber didn’t eat she could turn into a real beast. I picked up a croissant and bit off one corner. Flakes of the brittle dough crumbled out of my mouth and fell to the floor.
 

Amber’s eye roll was another punch to the gut. She tempered it with a tight smile. “Oh, Marek,” she said. “You’re making a mess.”
 

It was a tiny thing. She’d say that kind of stuff at home all the time. But in the context of what had happened the night before, it was like a thousand tiny daggers stabbing into my mind. I pushed the feeling aside. “Here. At least have some juice,” I said, picking up a glass and handing it to her.
 

She took it, took a small sip, then set it on the table.
 

There wasn’t much to do. You can lead a horse to water…
 

So, I finished the rest of the croissant, being careful to hold a plate beneath my mouth as I ate. When I was finished I guzzled half a glass of orange juice as Amber stared out the porthole onto the waters of the harbour.
 

“You sure you don’t want any?” I asked, coming up behind her and putting my hands on her shoulders. I could have sworn I felt her flinch.
 

She shook her head.
 

I gave her a shoulders a rub. 
 

She tensed momentarily before leaning back against my chest. “You ready to go?” she asked quietly.
 

“If you are,” I replied.
 

We drove back to the hotel in silence, Amber staring out the window at the passing beaches and palm trees. When we arrived, I tipped the driver, then we headed back to the room.
 

Amber walked straight into the bathroom without saying a word.
 

I lay down on the bed and began ruminating on what, exactly, was going on. It was clear that something was bothering her. I didn’t want to force her to talk about it if she didn’t want to. But it seemed like there was space between us and that was the last thing I wanted.
 

When she emerged from the bathroom she flashed me a wan smile and sat down in the chair by the balcony. Looking out over the water, she started playing with a lock of her hair.
 

“Hey,” I said after a few more minutes of silence. Her aloofness was making my insides tight.
 

“What’s up?” she asked, turning to look at me.
 

“I was kind of hoping you could tell me,” I replied.
 

Amber furrowed her brow. “Tell you what?” she asked, sounding a little snappy.
 

Great.
 

It was as if vacation Amber had disappeared, replaced by the Amber I remembered from back home. Content, but tired and low on patience.
 

I swung my legs over the edge of the bed. Ignoring her scowl, I walked to the chair and knelt down in front of her, putting a hand in her lap. “Am,” I said quietly. “It’s me. Your husband. Remember? Don’t do this. Two days ago you couldn’t wait to get out on the beach every morning. Now you’re sitting there staring at it looking like your dog just died. Tell me what’s wrong. Please?”
 

The last word softened her expression and wiped the scowl off her face. She sighed and turned her eyes down toward the ground. “I’m sorry, Marek.”
 

“Sorry about what?”
 

The muscles in her neck flexed. “I’m…I guess…I think…” She shook her head.
 

I squeezed her hand. “Sorry that it happened?” I asked quietly.
 

Her eyes fluttered up to meet my gaze, then fell again. “Yes. And no. And…God, I don’t know.”
 

“Come on,” I said. “Just let it out.”
 

She shook her head and bit her lower lip. When she looked back up at me, her eyes were glassy with tears. “I feel bad.”
 

“Don’t,” I said, rubbing the back of her hand. “I asked you to do it, remember?”
 

“No,” she said, shaking her head again. “Not that it happened.”
 

The words twisted my stomach. “Then what?”
 

She opened her mouth but waited a long time before saying anything. “That he didn’t show up this morning. That…that…that I’m probably never going to see him again.” She choked on the last word and covered her mouth with her hand. A tear rolled down her cheek.
 

A rush of jealousy screamed through my body. But strangely enough, it was followed by a hot bolt of lust that made me cock stiffen. Probably the last thing I expected to feel after hearing that my wife missed another man. “You miss him?” I asked.
 

She shook her head and sniffled. Bringing a finger to her eye, she wiped away a tear. “It’s not…it’s not…like that,” she whispered. When she looked at me again, her eyes were red. “I don’t mean to hurt you. I’m sorry I’m saying this.”
 

“It’s okay,” I soothed, not really able to believe that it was.
 

