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      These couples know that something needs to change in their relationship. They want to push away their ‘late married blues’ and dull sex lives to find a fresh path.

      

      These efforts often involve risk and emotional turmoil, but each couple finds themselves unable to resist the tug of desire as their marriage evolves into their own unique journey.

      

      This 6-book series examines the different paths these couples take in finding what they wanted; for each other, and for themselves. The results are often explosively erotic!

      

      Check out these titles in The Evolution of Marriage | Season One.

      
        
        My Wife Was His Friend With Benefits

        A Wife Sharing Story

        My Wife Wants to Spice Things Up

        A Wife Swapping/BDSM Story

        I Asked My Wife to Cuckold Me

        A Cuckold Story

        Traveling With My Hotwife

        A Swinging/FFM/MMF Story

        My Husband Shares Me With My Mistress

        A Wife Sharing / BDSM Story

        What Can I Say? My Wife Wanted a Gangbang

        A Hotwife/Free Use Story
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      These characters grew out of one of my most popular novels, Mentoring Ellie. This book told the story of Ellie and Carter Blackburn, a couple who were going through a challenging time in their marriage. Carter had moved the family to a new city for work, but ended up spending all his time at the new job. He expected this to last over a year.

      Ellie struggled to handle the separation, especially physically. As she moved into her 30s, that sexual desire had been growing stronger. Having Carter suddenly drop away, seldom even around, left her wondering how they would survive the year.

      Their retired next-door neighbor, Nora, stepped in, using her own life’s experience to mentor Ellie. Nora advised her to try the hotwife lifestyle during Carter’s year of work. As long as they kept each other involved in the play, it would be a good way to allow Ellie to get the release she needs and to feed what turned out to be a ‘stag’ kink for Carter. He found out he liked to watch.

      There were struggles as they adjusted to the alternative lifestyle, but they came to love the outside play.

      In this story, Carter and Ellie decide to take a river cruise down the Rhine for a long delayed, and much needed, vacation. By this time, Ellie had been a hotwife for over a year, with her husband Carter’s active support. Her husband wondered if the play would continue on their travels. He needn’t have worried. Ellie was already on the hunt at their first stop. Amsterdam. Nothing was going to stop this hotwife from having her fun all the way across Europe.
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            The Amsterdam Connection

          

        

      

    

    
      I looked over at my husband, sleeping soundly. Even snoring softly in his reclined business-class seat, Carter still catches my breath. Ruggedly handsome with a broad chest and muscular frame, a thick shock of strawberry blond hair, and a welcoming warmth, his 6-foot-two barely fit in the seat.

      Carter was a corporate road warrior, having traveled all over the world for his job. Rest would be a rare commodity once we landed, he told me. Tried to get me to sleep.

      He gave good advice, no question there. Though, for me, sleep was difficult. This would be our first vacation together since I had become a hotwife over a year ago. When Carter changed jobs, bringing us to a new city, his sudden absence from our bed through constant travel had a profound impact on us… well, on me, really. Our new neighbor, Nora, helped us work out where we are today.

      Over the last year, I had become an active hotwife, finding every opportunity to play when he was out of town. Nora babysat the kids as I met online partners and visited bars looking to play. When he was in town, Carter would frequently go with me, feeding his own stag kink.

      Before we left for Europe, Carter and I discussed whether we should continue playing on the trip. He enthusiastically supported the idea, though insisted he always be present. The uncertainties of playing on my own in a foreign land were just too much for him. I agreed with that.

      What would it be like… hunting for new men in Amsterdam? How would they react to an American couple so willing for the wife to be shared? And how would the men differ from what I experienced in the US?

      I knew the Dutch were tall, some of the tallest in Europe. Even at his height, Carter had joked that he was often the shortest man in the room when he had business meetings in the Netherlands.

      Giggling to myself, I wondered if the rest of them were big, too!

      Abruptly, Carter touched my leg, shaking me awake. I dozed off just before the plane landed at the Amsterdam-Schiphol Airport. I got up, brushed my teeth and hair while using the restroom.

      I smiled at the image in the mirror. There would be no trouble finding partners. Even after two kids, I was confident that men found me attractive. From my long auburn hair, tied into a ponytail, to the soft brown eyes, and ample breasts, still relatively firm, finding partners would not be a challenge.

      When I came back to our seats, Carter chuckled. I had clearly gotten myself straightened up.

      “Ready to find some fun in Amsterdam, I see,” Carter smiled.

      “Are you?” I asked, still tentative about being so open with my desire in front of a husband that I loved so much. That brought another smile to Carter’s face.

      “Don’t worry about me. We’ve played enough to get past the uncertainty. Besides, we’ve already agreed to have me present at every session. I will probably join in… if you’re willing.”

      “You never have to ask that,” I said, touching his arm. “I always want you to take part.”

      “Then let’s have some fun.”
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        * * *

      

      It was late-afternoon by the time we checked into the Sofitel Grand Hotel in the City Center. Built in the 15th century, they had converted the old City Hall of Amsterdam to a 5-star luxury hotel. This was our big splurge on the trip. The ad promised ‘an oasis of peace and tranquility, situated in the heart of the city.’ The location near the red-light district also helped, since we hoped the night would end there.

      The Grand did not disappoint. The room was truly luxurious, with the softest bedclothes I had ever had in a hotel.

      With only a couple of days to take advantage of the city, Carter and I took a quick shower. He shaved my pubic hair to get me ready, and we headed out the door. We planned the first stop long before. The Rijksmuseum! We both wanted to see Rembrandt’s masterpiece, Night Watch, which he completed in 1642. Tickets were scarce in those days of COVID restrictions, so we had arranged the time in advance to allow time to tour the museum before closing.

      Massive in scale (11 x 14 feet), and filled with amazing details that captured the raucous militia in all its glory, down to the dog being chased by one of the company’s children, the painting was a true masterpiece. The shadows from the window light seemed to be captured perfectly. Rembrandt certainly had a vision!

      Regrettably, the museum had placed it inside a glass-encased protective shield after a man slashed it with a knife in the 1970s.

      After enjoying many works of the 16th and 17th Century Dutch Masters, we left the museum, just walking. Along the way, we grabbed something to eat and browsed the shops. Amsterdam is a city made for walking (and bicycling). Our goal was a coffee shop in the famous red-light district.

      These coffee shops do not sell coffee, of course. Instead, they did a booming business in marijuana, both in leaf and edible forms. We wanted to attend a sex show, find a good place to settle in for consuming our stash, then see about finding someone to join us.

      Along the way, we walked the red-light district ‘circuit’ with what seemed like hundreds of thousands of other tourists. Visitors packed the district on this June Saturday night!

      Amsterdam is world famous for its openness about sex. Prostitution is legal. Many working girls stood behind glass doors, showing what they offered. Sex shops displayed every kind of dildo and BDSM gear imaginable. And the live sex shows! We bought tickets for the famous Theatre Casa Rosso.

      After the show, Carter and I walked around a little more, enjoying the atmosphere and the crowds. Though as the hour grew late, we decided a quick trip to a coffee shop was in order, ending up at The Jolly Joker on Nieumarkt.

      Eager consumers seeking product packed the shop, jostling to grab what remained of the inventory. It had been a busy Saturday night, obviously. I found a table in the back as Carter bought a couple ‘Space Cakes,’ the only edibles they had left.

      We sat at a small corner table with 4 chairs. The place was so full, someone quickly swept away the other two chairs as revelers came over, politely asking to borrow them.

      We drank a bottle of water (nothing else was available), ate the cakes, and quickly discovered one of the great things about Amsterdam. People watching. Especially in the red-light district. It is such an amalgam of tourists from all over the world; we saw about every kind of person you could imagine.

      Gradually, the space cake had its effect. As a person walked in with a revealing outfit or outrageous haircut, I began pointing them out to Carter. We laughed and giggled. Soon, that laughing spread to the nearby tables.

      The table next to us was a group of Brits over for what they called a ‘stag do.’ One guy in the group was getting married. They came over for a night of debauchery before he ‘settles down.’

      I love that phrase, don’t you? Settling down to what? A life of dull misery? Here I was with my husband on the hunt for some strange cock. Was this the dull misery they had in mind? Okay, I get it. Carter and I are not your normal couple. Still… before the night was over, we discovered that most of them had been to Amsterdam for other stag parties. Few actually got laid or had a sexual encounter. It was mainly a chance to get drunk and stare at bare tits.

      One guy, though… He was sitting right next to me at the stag table. A big guy, at least as tall as Carter, though larger bodied. Seemed in his late 20s. Muscular, with a shock of red hair that accented his warm smile. His t-shirt seemed a size too small as it pressed tight against his expansive chest.

      His name turned out to be Gareth. Lived in Manchester. Was in town for the ‘stag do,’ he told us, planning to return on Monday. All the friends in their group had matching t-shirts that showed ‘Ian’s Stag Do’ on the front.

      The graphic showed a guy with a top hat on his knees with the bride standing, holding a leash around his neck. So funny! All the shirts were black except for Ian’s which was a bright yellow. The groom’s shirt had a pac-man graphic with ‘Game Over’ across the top. If you added a hoodie, he would look just like our son in his Pokémon sweatshirt!

      It was all meant as a joke. Though, seeing them laugh and joke about his pending ‘loss,’ I wondered what caused them to have such a dark view of marriage? And why they wanted to do it if they thought this way?

      After I exchanged looks with him a few times, Gareth introduced himself. “What brings you two to Amsterdam?”

      We told him about the river cruise, our being in town until Monday. He told us of the British ‘stag do’ tradition and about his friend getting married. That started a conversation that took us deep into another hour.

      As the night progressed, the edibles found their way through our systems. I got more comfortable with him, touching his arm, his leg, giggling at his jokes about Ian.

