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I remember drifting up from the depths of sleep, back into the real world. I’d been having one hell of a sexy dream and my skin was still tingling from it. My cock was still hard, too. A dream of mossy grasses, under the moonlight. And Rick, lying on them, the soft light adding a luster to his skin. We were by the shore of a lake, caressing each other. Tasting each other. Making love with the music of the water and the breeze. I had it in my head that I’d cum at least once, something I hadn’t done in a long time. The more awake I was, the more I knew I had. I could smell it, not to mention the sheet around my hips was wet from it. 

Reaching out with one hand, I also realized I was by myself. Which also explained why the sheet was wet with my jizz. Why Rick wasn’t reaching for my shaft, to give me the ultimate tug job that he was so good at. The sounds of the waves hadn’t just been a part of the dream. I could hear the waves lapping against the yacht, as it rocked with them. Just that much and I wanted Rick. I really needed him. Hard as stone and I needed to sink between his cheeks and show him. 

Where the hell was he? Come on, Rickman. Why aren’t you here?

My name is David Johnson. Everyone calls me Dave. I work for John Robert Rickman, known as Rick to his friends and business associates. And lovers. I fit in all three of those categories. See, I got a job working for Rick as his personal assistant. But a trip to Taiwan changed all of that. Rick took me for a self-indulgent trip to a sex mall and, well, one thing led to another and we were making love in the sauna. One of those things that you never dream of ever happening, maybe don’t even expect it. Certainly wasn’t thinking that it was something I’d ever want. But Rick changed my mind. 

He was right too; there are certain things that only a man can do that a woman just can’t. Things that a man knows how to pleasure another man with. I never considered myself attracted to men, but something about Rick just set me on fire inside. He touched me just right. He made love to me just right. And the next thing I knew, we were part time lovers. Oh, never at home in the mansion—which I shared with him because of my job, so that I could be on call twenty-four hours a day—and that was because we both had more women than we could shake a stick at. And this was something just between the two of us. Something private. Something exciting. 

Three years together in the capacity of friends and now partners, and Rick made me President and CEO of a small company that I’d brought into the Rickman empire—oh, did I mention that Rick is a freaking billionaire? He is. And he loves to buy up companies and put them to work making even more money for himself. Not to mention rescuing companies on the down and out because they perform a needed service. And D’Olivetto, a failing olive grove and oil packaging company was just such a company. 

It was that time, to make a quarterly trip to Greece, to see how things were going with D’Olivetto. It had been four months since I was last there—that fateful day when I’d met that beautiful young man. Niko Demopolous, the former owner’s son. Tall and slim, a living embodiment of a Grecian God. Niko’s father had introduced us, and when I shook his hand, my palm felt electrified at the touch. Like I said, I never was attracted to men but something just pulled us together. When we found each other at the introduction party later—so that I could meet all the employees with the company—it was like an unspoken thing between us. I ended up following Niko to a very secluded spot by a small lake. We’d gotten naked and walked out into the water. There, we’d kissed, pressing against each other. We made love under the moonlight, in the warm waters of a small lake on the land. 

Was that it? I was dreaming of Niko?

I’d been wanting to be top, something Rick wasn’t comfortable with. My beautiful Rick is a bit of a control freak. Of course, later, he’d admitting that he’s also a baby about pain; which made sense because he also admitted that he was still virgin too.. But that night, Niko let me drive—as Rick and I put it. And I didn’t know it at the time, but my girlfriend, Elyssa, had watched the two of us and went off the deep end over it And she put two and two together to realize that I was also with Rick. She left me that night while I was sleeping on the sofa and I haven’t seen her since. Although, she made her presence known in other ways.

So, four months later, it was time to go back to see the Demopolous family and check on the company’s progress. Rick expressed an interest in going with me, so he could meet the Stavros Demopolous, the head of the company and family. See the groves and the oil bottling. To be honest, I was good with that. I wanted him with me. He could make sure that all was well with the acquisition. Rick already knew about Niko and I was pretty confident that there wasn’t going to be a repeat of our little tryst. Besides, going on trips with Rick meant a bit of a vacation and time spent in our own little idyll.

Watching Rick as he bloomed under the Grecian sun was absolute heaven. He’d been here before, but not with me. Not like this. Rick fell in love with the Peloponnese Islands like I had done. I found us an SUV and—thanking God for a GPS—we travelled the back roads, taking our time. He was all eyes, looking everywhere. Taking in everything. I couldn’t help being amused at him, and I wondered, was that what I looked like when it was my trip? For a change, the buttoned down executive was every inch the tourist and in such a childlike way that I just wanted to drive him everywhere. I didn’t want that expression to ever leave his face. It was contagious and the trip was filled with laughter and singing along with the radio. He found an American oldies station that was heavy on the Rod Stewart, and we sang Maggie May at the top of our lungs with the windows open full and the window blowing our hair and clothing.

We arrived at D’Olivetto in time for our tour. Niko wasn’t there, having moved to Athens with his wife, awaiting their first child. I really wasn’t upset. Rick met Stavros, got a tour of the grove and the processing barns. Stavros was a wonderful guide, just as wonderful as I remembered from my first trip. But the grizzly irony wasn’t wasted when our host dropped us off at the same cottage where I’d stayed with Elyssa. Rick sensed it immediately—I got quiet and a bit squirmy—and set to work wiping away those memories by making new ones for me. We made love in the large bed, enjoyed the hospitality, and left when it was appropriate.

