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​Chapter One: A Trip of a Lifetime


[image: ]


“Will this table do?”  The young maître de smiles as he waves his hand toward a small table in a part of the restaurant where the lighting is more subdued.  

“This will do nicely,” I reply as I guide my wife to a seat.  I pull out the chair and wait for Sadie to have a seat before I go to my own chair.

“Your waiter will be with you in a moment, sir.”  The young man smiles and walks quietly back to his station at the front of the restaurant.  

My wife smiles as she sits back in her chair.  “This is a really nice place, Barry.”  She opens the menu in front of her and adds, “Wow, and they can certainly afford a nice restaurant.”

I nod my head as I chuckle.  “This is a cut above some of the places we have gone before, but I just wanted tonight to be special.  It’s not every year that you become an empty nester.”  

Sadie laughs this time as she looks over at me.  “Honey, we only have two kids, and Susan graduated high school last month.  It’s not as if we won’t see her and Dennis all the time anyway.”  My wife is right, of course.  Dennis is twenty-two and has just finished up his time in college and our daughter is going to attend the same university.  Just over an hour away, it’s not as if we are sending Susan to the moon.  She will probably be back home just about every weekend and Dennis hasn’t exactly disappeared yet either.  Our grocery bill has remained high because my linebacker-sized son has had a habit of coming by the house just to raid our refrigerator.

“Well, it will still be a little different, my love.  They won’t be under our feet the way they were when they were little.”

My wife turns her head toward her menu, a small tear forming in one eye.  “You just had to do it, didn’t you?”

“Do what?” 

“Make me cry.”  Sadie takes her dinner napkin and daps her eyes as she looks around the restaurant.  “Where is that waiter?  I need something to help pep me up.”

I reach across the table and take one of her hands.  “It’s going to be okay, Sadie.  We are just changing gears, that’s all.  Before you know it, Dennis will find a nice young woman, settle down, and give us a grandkid or two.”  I stop and shake my head.  “Holy hell, I’ll be forty-five this year.”

“I’m already forty-two,” Sadie exclaims with a giggle.  “Where the hell has time gone, Barry?”  Though we complain about time fleeting, the fact is my wife and I have both aged well.  She looks ten years younger than her age and we both work out at least four times each week at the local gym.  Sadie runs in three marathons a year and has a body that most twenty-year-old women would kill for.  At five-two and weighing just a smidge below one hundred ten pounds, my wife is a spinner.  Her taut and toned body compliments her B-cup breasts and muscular abs.  Sadie is absolutely beautiful, and a real treat in bed.

“I guess we should try to take care of ourselves, then.”  I smile as I look around the restaurant.  I see a young man come to our table with a smile on his face.

“Good evening,” he says to us.

“Good evening to you,” I reply.  

“My name is Lucas and I will be your waiter for this evening.  May I get you both something to drink?”

“Wine?”  My wife smiles as she looks up at the young man.  “What would you suggest?”

“Well, our Chardonnay is very popular this month.  Would you like a glass?”

Sadie nods her head as she looks over at me.  “One for each of us, if you could, please.”  I shake my head as I laugh a little.  Though my wife enjoys wine, I’m more of a beer aficionado.  It’s not that I don’t like wine; I do.  However, it is rarely my go-to drink of choice.

“Chardonnay it is,” I say as I also smile up at the waiter.

“Very good.  I will be back with your wine in a moment.”  He walks away, and my wife turns to watch him.  

“Honey, what are you doing?” I ask.

Sadie turns back toward me.  “Just admiring a nice ass, sweetie.”

“Sadie!”  We both laugh as I sit back in my seat and reach into my jacket pocket.  Pulling out a small envelope, I lay it on the table in front of my wife.  My wife gives me a strange look as she looks from the envelope to me.  “Go ahead, honey, open it.”  I motion toward the long envelope as I smile widely.  

Sadie reaches toward the envelope, takes it into her hands, and opens it slowly.  Reaching in, she pulls out two large tickets.  “What is this, Barry?”

Leaning forward in my chair, I reply, “It’s tickets, my love.  We are going on a cruise to the Bahamas.”

“Bahamas?”  Sadie chuckles before laying the tickets down on the table.  “We haven’t talked about a cruise, sweetie.  You know that I have a busy schedule.”

“I know you do, but that has been cleared up for you.  I spoke to Rusty.”

“Mr. Ruston?  You called my regional manager?”  I can tell by the look on my wife’s face that I might have crossed a line.  We agreed years ago that we don’t bring work home and that we don’t interfere in each other’s careers.  I had a feeling that I was being a bit forward by going to Mr. Ruston, or Rusty as I like to call him, but I made the decision that this was a good reason to violate my understanding with Sadie.  