      Maybe it was the fact that my nipples were hard as stone under my bra-less sun dress. Maybe it was Carter’s obvious acceptance of Gareth’s joining us. Not sure what happened. Gradually, his chair shifted away from the stag group, focusing more on our table. Every once in a while, he would turn back to his friends, as something happened. Otherwise, he paid attention to us most of the time.

      When they got ready to leave, Carter invited him to stay. ‘We were thinking of a late-night drink,’ he said to Gareth. The implication of where we would have that drink hung in the air.

      Gareth nodded, excusing himself, walking out with his friends. My gasp of disappointment made Carter burst out laughing. He reached under the table, touching my soaked panties. “You thought he would be suitable, huh?” Not sure what to say, I simply nodded. “Well… tonight may be a bust. We’ll find others this trip.”

      Just as the disappointment sank in, Gareth returned, gesturing if that offer was still open. Carter made clear it was. “Those guys can find their own way back to the hotel,” Gareth laughed, sitting in his chair, now fully turned to our table. His leg pressed against mine as he positioned himself closer.

      The sudden flip from frustration to excitement flowed across my face.

      “You two a hotwife couple? Or looking for a threesome?”

      I giggled softly, my eyes flicking at Carter. He smiled, putting his hand on my leg. “A little of both. Ellie is my hotwife, and I like to join in occasionally. Would that work for you?”

      “Why not?” He laughed, placing his hand on my other leg. “Did you want me to invite the rest of the party? That would make it a memorable stag do for Ian…”

      I had done a few group sessions in the last year, but a quick glance at Carter nixed that idea. “No, that would be too much for now,” I said, moving my hand down to Gareth’s thigh, softly caressing. My hand edged up his leg until I gripped his hard rod under the table, gasping. The guy was massive! My wide eyes told Carter what I had done. He shook his head, laughing.

      Gareth smiled, moving his own hand up my leg, pushing my sundress aside, touching my soaked panties. I moaned loudly, pushing my crotch forward for more. “You are a hot one,” he chuckled softly, looking up at Carter. “I see why you let her play. Be hard to keep this one under wraps for long.”

      “Pretty much,” Carter smiled back. “I changed jobs a while back. Consumed most of my time… for over a year. Ellie about came apart. A neighbor helped us understand the difference between her needs and our relationship. She’s been playing regularly ever since. And I’ve found that I like it too. Seeing and hearing about her adventures really charges me up. Want to join us to create a new adventure?”

      “Love to…” Gareth said. He pushed my panties aside, thrusting a finger deep between my folds. I gasped at the sudden intrusion as Carter burst out laughing.

      “Why don’t we go?” Carter suggested. “Don’t think The Jolly Joker wants you humping my wife on the table.” Gareth pulled his hand out as I whimpered at the sudden stop. Carter just shook his head again. “My little slut is ready to go. That’s for sure. We are staying at the Grand just down the street. You ready?”
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      Gareth nodded yes, helping me up from the chair. I pulled my dress down as I rose, embarrassed, wondering if anyone saw us moments before.

      On the way out, Gareth revisited the counter, buying a pre-rolled sativa joint. “For the road,” he chuckled. Carter nodded approval. I had to resist dropping to my knees, yanking that log out of Gareth’s pants.

      Carter seemed to sense my growing need. He pulled me away from our new friend, worried I might do it.

      I pushed my hands through the arms of my two men, as we all stumbled out the front door, laughing.

      As we made our way back to the hotel, we found a stretch of semi-deserted street along a canal. Gareth fired up his joint, and we shared it as we made our way toward the hotel.

      Both guys were all over me as we got closer. At one point, we stopped in a small alley. Carter had my front. Our mouths attached to each other. His hands tweaking my breasts. Gareth pressed against me from behind. His hand fully inside my sex, teasing me with light thrusts and flicks across my clit.

      I groaned at the onslaught. Carter pulled away, chuckling. “Better get this one back to the room… before she pulls her dress off right here.”

      Gareth agreed, pulling his hand out. “She wants to get fucked. No question there.”
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        * * *

      

      The Grand Hotel provided a perfect setting for what we had in mind. As we entered the lobby, the desk clerk stared at us, walking across the lobby, my face flush with arousal. Made me a little sheepish. Then again, I thought to myself. This is Amsterdam. Not the first time this has happened, I suspect, especially for a hotel so close to the red-light district.

      As soon as the door to our room closed, Gareth held me in place, pulling the sundress over my head, leaving me in only sandals and panties. My nipples were rigid at their sudden exposure. Carter reached over, pulling the panties down my legs. There I was, standing naked in front of both my husband and our new friend, wearing only sandals. Arousal dripped down my leg.

      Backing across the room, pretending to be afraid of what they would do to me, my nipples betrayed what was happening inside. I was quivering with desire… wanting them both to take me right now!

      Carter moved around behind, stopping my ability to back any further, holding my arms as if trapping me. He leaned over, whispering in my ear. “You want that cock, don’t you, my little slut?” His fingers found my dripping sex, pushing in. I moaned as my head nodded. “Give yourself to him… do what he wants. You know you want to.”

      Gareth exchanged a look with Carter over my shoulder… part understanding… part permission granted. I wasn’t sure. With those words, I launched myself at Gareth.

      He stepped toward me at the same moment. “Remove my clothes. I’m ready.” Our eyes locked as I fumbled with his belt, rubbing his cock through his pants.

      My god, he was enormous! The definition of his shaft was clear through his shorts. Long, thick around as my forearm. I dropped to my knees, pushing his shorts off his legs as he stepped out of them, pulling his t-shirt off.

      For a moment, all I could do was stare at the massive appendage poking out at me. It was uncircumcised. I had never seen one like that before. Most American men have had circumcisions. Not Gareth. He was already hard, yet the head only stuck slightly out of the foreskin.

      I reached up to grab the shaft, pulling back. The foreskin came with it, revealing the large purple head pulsing with his desire. I took as much of him into my mouth as I wanted.

      My bulls over the last year have taught me to take even large cocks fully down my throat. Now, I didn’t care. I had another place I wanted that shaft to be.

      Pulling my head back, I turned to stare at Carter. We had done this together multiple times since our hotwife adventures began. The glassy stare in his eyes told me of his own arousal. His hand was pushing against his shaft through his shorts.

      “Take your clothes off and pull up a chair. I want you stroking yourself as this lovely shaft plows into me.” He smiled and walked from the room, returning with a chair, his clothes already halfway off.

      I kicked my sandals away, got up from my knees, moving to the sofa, draping myself over the back. I reached around, pulling my ass cheeks open. Gareth didn’t need words to read my signals. He stepped around behind.

      My eyes locked on Carter’s as Gareth pushed that monstrous head gently into my welcoming sex. The groan of pleasure told Carter what was happening. His smile lit my soul as Gareth finished his entry. Soon, the gentle thrusts grew stronger, faster. My panting growing with it. He grabbed my hips, pulling me back to go even deeper.

      “Like the view?” I asked Carter. He only smiled and nodded his approval.

      “You like this, don’t you? You like him bending me over and using me…”

      “Fuck yeh…” was all he said.

      Gareth must have thought he hit the sexual jackpot with us, thrusting hard, laughing.

      “After this monster, I will crave big cocks. Can you handle that?” I giggled, knowing the answer, as he smiled back. We had talked about this many times. After a year of playing, his sweet wife would remain the same, even after being a dirty slut all day!”

      My eyes never left Carter, as my first release surprised me with its power. I cried out as the wave began in my core, surging upward to flash through my fluttering eyes. I shook as Gareth pounded away, extending the release. His hands occasionally slapped an ass cheek.

      As my breathing returned to normal, Carter’s smile grew wider. He looked over at Gareth. “Why don’t we go back to the bedroom,” he said. “I think she should do some of the work for a change, don’t you?”

      Gareth picked me up by my hips and thighs, flipping me so my back pressed against his chest; his shaft still inside! I shrieked in surprise. While he walked us in this ridiculous position, waddling to keep me pinned, Carter walked ahead. He stared at the shaft still splitting my opening, my legs spread wide in front of my lover as he continued a slow in and out.

      Carter pulled the covers off the bed. “Gareth, lay on your back. She’ll figure it out.”

      Indeed, I did. As soon as Gareth pulled out, setting me gently on the bed, he rolled onto his back. That lovely shaft poked into the air as he held it up for me. “Is this what you want, my lovely?”

      I took one glance at Carter, then moved above, impaling myself. The groan that came out of my lips needed a release, as the pleasure of his re-entry surged through my loins.

      Oh, god… how I love this! A shaft entering me while my husband looks on may be one of the best things ever!

      My head turned to Carter again… gaging his reaction. When he winked his agreement, I turned to face Gareth, driving repeatedly on his wonderful shaft. He pulled me forward, my face crushing into his mouth and tongue. The combination of his upthrusts, my hard response downward, and his aggressive kissing spiraled me deeper into the session.

      One climax came, then another. Occasionally, I would glance at Carter. He continued to be mesmerized by the shaft, violating my sex so savagely in front of his eyes.

      After my third release, Carter stepped onto the bed, leaned down to whisper something in Gareth’s ear. A cool liquid coated my rear. I tensed mildly as I realized what he was doing. His shaft pushed inside my rear bud, a fullness taking me further.

      And that’s how it went. My two men had their way with me for the next 24 hours, in between short stretches of sleep. I kept waking up with a hard rod pressing at a willing opening. They traded positions often, each of them using me while the other watched. We barely left the room.

      Late Sunday evening, we had some room service brought up. Gareth was wearing out after the most recent bought of double penetration.

      He was curious. “Why do you let your wife sleep with other men?” he asked. “Not sure I have the self-confidence to do that.”

