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Foreword

Waves of Temptation has been a journey for me in more ways than one. I began drafting it last September, just after a cruise my wife and I took to Japan—a trip that sparked the idea for this story. While the events in this book are entirely fictional, travel has a way of awakening the senses… and sometimes stirring the imagination in deliciously unexpected ways.
This book took longer to write than some of my earlier ones because I wanted to strike the right balance—not just the erotic tension, but the emotional and psychological undercurrents that flow alongside the physical journey.
In many of my hotwife stories, the build-up, surrender, and aftermath follow a familiar arc. Here, I deliberately shifted that rhythm, letting the first encounter arrive earlier—just a few chapters in—so I could explore what comes after: the emotional ripple effects, the simmering tension, the delicate tug-of-war between desire and restraint as a couple sits side by side with the man who has just crossed a once-unchallenged boundary.
I found it fascinating—and I hope you will too—to explore what it means for a husband to sit next to his wife, feel her hand slip into his, hear her laughter, and all the while know that the man across from them has so recently enjoyed the softness between her legs, his hand now resting lightly on her thigh.
This is a story rich with heat, yes—but also with nuance, emotional complexity, and the slow, tantalising dance between possession and surrender. It’s about temptation, exploration, and the complicated beauty of sharing intimacy while rediscovering each other along the way—changed, but still deeply connected.
I hope you enjoy the journey as much as I enjoyed writing it.
— Alex Lee
 




Author’s Note

Waves of Temptation takes place aboard a fictional cruise ship called The Voyager. While loosely inspired by real cruise ships, its design and layout were created entirely to support the emotional and narrative journey of this story.
For those who enjoy visualising the setting, you’ll find a full guide to The Voyager’s decks and venues in the back matter—along with a schematic diagram to help you picture where the characters roam, dine, and play.
 




1. Ellie’s Confession

After dinner, following our established routine, Ellie went to the late show in the ship’s theatre, while I returned to our cabin and lay down to watch YouTube videos on my mobile.
Like any good husband, I had accompanied my wife to the shows the first two days but eventually told her to go on her own. I didn’t find the performances too interesting. Plus, the theatre was at the front of the ship, where the sway was more noticeable, and I tended to feel a bit queasy.
After watching a few videos, I drifted off to sleep.
I jolted awake when the cabin door opened and closed.
Sitting up on the bed, I rubbed the sleep from my eyes. “Hi, honey,” I greeted as Ellie entered the cabin.
“Hi,” she replied.
“Did the show finish?”
“Yes.”
She leaned against the wall for support, the cabin’s movement making it hard to stay steady. The ship was speeding again, as it often did late at night—a pattern I’d noticed on previous cruises.
I glanced at my watch. “Wow, it’s already past eleven.” The late show usually finished by 10 pm, so her being this late surprised me. “Was the show longer tonight?”
Ellie held my gaze, remaining silent.
“What’s wrong?” I asked, sensing the guilt etched across her face.
“I—I need to tell you something.” Her voice was soft, almost hesitant. She walked to the bed, carefully balancing against the swaying cabin, and sat on the edge, her eyes locking on mine.
“OK, go ahead,” I prompted. “What is it?”
“I stopped by Quarterdeck Bar after the show for a cocktail.”
“And? What happened?”
“There…” She bit her lip. “There was this guy, Bob, who came to my table and started talking to me.”
“He chatted you up?”
“Yeah, kinda.”
I raised my eyebrows, prompting her to elaborate.
She sighed. “He said he’d seen us in the jewellery shop when I was looking at that yellow diamond ring—the expensive one, remember?”
I nodded.
She continued, “He asked me if I thought the ring would be a good present for his wife, who couldn’t join him on the trip. Her mum fell ill, and he felt guilty cruising on his own. That’s how we started talking. He asked me about our family. I told him about the kids and that my mum looks after them while we’re on the cruise. I told him I’m an accountant. He bought me a second cocktail from his plus package allowance.”
She paused, then added, “He’s from London. He said he knew our area very well.”
I smirked. “So, this is what you wanted to confess? A guy from London chatted you up at the bar and bought you a drink?”
“Well, when he…” Ellie hesitated. “When he asked me what you did for a living, I mentioned you write, and he said, ‘Erotica.’”