“Honey, I just went and played a round of golf with the guy.  You know that we play golf sometimes, right?”

“Well, yeah, but you are not supposed to discuss work with him, Barry.”  She looks around the restaurant as she considers how she will handle this.  “You can’t do this.”

“I just told him I wanted to do something nice with you.  He is the one who suggested that I should look into a cruise.  When I mentioned that you work a lot and that a cruise would be hard to schedule, he told me to just let him know when you needed off for it and it would be a done deal.  Rusty even said that he would not count this against your vacation time.”

“So, my husband went behind my back and made a deal with the boys.”

“Not the boys, honey, just one guy.”

“You don’t understand,” she says as she leans across the table so that she can speak in a way to avoid disturbing other diners.  “I have worked hard in that company to become the purchasing manager for our region, and to have my husband be the one to go to my boss and make this kind of deal is not going to bode well for me.  The other men in the company are going to crow about this when they hear about it.”

“Rusty won’t say anything to the others in the company, honey.”

“Mr. Ruston is known for talking about practically anything and everything, Barry.”  Her blue eyes look from me to the tickets on the table.  “I’m sorry, but I just can’t take the time to go on a cruise unless it is during my vacation time, and that is still six months away.”  She picks up the cruise tickets and thrusts them back toward me.  “Return them, Barry.”

I shake my head.  “You don’t understand, Sadie, this is the trip of lifetime.  I booked us on a luxury cruise liner and we are staying in one of their nicest cabins.  This cost twenty thousand dollars.”

The color in my wife’s face appears to suddenly disappear.  “How much?  Barry, are you out of your mind?”

“We have more than enough money for this after I cashed in my frequent flyer miles and other rewards points I have on my credit cards.  I only had to put down eight thousand for this trip, but it’s still eight thousand.  This is a nonrefundable trip, my love.  We either go or we are out of the money and rewards points.”  I have flown for years for the work that I do as an insurance company executive.  The company is small, so it’s not as if I am being paid millions per year for my work.  However, Sadie and I are not poor by any stretch of the imagination either.  We live very comfortably and have about three hundred thousand dollars in the bank when considering liquid assets.  Other than that, we have retirement plans and other things that bring our net worth to about five million dollars.  We want for nothing, but Sadie grew up in a family that had to scrape by to survive.  We have had to work our way up our individual careers to get to where we are, and now it is time to enjoy at least some of that.  

“Dammit, Barry.”  My wife shakes her head as the waiter returns with a bottle of wine and two wine glasses. 

“Here you are,” he says with a smile.  “For the lady.”  He puts the glasses down on the table and opens the bottle of wine.  Pouring a very small amount in the glass he stops and looks down at Sadie.

“You are supposed to sniff and taste it and let him know whether you want more.”  We are not accustomed to four or five-star dining experiences, as we have spent our married years trying to be at least a little more reasonable on what we spend on a meal.  This will be the first time I can remember that we have ever paid more than one hundred dollars per plate of food.

Sadie rolls the small amount of wine around in her glass, sniffs it, and tastes.  “Sure, this is good,” she says with a smile at the young man.

“Very good, then.”  He pours her some more wine and then turns to put some in my glass.  “Are you ready to order, or should I come back later?”

I look over at my wife.  “Give us about ten minutes, okay?”  He nods and walks away as I sigh.  “Look, I apologize for talking to Rusty before springing this on you, but I thought you would appreciate getting this as a surprise.  I didn’t think I would upset you this way.”  Shaking my head, I look at the tickets.  “Maybe I can sell them online for half price.  At least we can get the eight thousand or so back.  The miles and reward points I guess are just a loss.”

“Wait,” Sadie says before taking another sip of her wine.  “Look, Barry, I really appreciate what you have done here.  It’s really sweet.”  She smiles as she looks at her wine.  “Maybe I need to learn to relax a little more.  It’s been so long since we have both been on a nice vacation together.”

“Not since we went to the Grand Canyon,” I remind her.  “We dropped the kids off with my parents and drove all the way out there.  With just a tent and some food we took along, it cost us around two hundred dollars to stay there for a week.  It was the nicest cheap vacation that anyone could have.”  I laugh a little as I remember how hard we have worked to build up the nest egg we already have.  “We are getting a little older and we need to try to enjoy things a bit before arthritis and other problems set in.”

Sadie laughs.  “Arthritis, Barry?  Really?”

“Well, you never know.”  I rub one of my shoulders and say, “I think my lumbago is acting up.”  