      I looked at Carter, knowing the answer. “He allows it because he loves me. And…” I giggled, stroking his leg, “… because he knows I love cock and rough sex. He’s not up for much of that. So we worked out a deal. He allows it, and I worship him in return. It works for us.”

      I walked over to sit on Carter’s lap, cuddling my head in his neck.

      “Besides,” I giggled. “Why would I want to be a ‘normal’ wife… being a hotwife is so much more fun!”

      “I can see that,” Gareth laughed. “Hopefully… someday… I’ll find a woman like you.”

      “If you ever make it to the US,” Carter said. “Look us up. We’ll show you around.”

      “Yes, we will…” I stared at Gareth, my eyes on fire with what showing him around meant.

      “You are something…” Gareth smiled. “Only been across the pond once… to LA two years ago. Surprisingly dirty.”

      “You visit us, we’ll show you the good parts…” I giggled.
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      Monday came around too early for me. We had to join the cruise and Gareth had to return home. The weekend had been more than either of us had imagined. Our accidental meeting of Gareth at the coffee shop in the Red-Light District provided just want Carter and I had hoped. We asked him to visit us in America, exchanged cell numbers in case we were in the UK, and wished him well.

      Before we left for the riverboat, some of the discussion over the weekend raised concerns for me. Gareth had asked why Carter allowed his wife to sleep with other men. I had answered glibly that it was because of rough sex that Carter couldn’t do.

      “Is that true? You let me play because I like rough sex and it’s not something you like to do?” We were sitting in the living room at the Grand Hotel, making sure we had everything we needed for the cruise.

      He smiled. “Feeling a little insecure after our days of debauchery?” He chuckled, tapping my arm gently. I smiled back at him. That man knew me too well.

      “That’s one reason,” he said. “But there are others. I do it because you like it and I love you, want you to be happy. I do it because there are few things more exciting than my wife pulling her panties aside to give her dripping wet pussy to another man. I love to see your naked hunger for cock. That REALLY gets me going. And yes, I do it because I cannot give you the rough sex you want.”

      “I would never leave you for rough sex, Carter. You know that, right?” I cuddled up next to him on the sofa, genuinely insecure at that moment.

      “Of course. If you didn’t leave me for those two big dicks in Chicago, I doubt you ever will.” He took my face in his hands. “Don’t worry about me. You understand my limits and we agreed to only play together while we’re in Europe. I want you to let go over here. Play as much as we can… as much as you want. All the time, or none at all. I’m good either way.”

      “You promise to tell me if you change your mind?”

      “Of course. Though as much fun as we’ve been having, that does not appear to be likely… at least not in the next week.”

      That conversation calmed me down… for now. As Carter finished the last of his packing, my mind kept flowing back to that first time I played outside of our marriage, with Carter’s full approval, of course. Our neighbor, Nora, who had been so instrumental in teaching us the pleasures… and pain… of the hotwife lifestyle, invited her friend Manny to entertain me while Carter was on one of his business trips.

      And entertain he did. From the nipple torment I love to how long he took to cum, I was under Manny’s spell for most of the night. For the first time in my life, I let my desire fully out to play, holding nothing back, allowing my inner slut to run free. Nora and Manny helped me understand my capacity for pleasure.

      That night, after I got home, I sent Carter pictures of what had happened. He called shortly after, and we had the best phone sex ever! Our life as a hotwife/cuckold couple had begun.

      Okay… that’s not fair. True, I am a married woman who goes out to have sex with other men. Yet my Carter is no cuckold. I forced none of this on him. He likes it.

      Nowadays, I think they would call what we are a ‘vixen/stag’ relationship, because my husband loves me to be taken just this way. At least he does now. At first, he seemed threatened by the strength of my need. Our sex life had been exciting, if somewhat traditional, for the first decade of our marriage.

      This normal sex life, always so full of pleasure, ground down to an occasional groping on his way out the door. That sudden withdrawal of affection hit me to my core. As we entered our mid-30s, sexual desire growing stronger than ever, his supply disappeared. I needed more.

      To be fair, so did he. The demands of the new job simply required he pay attention to his work. When he first discussed moving to take the job, he thought those new demands would continue for at least a year. I grimaced at those words. A year?! I shuddered at the thought of living without him for such a long time, fearing the strain it would place on our marriage.

      Again, it was our 68-year-old neighbor that helped us both understand the alternatives. She suggested ways to ‘keep my juices flowing.’ Don’t you love that delicate phrase! My first experience with her friend Manny started it all. Then we took a business trip together to California, playing there.

      Finally, I attended a conference in Chicago by myself where Carter arranged for me to be taken aggressively. First by three guys allowed only to receive oral sex from me, feeding my passion for sucking cock. Then by two enormous men who fucked me all night long, delivering my first double penetration and nipple torment that left me bruised for a week.

      Unfortunately, Carter and I had a quite unpleasant, and painful, session after I returned from that joyous ravaging in Chicago. His anger about my need, frustration that he wasn’t enough, spilled over into the roughest he had ever treated me.

      It did not hurt me physically. Only grew my sadness about our situation. I was mostly to blame… no question there. Nora came over the next morning, told us a heartbreaking story of how she learned the hard lesson of outside play, nearly destroying her marriage. Her words have stuck with me ever since. ‘There is no us vs them, or even us AND them. There is only us. The rest is just fun. Without us, there is nothing. You’ve lost your perspective, Ellie,’ she told me.

      The words hit me just like the slap I needed… that we both needed. All anger and mixed priorities disappeared at that moment. We have been playing actively ever since. I never again lost sight of the ‘us’ that was at the core of our relationship. The playing was simply a bonus, one I knew I would drop immediately if Carter gave the word.

      “You ready to go?” he asked, stacking the suitcases near the door.

      I nodded, looking one last time at a room that had provided so much pleasure. “Time to do some exploring,” I giggled, taking his arm.

      “I don’t think you will have any trouble finding some fun along the way.”

      He was right. Confidence swelled as I dragged my suitcases out the door.
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      Our riverboat was a newer model, only 3 years old. We both marveled at its long, sleek form as we came up to the Westerdoksdijk near Central Station. The boat glistened on the water, with staff everywhere helping passengers unload bags, directing them onboard. They had quite the efficient operation going.

      The crew told us they expected 104 passengers. Not quite the capacity of 158, even though welcome news for the cruise line. They seldom had more than a dozen passengers during the COVID years, even when they could operate.

      While Carter unpacked and checked his email… I love him, but the guy just can’t let business go… I went exploring. The boat was long, almost 500 feet, with three decks, a crew of 50 and all the luxuries we needed. I walked along the sun deck with its lounging chairs and swimming pool, marveling at the view of Amsterdam and its canal system. We were going to have such a great time!

      In the lounge, where they were serving champagne to the new passengers, I found a new friend. Rachel, the Cruise Director. On the surface, this was an impressive woman. She spoke 7 languages, had an encyclopedic knowledge of the region, and seemed to multi-task like a supercomputer.

      While we chatted, she prepared the welcome aboard presentation, fielded questions from passengers, received a call from the Pilot, and made sure the drink master had everything ready. It was an amazing display of organizational skills.

      Underneath, though, I sensed something else stirring. Rachel was a beautiful young woman much taller than me, nearly six feet, with charm, a sense of humor, and a sensual manner that attracted me… in THAT way. I had never been with a woman before.

      As she turned away for a moment, directing a crew member, her long blondish/brown hair, flowing to mid-back, highlighted a body that she took no pains to hide. I wondered what it would be like to have her lying next to me. Would Carter enjoy that?

      Rachel was about our age, mid-30s. She had high cheekbones inherited from her Swiss father and Italian mother, a smile that welcomed everyone, large breasts that pushed against her conservative uniform top, and a way of touching me frequently with her hands while we chatted that… drew me in.

      That growing fantasy crashed when the captain of the boat approached, introducing himself. Anders was his name. He was an older man, mid-50s, though still handsome, powerfully built in the way of many Swedes of a certain generation, and enormous. Well over Carter’s six-foot-two. His hands made mine look like a middle-schooler when we shook. He was obviously a proud man, proud of his vessel and crew… and loved Rachel.

      I knew right away these two had something going. Her face simply lit up when he approached. No question, these two were ‘together.’ We found out later that Rachel does many of these tours with the riverboat line across Europe, only doing the Rhine a few times a year. She described this trip… and ship… as her absolute favorite.

      When the captain approached, she laughed, touching my arm. “And here comes the reason this cruise is so much fun.” They did the ritual double-cheek kissing so common in Europe, though when her hands came up to his shoulders… she intimately held onto those shoulders for an extended period, while he whispered in her ear… something in Italian I barely heard. Her whispered reply caught my attention. It included the phrase ‘fare l’amore’ that I recognized. She was looking forward to taking him up on his offer later.

      I smiled as he walked away, his masculine strut in the uniform catching both our attentions. Rachel and I exchanged a glance.

      “Quite a handsome man, no?” she whispered, making sure only I heard.

      “Very handsome. Has a certain strut that catches the eye,” I replied. “I wonder if all of him is that large,” giving her a quizzical look and smile.

      She giggled, nodding like she was confirming my comment, then she gave me another curious look. She knew I was married. We had already discussed Carter and our trip. Yet, that look directed me to another place. One I sensed held promise for the future. Right now, however, she had other priorities. Ship business had to come first.

      She touched me lightly on the shoulder, a soft squeeze. “Perhaps we will get to know each other better on this trip. I would like that.” Her eyes blazed with a promise of what she meant by that.

      I wrapped my arms around, pressing my breasts against hers, an American hug, whispering, “We are open to many things.” Her soft giggle at my words brought only a nod of welcome.

      As I walked toward our cabin, I could feel her eyes following me. Before approaching the stairs to the room level, I turned to look back at her. Those eyes drank me in… Oh yes, I saw real potential there.