Surely this was some weird reaction caused by the shock at hearing what she’d said. Surely the ache between my legs wasn’t there because I wanted to hear that she missed Cesar, that she was still thinking about him, that she wanted to return to him?
 

“You don’t have to say that it is if you don’t…”
 

“Amber,” I said, staring right into her eyes. “Trust me. It’s okay.”
 

She cocked her head to one side. “You’re…you’re not jealous?”
 

“I’m not sure what the hell I am. It’s crazy. I know I probably should be. A part of me is, I guess.”
 

Her eyes widened, expectant at what I was about to say. “But?”
 

“But…God that was so hot last night.” The thought of it gripped my insides and made my blood start to boil in my veins. “I know I probably shouldn’t want it but…”
 

Amber sat up a little straighter. The tears had dried from her eyes. She sat there staring at me, waiting to see what I’d say next.
 

“I want to see it again.” I had to look away, unable to hold her gaze.
 

“You do?” she whispered.
 

“I do,” I replied. “I want…I want to see him take you. I want to watch as he makes you his whore again.” Warmth flooded through me as I said it.
 

“Marek…oh my God.”
 

I looked up to see her staring at me with wide eyes. My cock strained against my shorts.
 

The distant sound of the ship’s horn rolled in through the open window.
 

Amber’s shoulders sagged with disappointment. She let out a breath.
 

A bolt of adrenaline rushed through me at the sound of someone knocking on the door. I shot up, dashed across the room and opened it.
 

The driver that had dropped us off not more than half an hour ago was standing on the other side, looking somewhat sheepish.
 

“Yes?” I asked.
 

He cleared his throat, covering his mouth with a hand. “Captain Garcia called and asked me to return,” he explained. He glanced over my shoulder at Amber. “He was hoping you might be able to join him on the ship again.”
 

Without so much as a look back at Amber to make sure it was what she wanted, I nodded. “Of course,” I said. “Yes.”
 

“Then we must go quickly.”
 






Chapter Thirteen


Amber clutched my hand in the backseat the whole way back. Her palm was clammy. Her eyes were wide and she looked nervous. Scared, almost. Whenever I’d look at her she would glance back with an almost apologetic smile.
 

I knew what we were doing was completely crazy. Amber obviously still harboured some sort of feelings for Cesar. That much was clear. I’m sure any sane person would have dragged her as far away from that ship as she could get.
 

I had no doubt I’d lost a little bit of my mind. All I could think about, dream about, was watching Amber get fucked by Cesar again. My imagination would come up with the most perverse poses to put her in with him, my cock becoming harder with each one.
 

Amber on her knees taking his cock into her mouth again. Amber bent over the bed as he fucked her ass. The look of agony on her face as he…as he came inside her unprotected pussy.
 

I shuddered at the last one. It was an incredibly erotic fantasy, imagining Cesar breeding her, but an irresponsible one to entertain. If it happened and if there were…consequences, it would change our lives forever.
 

But the more I thought about it, the larger it grew in my mind until it had taken on a life of it’s own and made me a slave to it.
 

As the car pulled up to the edge of the dock I squeezed Amber’s hand. “I love you,” I whispered.
 

“I love you too,” she replied.
 

“We have to…be careful,” I said.
 

She paused, then nodded. “Okay,” she said.
 

But both of us seemed to know the words were hollow. Paying lip service to being grown-ups and doing the right thing. The safe thing.
 

We were whisked up the last gangplank by two porters and into the ship. As soon as the hatch was closed behind us, one of them lifted a walkie-talkie and announced to whoever was on the other end that we were on board. The ship began to drift into the harbour.
 

The porters led us through the maze of corridors, up onto the highest deck and back into Cesar’s quarters. Stepping back into the room made my blood run deliciously cold.
 

“The captain is very busy at the moment. However he has asked me to inform you that once we are at sea, he will join you. Please help yourself to refreshments,” the porter said, waving his hand at a tray of sliced fruit and crackers and cheese. A bottle of champagne was standing next to it.
 

Amber and I both nodded solemnly. The moment the door had closed behind him we threw our arms around each other in a passionate kiss.
 