“Did he now?” I tilted my head.
“Yes. I was startled. I didn’t deny it—I confirmed. And then he teased, ‘Hotwife erotica, right?’”
“Wow! How did he know?”
“That’s exactly what I asked. He said he’d guessed. And then he asked if we practised the lifestyle.”
I blinked in surprise. “He asked you that?”
She nodded. “Yes. And I told him we didn’t. But then he asked if we’d ever been to a swingers’ club, and I told him you write about swinging too, but we’d never tried it. He must’ve misread my response because he offered to take us to his swingers’ club when we’re back in London next Wednesday.
“It turns out he’s a swinger.
“He said it would help with your writing if we visited and that we didn’t have to participate—just have drinks and observe. He asked me for my phone number to send me the address of the club if we decided to go.
“And, instead of declining, taken off-guard and with the alcohol muddling my mind, I gave him my number. Then, realising what I’d done, I got up and left the bar. For the past twenty minutes, I’ve been wandering around the ship, kicking myself for being so stupid.”
She lowered her gaze, wringing her hands, bracing for my reaction.
I opened my arms, smiling as I said, “You’ve done nothing wrong, honey.”
She looked up at me and leaned in, eager to embrace, and we hugged.
“In fact,” I whispered in her ear, my cheek brushing hers, “I think we should visit the club.”
She pulled away, her eyes wide. “No!”
“Why not?”
“Because… Dave, I won’t fit in, OK?”
“We won’t do anything. Just mingle, chat, perhaps watch.”
“Are you listening to yourself? There’ll be naked people!”
I pressed on, undeterred. “Yes, we might get naked, too.”
Ellie shook her head. “No way!”
“We’re not going to do anything, honey. We’ll just undress to see how it feels to be exposed.”
“OK, you do that! I won’t.”
“You won’t strip, but will you come with me?”
Ellie held my gaze. “You’re not being serious, are you?”
I shrugged, smiling sheepishly. “I’ll undress, and maybe, when you see all is all right, you’ll lose your clothes, too.”
“How do you imagine that, Dave?” she asked, her tone knowing. “We’re not groomed down there.”
“So, like, you reckon we have to be shaved?” I must admit, I hadn’t thought of the point she’d raised.
“Yes.” Ellie’s voice lifted slightly, amusement tinged in it. She smiled for the first time since entering the cabin. “Do you think people go there with bushes?”
“Now that I think about it… perhaps they trim. But, honey, you keep it trimmed down there, anyway.”
“Dave, I suspect it’s more than trimming they do.”
“OK, I’ll find us a salon where they provide grooming services. We can get it done on Tuesday.”
She giggled. “You do that.”
I raised my eyebrows slightly. “And you?”
“No.”
“Why not? In case you decide to take your clothes off?”
“I don’t think so.”
I sang my words. “Fail to prepare, prepare to fail.”
She stared at me, a smile of amusement flickering at the corners of her lips.
“In case you change your mind…” I winked suggestively, then added, “And, you know… for me?”
Her smile turned teasing. “OK, I’ll think about it.”
“So, you might come along with me to the club?” I reached my hand to her knee.
She playfully slapped my hand away. “In your wildest dreams, Dave!”
I was already aroused by her tale about her adventurous meeting with Bob, but now, her playful mood rubbed off on me, and my hard cock twitched and throbbed, aching with need.
Grabbing her hand, I pulled her close, and we locked lips in a passionate kiss.
As we kissed, my hand slipped between her thighs, beneath her skirt, to the familiar warmth of her pussy, separated only by the thin triangular patch of her thong.
The sex that followed was heated and intense. I lasted barely a minute, with Ellie reaching her climax at the same time as me. It might not have lasted long, but it was easily our steamiest encounter of the cruise so far.
With Ellie in the shower, I lay back in the afterglow, the condom still on my softening cock.
In the clarity that followed release, I couldn’t help but reflect on Ellie’s confession. While I was a bit surprised she’d gone to a bar alone—something she’d never done before—I wasn’t at all surprised she’d caught Bob’s eye, and probably the eyes of many others. Ellie had always been a vision of natural beauty, effortlessly captivating.