      The boat left the dock on Tuesday morning, heading through the low country of the Netherlands. This part of Europe is flat and produces farm products the envy of the world. In fact, Rachel told us in a cruise presentation later that the Netherlands is the 2nd largest exporter of agricultural products outside of the US. Quite a statement when you consider the size difference.

      We flowed gently through a system of canals and rivers, approaching the Lower Rhine just past Arnhem. Carter and I sat on the upper deck, watching the flow and enjoying the scenery.
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        * * *

      

      Twice during the day, Rachel walked by, chatting with us. The first time, I introduced her to Carter. She winked at me as she moved on to the other guests. That wink spoke volumes. She liked my husband.

      The second time, Carter had gone off to the restroom or something. I was leaning on the taffrail at the stern, watching the water flow. The soft nudge of a shoulder pressed against me. I thought it was Carter leaning in. When I turned to look, I found Rachel’s luscious brown eyes staring back at me. No one else was near.

      “Enjoying the cruise?” she asked, both of our attentions on the farmland moving slowly by.

      “So relaxing. Yet… truth is… Carter and I wanted something a little more exciting.”

      “Could you now? Glad to hear it. That’s why I came over. If you would accept, Captain Anders and I would like to invite you both to a special Captain’s Table for tonight. The chef has something special planned.”

      One tradition of this cruise line is what they call the Captain’s Table. Passengers normally take meals in the dining hall where they sit in the same place every meal. The food is standard fare for a cruise ship, though quite good. At the Captain’s Table, the cruise line offered every passenger a gourmet meal in a special dining room that rivaled the best of Paris and New York. We were looking forward to our turn, scheduled for Wednesday night.

      I told her that there must be a mistake, telling her our schedule for the Captain’s Table was for the next day.

      “No, no, Ellie,” she said, stroking my arm, a finger extending to graze my breast lightly on the water side so no one could see. “This is not for everyone. A special table just for the four of us. If you are interested, perhaps you can stay after for an extended… conversation.”

      The way she said conversation made me blush. She giggled, happy that I had understood her meaning. I reached my hand across in the same way, touching her gently. “I would like that,” as my finger did the same trace of her breast, extending to touch the points now fully extended through her sweater.

      “Maybe entertain the gentlemen?” I giggled.

      “Glad you understand,” Rachel replied, looking around to make sure no one else had heard. “So nice to have found a passenger that enjoys the same interests as I.” She leaned in as if making a confession. “Anders is quite a vigorous man… with ample talents. After we enjoy each other, he would be happy to entertain us both just as vigorously.”

      I gasped at the thought. “My Carter loves to watch and sometimes join in. Will Anders accept that?”

      “My Captain… how do you say… swings both ways…”

      That made us laugh even louder, as if the funniest joke ever told. Her eyes sparkled with the possibility. I just shook my head. “Not sure Carter is up for THAT yet. We are still new to outside activities. Was thinking more of his joining us… but hey… when in Rome, right?”

      “Exactement!” Rachel joined in as we giggled like schoolgirls on the deck. “We shall see…” She tapped me on the shoulder, handing me a card with the room number, and 19:00 handwritten on the back. As she readied to move on, she said, “We shall have much fun, I think.” I nodded.

      By the time Carter returned to the deck, I handed him the card, telling him of the conversation. Keeping my hands out of my pants took all the restraint I possessed. The words just poured out… of her implied offer… the captain’s vigorous ways… the extended conversation. He just shook his head. “You waste no time, do you?”

      When I told him of the Captain’s… shall we say… flexibility, Carter blanched. “I don’t know, Ellie. Not sure I want to go in that direction. Would you want me to?”

      “You like blow jobs, right? He might give you one. I would love to see you return the favor…”

      “You would… want me to do that?”

      I could tell he was nervous about taking part… in that way. “No problem, my love. We do this for fun. If you are comfortable, I just want you to understand I would enjoy it. If not, that’s okay, too.” He shook his head. I almost read his mind. What has that girl gotten me into now?! It was already 4 in the afternoon. We returned to our cabin to shower and prepare. I had to figure out what to wear!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Visiting the Captain’s Table

          

        

      

    

    
      I’ll say this for the riverboat, the crew provided excellent service! We were about to find out just how good that would be!

      We stood at the door of Room 380. I wore a classic little black dress with a moderate amount of cleavage. They made the dress to be worn without a bra, though it was probably too short, considering Carter had reached over before we walked out the door, removing my panties. He was sure they would not be on for long, anyway! The gathering moisture already threatened to drip down my leg.

      Captain Anders greeted us at the door. We both gasped as we walked in. Our room, while not small, was tight. What you would expect on a riverboat cruise. Room 380… This was a room befitting the captain.

      It had a king-sized bed, a dining table on the side, which probably doubled as a conference room for senior staff, a balcony running the length of the space, with a door on the side which we discovered entered directly into the chef’s private kitchen.

      Rachel stepped out of the bathroom dressed in a dusty pink, backless slip dress that hugged her every curve. The halter top pushed her breasts high, showing ample cleavage. The material was so sheer; we saw her nipples protruding, hard as small pebbles. Her bare legs enticed all of us, since the dress only reached mid-thigh. I wondered at that moment if the captain had been warming her up for us.

      She walked up to me, hugging me close, her hands slowly falling down my back to cup my round cheeks. Rachel sensed I had nothing underneath, pulling the material up to expose my flesh. I saw her turn to Anders, winking, before those hands moved up to grip my chin as she pulled my lips to hers.

      I had never kissed a woman before. Her touch was softer than a man, almost tender. She didn’t use her tongue or push at me. She just dragged me passionately into her world. When she pulled back, my head spun with the sudden start. Rachel let me go, doing the same thing to Carter, while Anders moved up to me, taking me in his enormous arms, with a formal double-cheek greeting. He was the picture of confidence, inviting me to give myself to him. I was glad to.

      When our hosts moved back, they gestured for us to sit at the elegant dining table. A quick glance at Carter revealed his surprise at the sensual start.

      The conversation of the evening flowed around the food and the rest of the trip as the ship’s staff brought course after course. The food exceeded even our high expectations. Wine followed each course as we grew more comfortable.

      As the servers removed the last of the dessert, pouring one last glass of wine, they left by the kitchen door. Anders got up, latching the door firmly, standing behind Rachel. His hands caressed her arms, stroking her breasts on the way down. Her breath caught at his touch.

      He reached up to her neck, pulling the cord of the knot, allowing the halter to fall, exposing her bare nipples, rigid with arousal. “My lovely Rachel tells me you two are open to many things. Is that so?” As he spoke, he leaned down, cupping her breasts in front of us, slowly rotating the nipples between thumb and forefinger. Rachel mewled at his touch, her eyes closing with the power of the growing need.

      I was speechless, staring at the scene in front of me. My sex tingled as if he was grasping me as well. Luckily, Carter had no such struggles. “Ellie enjoys playing, and I like to watch, occasionally joining in. I’ll confess though… not sure she’s ever been with a woman. Have ya, babe?” I only shook my head no.

      Rachel’s eyes opened. “Then we are all in for a treat,” she said. “Anders and I are both open-minded about pleasure, willing to do many things.” She rose from the seat, not bothering to cover up, extending her hand to me.

      I rose, accepting. She led me to the bed, turning me to face the men still near the table. She pulled the zipper down my back, dragging the dress over my head. There I was, suddenly naked in front of the ship’s captain and my husband.

      Heat flared across my face as Rachel did the same motion as the captain had done to her, slowly caressing down my arms, ending with a full cup of my breasts, nipples pinched. I groaned so loud Carter started chuckling.

      “Do you want to play with us, sweet Ellie?” Rachel whispered in my ear, continuing the massage, sending shards of pleasure straight to my sex.

      I looked at Carter, his own desire growing as this lovely woman fondled his wife. I whispered a soft ‘yes,’ leaning back against her bare chest, thrusting mine out for more.

      That was all she needed. Turning to lay me across the bed, she removed my sandals, scooting me into the middle. As I was moving around, I noted Carter and Anders, pulling chairs from the dining table, pointing them toward the bed. I chuckled to myself as Carter sat his down. Anders’ chair settled right next to him. That close, it would be difficult to avoid touching.

      My husband looked nervously my way, without moving the chair. He simply sat down as Rachel stood on the edge, removing the rest of her dress. The light fluff of her pubic hair contrasted with my shaved mons as she crawled up on the bed, lying next to me.
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        * * *

      

      I wasn’t sure what to do, so let her take the lead, settling my head back on the pillow as my arms extended to welcome her. She answered me with a passion that she had hinted at earlier. I embraced her neck, arms pulling her tight, pushing my tongue into her mouth, knowing what that would do to her.

      Her body pressed against mine. The heat rose between us as she moved her leg to press against my sopping wet sex. Her kiss grew increasingly hungry for more. At that moment, I gave myself to this new experience, allowing Rachel to take control. She sensed when it happened, pushing harder against me, her knee coming up to press directly on my clit.

      We necked like that for long moments as Rachel shifted her body, finding room for her fingers to trace my vertical smile, now eager for her touch. I groaned as the first digit found my opening. Yet she didn’t thrust her hands inside like most of my male lovers. She traced along the slit, touching my clit gently with each pass, bringing my arousal with it.

      Occasionally, I would glance up at Carter, staring at us. Normally, he would have pulled his pants down by this time, stroking himself. The presence of Anders only inches away seemed to stall that normal progression.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Watching My Husband

          

        

      

    

    
      The Captain knew what to do. He stood up, still facing the bed, gradually removing his uniform blouse, then unfastening the belt, his pants and underwear thrown to the side.

      I saw immediately what Rachel meant by his having ample talent. That cock was enormous, fully extended from his body, ready to do some damage. Carter got the message, doing the same. The men sat back down, naked, legs spread, each stroking their tool. The leg spread caused them to touch in the middle. Carter jerked at that casual contact.