My wife looks at my shoulder.  “Doesn’t lumbago happen in the back, honey?”  Sadie laughs, which in turn causes me to laugh along with her.  

“I think you are right,” I reply.  “Lower back or something like that.  But, you never know when I could have that suddenly come on.”

“Just give it up, Barry.  I’ll go.”

“You will?”  I get a little excited as I grip the edge of the table.  “Really?”

“On one condition,” Sadie says as she narrows her eyes.  “You never talk to Mr. Ruston about any vacation plans again.  Do we have a deal?”  My wife extends her hand across the table to invite me to seal the deal.  I reciprocate, and she adds, “Let’s have a nice evening, okay?”

“Yeah, a nice evening.”  We pick up our menus and look over what we will have for dinner.  We won’t get out of this restaurant for anything less than three hundred dollars, which is fine with me.  This is our time, now.  The kids are officially out of the house and we are the empty-nesters who will be spending their inheritance.  Life is good.
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​Chapter Two: A Beautiful View
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“Oh, Barry, it is so beautiful!”  Sadie walks through the cabin door and looks around the very large cabin room.  “It’s bigger than some of the nicest hotel rooms I have seen online!”  

“This is what twenty thousand dollars gets you for a cruise, my love,” I say with a smile on my face as I feel satisfaction wash over me.  “This is for you.”  I reach over and take my wife’s hand, pulling her toward me so that I can kiss her.  “You deserve this and so much more.”  She presses her lips against mine as she tiptoes to meet me.  My wife is a full foot shorter than I am, and it’s almost comical at times to see her reach for me.  

Sadie is a spinner, and I realize this even more as I release her and watch her walk toward a large set of sliding glass doors at one side of the cabin.  “Can I go out here?”

“I think so,” I reply as I walk up behind her.  Sadie unlatches the door and slides it over so that she can step out onto the small deck.  “Wow, we are really high up.”  The cruise ship is large, and our cabin is about ten stories from the ocean below.  

“It’s so nice out here, Barry.  It’s so beautiful.”  Sadie smiles as she looks across the horizon.  “I take back all the complaining I did about coming on this trip.”

“So, you aren’t upset about the fact that I talked to Rusty about this?”

My wife turns her eyes toward me as she smirks.  “Don’t do that again, please.  Let me in on your plans in the future and I can talk to him myself.  That helps me to keep at least some of my career dignity that way.”  

I nod my head.  “Okay, honey.  I’ll try to keep things a bit more lowkey next time around.”  

“Thank you.”  She turns back to the scene in front of us and asks, “Five days and four nights?” 

“That’s what the plan is.  We should be in the Bahamas in about a day and then the ship is going to cruise around the island before we return.”

“And stops?”

“There are four,” I tell my wife.  “But if we leave the ship, we need to be careful to be back on time.  You heard the boarding and sailing orientation as well.”  Those who have opted for better accommodations were given the option of listening to trip and safety information before getting to the ship.  Others on the cruise ship will be required to sit in their cabins and watch the forty-five-minute video before they can make use of any of the ship’s facilities.  It was a perk that we were rewarded because of what we paid for our cabin.  

“This is so damned nice.”  I turn and look at the room.  As I walk around, I take note of the small chandelier in the center of the living room area, as well as the white sofa and surrounding chairs.  There is a flat-screen television mounted over what looks like a fireplace, though it is most likely the sort that is electric and puts out very little heat.  There isn’t really a need for heating on a cruise ship that functions primarily in the Caribbean and the Atlantic Ocean off the coast of the southeastern United States.  The ocean breeze is satisfying, but not cold, so the presence of this fireplace is primarily aesthetic in nature.

“It really is,” my wife agrees as she walks from the deck and back into the room with me.  “I wonder how many people have stayed in this cabin?”

I shrug my shoulders.  “I’m sure the number would be hundreds, if not thousands.  This ship makes ten trips or more every year.”

“The same one?”

“Well, I think they also do a Florida Keys and coastal cruise occasionally.  I remember seeing that when I was looking for information about the ship.”  I am an avid reader and so I made sure that I looked over everything about the ship and its general operations.  For one thing, I know that this particular ship was first launched in September 2005.

“Very nice.”  Sadie smiles at me as she walks up to put her arms around me.  “I wonder how many people have had sex in this living room?” 

My cock begins to harden as I look down at my petite love.  “I don’t know.  I’m sure a few have.”

Sadie reaches down and pulls at my shorts, causing them, along with my underwear, to move down my legs.  My cock pops out and my wife giggles as she gets them to my feet.  “Sit down, Barry.”