I plunged my tongue into Amber’s mouth, forcing it against hers as my hands dropped to her ass and squeezed. Grabbing her skirt, I lifted it and brought a hand between us and pressed it between her legs. Her underwear were soaked. Peeling them aside, I slipped a finger between her sticky pussy lips and plunged it into her snatch.
 

Amber shivered, then drew back.
 

“What’s wrong?” I gasped.
 

“Nothing,” she said, a nervous smile twitching across her lips. “I just want to be ready for him,” she explained. Her smile widened.
 

The jealous panic that gripped me made my cock strain against my shorts again.
 

“That doesn’t mean you have to be,” she said. Tugging my belt open, she thrust her hand into my pants and grabbed my cock.
 

I groaned at the feeling of the soft flesh of her palm stroking me. I looked up to see her staring at me with a wicked grin.
 

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” she whispered. “I can’t believe you’re going to let me fuck him again. I love you Marek.”
 

I gripped her shoulders to brace myself against the waves of pleasure crashing over me from the hand job I was getting.
 

Amber pumped her fist up and down inside my shorts, occasionally twisting the tips of her fingers over the head of my cock before plunging back down to the root and pumping again.
 

With each fresh swell of pleasure I would close my eyes. Each time I opened them again to find Amber staring at me intently.
 

“You’re going to let him come inside me, aren’t you baby?” she whispered.
 

I groaned, my fingers digging into her shoulders at how her words twisted my insides.
 

“You’re going to let him unload his thick cock into my pussy. I know you are. I can see it in your eyes. I can see how badly you want it, to watch him take me and make me his. You want to see his cum dripping out of me, don’t you, baby?” she said.
 

The vision of Cesar’s seed spilling from Amber’s freshly fucked pussy sent me barrelling over the edge. I shouted as the orgasm made my cock lurch in her hand. The intense rush shot up my spine and flooded through my brain. My legs shook as I came. My sticky seed coated Amber’s palm. “Oh God,” I muttered as the pleasant flexing molted into an almost painful ache.
 

Gripping me harder, Amber kept stroking until I groaned. Then she took her hand out of my pants and stepped away.
 

I staggered back, steadying myself against a chair and panting. I looked up to see Amber wiping the cum off her hand with a white napkin. The climax had cleared my head. “Baby,” I whispered, “I just want to make sure. That was just dirty talk, right? You’re not actually going to let him…”
 

The sound of the door clicking behind Amber cut me off. I looked over her shoulder to see Cesar step into the room. 
 

A devilish smile curled one corner of Amber’s mouth. She threw the napkin at me.
 

I caught it against my chest.
 

Amber turned to face Cesar.
 

He closed the door and stood there, staring at her. “Amberita,” he growled, his eyes raking down her body.
 

“Hi again,” Amber replied. She walked toward him slowly, her hips swaying and drawing his eyes to them. Reaching up, she put her arms around his neck, tilted her head and softly kissed his lips.
 

Cesar seemed unmoved by the gesture. He didn’t put his arms around her or reciprocate with a kiss. When she pulled away he looked up at me instead of her. Lifting her arms off of his neck, he stepped around Amber and walked towards me. “Take your clothes off,” he said, turning his head to speak to Amber over his shoulder.
 

Our eyes met again.
 

His friendly demeanour had faded. He seemed more stern and less…welcoming, I suppose. “Thank-you for coming back, Marek,” he said. “I will admit I was worried you would refuse my invitation after what happened last night. Not every man would be so brave as to return to the lion’s cave.” He smiled, then chuckled at his own cleverness.
 

Amber was standing behind him with a puzzled look on her face.
 

He turned to look at her again. “You heard what I said?” he asked.
 

The question shook her from her stupor. She began taking off her shoes, undoing the back of her dress.
 

Cesar turned to me again. “It’s my pleasure to welcome you as my guests on the ship. I can offer you the comfort of the captain’s cabin until this evening when we dock at the next island. You will be well taken care of, I can assure you. But I wanted to make sure you understand the terms of our arrangement. While you are here, Amber belongs to me.”
 

His directness was more than a little shocking. “I’m sorry?” I said.
 