At five foot six, her body had perfect proportions, an hourglass shape that highlighted her low hip-to-waist ratio. Her firm, natural B-cup breasts complemented her slender figure, while her round, toned bum and sculpted thighs only added to her allure. Even at thirty-one and after two kids, her flat stomach was a testament to her dedication to fitness, making her all the more irresistible.
Her fair, smooth skin, almost porcelain-like, gave her an ethereal quality. Her blonde, slightly wavy hair fell just past her shoulders, its light hues perfectly framing her pretty face. Her features were soft yet striking—large, expressive hazel eyes and a smile that could light up any room.
Ellie had never been one to flirt or seek attention. Faithful and modest, she had always respected the boundaries we shared. Yet, her natural sexiness was undeniable—her charm was effortlessly irresistible.
So, Bob chatting her up when he saw her alone at the bar came as no surprise. But Ellie not telling him off immediately, not leaving the bar as soon as he mentioned the hotwife lifestyle and then swinging? And giving him her number? That was unexpected.
She had dismissed swinging, but could there be something more beneath the surface? An undercurrent of curiosity and desire—perhaps subconscious—hidden within her initial dismissal and rejection?
The sound of the bathroom door opening pulled me from my thoughts. Ellie was done with her shower. My turn to get up and wash away the remnants of our intense, passion-filled encounter.




2. Bob

The next morning, we got up at 7:30 for our onshore excursion. Ellie’s confession lingered at the back of my mind, but we had a packed schedule, so I didn’t have time to bring up the subject.
We rushed through our morning routines, had a quick breakfast at the buffet on Lido Deck, and headed to Adventurers Lounge, the designated excursion gathering point, where we needed to check in by 8:15.
We joined our group just in time and, a few minutes later, disembarked the ship to board the excursion coach.
Throughout the tour, I couldn’t stop thinking about Ellie’s encounter with Bob at the bar. I imagined how she talked to him, how she felt his eyes on her, how she tried to politely push back on his attempts to flirt with her. Oh, yes, flirt with her! I was certain he’d been trying to; why else would he bring up swinging to her? Invite her to a swingers’ club? The thought of Ellie being desired by Bob, of us actually going to that club and sharing her, was intoxicating. As a result, despite my release the night before, I was plagued by an erection for most of the tour. However, the full itinerary left no room to bring up her bar encounter. Besides, she seemed keen to avoid the topic, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to push it—so by the time we returned to the ship at 6:30 pm, Bob hadn’t been mentioned even once.
After quick showers, feeling too hungry to wait for our 8:40 pm reservation at Sonata Dining Room—an à la carte restaurant—we cancelled the reservation, deciding to grab food from one of the buffet places instead. Not having to dress up—Ellie in a skirt and front-tie crop top, me in shorts and a T-shirt, both wearing sandals—we went to Deck 15 and picked up pizzas from La Riviera Pizzeria, a casual spot near the main outdoor pool.
“Shall we have a quick drink?” I asked after we finished eating.
Ellie nodded towards the poolside bars. “Reef Bar?”
“No, Quarterdeck.”
“Why Quarterdeck?”
I chuckled. “You meet interesting people there. Why not meet them together?”
She squinted at me, studying my face, then said briskly, “You want to meet him, don’t you?”
I shrugged. “Can you blame me?”
She held my gaze, saying nothing.
I smiled. “I’m just curious, OK? I want to meet him and see what kind of guy he is, chatting up my wife.”
Ellie exhaled sharply, shaking her head. “You know what? I don’t feel like drinking anymore.” She pushed her chair back and got up, leaving the buffet area.
I caught up with her at the midship stairwell, wrapping an arm around her waist. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to upset you. Let’s go to Reef Bar, OK?”
She stopped and turned to me. “He’s forty-five years old.”
“He told you that?”
“Yes. He has two kids, both grown up. He and his wife are into the lifestyle. Most often, they play together, but sometimes he goes solo. She knows about it and doesn’t mind because he’s sought after.”
“Sought after?”
Ellie nodded. “Yes. Because he’s…” She glanced around, ensuring no one could overhear, then whispered, “He said he’s a bull.”
“Do you know what a bull is?” I asked quietly.
“A man who has sex with other men’s wives.”