“Here?”  She nods her head.  I have a seat on the white sofa as my wife gets between my legs.  “Honey, what are you doing?”  I feel my cheeks become flush with blood as I wriggle around on the cushion.

“I am going to properly thank you for what you have done for me, honey.”  Sadie takes hold of my hard cock and pumps it a couple of times with her hand.  “How long has it been since you have gotten a blow job from me, Barry?”

“I don’t know,” I reply.  “Maybe a few months?”

“Too long,” she tells me as she pulls hard on my cock, causing a few drops of pre-come to ooze from the end.  “Would you like a blow job, sweetie?”  

“Well, of course I would,” I answer as my body tenses.  “I can’t think of anything I could want more right now.”  Of course, the fact that my wife is holding my erect phallus in her small hands has a lot to do with my answer.  

Sadie bends down and kisses the end of my cock, a bit of my pre-come sticking to her soft lips.  She licks her lips and takes in the small measure of my essence before saying, “Just hang on, then, okay?  This is for you.”  My wife goes down on me, shoving all eight inches of my manhood to the back of her throat and beyond.

“Holy shit!” I exclaim as the sudden feeling of her soft tongue and palate move across my cock.  “Dammit, Sadie, that’s intense.”  I lean back in the sofa and put my hand on her head so that I can play with her ponytail.  My wife loves to put her hair back like this when she is not at work.  It’s a playful and attractive look for her and it causes me to be just as horny for her now as I was when I first met her.  

“Ack.”  Sadie gags herself a little as she gets her lips all the way to my ball sack.  It is a rare occasion that she works so hard to orally satisfy me, so this is a real treat.  

“Fuck, honey,” I moan as she moves up and down my stalk.  

“You like?” she asks after pulling up off me.  

“Yeah, a lot,” I reply.  Sadie smiles before licking the underside of my penis, causing me to arch my back and groan.  “Motherfucker!”  

“What?”  Sadie laughs a little as she looks up at me.  “It’s that good, huh?”  I nod my head.  “Well, just go with it, okay?  I’ll swallow if you would like me to.”

“Fuck, please just swallow it,” I plead with her.  Sadie is a sexual dynamo when she gets going.  She has never been afraid of letting me spunk into her mouth before she swallowed it, so I know that she will not be a disappointment today.  I look forward to coming in her mouth so that she can swallow my semen into her stomach.  

My wife plays with my balls and tells me, “I’ll bet these are full.  Let’s find out.”  

“Shit, honey.”  I move around in my seat as Sadie gently sucks on my cock, her head moving up and down.  She’s ready to bring me all the way to the precipice where I will lose my wad.  “Oh, fuck, Sadie.”  My toes point inside my sandals as I enjoy the soft velvetiness of my wife’s mouth.  I have had blow jobs from other women before, especially before I met my wife, but I have rarely had any others to compare her abilities to.  There was one woman in Cincinnati when I was on a week-long business trip that I allowed to give me some head.  I was eight years into my marriage to Sadie, but I was horny one night while at a bar.  A very attractive older woman bought me a few drinks, and before I knew it she was sucking me off in the bathroom.  She was very good at it, getting me off and swallowing everything so that I had nothing left behind to clean up.  That woman left right after she was finished, and I never even knew her name.  I think it was the fact that she was a complete stranger that drove me to let her do something like that for me.  I have never told Sadie about the encounter and I never will.

“Fuck,” I say as I grip her ponytail.  “I’m going to pop.”  Sadie massages my balls as she sucks hard on my cock.  “Honey...ohhhh...”  The first spurt is powerful, causing my wife to gag a little as I rocket my jism into the back of her throat.  “Ohhh...uhhh...SADIE!”  I pull hard on her ponytail, bringing her lips against my balls as I continue to shoot my wad into her mouth.  “FUCK!  Ahhhh!!!”  

I writhe around on the sofa as I finish off, Sadie swallowing every drop of my man sauce.  She makes a slight sucking and licking sound as she pulls up slowly on my wilting cock.  “How was that?” she asks me with a semen-crusted smile on her face.  

“Fucking hell, that was good,” I reply.  “The best I have ever had, honey.  The very best.”  

Sadie laughs a little as she cleans up her lips.  “You had a lot in there, Barry.  You almost choked me with it.”

“It’s been a couple of weeks,” I remind her.  “We’ve been so busy that we haven’t had time for any fun together.”

“That long?”  Sadie shakes her head.  “We should never allow ourselves to go so long, Barry.  That’s the sort of thing than causes married couples to start to look for sex on the side.”  

Hearing this from my wife’s mouth shocks me a little.  “You aren’t having any sex on the side, are you?” I joke.