      Rachel spotted what I was looking at, whispering to me. “I think your husband needs some pleasure, don’t you?” I nodded, gasping as Rachel got up, leaving me on the bed.

      Anders took that as his cue, moving out of the chair, his mouth and tongue smashing aggressively against my cunt. I screeched with the sudden change from tender to rough; his talented tongue quickly bringing me around.

      Rachel kneeled in front of my husband, taking his shaft fully down her throat. They both groaned at the pleasure. I knew how she felt. Over our year of playing, oral sex had become one of my favorite sexual acts. There’s just something about having a stiff rod buried down my throat to make my pussy sizzle. Rachel obviously agreed!

      The pressure on my eager gash would only allow me to pay attention for so long. The Captain’s broad tongue strokes, and sucking on my labia, caused me to groan repeatedly. Rachel already had me on the edge of a release. Anders simply finished the job.

      I cried out as that first climax shook me, his tongue prodding my exposed clitoris. A moan escaped as he pulled back. He drifted up my shivering body, still reeling from the pleasure burst. He positioned that wonderful tool at my hungry entrance. I was SO ready!

      He barely hesitated at the opening, aggressively plunging inside. The size and his control soon had me mewling my pleasure, wrapping my legs around his hips, wanting more. “Yes… yes…” I roared. “Harder, harder…”

      Anders happily complied, smashing himself against me as I groaned ever louder. I came once, then again, as his pistoning took me over the edge.

      After that last one took my breath away, the Captain slowed, pulling out, wanting to shift positions. He had me on my hands and knees, facing Rachel and Carter. The rest did not take long. He soon returned to his savage plunging as I stared at my husband and this exotic beauty.

      She scrambled onto his lap, gripping his cock across her opening, then settled down to her own groan. Carter grabbed her hips, pushing himself upward, doing the same to her as Anders was doing to me.

      Watching another woman use that cock was an unfamiliar experience for me. We had multiple men join our play. Never a woman.

      Funny, while I was being hammered from behind by Anders, I had a tinge of jealousy. Now understanding what Carter must have tasted when we first started. A stronger sympathy rose for his anger after Chicago. My husband gripped her hips, pushing himself into her, just like he had done to me so many times.

      Rachel enjoyed it as much as I always did. She groaned, whimpered, pressed herself against him. One thing about my husband, he knows how to use that handsome tool!

      Her cry of release filled the room as mine came rushing up. Anders slapped hard on my ass. As I cried out with the inner fire blooming, torching my entire body, Carter looked around Rachel, smiling at me. He clearly enjoyed this new direction we had taken.

      His partner knew he had not cum yet, wanted to feel him explode inside her. Rachel reached up to his head, pushing his face into her breasts. I sensed Anders slowing as we both stared at what was happening. This woman had taken control of my husband, and he was loving every minute.

      She slammed her hips up and down on his cock, working toward his release. Then she did something I have never done before. She started talking.

      “I love your cock,” she said. Her voice was barely above a whisper as she milked his rod. “Ellie loves your being pleasured.” She chuckled softly. “She may be a little jealous, seeing her man taken this way.” Rachel slowed her movement, pulling back, pressing her breasts into Carter’s face. “They are so sensitive. Suck on my nipples.”

      As soon as he moved to grip her breasts in his hands, alternating, suckling each aggressively, her hips started moving again. Carter wouldn’t last long with all that stimulation!

      Once his mouth was involved, he dropped his hands, grabbing her hips, slamming himself upward, repeatedly groaning in between suckling her nipples. Suddenly, he was still as Rachel’s hips savagely pounded home. His balls tightened, gripping, as the blast filled her. Her body shook as she came with his release.
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        * * *

      

      As if this was some kind of signal, Anders decided it was his turn. Rachel had described him as vigorous. I laughed inside, especially after experiencing Brandon and David in Chicago. All I can say is that she wasn’t kidding. He grabbed my hips, jackhammering my pussy with short, lethal stabs. He used his hips to provide extra stimulation. With each plunge, he dipped a little, allowing his bag to scrape across my clit.

      I gasped at his power over me. The sensations were so strong I struggled to stay on my hands. My head fell to the bed, closing my eyes. I whimpered, then moaned, then groaned loudly as each step drew closer to another release. My inner fire burned, torching my entire body. Yet, he seemed like he was just getting started. The power of his thrusts made me think of an out-of-control freight train heading for my station, unable to stop.

      The blast, when it came, took me hard, gripping my body, shaking every part of me as I cried out with its power. As I came, I squeezed his hammering rod tightly with my vaginal muscles. He groaned with the surprise of a steel grip that seemed to yank the cum out of him. He blasted rope after rope, grunting with the pleasure.

      When I finally opened my eyes, my breathing coming in quick gasps, I looked up at Carter and Rachel. She was sitting next to him in the captain’s chair, her head on his shoulder, arm draped across his waist. Her devilish smile filled me with warmth.

      I often wondered how we found the people that we did… partners willing to play and experiment with newcomers. And ones willing to be considerate and thoughtful. Even Brandon and David in Chicago, who roughed me up in one of my most memorable sessions ever… Even then, they treated me with respect. I never once believed I was being forced to do something against my will.

      Here we were, traveling down the lower Rhine, somehow finding these same kindred spirits.

      When Anders pulled back, Rachel smiled, turned toward him, winking. It was some kind of signal. She got up, heading for the bathroom, returning with wet washcloths. She threw one to Anders and kept the other for herself.

      Then they really surprised us. She got on the bed, crawling up to wipe me down, with a combination of her tongue and the cloth. Anders did the same to Carter.

      All I needed to see was the saucer-sized eyes on Carter to tell me how strange it was to have this gigantic man lean down, sucking on my husband’s cock, licking it clean, then wiping him carefully with the washcloth.

      Once they were done, they invited us to the dining table. We were all still naked as we shared glasses of wine, toasting to the fun we just had, and to many more to come.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Pushing Too Hard?

          

        

      

    

    
      We lasted another hour with Anders and Rachel that night. Though oddly, most of the time it was only Rachel and me on the bed. The men stared at us.

      This was my first experience with a woman, though clearly not Rachel’s. This woman had me completely under her spell, somehow turning me into a total submissive. From suckling my breasts like no one else ever had to how her tongue worshiped my sex, Rachel brought a level of tenderness and loving care no man had ever provided.

      Occasionally, my eyes would wander to Carter. His look of concern and sympathy filled me. Funny, it seemed, all the times I did the same thing with men, he never looked at me that way.

      Yet Rachel brought out a tenderness in me. Even the orgasms were different. Not powerful, almost overwhelming, like earlier with Anders. No, these were soft, warm, and full of passion. We made love that night with long moments of caressing and kissing.

      I was such soft putty after it was over. Carter had to help me get out of the bed and into my clothes. We hugged all around, then went back to our own room. Carter seemed like a regular chatterbox on the way there, not even close to tired, despite the late hour. I was gone! The action of the night wiped me out. As soon as we were in the room, my dress was on the floor and my face was in the bed. I don’t even remember him putting the blanket over me.

      When I woke the next morning, he was already up, doing his ritual morning email check. “Welcome back,” he chuckled. “Was afraid you would miss the excursion to Cologne.”

      “My head… like I’ve been on a week-long bender…” I giggled.

      “No kidding. I had a hard time getting you into bed. Not me, though. I was wired. Left you in bed, and headed for the lounge. I talked to a few other passengers, then the bartender handed me a note from the captain, asking me to join him on the bridge. That was an interesting conversation.”

      “Just you and him?”

      “Yes, even though they play together, Rachel always sleeps in her own cabin. She doesn’t want there to be any problems with crew or corporate finding out they are intimate.”

      “Makes sense. How was the captain?”

      “The bridge is amazing. So high tech. Screens all across the front. He showed me how his piloting staff follows buoys placed in the river to show the depth of the channel, explaining how the Rhine is a working river, that barges and commercial vessels have priority status. The locks which control movement require appointments well in advance. I had no idea there’s so much involved in making this work.”

      All the while he discussed ship mechanics, I sensed he was nervously avoiding the actual topic. It hung in the air like heavy raindrops in an arriving storm.

      “Come on, Carter,” I said, sitting up in bed, reaching over for him to get closer. “What is making you so nervous? You can tell me. What did he really want to talk about?”

      “Babe…” He took my hand. I could feel a slight tremor, gripping it tight. “I think they are going to invite us for another round… which would be great, except… he was talking about us giving the ladies a ‘show’ just like you two gave us last night.” The shock on Carter’s face told me this was not a welcome development.

      “What did you say to him?” I asked, as neutrally as possible. My internal reaction was totally different. Fuck yeah! I would love that! Touching Rachel while the men go at it… I was already leaking down below at the prospect.

      He saw my nipples hardening, turned toward me, taking both my hands. “We’ve upped our sensual game since we started playing last year. Truthfully… I sat on the sun deck in the dark afterward thinking about what this means.”

      He took a couple of deep breaths, trying to calm down. “You need this, and I like that you do… truly love you in action… especially last night with her… spectacular!”

      He breathed deep, steeling himself. I held my breath as well, worrying about what was to come. “Here’s the truth, Ellie. This is mainly about you. If I did nothing except sit in the chair… ever… I would be good.”

      My husband liked to pace when he had something to say. Unfortunately, this cabin was so tight, he didn’t have anywhere to go. Instead, he stood up, facing the mirror that covered most of the front wall of the room, staring down at me through the reflection.

      “I’m sorry, Ellie. You like this, and them… I don’t want to be a stick in the mud, holding you back… but lying in bed with a guy… making out… mutual sucking… or…” He shuddered. He must have been thinking about being fucked by Anders’ enormous rod. “Just don’t think I’m up for that.”