Cesar smiled. “Last night was pleasant but it’s not how I normally like my women. I’m not the kind of man who likes to ask permission or say ‘please.’ You understand?”
 

I nodded slowly.
 

“When Amberita was mine, long before you knew her, I took her how I pleased. If you decide to stay I intend to treat her the same way. She will not be yours any longer. She will be mine. If you choose to enjoy watching your wife be used then it will be on my terms.”
 

A cold shudder raced down my spine. I only managed to hold Cesar’s gaze for a moment before looking away. I glanced at Amber.
 

Her eyes were open even wider, as if she couldn’t believe what Cesar was saying.
 

“Don’t worry about her,” Cesar said, stepping between us so I couldn’t see Amber any longer. “This is your decision to make.”
 

I was as shocked as Amber appeared. While this was certainly not what I’d expected, I couldn’t say it was something I loathed, either. There was a lewd delight in imagining all the ways Cesar might defile Amber. “You’re not going to…”
 

“I will do what I like,” he said, interrupting. “You can say yes or you can say no. But once you decide, you have no more say.”
 

I knew what I should say. I knew this was crazy, that giving him permission to use Amber however he wanted was madness. Somehow I knew he had every intention of filling her pussy. It was this, however, that made the offer impossible to resist.
 

It was so wrong, so taboo, so risky and yet I was powerless to keep it from happening. For no other reason than the fact that I wanted to know what it would feel like when it happened. I wanted desperately to feel the sharp slice of lust and betrayal that whoring her out to Cesar would bring.
 

“Why did you bring us back?” I managed to whisper.
 

Cesar glanced back at Amber, standing naked behind him, before turning to look at me again. “Because your wife is the best pussy I ever fucked. I thought I could enjoy her and let go, that the memory of having her again would be enough. But her body is like a drug. I needed to try and have one more hit.”
 

I peered over his shoulder to see that Amber’s nipples had hardened into tight buds on her breasts. The scent of her arousal wafted through the room.
 

My cock hardened. I lowered my eyes to the ground, partly ashamed but mostly exhilarated by what I was about to agree to. I took a breath. “Yes,” I said. “She’s yours.”
 






Chapter Fourteen


Cesar’s defilement of my wife began later that afternoon. A short while after the last sliver of land slipped over the horizon he returned to the cabin. Without speaking to either of us, he took of his shirt, removed his white pants and kicked off his shoes.
 

Sitting in the corner of the room, I watched Amber staring at him. Her knees were bent and pressed together, concealing her pussy but her gorgeous breasts were in full view. The nipples hardened as he approached the bed.
 

“On your knees,” Cesar ordered.
 

Amber scrambled up onto her hands and knees on the bed. Staring up at him, she opened her mouth and let her tongue fall out like a dog panting in front of it’s master.
 

Cesar lifted his meat and brought it to her lips. He pushed it into her mouth, pressing the head against the inside of her cheek in a way that made her face bulge. He plumbed her like that a few times until he was hard. Then he pulled himself out, the head of his cock popping out with a wet plop. “Turn around,” he ordered.
 

Amber did. As she swung her body so her ass was toward him she caught my eye. The look in hers was electric, charged and ready for anything.
 

An electric excitement surged through me. While a shadow of the jealousy I’d felt at first still lingered in the back of my mind, it paled in comparison to the arousal the scene inspired.
 

Cesar licked two fingers then brought them up against Amber’s pussy lips. He rubbed them up and down her slit until her peach split revealing her glistening, pink flesh. Pressing the head of his cock against her pussy, he eased himself in.
 

Amber’s mouth fell open and a shiver ran down her back. She clawed at the sheets as his cock plied into her soft core.
 

A delicious agony gripped me. The face she was making wasn’t that of a woman who had forgotten what her lover felt like. It was that of a woman returning to something she’d pined for all these years. Something she’d remembered and maybe dreamed of feeling again.
 

As he sheathed more of himself inside her, Amber’s arms gave out and she fell forward, pressing her face against the bed. She moaned, the sound muffled by the sheets.
 

“Fuck,” Cesar said through clenched teeth. He was staring at his cock disappearing inside her, pressing an inch or two in then pulling it out before pushing even deeper into her.
 