“Yes. How do you know?”
Ellie shrugged, her smile sly. “I just know.”
I squinted at her. “You haven’t been reading my books, have you?”
She cocked her head, the mischievous glow in her eyes deepening.
“Have you?” I prompted.
“I’ve glanced at one.” She giggled. “I didn’t read it, just looked at the free chapter on Amazon. You explained there that Paul’s the bull.”
“OK, I know which book that is. Let’s go to Reef Bar.”
We returned to Deck 15, where the pools and poolside bars were. With most passengers only just back from their excursions, Reef Bar wasn’t busy, so we ordered a glass of wine each without having to queue.
Glasses in hand, we settled at one of the more secluded tables, the subtle vibration beneath our feet reminding us that the ship was gently pulling away from port.
I tried to bring up the swingers’ club. “The swingers’ club—”
But Ellie cut me off. “Dave, if you keep pestering me about it, I’ll never share anything with you again, OK?”
I had no choice but to change the subject. “OK. Caribbean or East Asia next year?”
“Caribbean. It’s more affordable. And I kinda like the vibe more.”
With that, our conversation shifted to our future cruise plans.
We finished our wine, then had another round—cocktails this time—before heading back to our cabin. We were just feeling the buzz and could have kept drinking if it weren’t for the mounting cost on our cards. Without the full drinks package, every round added up.
As usual on our cruise trips, we took the stairs instead of the lifts and had just reached the lift lobby on Deck 12—one deck above our cabin—when Ellie suddenly stopped. Her gaze locked onto a tall, well-built man in his forties stepping out of one of the lifts.
The man noticed her and broke into a broad smile as he walked over to us. “Hello, Ellie,” he said warmly.
“Hi,” Ellie replied, waving shyly before gesturing towards me. “Bob, this is my husband, Dave.” She turned to me with a small smile. “Honey, this is Bob.”
“Nice to meet you, Dave.” Bob extended his hand with easy confidence.
I shook his hand firmly. “Good to meet you, Bob. My wife told me about your conversation yesterday.”
“Oh, did she?” he asked, his smile widening.
“Yes, she told me about the club.”
“Dave!” Ellie nudged me sharply in the ribs, her voice a mix of shock and warning.
“What?” I turned to her, meeting her wide-eyed stare. “I like the idea.”
“Dave, stop it!” she whispered, her cheeks colouring.
Ignoring her protests, I turned back to Bob. “So, do we have to be groomed down there for the club?”
Ellie’s hands flew to her mouth as she stared at me, blushing furiously.
Bob, however, didn’t seem fazed. Instead, he smiled and replied calmly, “You don’t have to, but it’s expected.”
“I see.” I nodded. “Can you recommend a salon?”
“Dave, really?” Ellie muttered, her tone incredulous.
I glanced at her with a casual shrug. “Why not? We talked about getting groomed, didn’t we?”
Bob chuckled. “I’ve used a couple of places before, but honestly, I groom both myself and my wife now. I know what’s expected in the club.”
“And what’s expected?”
Bob’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “For women, waxed or shaved is the standard. Some leave a landing strip. For men, it’s mostly trimming along the edges and…” He paused, considering his words, then his eyes lit up. “You know what? It’ll be easier if I show you. Come with me to my cabin.”
I raised my eyebrows. “Show me, like… your dick?”
Ellie’s eyes widened. “Dave.”
Bob shrugged with a chuckle, his gaze fixed on me. “What’s the big deal? Haven’t you seen a man’s dick before?”
I stared at him, still unsure whether he was serious or joking.
He gave me a friendly tap on the shoulder. “In fact, I’ll do yours now. I’ve got clippers and a shaver in my cabin.” He turned to Ellie. “Ellie, come along too. I’ll shave your labia and give you a neat, pencil-thin landing strip.”
Ellie’s jaw dropped as she gaped at him in disbelief.
“My cabin’s on this deck,” Bob continued, gesturing towards the corridor. “Come!” He turned and headed for the lobby exit to the cabins.
“Bob,” Ellie called out.
He stopped and looked back.
“I’m not doing it,” she said quietly.
He smiled. “Ellie, I’ll save you and Dave the hassle of finding a salon—and the money. I know exactly what works in the clubs. It’ll take me five minutes to shave your labia.”