“No,” she replies with a tinge of incredulousness.  “Are you?”

I laugh.  “Are you kidding?  I don’t have time.”  We both laugh a little as Sadie gets up and sits down on the sofa beside me.  I reach down and pull up my shorts and underwear before leaning back on the sofa beside her.  “That was very nice.  Thank you, my love.”

“You are very welcome,” she replies.  “Maybe you can pay it back sometime during the trip.”

Looking over at her, I say to her, “Absolutely.  Anytime you would like me to do that, I am ready to go.”

Sadie looks at my crotch.  “Well, we should probably give the little man a chance to recover, don’t you think?”  We both laugh a little more as I put an arm around my wife.  This is going to be a wonderful trip, if the first day is any indicator. 
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“Where are you going?” I ask as I open my eyes.  My wife and I have had the most amazing night of sex we have had in a very long time.  We have allowed ourselves to sleep in as well while the ship travels toward the Bahamas.  

“I’m going to go catch a little sun and then work on my tan,” she replies with a wide smile on her face.  “I have let myself get a little too light in skin tone over the last few months.”  Sadie finishes putting on her bikini top and I feel my cock grow stiff once again.  

“Wait, you’re going to actually wear a bikini?”  It has been at least five years since Sadie has gone in public while wearing a bikini.

“Do I look okay?  Should I not go out to tan?”

“Oh, no, that’s not what I mean, honey.  You look fucking hot.”  I chuckle as I shake my head.  “Just keep the men away, that’s all I’m asking.  Keep them a long way from you.”

My wife’s face turns a little pink as she replies, “Well, that’s really sweet of you, Barry.  However, I don’t think that I have the sort of body that most of these guys would even want to look at.”

“Are you nuts?”  I reach out and take Sadie’s hand.  “Honey, you look smoking hot!  You look like you could disappear into a crowd of spring break college girls.”  I kiss my wife’s hand, causing the pink in her face to become even more intense.  “Just don’t get too much sun, okay?  Use that oil I got for you.”

Sadie pulls her hand away from me and picks up a beach bag from the side of the room.  Reaching inside, she removes the bottle of sunning oil I have given her.  “You mean this?”

“Yeah, that should protect you while allowing you to tan a little.  You don’t need to burn, okay?”

“Okay,” she replies with a sweet smile.  “You always think of me, don’t you?”

I smile back at her.  “I try to, my love.  Go get your suntan and I’ll go see what’s going on that might be fun for a guy to do.”

“Not a sun worshipper, my love?” Sadie jests.

“Not in the least.”  She leans forward and gives me a quick kiss before she walks to the cabin door and leaves.  

“Fuck, she is hot,” I mutter to myself as I get out of bed with a stiffy in my shorts.  “Three times and you still stand to attention,” I say to my penis as I laugh.  “Damn, I didn’t think I could still do it that much in such a short period of time.”  After the blow job yesterday afternoon, Sadie and I went and had dinner before returning to our cabin for a couple of rounds of sex.  Almost miraculously, I was able to get another hardon just fifteen minutes after the first round and we fucked again.  I can’t remember having so much sexual energy in the last fifteen or twenty years.  Maybe I could do this in college, but certainly not since then.  This cruise has been better than a pill or two of Viagra so far.

It takes me just a few minutes to get ready and go downstairs to have a little breakfast.  There is so much on the buffet that I don’t know at first what would be good, so I begin to mentally develop a plan as to what I will eat for the next few days so that I can try everything.  Today, I will have a piece of cantaloupe, alongside a piece of bacon and an egg.  My doctor has warned me to keep an eye on my cholesterol levels, so I can’t be too adventurous today.  After I have finished breakfast, I venture out onto the secondary deck where I find several men around my age playing a game of deck shuffleboard.

“Good morning,” one of them says to me as he smiles.  “Come on over and join the fun.  I’m Lewis.”  He reaches out and I take his hand to shake.  “This is Billy,” I shake another man’s hand, “Dane,” I shake the third man’s hand, and finally he ends with, “The younger guy is Lance.”  

“Younger guy,” Lance says with a snort.  “I’m thirty-five, for Pete’s sake.”

“Younger,” Lewis says with a chuckle.  He puffs on a cigar as he looks both ways.  “I’m not supposed to have a cigar out here on a public deck.  Damned rules have changed on these things over the years.”

“Really?”  I’m not a smoker, so this fact has escaped my attention.  “Not even outside?”

“I can smoke on my room’s deck, but that’s it,” Lewis replies.  “Too many damned rules now that the government has gotten involved.  People complain all the time about them and I guess the cruise line company has decided it is better to alienate the smokers rather than the nonsmokers.”  