The room was silent except for the sticky sounds of Amber’s pussy splitting to accommodate Cesar’s girth.
 

As he drove the last inch of his meat into her she pushed back, wiggling her ass as if she wanted him even deeper inside herself.
 

Cesar grabbed hold of her ass. He pulled his hips back, then slammed his cock back into her cunt.
 

Amber let out something that sounded somewhere between a cry and a moan. She turned her head to look back at him.
 

“Mmm,” Cesar growled. Each time he pulled his cock out of her it was slathered in even more of her juice. It dripped off him, running down the insides of her legs, down his shaft and coating his balls in a clear goop.
 

As his pounding intensified, Amber’s moans grew in volume and intensity. She began thrusting back, slamming against his pelvis and burying his cock deep inside her clenching cunt. “Fuck…fuck…fuck…” she breathed.
 

The veins began to pop in Cesar’s neck. He tilted his head back and closed his eyes, the muscles in his jaw clenching.
 

I sat and stared, mesmerized by the rhythm of Cesar’s thrusts and the sight of his cock disappearing into my wife. My own cock was straining against my shorts again. I let the dark and terrifying fantasy creep into my mind.
 

If he spilled his seed inside her as she came her body would work to suck it in as deep as it would go. His sperm would begin their journey, hunters invading what was mine and searching for the softest, most fertile part of her body.
 

I shuddered at the fact that Amber was open to this. It was so unlike the respectable, responsible woman I knew. She had turned into a complete slut, not just willing but eager to flirt with the danger and risk of letting him finish inside her.
 

As Cesar groaned, the sound signalling the beginning of his release, he dug his fingers deeper into her soft flesh.
 

Amber shuddered. “Oh God!” she screamed, clawing at the sheets.
 

My eyes popped open wide as the reality of what I was watching filled me completely and brought my lust to a boil.
 

Cesar stopped his thrusting. He bent his head forward and stared at his hard muscle.
 

My gaze sank to where it was buried in Amber’s pussy. Nearly balls deep, but not quite. There was just enough of it showing for me to see the root of it hardening and softening as it pumped his hot seed deep into her body.
 

The lips of Amber’s pussy clamped down around it as she came. Her body shook as her pussy slurped up the hot gift, drawing it into her body and helping it on it’s way.
 

As Cesar’s climax crested, he slid his cock out and back into her again, sawing and grunting to ride out the last throes of his orgasm. When it was over he pulled out, his softening cock slapping against his thigh.
 

Amber collapsed on her side on the bed.
 

Cesar ran a hand over his mouth, wiping off the bead of sweat that had formed on his lips from the exertion. Without looking at me, he scooped up his clothes, walked to the bathroom and closed the door.
 

I sat frozen in my seat, staring at Amber.
 

Her eyes were closed and the corners of her mouth were turned up in a gentle smile.
 

A minute later Cesar emerged from the bathroom. He walked across the room, toward the door leading to the corridor. He glanced over his shoulder at me. “Someone will come by to show you to your new room,” he said. A moment later, he was gone.
 

It took a great effort to make myself stand up.
 

With the way Amber was breathing it seemed like she was asleep.
 

I padded quietly toward the bed and sank to my knees.
 

Amber’s eyes fluttered open. She lifted her head to look at me over the curve of her hip. Her smile widened. “Do you like that, baby?” she whispered. “Do you like seeing his cum dripping out of me?”
 

I opened my mouth but couldn’t muster enough breath to reply. My eyes were riveted to her pussy, the lips messy and stretched. A thin trickle of Cesar’s ejaculate was dribbling out of it, running down the curve of her ass and making a dark stain on the bed.
 

“Come on sweetheart,” Amber said, wagging her fingers and beckoning me to come closer.
 

I pushed my shorts down my legs and crawled up onto the bed. I couldn’t tear my gaze away from the filthy sight of her defiled pussy.
 

“Come here,” she whispered again. She put a hand on her ass, prying her cheeks apart. A dollop of his cum came drooling out of her.
 

Overcome by my arousal at the sight, I took my cock in hand, pressed the head against her used hole and lanced her with it.
 

Amber drew in a breath.
 