      Even though there was a brief pause as he thought more, before I said anything, he continued, needing to get it out. “Some light touching… even giving him a suck or two… I didn’t mind when he cleaned me up last night…”

      I got out of bed, holding him in my arms. “Since when is this an ‘anything goes’ arrangement, Carter?” I asked. “We do this together, remember?” I stroked his chest and arms, pressing my naked body against him. “If you are not comfortable with anything we do, we stop… that doesn’t apply only to me.”

      “You really want this… I can tell,” he grinned, flicking my nipple, now hard, protruding like a pencil eraser.

      “Oh, Carter… I thought we settled this long ago,” I whispered, holding him tight again. “Yes, the prospect of you two playing excites me… I have always fantasized about two guys. None of that matters. If you don’t want to do it, then we don’t. I’m good with that. I told Rachel yesterday you had never played with men. Think about it… he was sending out… a trial balloon, or something? To see what you thought…”

      “Maybe…” he said. “We better get a shower. Supposed to be lining up for Cologne in 40 minutes.”

      We scrambled around, getting ready. All I thought about was Carter driving his mouth down that massive shaft…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            A Much-Needed Conversation

          

        

      

    

    
      The structure of life on a river cruise is too strict for my taste. Truthfully, this was the only thing I didn’t like about the trip. You ate breakfast at these times, attended ‘excursions’ to local sites, back for lunch at these times, then off to another excursion, dinner… You get the idea. We always seemed to scramble to stay on schedule before the boat moved on to the next stop.

      This morning, they docked us in Cologne, Germany. A fun stop with one of the most spectacular cathedrals on the trip. It took them 300 years to build the initial construction of the Cologne Cathedral, starting in 1248. Our tour guide said they did not complete the current configuration until 1880, and it is still ongoing. Locals joked ending construction will signal the end of the world! The cathedral has a door in the front that is only allowed to be used by the Pope. That door was last used in the 17th century!

      The Great St. Martin Church just down the road is even more spectacular in many ways. Built on top of Roman ruins, starting in the 9th Century, this Romanesque church with its single tower impressed us even more than the twin towers of the Cologne Cathedral. Truly ancient.

      We had a quick lunch at an Alter Markt cafe, where Carter tried another local beer. He has been sampling new ones in every town. Erdinger, first brewed in 1886, was a local favorite. Very good, he said.

      As we continued walking through the old town section of Cologne, Carter settled down a little. Walking, beer drinking, and our first of many delicious apple strudels of the trip, got him past the uncertainty of what was to come. I tried to stay neutral whenever he brought it up. I’ll admit, that was hard for me. The idea of watching him and Anders pleasuring each other really got me going.

      By the time we got back to the boat, we were both exhausted from the walking (and playing late into the previous night). We collapsed in bed, missing dinner. We woke around 9 o’clock, grabbing a snack in the lounge, listening to the small jazz combo they had for entertainment.

      I snuggled up to Carter as we listened, drinking a glass of wine as he did his typical Jameson. Slowly, he relaxed, talking to me about his feelings, his nervousness. He did not object to the idea of male-on-male contact, he said, just never thought he would be involved. Not part of his makeup.

      During the time in the lounge, both Rachel and Anders came by separately as they walked through, greeting passengers. Both were formal and reserved, as if greeting any other passenger on board.

      When Anders placed his hand on Carter’s shoulder as he moved to the next group, I sensed Carter letting go a little, leaning into the touch. No longer resisting. My heart pounded in my chest. There was hope!

      We collapsed in bed that night, allowing the flow of the water to soothe my nervousness as we continued our move down river toward Heidelberg. My dreams were full of filthy visions of Carter being fucked by Anders, his groans filling the room. I needed to get that out of my mind. Carter cannot sense me putting pressure on him to do it. He must get there of his own accord.
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        * * *

      

      When we woke the next morning, a small card was on the floor near the door. ‘Captain’s Table, Room 380, 19:00’ was all it said. Carter blanched. Even after all the talking, the physical exhaustion, and now the invitation, my husband was still struggling to find his place in this new direction.

      As we walked around Heidelberg that day, visiting the ruins of the Heidelberg Palace and, of course, the University of Heidelberg, the world’s oldest university, founded in the 14th Century, Carter seemed to relax, returning to his old self.

      I was eager to visit one of the finest centers of learning in the world. A professor in college had done a fellowship there. He claimed that this was the first ‘modern university.’ The one that set the pattern for how most colleges in the world are now organized and governed. And it was something! The campus was an interesting mix of ancient buildings with renaissance paintings on the ceilings, and newer structures reflecting the ever-changing growth of knowledge. Students with the ubiquitous backpacks created a buzz as they scurried about.

      Near the campus was a restaurant where we took a break. As we entered, it surprised me to see Rachel sitting there, eating by herself. She looked up, waving us over to sit with her. Rachel apparently got her graduate degree in diplomacy at Heidelberg. This restaurant was one of her favorite haunts as a student. She always tried to come back to enjoy the smoked pork chop that was their specialty.

      As we sat there talking to her, chatting like old friends, it wasn’t diplomacy that filled my thoughts. My mind kept remembering the pleasure as she smashed her pussy against mine, grinding us together. Her breasts swayed with the motion. Occasionally, I would catch her eye. She would smile back softly. No doubt about it. She was thinking the same thing! I hoped we would do more tonight.

      For now, though, Carter needed an intervention. When he stepped out to use the restroom, I took this unexpected opportunity to talk to her. Leaning forward, “Carter had a conversation with Anders last night. He’s a little nervous.”

      Rachel nodded. “Nervous?” she asked questioningly.

      “He told Carter he wanted to ‘put on a show’ for the ladies like we did for them during our session.”

      “That would be hot…” Rachel giggled.

      “So hot… right?” The cloud of concern that fell across my face caught her attention. “Truthfully, Rachel, Carter has never been with a man before. When Anders cleaned him our first night… that was the only time a man has ever touched him. Now that I look back on it, I’m surprised he allowed even that. Turns out, he is quite sensitive about the issue. Uncertain how far he wants to go. I suspect he thinks I’m pushing him to do it because I find it so hot.”

      “Wouldn’t it be?” Rachel giggled. “Them touching on the bed while we played in the chairs… I would like that very much.” She reached under the table, stroking my leg. I returned the gesture with a stroke of my own.

      “Me too. I’m afraid he might balk at the wrong moment, leaving us abruptly. If he does that, I’ll have to follow him. But I don’t want to miss our last chance together.” My stroking on her leg edged up, closer to the nexus.

      Rachel pushed her hips forward, allowing my fingers to touch her. A soft moan came out, even as she turned her attention inward, considering what that would mean. “We don’t want to cause anything like that,” she stated flatly, “or make him uncomfortable. Should I tell Anders not to touch him?”

      “Not sure, really… I’m concerned a full make-out session on the bed… like we did together… seems a long way from where he is right now. I just wanted you to be aware of the situation. Please talk to Anders. Have him go slow, dampen his expectations.”

      “I would hate to see them not touch at all… Anders deserves his fun too…” she pouted.

      I understood perfectly. Exactly what I was thinking. The prospect of some hot man-on-man action pushed many erotic buttons for me. “Let’s start with some gentle touching… see how it goes. Play it by ear as we…” Carter’s movement back to the table caught my eye. I winked at Rachel. “How long did you go to school here?” I asked, changing the subject as Carter sat back down.

      “Five years total. Got a PhD in Diplomacy, learned a couple more languages. Loved my time here.”

      Rachel glanced at her watch, standing up suddenly. “Need to get back to the bus. I am supposed to talk to the guide’s representative about a boat coming next week.” She gave me the double-cheek farewell, leaning into Carter, her hand scraping across his chest as she walked past. “Hope to see you up close this evening. Enjoyed that very much.”

      She winked at me behind Carter, mouthing, ‘I’ll talk to Anders.’

      I hoped I did the right thing, talking to her. Carter deserved to have his own kind of fun. And I certainly don’t want him to feel pressured because of my obvious interest. Still… my husband is a big boy. He’ll have to make these decisions on his own. I would not be understanding if he did something, then tried to blame me later. That would not go well at all.

      We walked around Heidelberg, buying souvenirs for the kids, walking arm-in-arm. The love I have for this man was never stronger.

      I wondered how he would handle Anders as we approached the second Captain’s Table!
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            Returning to the Captain’s Table

          

        

      

    

    
      After we got back to the room in late afternoon, we both took naps, then showered. Our return visit to the Captain’s Table did not start until 7 o’clock. We had plenty of time.

      As I rummaged through the closet, trying to figure out what to wear, Carter pulled me down to the bed, sitting beside me.

      “Ellie, I’ve decided about tonight.” I tried not to hold my breath, hoping his decision would be the one I wanted. “I don’t think I’m willing to have that enormous cock up my rear. Everything else… I’ll let play out. If he wants to suck me… I will probably enjoy that very much. If he wants the same in return… I’ve decided… I can live with that too. I’m not doing this FOR you, even though you have made it obvious you would enjoy watching.”

      I objected. He held his hand over my mouth, looking at me with those warm eyes that always melted my heart. “Don’t say it. You don’t want me doing it, then getting mad later, complaining you forced me to go along. Not like that. (A) I’ve never done that. I’m a big boy… can make up my own mind. (B) Never thought of myself as bi-curious, or anything close. Just straight. Having said all that, I didn’t mind his touch the other night. Even if it’s more active this time, I will be fine with that. Just being silly. If we end up on the bed, doing more… I’ll be honest, not negative, if I decide not to proceed. Does that work for you?”

      “Thank you!” It was all I could do not to jump up and down like a kid! Instead, I wrapped my arms around him, looking into his eyes. “It really excites me, Carter. Would love to watch you two sucking on each other. And Rachel is the same. She wants the two of us to play on the chairs, like you did with her while Anders had me.”