I look over at Lance and ask him, “So, how do you play this game?”

He looks up at me as he places a puck on the deck.  “How the hell should I know?  I’m not the old man in the group.” 

“Oh, hell, Lance.  We agree that you are not a kid, but you have to admit that you are the youngest here.”  Billy laughs as he pulls back some of his long, grey-streaked hair.  He appears to be the oldest of us, though I could be wrong in this assumption.  I would guess that by Lance’s appearance, he is offended by the youngest remark because he is smaller than the rest of us, maybe just under five-seven or so in height.

“So, are you here with a special someone, Barry?”  Dane smiles toward me as he takes a drink of his beer.

“My wife,” I reply.

“Oh,” Dane says as he shakes his head.  “So, the answer is no.”

I laugh.  “Well, my wife is someone special, right?”  

“I’m with my wife too, but Dane has brought his damned secretary.”  Lewis points at the ring on the other man’s finger.  “Twenty years with his wife and she let him leave home for a trip like this without her.”

“She thinks I’m on a hunting trip,” Dane replies.  

“To the Bahamas?”  I shake my head.  “My wife would kill me if she thought I was up to something sneaky like that.”

“She doesn’t know I’m on a cruise.  I told her I was going big-game hunting in South America.  It’s all she needed to hear before she decided she wanted nothing to do with it.”

The men laugh as Lewis looks over at me.  “So, you brought the wife.  Where is she?”

“Sunning,” I answer.  “She’s the type that likes more sun, and I’m the type who looks for a shade.”  I hold my hands out under the covered deck where the men are around the shuffleboard.  

“Well, my wife and I don’t see each other much while on cruises,” Lewis admits.  “She’s probably getting poked right now.”  

I laugh as I say, “What?” 

“Sure.  My wife and I have an understanding.  When we are on our little trips, we get to play however we want with whomever we choose.  She screws other men, and I screw a lady or two.”  Lewis smiles as he sees the shock on my face.  “Is this your first cruise?”

“Yeah.”

“That’s why you are so green on this sort of thing.”  The men laugh as Lewis puts a hand on my shoulder.  “My friend, all cruise ships are horny nests of people that need to have an adventure in bed.  You will find this to be true during this trip, and my suggestion is that you and the wife come to a similar understanding.”  

“You cheat on your wife?”

“It’s not cheating if you both come to an agreement,” he corrects me.  “Cheating never happens in my marriage.”  Lewis looks over at Dane.

“Yeah, well, you need to meet the old bat that is my wife,” he says in his defense.  “Besides, she probably does the same thing back home, so I am just evening things up a bit.”  The men laugh again as I try to digest what they have told me. 

“I can’t do that,” I tell the men after a little thought.  “Sadie would be so hurt if I even suggested doing that.”

“Let her make the suggestion, then.”

“She won’t do that,” I tell Lewis.  “That will never happen.  We are happily married, and I don’t see us ever doing anything like this, even on a cruise ship.”  I’m a little disgusted with what I have learned around the shuffleboard today, but I do understand to a point why some men might feel like they need to get away for some sexual fulfillment.  There have been times when I have been tempted to call a prostitute when out of town, but so far only the one nameless woman from the bar in Cincinnati has been the one I have selected for an errant romp.  Since then, I have pledged my life to never do anything like that again.  I will never cheat on Sadie again.

“Well, I think you are going to see for yourself that things are different on these ships,” Lance says as he pushes the puck along the ship.  “What the hell does this mean, guys?” he says as it slides across the deck.  

“Kids,” Billy says as he shakes his head.

“Dammit, Billy, I’m an adult man with a thinning hairline and enough hair around my dick to make you run screaming like a little girl.”

The men laugh as one of them runs his hand along Lance’s head.  “I have to go,” I tell them as I shake my head.

“Give it some thought,” Lewis instructs.  “Believe me, this can be a real fun time for the both of you if you give it a chance.  There are plenty of young ladies around here looking for a guy like you and plenty of guys looking for wives to bed down for a few nights.  You would love it if you would just try it.”

“Yeah, thanks,” I say as I turn and walk away from the group of men.  There is no way I can take their advice, although it sounds like an amazing attitude to have on a cruise like this.  Sure, there are times when I crave having sex with other women besides my wife, but I just can’t bring myself to consider doing something that would violate our marriage vows.  I have done that once before, and for several years I have felt like I have lived under a constant cloud.  Besides, if I decided to have this sort of fun on the ship without getting Sadie’s approval, she could catch me.  “It’s a big ship,” I say to myself as I try to reason through what it would look like to try this out.  “But, no, you can’t do that, Barry.  Never again.”  