I groaned as her hot walls surrounded me. The inside of her was filled with his hot seed. Forcing my cock into her pushed more of it, dripping down my cock and onto my balls.
 

Closing my eyes I let myself wallow in the heat and pain of knowing that, at this very moment, Cesar’s nut could be piercing her egg.
 

The thought charged my vas with my own cum. My body tensed, readying for release. What I was about to unload into her was impotent, devoid of the seed that could make her belly swell.
 

I clung to the thought as my climax tore through me. The orgasm that pulled me under was the most powerful I’d ever felt.
 

It stretched out, soaking my brain in dopamine, sharpened by the knowledge that I was shooting blanks into the churning mess Cesar had left inside her. When it was over I pulled myself out and lay down next to Amber, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her close to my chest.
 

As I began to drift off to sleep, I heard Amber whisper to me softly. “I love you, baby. Thank-you.”
 

Her words made me shudder and a warmth blossomed inside me. Somehow in that moment it felt like everything was going to be okay.
 






Chapter Fifteen


Exhausted by the events of the last few days, Amber and I both slept until Cesar returned later that evening, followed by a porter wheeling a covered silver tray.
 

Amber woke up to the sounds of Cesar telling the porter to leave the meal in the other room. She rolled over and pressed her lips against mine in a kiss. “What time is it?” she asked, pulling away.
 

“I don’t know,” I said, shaking my head. I stared at her. She looked just as beautiful as she always did but something about her appearance had changed. I couldn’t put my finger on what it was.
 

Cesar walked into the room a few moments later. “Good evening,” he said. He seemed to be in a less serious mood than before. “Would you care for some food?”
 

Amber sighed and lifted herself up off the bed, propping herself up on one arm. She smiled at Cesar. “I want something else first,” she said, looking down at his lap.
 

A spike of jealousy pierced my gut as Cesar grinned. “That’s the Amberita I remember,” he said, undoing his belt.
 

A bolt of adrenaline rushed through me at what he’d said. There could be no doubt that the Amber Cesar had dated had been a completely different woman than the one I was married to. Carefree, horny and eager to please.
 

I scrambled off the bed as Cesar crawled onto it.
 

Amber got up on her knees, offering her ass to him.
 

“No,” he said, shaking his head. “Not like that.” Putting a hand on her ass, he made her lie down on the bed and roll onto her back.
 

Amber’s legs fell open in welcome.
 

I had planned to make a quiet exit, to go into the next room and maybe get a bite to eat as they fucked. But the sight of his muscled trunk sinking between her soft thighs hypnotized me.
 

She reached down and wrapped a hand around his cock, stroking it to life.
 

He kissed her softly, working his way down her neck and chest. Slurping a nipple into his mouth, he suckled it.
 

Amber drew in a sharp breath as he bit her nipple, then released it and turned his attention to her other breast. She drew him closer, rubbing the head of his cock against her slit, slathering it with the juices that had begun dripping from her pussy.
 

Once hard, he pressed into her, gently sheathing his rigid member into her body.
 

Amber rose up off the bed on her elbows, her head falling back, eyes closing.
 

I stared as he slid his muscle deep inside her cunt. He put a hand behind her back, then the other, wrapping her in a tight hug.
 

Amber’s arms wrapped around his back as she clung to him.
 

I kept waiting for him to start his rough fucking again but it never came. His cock slid in and out of her slowly.
 

They locked lips and held each other in a long kiss. Amber moaned into his mouth. Her legs rose up off the bed, grazing his thighs and ass before she finally locked her ankles behind his back.
 

It had been one thing to watch Cesar use her. Seeing him fuck her mouth had stoked some jealousy inside me, but mostly it had been exhilarating. This was completely different.
 

This wasn’t in any way the same sort of transaction. She was no longer his whore, or mine, either. They were lovers, lost in the sensation of each other’s bodies, locked in a passionate embrace.
 

A painful jealousy gripped me, squeezing my nuts and hardening my cock. I reached down and began to stroke myself.
 

Cesar made love to her slowly. Every so often they would break their kiss, catch their breath, then press their lips together again. Amber felt as far away from me as I could ever remember. 
 