“I don’t need you to do anything to my labia. I’m already trimmed down there, OK?”
“Well, for women, trimming doesn’t really cut it—not if you don’t want to stand out.”
“No, we don’t want to stand out,” I said, jumping in before Ellie could respond.
“Let’s go,” Bob replied briskly, heading towards the cabins.
I followed him.
Ellie hesitated for a moment, torn between letting me go alone or following despite her unease. Finally, she hurried after me, catching up and grabbing my hand. “Dave, are you crazy?” she whispered urgently.
“Let’s do it, Ellie!” I said, not slowing my pace.
“I’m not doing it.”
“OK, then just watch me do it.”
“No,” she murmured, letting go of my hand—yet, despite herself, she followed.




3. Bare Essentials

Bob’s cabin wasn’t far from the lift lobby, and after a short walk down the corridor, we stopped outside his door. He swiped his keycard and pushed the door open.
Suddenly, I hesitated, freezing in place. Really? Am I going to show my cock to this stranger? And not just show it—let him touch it? Hold it? He’d have to, right? How else would he trim me?
I opened my mouth, ready to say I’d changed my mind, but Bob placed a firm hand on my shoulder, steering me into the cabin. “Come on in, Dave.”
He turned to Ellie. “Come on, you too—it’ll be quick and easy.” With a hand on the small of her back, he gently guided her in, too.
Then he followed us in, letting the door click shut behind him.
Ellie and I lingered in the narrow entrance corridor as he moved into the side corridor, where, typical of cruise ship cabins, one side featured a built-in wardrobe—open, with no sliding doors—while the opposite side housed a compact bathroom and toilet. At the far end, a set of stacked drawers and a safe were enclosed behind a full-length mirrored door, completing the storage area.
Bob stopped in front of the wardrobe, reached up to its upper shelf, and pulled down a large toiletry bag.
“I’m always prepared,” he said with an easy grin before stepping into the main cabin area. 
“Come inside,” he urged, and Ellie and I followed him in.
He stopped by the side of the bed, set the toiletry bag on the floor, and unzipped it. From inside, he pulled out clippers, a shaver, a can of shaving foam, and a small white towel, arranging them neatly on the bedside table within easy reach.
“That’s it. We’re all set,” he murmured, then turned to face us. “Let me show you.”
He grabbed the hem of his T-shirt and lifted it, tucking it under his chin to hold it in place, revealing his toned abdomen and part of his chest. Holding the T-shirt up with his chin, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his shorts and yanked them down in one swift motion, taking his briefs with them.
His cock—a massive, flaccid member, its head so large that it pushed halfway out of the foreskin—sprang into view, hanging heavily between his legs. Its base was entirely smooth and freshly shaved, while the surrounding pubic area was neatly trimmed.
I looked at Ellie. Her wide eyes were fixed on Bob’s cock, her hands covering her lips. She turned to me, and our eyes met. She didn’t say a word, but I read it on her face: Wow! This thing’s huge, Dave!
I nodded with a light, almost shy smile and looked back at Bob’s cock.
Catching my gaze, he shot me a confident grin and kicked off his sandals. Then he bent over and completely removed his shorts and briefs. Holding them in one hand, he straightened up, grabbed his T-shirt and peeled it off, his cock bouncing slightly with the motion. He dropped all his clothes on the chair behind him, turned and stepped closer to me, pushing his pelvis forward. “What do you think?”
“It—it looks good,” I stammered.
“I shave the whole shaft and around the base,” he explained, taking his cock and lifting it slightly. “It makes my cock look bigger.”
“Not that it needs to,” slipped out before I could stop myself.
His lips curved into a content smile. “Oh, yeah, it’s sizeable. I can’t complain, but still...” He let go of his thick cock and continued, “I don’t shave my pubic area or balls—just trim them. Shaving itches too much when the hair starts growing back.” He raised his eyebrows, grinning again. “What do you say, eh? Would you like me to shave your cock and trim around like I’ve done with mine?”
“Just—just trim around. No shaving, please.”
“OK, just trimming.” He nodded towards my crotch. “Get ready, will you?”
“Ready, yes,” I mumbled, my cheeks burning as my hands trembled slightly, reaching for the waistband of my shorts.