      “I’ll probably be okay, even if he wants to get on the bed. I decided I would be the bottom, follow his direction. My request for you… if he pushes toward taking me in the rear… please intervene. Say you want to save his cock for yourself, or something. Otherwise, I will go along with whatever he wants. Okay?”

      “I’ve got your back… side, babe!” I screeched excitedly! He laughed nervously at my stupid joke, noticeably relaxing. His mind now turned to the evening.

      “Thank you, my love. Thank you!” I said, holding him tightly against me. He nodded an understanding, stepping into the bathroom to finish shaving and brushing teeth.

      Now… what am I going to wear? I’ve already used the black dress. I don’t have too many formal dresses. In fact, only that one. Everything else is casual. Shorts and capri pants.

      The only other dress I have is the bright, flowered sun dress I wore in Amsterdam. Carter loves that on me because it hugs my breasts perfectly and only goes down to mid-thigh. The only problem with a sundress is that any little flow of breeze and I’m suddenly visible… especially knowing Carter will want me to remove my panties, anyway.

      We knocked on the door precisely at 7 o’clock. Anders opened it as he did before, giving the double-cheek kiss he preferred. Rachel did the same to Carter. The meal, unbelievably, was better than the first time. The chef on the boat… I can’t believe a fancy restaurant in a major city has not snapped him up! Everything from the taste, food selection and the presentation were simply superb.

      All the way through the meal, I thought about the action to come. The conversation ignored all of that. We talked about the cruise over the last couple of days, what we had enjoyed and didn’t. Anders seemed interested in our reflections and comments. Perhaps it was just me… because I thought about it so much, but the Captain seemed awfully focused on Carter for our second visit.

      Happily, Carter did not flinch, pull back, or show any negative sign he did not welcome the attention. I wish I would’ve had the chance to talk to Rachel beforehand, to tell her of Carter’s decision. We’ll have to see how it goes.

      As soon as they pulled away the last dish, the after-dinner wine poured, Anders walked over, latching the kitchen door. Then he stepped up to me, pulling my dress over my head, leaving me totally naked. This time, Carter joined, reaching over to unzip and pull Rachel’s dress off at the same time.

      So beautiful… The luscious olive skin of her Italian heritage glowed in the soft light. Her breaths came quick, the nipples shaking with each trembling intake, pointy and clearly aroused.

      Rachel could hardly wait until Carter had the dress over her head before she was on me. Her lips pressed against mine, hands flowing freely. Mine followed in kind.
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        * * *

      

      The surprise was Carter. He stepped straight up to Anders, offering access. He didn’t make the first move, so Anders reached up, slowly unbuttoning Carter’s shirt. Carter followed, doing the same to the uniform blouse.

      I struggled to concentrate on Rachel, as exciting as she was. The action beside us simply riveted my attention. Rachel winked, knowing what was on my mind. Here we were caressing each other, naked. All we thought about were the men slowly undressing each other.

      She pulled back, grabbed my arm in hers, heading for the chairs, as if we were trying to duplicate what the men had done on the first night. We picked them up, placed them next to the bed, and sat down.

      The difference is we placed the chairs right next to each other on purpose. Our hands found each other, no matter what happened across the room.

      The guys did not disappoint. Anders dragged Carter’s shirt over his shoulders, allowing him to do the same. Both men were standing in front of us, naked from the chest up. The contrast was startling. Carter’s lean, hard muscles compared to the barrel-chested size of the Swede.

      Then I was truly flabbergasted. Carter did not wait, reaching up, pulling Anders’ head down, pressing his lips into the waiting mouth of the taller man. My husband was making out with the Captain!

      Rachel reached over, grasping my breasts, squeezing a nipple, leaning over to whisper in my ear. “I think your man likes this more than he says…” She may be right! I could only gasp at the action unfolding in front of me.

      The captain followed Carter into the kiss. After that, he took control. Carter willingly gave it to him. Anders stepped back, grasped Carter’s wrists firmly, though gently, guiding those hands to his belt.

      My husband responded immediately. Anders unfastened his belt, allowing his pants to drop to the ground, stepping out of them. Then Carter dropped to his knees to loosen the other man’s shoes, pulling each off, helping slide the pants down his leg, lifting each foot to free the garment. Then he sat back on his haunches, as if awaiting instructions.

      I stared in shock. His cock was rigid, sticking out in front of him. He pushed his hips forward, as if taunting the man standing in front of him with the cock flopping in midair.

      Anders did not hesitate, stroking himself as he stepped forward. He was nearly hard as his hands squeezed back the foreskin, revealing the purple head, precum glistening at the tip. Any pretense of Rachel and me doing any more disappeared at the scene in front of us.

      I leaned back, draping my leg across hers. Her hand traced along my thigh, closely approaching my hungry sex, though never quite touching, before moving back up. It was a tease, and a good one. All I could think about was my husband and what he was about to do.

      Anders displayed his dominance now, pushing his hip toward Carter’s face, the man-meat only inches from his mouth. My Carter opened his lips, welcoming the offering! His hand reached up, pushing Anders’ hand away, grabbing the shaft with his fist. OMG!!! My husband was going to do it!

      Carter milked the shaft a few times, turning his head to me briefly, winking. I almost passed out. Even Rachel reacted with a gasp as Carter turned to the rigid shaft, burying it down his throat as far as it would go. Anders groaned at the sudden pleasure as Carter worked his mouth up and down the shaft.

      The next groan was mine! My fingers flew to my clit, moaning at the arousal that shook me. Rachel giggled, pushing my hand away, getting on her knees in front of me, slashing her tongue across my clit.

      I quivered at the overload. My eyes locked on my husband sucking on that lovely cock while Rachel buried her tongue inside me, sucking on my labia. My moaning grew stronger as Rachel increased her pressure.
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            Pleasure Fills the Room

          

        

      

    

    
      Carter turned his head at the sound, at least as far as possible, with his face stuffed with cock. He grinned around the shaft, then turned back, giving it everything he had. Anders drove hard, plunging down his throat. I giggled at my husband’s lack of skill, unable to take it very far down. He didn’t have Brandon and David training him how to take the shaft deeper!

      But he gave it his best. Anders helped him by touching the back of his head, guiding him deeper with each plunge. Carter’s chest rose, trying to grab some air in-between, willing Anders to push deeper.

      The Captain abruptly pushed his head off the cock, helping him to his feet. They walked over to us. I tapped Rachel on her shoulder. She looked up, a little startled, really getting into her pleasure. Anders had other ideas. Rachel got back into her seat just as the men got to us.

      Anders headed straight for my mouth, pushing his cock in just the way he had done to Carter. My husband did the same to Rachel. There we were sharing our partners as they used our mouths for their pleasure.

      Okay, using our mouths would not be fair. I LOVED sucking cock. It had always been one of my favorite sexual acts since I discovered physical pleasure in high school.

      I worshiped the shaft that pushed down my throat, cupping the balls, licking with each plunge. Glances at Rachel told me she was enjoying Carter just as much. Anders pushed harder down my throat. Ready to give me the cream I desired. Anders pulled back, lifting me out of the chair, flinging me on the bed. I giggled at the sudden change.

      Rachel did the same to Carter, though without the flinging. Before I settled back into the bed, Rachel moved beside me, her arms open for Carter to take her.

      Anders fell on me, doing the same. I cried out with the joy of his entry, slow at first, with growing power. Memories of his pounding on Tuesday night filled me as I wrapped my legs around him, encouraging more.

      So much pleasure! I turned my head just as Carter entered Rachel. Her own gasp told me he succeeded. Anders would not allow distractions as his thrusting grew stronger. The vigorous man was back, pistoning with all his power as I groaned. I could hear noises close to me, groans and whimpers. Pleasure consumed me as I gave myself to this bull of a man.

      I screamed with my first release, gasping. Anders neither slowed nor seemed to tire. He pulled out abruptly, grabbed my hips, flipping me over on my hands and knees, then back to the previous vigor. My continuing groans filled the room.

      Rachel did not move off her back, just scooted them both sideways. Carter continued to plunge, Rachel moving her face underneath me. I knew what she wanted. My tongue found hers as we touched each other while the men used our other openings.

      She pulled back briefly; her face grimacing in what looked like pain. A deep groan filled the air as she writhed underneath my man, her head flopping back and forth as she climaxed. Oh god… that looked like a good one! Once she caught her breath, her lips were back to mine.

      Carter lasted only moments longer. He yanked her attention back, dropping on top of her. Short, sharp plunges told me he was ready. His roar filled the room as they collapsed on the bed. Falling to her side, kissing her neck, softly stroking her breasts, they stared at Anders pounding into me.

      My face must have been a contorted mess. The pleasure had control of me now. His pistoning drove me ever higher, until my face fell to the bed, a moan of release escaping as I shuddered. This man can really fuck! No wonder Rachel likes him so much.
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        * * *

      

      The surprising part… for a man his age, he did not seem even winded. Instead, he hopped off the bed, grabbing Rachel. They pushed Carter onto his back, joining to encourage another round while sharing my husband’s cock. The surprise on his face told me it was working!

      My husband seldom got hard so quickly after cumming. This time… with both Rachel and Anders providing the stimulus… he only stared at me as he hardened, his face a mix of surprise and ecstasy! I crawled over, kissing him deeply as they continued their work.

      “Sit on his face,” Rachel hissed in between mouthfuls of cock. I straddled his head, lowering myself to his welcoming tongue. His upward slashes immediately found their target. Rachel gave up on the cock, coming to find my open arms as we necked, grabbing each other’s breasts, squeezing nipples. So tender and warm…

      A quick, soft orgasm took me… as I held onto my new lover with both arms. She smiled as the waves passed, trembling in her arms.