I let the idea that she was no longer mine invade my mind. It was sharp and hot and all too fun to play with. It was as if she’d regressed to her old self, turned back the clock to a simpler time in her life. A time where she was free to enjoy herself any way she wanted, without the constraint of family or marriage.
 

As painful as it was to witness, I loved that I was able to give her that gift.
 

Cesar’s thrusting turned from soft and loving to something more insistent.
 

Amber’s hands drifted from his back, down to his ass. She grabbed hold of him and began pulling him closer, aiding him in his thrusting.
 

He pulled away from their kiss and the two of them stared into each other’s eyes.
 

“Yes,” Amber whispered, “fuck it into me.”
 

One side of Cesar’s lip curled into a snarl. He drove his thick meat into her and held it there.
 

Amber’s eyes went wide. Her mouth fell open. She drew in a slow breath.
 

Cesar’s nuts drew up close to his body. His cock flexed. He held himself in place and let it do it’s work. It hardened, spitting gush after gush of cum into her pussy.
 

Amber’s legs shook.
 

They were coming together.
 

The sight made my throat tighten and the ache between legs intensify. Pumping myself furiously, I went sailing over the edge of my own climax. Turning my eyes down to my cock, I watched my seed spill from the head of it, landing in hot splats on the floor, impotent and useless.
 

Time seemed to stand still.
 

As Cesar began moving again, pulling his cock out and pressing it back in, my orgasm waned.
 

I stared at the two of them, still gazing into each other’s eyes. The smile that formed on Amber’s mouth, a smile meant not for me, but for Cesar, felt like it was going to tear my heart in two.
 

And yet, through all that discomfort, a deeply satisfying sensation filled me. This was something most couples would never experience. Nothing would ever be the same again between us, I knew that. But I wasn’t scared of it. Somehow I knew Amber would return to me.
 

It seemed like forever before Cesar lifted himself off her. When he did, Amber sighed. A look of sorrow formed on her face as she watched him disappear into the bathroom.
 

I suddenly realized that I was still standing by the door, cock in hand, a puddle of my ejaculate on the floor. My lust and jealousy turned to embarrassment. I grabbed my underwear off the floor and wiped up the mess. Then I walked over to the bed and knelt beside it. “You okay?” I asked.
 

Amber smiled and nodded. “I am. Are you?” she said.
 

I nodded back. “I’m fine,” I replied.
 

A silence settled between us, interrupted by the sound of the toilet flushing.
 

“Marek?” Amber asked.
 

“Hm?”
 

“Can you…can you give us a moment alone?”
 

The question burned through me. Somehow I found the strength to nod. “Sure,” I whispered.
 

Amber smiled again. She touched my cheek with her fingers. “Thanks.”
 

Walking out of that room and closing the door was the most difficult thing I’d ever done. I was tempted to press my ear against the wall and try to listen in, but I didn’t. I’m not sure why. I should have been terrified of what was going on, right?
 

But something told me that Amber needed this. This wasn’t just about me and her anymore. Cesar had been a part of her life and that was okay.
 

By the time Cesar emerged from the room, fully dressed, I had put on my clothes and picked at some of the food on the tray. He closed the door and walked over to me, then offered his hand.
 

It was strange, shaking hands with the guy that had just had sex with my wife. But it felt good. Like there were no hard feelings.
 

“You two have something amazing, Marek. I hope you know that.”
 

It wasn’t at all what I’d expected him to say. “Thanks, I…”
 

“No, thank-you,” he interrupted. “I’ll leave it to Amber to decide whether she wants you to know what she said in there. But you should know that you couldn’t find a more devoted wife. You’re a lucky man.” He gave my hand a powerful squeeze. “And I’m a little bit jealous,” he added with a smile. “Well, more than a little bit.”
 

Love and pride swelled in my chest. It was the perfect ending to a crazy couple of days.
 

“I’ll have to leave you now. Duty calls. I’ve arranged for you to be taken back on our sister ship. I hope you enjoy the rest of your vacation. This is a run I won’t soon forget.”
 

I wanted to say something but everything that came to mind felt awkward and weird. So I smiled and nodded at him.
 

Cesar let go of my hand, walked to the door and slipped into the corridor.
 