Finally convinced that I have shaken these ideas from my mind, I make my way along the deck.  A nice walk will help to clear my mind and get my priorities straight before Sadie and I meet back up for dinner this evening.
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​Chapter Four: Leisure on Deck
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After eating a light lunch, I decide to walk along another deck on a lower level.  There are more people here, so I figure it might be interesting to meet some other men for conversation and a beer.  Maybe I can find some guys of the same general mindset as me if I look hard enough.  I certainly don’t need anyone to talk to who thinks like Lewis or Dane.  My eyes scan the horizon of the busy deck in front of me when suddenly they stop on a familiar form.  “Sadie,” I say with a smile on my face.  Her soft, bikini-clad body is lying face down on a deck lounger as she soaks up some sun.  As I begin to walk toward her, something causes me to stop and just watch.

“What the hell?” I say to myself as I stand near a column that is supporting the next deck up.  A young man, tall and good looking, has approached Sadie and is talking to her.  I’ve never known my wife to flirt, so I’m certain that she will send him on his way just as soon as she realizes he is probably hitting on her.  However, this is not what happens as I watch the scene unravel before me.  

Sadie reaches over into her bag and removes the sunning oil I have given her for the trip.  She then hands it to the man and rolls back onto her stomach.  He takes the top off the bottle and squeezes a little into his hands before he kneels down to the deck beside her.  Closing the bottle and putting it to the side, the young man begins to rub the oil into Sadie’s back.  As he makes his way along her back, he unties her top and my wife doesn’t turn to say anything.  

“Honey?”  I rub my eyes and look at the woman in the deck lounger again to be certain that I have identified her correctly.  As she lifts her face, I can see that the woman is Sadie, my dear wife.  “Who the hell?”  I move closer to the two of them, keeping random objects between me and the lounger, so that I can get a better look.

“That’s nice,” I hear my wife say to the man rubbing the oil into her back as I get closer.  “Thank you so much for helping me with this.”

“No problem,” he says with a thick accent.  I’m not able to determine the origin of the accent, but I can tell from the man’s athletic body that he works out often.  “On your legs as well?”  Sadie nods and the man picks up the bottle of sunning oil again.  After rubbing it over his hands, he works on my wife’s legs and feet.

“My name is Sadie, but the way,” she tells him.  

“Raul,” he replies with a smile as he works around her feet.  There is a sensuality to the way my wife’s new acquaintance rubs the oil into her feet and toes.  

“That’s really nice,” she tells him as she smiles.  

“I’ll get it all the way up your legs,” he promises as the man works his way up.  I sit quietly in the shade of a large cabana umbrella near one of the deck tables and an open-air bar, my eyes focused intently on the two of them.  I feel my cock stiffen a little as I wonder what this is like for Sadie.  Is there a sexual component to this for her?  There certainly is for the young man, maybe half her age, as he works the oil into her skin.

“Thank you,” she says again as he makes his way to her thighs.  The man’s muscular hands work hard on Sadie’s upper leg muscles as her toes point a little.  She likes this, whatever it is, and I feel a little disappointed in her.  Is my wife flirting and moving toward first base with this stranger?

“Here you go,” the man says as he pushes his hands toward her ass cheeks.  I watch him push her bikini bottoms toward her crack so that he can cover each side with oil.  “I hope you don’t mind.  I like to be thorough.”

Sadie smiles.  “Please feel free to be thorough.”  He rubs his hands all over her soft ass as he works in the oil.  It appears from where I am standing that he has a bit of a bulge inside his shorts as he helps my wife.  

Then it happens.  “Son-of-a-bitch!”  I say it somewhat loudly, but then cover my mouth and turn away as I do.  I don’t want my wife to hear me as I realize that Raul has pushed his fingers under her bikini bottoms.  I watch as my wife smiles, the young man’s fingers obviously now moving around on her labia and ass crack.  Beginning to breathe hard, I sit back in my chair and watch for a moment.  Maybe there is some sort of visual illusion to this whole thing?  Surely a young man such as him would not be so bold as to fondle a woman he has just met.  Not on a public deck.

“Easy, cowboy,” I hear Sadie say to the man.  “What are you doing?”

He smiles and replies, “I’m making sure everything is covered with oil in case you decide to go to the upper deck where nude bathing is allowed.”

My wife turns and smiles at the young man.  “Is that what you think I would do?”  Raul has not stopped running his fingers around in my wife’s snatch yet as he nods his head.  “I’m not sure I have the body for that anymore.”