      As soon as I was done, Rachel pushed Anders away, scrambling to impale herself on Carter’s newly stiff rod. She used him for a few thrusts, then turned her attention to Anders, whispering, “do it…”

      He nodded, reaching into a cabinet beside the bed, pulling out a bottle of lube. He lathered himself up, using his fingers to smear the same on her rear bud. She gasped with the anticipation, pushing her ass out at him without losing Carter. This was one of my favorite positions as well. My sex throbbed as Carter struggled to maintain his focus on pleasuring me while Rachel used him below.

      Anders finished the prep work, moving into position behind her. Rachel groaned as his cock pushed inside her rear bud. I loved the look on her face, that mix of pleasure/pain I enjoyed so much. Carter held himself still, concentrating on his tongue as Rachel and Anders used his rod to push her harder. I reached down, pinching her nipples, yanking them harshly as she mewled at the onslaught.

      Once her releases started, they seemed to go on and on, one after the other. My nipple torment on her grew more vicious, twisting, pulling, slapping. I wasn’t sure if she had ever had this happen before. It always worked on me! The combination of the double penetration below and the nipples above caused her orgasm to crash through her, the waves pulsing and powerful.

      That was all Anders was waiting for. He grabbed her hips, renewing the vigor I loved, roaring as he pumped his seed, claiming her as his own. She gripped them both as they came together.

      As soon as he shot his last, Anders pulled back, his age finally catching up to him. Large gulps of air barely came as he sat on the chair, heaving with the need for more. Rachel suspected he was done for the night. She definitely wasn’t!

      She pulled off Carter, whispering for him to take me hard on hands and knees. He pulled me up, driving his rigid shaft into me as Rachel moved in front, spreading her legs toward my face.

      The mess! OMG!! The combination of Carter, Anders and her own arousal left smears of every fluid coating her crotch.

      A fierce look on her face caused me to stare back. Another person had taken control of our new friend, one with nothing but a demanding need on her mind.

      She grabbed my hair, pushing my face into the mess. Her voice, so controlling and strong. “Clean up this mess… with your tongue,” she said. I quivered at this new personality, unable to stop myself, even if I had never provided ‘clean up’ duties before.

      My tongue slowly extended, touching the edges. Rachel scooted closer, both hands on my head now, forcing me lower, smashing my face into her sex. A groan escaped her lips as I lapped up every available morsel. The combination of cum and Rachel filled my nostrils as Carter pounded away. He had already cum, now able to last a long time!

      I licked and licked, Rachel using her hands to direct my tongue where she wanted it to go. She trembled as she came under me. I cried out with another release, my pussy contracting around my husband.

      Rachel smashed my face harder, covering my air passages as I came. The orgasm seemed to go on and on, as they stimulated me by pushing at both ends.

      Carter could not hold off any longer, filling me with his seed. I gasped at the renewed pleasure, quivering as a soft release followed the first.

      That was it for me. I collapsed on the bed, pushing Rachel away. She giggled, crawling off the bed to sit next to her lover.

      My husband did the same, scooping me into his arms on the bed as the four of us stared at each other. What a night it had been!
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        Click here to get the next book in the series.

      

        

      
        A GK Grayson Wife Sharing / FFM / BDSM Story

        Sherri and Becky were an ‘item’ in high school. An unconventional item, to be sure, as Sherri dominated Becky and taught her to be submissive to whomever Sherri selected. But as often happens, they both went to different colleges and grew apart, but not out of touch. Becky eventually falls in love again and marries her husband, Jerry.

      

        

      
        In the years following, Sherri would visit and eventually moved back to town. She develops a friendship with Jerry but resists her desire for Becky…

      

        

      
        Until she can no longer resist. On Jerry’s next business trip out of town, Sherri knocks on their door, demanding Becky become her submissive lover once again.  

      

        

      
        Will Becky choose her Mistress over her husband, or is there another alternative? A proposal for sharing which might include a new way of living for all three of them?
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        Click here to sign up for the mailing list.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            [image: GK Grayson]
          
        

      

      
        
        GK Grayson specializes in hotwife and soft cuckold erotica, with a focus on power exchange relationships. He likes writing about women that own their sexuality and couples that explore new sensual experiences, because he admires the courage they display in taking these actions.

      

        

      
        His writing career started when the muse hit him in 2014. Now, with 80-plus books and novellas, his writing is still going strong. He believes that all erotica needs to be anchored in the reality of the life the couple is sharing with each other. That informs every decision about plot and character.

      

        

      
        You can find him online at my website: oakviewpublishing.com

      

        

      
        He is also on: TWITTER, MEDIUM, FACEBOOK, and GOODREADS. All under the tag: gkgrayson.

      

        

      
        You are welcome to email me at gk@oakviewpublishing.com.
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      Try these other books from GK Grayson.
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        THE NAVY HOTWIFE SERIES

        Being in the Navy is a fulfilling yet demanding life, especially for married crew members who struggle to endure the arduous separations. The excitement of echoing footsteps on the gangway and the smell of saltwater lingering in the air does not erase the tearful goodbyes on the dock, nor the feeling of emptiness in their hearts as they face a long deployment.

      

        

      
        Join us in our NAVY HOTWIFE series, where we explore five couples and how they find new ways to survive the demands of this life they have chosen.

      

        

      
        Can these unique arrangements be the answer for each couple? Or will the competing pulls of separation and desire destroy them like so many others?

      

        

      
        Check out these titles in the NAVY HOTWIFE series (of the planned six volumes):

        Navy Hotwife: Angela (Book 1)

        Navy Hotwife: Lynn (Book 2)

        Navy Hotwife: Isabella (Book 3)

        Navy Hotwife: Carissa (Book 4)

        Navy Hotwife: Miko (Book 5)
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        WATCHING MORGAN:

        CUCKOLDED BY MY BEST FRIENDS

      

      

      
        
        Morgan and Zachary, inseparable friends since their childhood days, find their relationship evolving beyond the platonic as they navigate the tumultuous waters of adulthood. Their love for each other grew stronger. Yet, Morgan was afraid if they allowed the relationship to become intimate, it would ruin what they had as best friends.

      

        

      
        Their bond faced its ultimate test when Morgan introduces an unconventional element, inviting Zachary into a realm where voyeurism and desire intertwine, letting him watch her with her boyfriends, while never allowing their own friendship to develop into anything more.

      

        

      
        Later, when Zachary gets married, a revelation from his past with Morgan sets the stage for a complex exploration of love, lust, and loyalty. His wife, Kimiko, intrigued and perhaps enticed by the unconventional paths her husband and Morgan have traversed, contemplates whether such an arrangement might also liberate her own desires.

      

        

      
        Zachary now stands at a crossroads, confronted with the possibility of embracing the role of cuckold once more, but this time with his wife and not just his best friend. Can he relinquish control and accept watching his wife with another man? Or will this bold exploration unravel the fabric of their intimacy?

        Watching Morgan: Cuckolded by my Best Friend
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        THE EVOLUTION OF MARRIAGE | SEASON TWO

        These couples know that something needs to change in their relationship. They want to push away their ‘late married blues’ and dull sex lives to find a fresh path. These efforts often involve risk and emotional turmoil, but each couple finds themselves unable to resist the tug of desire as their marriage evolves into their own unique journey. In Season 2, we find unexpected paths, kinks long hidden, and desires waiting to be unleashed.  This 6-book series examines these different paths. Even though the route is unique for each, the results remain explosively erotic!

      

        

      
        Check out these titles in The Evolution of Marriage | Season Two.

        My Wife Meets Her Bull at the Country Bar

        My Wife Listens to a Different Melody With Him

        My Sizzling Barbecue

        The Basketball Player and the Hotwife

        My Husband Has His Cherry Popped

        Whose Reunion Is It Anyway?
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        ONE MORE SECOND CHANCE: THE WISHING FAERY CHRONICLES

      

        

      
        A brand new erotic urban fantasy franchise from two of ACHE's best-selling authors begins...

        In “The Wishing Faery Chronicles,” love, temptation, and the allure of second chances intertwine in a magical journey. Jonah and Marla, bound by a 30-plus year marriage, confront the weight of past regrets. Jonah’s success as a lawyer and absences from the family have left Marla feeling isolated, despite her own thriving career. When the couple are presented with the extraordinary opportunity to revisit their past, they find themselves caught in a whirlwind of old flames, unfulfilled desires, and hidden regrets. This magical twist of fate presents them with the chance to live a life without regrets. But they soon discover even wishes come with a cost. Embark on a mesmerizing journey where the lines between fantasy and reality blur, revealing profound truths. Witness the resilience of love as it navigates life’s unpredictable turns, proving that even amidst challenges, true bonds only grow stronger. Dive deep into “One More Second Chance,” an adult urban fantasy that will keep you turning the pages all night long. One More Second Chance features explicit scenes of an adult nature, with wife-sharing and domination themes.

        One More Second Chance: The Wishing Faery Chronicles

        A Second Bite at the Cherry: The Wishing Faery Chronicles
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        THE HOTWIFE KEY PARTY: ROWAN: Parker and Rowan had been experimenting with the hotwife lifestyle for over a year. Then they get a mysterious invite to a party in Malibu. All expenses paid to ‘satisfy unfulfilled fantasies.’ Neither of them were sure what that meant, but a close friend assured them the invitation was genuine.

      

        

      
        Enter 'Casa Del Grande Toro', a celebrity villa perched high on the bluffs above the Pacific Coast Highway. Here, they find a glamourous array of hotwives, sexy husbands and an eccentric collection of handsome and hunky single strangers.

      

        

      
        What Rowan and Parker don't know is that they've been drawn into a secret celebrity sex club, a hedonistic society exploring everything erotic. When their mysterious hosts draw out keys in the fashion of the fabled swinging key parties, they must decide how far they are willing to go.

        The Hotwife Key Party: Rowan
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