I could be wrong, I probably am, but I swear I heard him sniffle a moment before the door closed. I’ll never know, I guess.
 

It made me feel lucky. Cesar got the chance to make Amber his again.
 

I got to keep her for the rest of my life.
 






Epilogue


As we sat on the plane heading back, Amber gazed out the window at the world gliding by thirty thousand feet beneath us.
 

We’d spent the last few days of our vacation back out on the beach and making love in the evenings. We didn’t talk much about what had happened. There’d be time to revisit it when we got back and neither of us seemed to want to bring it up.
 

Which was alright. Not everything needs to be dissected to be understood.
 

One question, though, had haunted me for those last few days. I hadn’t asked it because I figured if Amber wanted me to know, she would have told me herself.
 

But sitting there watching her look out the window at her past slipping away made me feel the need to reach out to her, to bring her close to me again.
 

I put a hand on her arm.
 

Amber turned to smile at me.
 

“Hey,” I said.
 

“Hey,” she echoed.
 

“Can I ask you something?”
 

“Sure.”
 

“What did you two talk about in Cesar’s room? When you asked me to leave?”
 

Amber opened her mouth, then hesitated.
 

My insides twisted. I didn’t want to make this into more than it was, some test of her commitment to me. But weren’t couples supposed to share everything? Would I be able to live with it if she wanted to keep this a secret?
 

She sighed and turned her head to look out the window again. “I told him I missed him.”
 

Her words made my stomach feel heavy.
 

“I told him I thought about him sometimes. That sometimes I wondered what it would have been like if things had worked out between us.”
 

The tightness worked it’s way into my throat and I began to regret asking the question.
 

Amber turned to look at me again. “Then I told him I was glad it didn’t. Not to hurt him or anything. Just so he knew how happy I was. So he knew that you were the only one for me. I didn’t…I didn’t want him thinking that maybe there was a chance that…” She drifted off and smiled again. “You know what I mean. I just wanted him to know how much you meant to me.”
 

All the tension that had built inside me released. My eyes started to sting. I blinked and a tear rolled down my cheek.
 

Amber tilted her head and touched my cheek. “Marek,” she whispered, “you’re so sweet.”
 

Maybe I wasn’t exactly the kind of lover Amber craved. But sex was just sex. We had something that was far, far deeper than she would ever have with Cesar.
 

And that was one hell of a thing to be grateful for.
 

One hell of a thing.
 

I sat back in my seat and closed my eyes. We were about to return to the tornado that was our life back home. But we’d always have this.
 

We’d always have the memory of Amber becoming the captain’s wife.
 



THE END









***


Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story check out some of my others or drop by Thirteenth Line Publications to sign up for the newsletter and get notified of all our new releases!
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The Hotel Wife

Piper has been asking Tom for a beach vacation their whole marriage.

Now seems like the perfect time, right before they're ready to start a family.

One last week of fun in the sun.

Piper’s enthusiasm for exploring Tom’s long-harbored fantasy turns the situation explosive.

As the two explore the boundaries of an unconventional relationship, Tom begins to wonder if he’ll ever get back the wife he once had.




The Houseguest

Olivia asks her husband for a favour. Can an old friend stay a few nights?

John, feeling guilty about past jealousy, agrees and their adventure begins.

As the Olivia uncovers her husband's desires, she gives him what he wants.

But when she goes too far can he take her back?





The Fling

Vanessa returns from a trade show and makes a confession.

Richard finds that her indiscretion inspires a powerful lust.

The act pushes the couple closer and they delve into a lifestyle Richard never imagined he could live.

How far will Vanessa go? And will Richard be able to keep up?




The Preacher's Wife
Fresh out of seminary, William takes a job at a small, southern parish.

The mixed ethnicity of the congregation and the church deacon, Sam, stir a fantasy within William he has long tried to hide.

Unable to resist his dark impulses he nudges his wife to become more adventurous in the bedroom to satisfy his lust, which unleashes her own appetites.

At William's request she succumbs to Sam's advances and his desire is fulfilled. But everything comes at a price.

Sam calls in his debt and William must watch his wife fulfill the devilish bargain he made.
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