Rick was the one who’d suggested a vacation on the island of Sicily. He’d found a wonderful villa in Siracusa and rented it for us. It was right on the shore of the Mediterranean Sea. It had the most amazing view, front and back. The back of the house had this amazing pergola with grape vines laced in and around the wood. You could reach up and pluck those grapes to squeeze into a glass. Delicious stuff. There were torches and a lovely table to eat meals at. The french doors could be opened to let the breezes sweep through. It was just so delightful. And the sea was inviting. 

We spent the first few days walking along the water’s edge. A new place, a new joy. The beach was so pristine and the water was so warm, that it filled me with the smells of the sea and the land around us. I told Rick that I wanted to swim naked in the water, so clear that we could see all the way down to the bottom. Rick rented one hell of a yacht. And, the next day, we boarded the Anna Maria and took off for the deepest part of the Mediterranean.

I swung my legs over the side of the bed and pulled the sticky cotton away from my crotch. That bed needed to be made up again and since there was no one but us onboard, that meant me. I pulled the bedding off and put it down the hamper. I found the clean sheets, pillowcases, and light covering to sleep under. That took care of that. Now, to find Rick. A quick glance at the bedside clock told me it was only 9:00 AM local time. It was also time for breakfast. I decided that I was going to cook. Something light and easy. I left the cabin and made my way to the galley. And realized that I was still naked. I didn’t think Rick would mind. I knew I certainly wouldn’t. I just shrugged and started a pot of coffee. 

There wasn’t a sound on the yacht, other than the wind and the waves. I was alone. I mean really alone. And I wasn’t sure if I should be worried about that or not. Rick could be above on deck just relaxing for all I knew. I was hoping he wasn’t brave enough to try to swim ashore. There was a small dingy attached to the yacht; he didn’t need to. Besides, leave me alone? 

Rick? Where the fuck are you?

I got a tray and put the carafe of coffee, two mugs, and some pastries and fruit on it, then carried it up to the deck and set it on the table. It really was beautiful. Then a splash caught my attention and I turned out to the water. Sure enough, the white cap of Rick’s sexy ass broke the surface of water so blue, it rivaled even the sky. I stepped to the edge, watching that beautiful body as it glided through the water. Rick was long and lean, well-muscled. His legs were toned and kept time with his arms as he swam out a short distance. And then white capped again. That man had the most gorgeous, well rounded ass. My palm was itching from wanting to caress it.  

I’m going to get you back on this boat, baby, and fuck you ‘til neither one f us can see straight. 

Another first. Rick acting as if he didn’t have a care in the world. Nowhere to go and all day to get there. So well relaxed, so unencumbered by the rules of his businesses. He turned onto his back and floated with the current, paddling slowly towards the yacht. His cock broke the surface of the water, bobbling with the waves he was making as he paddled. That rose colored cock. I wanted it in my mouth. In my hand. Damn, I wanted that cock in my ass. And the sooner the better. 

That carafe will keep the coffee hot.

I stepped out onto the platform and dove into the water, barely making a splash or ripple in the waves. Let Michael Phelps beat that one! Ha!

The feel of that warm water all over my body was like heaven. Silky against my skin, my privates floating freely as I kicked under the water. I had a moment that I wished we’d thought to rent some scuba gear. Naked scuba diving was a temptation. Hadn’t done that before. The water was so comforting that I didn’t want to surface. I paused, kicking just enough to maintain my placer. My hair wafted, back and forth. Not for the first time, I was sorry that I hadn’t been born a fish. Or at least, that I didn’t have gills. Living in this silent world, the peace of it all was a balm to my soul. That and the man floating on the water. 

I surfaced, my lover still a distance away from me. Rick’s honey blond hair was submerged in the water, as were his ears. Only his face remained above, as his body drifted along with the waves. I had to get closer, to be able to gaze into that face. Kiss those lips. Touch him all over. So far, Rick had no idea I was there. I took another deep breath and dove down, swimming until I could look up against the sun on the surface. See that stunning form of muscle silhouetted against it. I rose up, not helping or hindering. But a slow ascent before contact.

The moment I was within reach, I placed one hand against the soft skin of Rick’s buttocks, fondling the cheek as if it were a priceless vase. I grinned when that cheek tightened. I came up between Rick’s legs, now perched on my shoulders enough that the rose cock was above the water and beginning to harden at my caress.

Rick snorted, then smiled with that boyish charm of his. “You scared the hell out of me. I thought a shark or something had snuck into the Med.”

“Bullshit,” I teased. “Sharks have been damn near fished out of these waters. They don’t come near humans. Besides, would a shark give that lovely ass of yours a feel?” I used both hands this time. Damn, that booty was fine as fine could be. Finer’n frog hair as Granny used to say.

Rick’s only answer was a full on cock stand. The dusky rose color had gone a bit darker and the blue veins stood out in relief. 

“Wow,” I noted. “All that from ass grabbing? What’ll happen if I do this?”

I licked the fleshy lollipop, relishing the arch of Rick’s back as his head submerged for just that second before coming back up again. The tip of my tongue traced the red seam with the lightest of touches, from the balls straight up. My hands still enveloped Rick’s ass and I felt the shiver that started from that cock and rippled all the way back to those cheeks. I managed to draw in the head, taking it between my lips and sucking gently on it. Rick sighed. I couldn’t hear it but I could feel it as his lungs expanded and then deflated, the shivers through his muscles.  And my dick got even harder than before I dove into the water.
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