“You do,” he assures her.  “And more.”  

Sadie wiggles around and the man removes his fingers from her nether region.  As my wife turns around, she asks, “Would you be so kind as to cover my front now that you have finished my back?”  

“Honey,” I say almost breathlessly as I watch the two of them together.  

“All over?” He asks her as he reaches for the bottle. 

“Yeah.  In case I need to go to the top deck later and finish my tanning.”  A wicked grin appears on Sadie’s face as she looks up at the young man through her sunglasses.  I get a little harder as Raul begins to rub oil into her shoulders and chest.  

“So, where are you from?” my wife asks. 

“Miami,” he tells her.  “But I came from Cuba when I was thirteen.”  He smiles as he slips one hand inside one side of my wife’s bikini top.  

“Oh.”  Sadie jumps a little as his hand moves across her nipple.  The young Cuban man is being very careful about being too obvious to other guests as he gently caresses my wife’s hardening areola.  

“Too much?”  Sadie shakes her head.  He moves his hand to the other side of her bikini top and does the same thing, again eliciting a response out of my wife in which her body shudders.  My cock is now so hard that I have to adjust it inside my Bermuda shorts.  

Sadie bites her lower lip as she looks up at the young man through her sunglasses.  “You’re a bad boy, aren’t you?”

Raul laughs.  “I certainly can be, if you would prefer.”  He moves his hands along her stomach, covering her in the sunning oil.  “I try to be more delicate the first time, though, so that a lady does not get the wrong impression about me.”  The young man’s hand disappears into my wife’s bikini bottoms.  

“Fuck,” my wife says quietly as she bites her lip again.  She lies perfectly still with her legs slightly parted as Raul moves his hand over her muff.  

“I think you are the most beautiful woman on this ship,” he tells her with a smile as his fingers move around behind the thin material.  “For twenty-nine, you are beyond comparison.”  My wife giggles with the compliment as her hand moves to his wrist.  He stops for a moment and asks, “Do you want me to stop?”

Sadie looks around the deck.  I move my head so that I am hidden behind one of the large palm plants that sit in a deck planter pot.  Then she says to him, “I think we need to go to the upper deck, don’t you?  I mean, I wouldn’t want to have any lines form on my body that someone would think to be unattractive.”  She suddenly takes two, quick breaths as the man’s hand moves around in her bottoms.  “Your finger, Raul.”

“It is missing at the moment,” he jokes as he looks down at her.  I realize that the handsome young man has pushed a digit into my wife’s vagina.  This causes me to become very jealous, but also to be a little turned on by what he has decided to do.  To my knowledge, my fingers have been the only fingers inside Sadie’s pussy for the last twenty-three years.  

“If somebody sees what you are doing...”

“They won’t,” he promises.  “You are so very soft inside, Sadie.  I hope you will let me explore you a little more later.”  Raul withdraws his hand from my wife’s bikini bottoms and stands to his feet.  Sadie sits up in the deck chair and gathers her things.  “To the top, then?”

She nods her head as she stands to her feet.  “To the top.”  Sadie takes his hand as he helps her to gather her things.  The two of them then turn and walk around a corner toward the elevators where they will be whisked to the nude deck to undoubtedly allow the young man a better view, and possibly a better feel, of my wife’s physical assets.

“Shit,” I say as I shake my head.  My cock is so hard that I can’t stand to my feet as of yet.  There are children and other respectable people around, so an erection is not something I want to share with the entire ship.  “What are you doing?” I ask my wife in her absence.  “A young man?  Do I disappoint you so much that you have to go after a guy like him?”  My jealousy is beginning to rear its ugly head as I think about Raul and his tall, toned body.  

I’m not all that bad, physically speaking, but I am definitely no Raul.  I’m tall and muscular, but I don’t have much of a tan right now.  Sadie would have preferred this morning that I had come to this deck with her to get a tan of my own, but I would have to guess that now she is probably glad I stayed behind.  As far as she is concerned, I am not here to stop her from having a little excitement with her new, young friend.  “Lewis is right,” I say as I feel my cock finally soften enough that I can stand to my feet.  “People look for others to have sex with on a cruise ship.”  Sadie is not the sort of person anyone would think would do this sort of thing, but apparently the mystique of the ship has gotten to her. 

“A drink, sir?” A young, attractive woman asks as she walks up to me with a tray full of beer bottles.

“I would love one,” I say as I take a beer.  The green armband on my arm means that I don’t have to pay for alcohol as many other people on the ship do.  So, I pull a dollar bill from my pocket and hand it to the young woman before she leaves.  Popping the top, I take a drink of the light lager
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