I took a deep breath. Embarrassed as I was, I was determined to go through with the experience. After all, I had been the one pushing for it, hadn’t I? So, I kicked off my sandals, then removed my shorts and briefs, baring my cock.
I couldn’t help but glance at Bob’s manhood again. Although my cock is of average size, his dwarfed mine, and I blushed even more, unsettled by the size difference. Despite my discomfort, I couldn’t back out at this stage.
I placed my clothes on the same chair where he’d left his and looked back at him, a shy smile lingering on my lips.
He nodded towards my T-shirt with an encouraging smile. “Take it off. We don’t want it getting in the way, do we?”
My cheeks flushed crimson as I realised exactly what he meant—he wanted unobstructed access to my cock.
“Right,” I mumbled, peeling off my T-shirt. I dropped it on the chair and, now completely exposed, looked back at Bob. I was ready for whatever came next.
“Good!” he said, flashing another reassuring smile.
He took the next day’s cruise programme from the open shelf of the bedside table and placed it at my feet.
Taking the clippers, he squatted in front of me and, without hesitation, wrapped his hand around my cock.
I trembled, his firm grip sending a shiver up my spine, goosebumps rising along my skin. He pulled my cock slightly to one side and began trimming the hair around the base.
It was a strange feeling, having another man hold my cock. The sensation was oddly familiar, similar to when Ellie held it, but Bob’s grip was firmer, more purposeful. Strangely enough, it wasn’t unpleasant. In fact, in a way, it was nice, even arousing.
Realising I might be getting aroused made my blood rush to my head. Oh, God! Am I gay? No way, no! I’m not gay!
I glanced at Ellie, worried about what she would think of me, letting another man handle my cock. But to my surprise, she didn’t seem bothered at all. Her hands had dropped to her sides, and she was watching intently as Bob skillfully moved the clippers around the base of my cock, the circular movements gradually extending outward. Occasionally, her gaze shifted to Bob’s cock, which hung heavily between his legs, swaying gently whenever he adjusted his stance.
Watching Ellie’s unassuming observation of what was being done to me—her interest clearly more on Bob’s cock—gave me peace of mind. At least she wasn’t suspecting me of being gay or anything like that.
I relaxed a little, glancing upwards.
Just don’t get hard, Dave! What’s happening is just part of the grooming process. Nothing more.
Bob finished within a couple of minutes, stood up, and nodded towards my cock. “How’s that?”
I glanced down, examining my newly groomed down there.
“Good, I like it,” I murmured, still embarrassed about having my cock handled by another man and the stir I’d felt at his touch, but at least I hadn’t gotten an erection—that would’ve been mortifying.
“You can use my shower to rinse off any loose hair,” Bob offered, then turned to Ellie. “Ellie, shall we do you now?”
She shook her head. “I don’t think so.”
“Landing strips—thin or triangular—are welcome, but nothing more,” Bob continued, undeterred by her refusal. “Take off your skirt and knickers and lie on your back.” He nodded towards the bed.
Ellie stayed quiet, her gaze fixed on him. She shifted slightly, glancing at me, then back at Bob.
“Come on, Ellie, let’s get you shaved,” he urged gently, a soft, encouraging smile on his lips. “Dave got trimmed. Nothing bad happened to him, did it?”
Ellie looked at me, her fingers twitching at her sides.
I shrugged with a smile. “Since we’re here, and he seems to know what he’s doing…” I stepped aside, making room for her to pass and lie on the bed.
“Oh, yes, I’m good at it,” Bob chimed in. He set the clippers on the bedside table, picked up the foam and the shaver, and turned back to Ellie. “A thin landing strip on top?” he asked, raising his eyebrows invitingly.
Looking at him, Ellie stammered, “I—I don’t think I can show you my pussy, Bob.”
He smiled. “Why not? It’s a safe way to see how you’d feel naked at the club. Here, it’s just me and your husband.”
She swallowed. “I’m not coming to the club.” She looked at me, hesitating.
I smiled softly. “What about a new look down there just for me?”
Ellie bit her lip, holding her gaze on me, her fingers brushing over the hem of her skirt.
Still biting her lip, she turned back to Bob. He gave her another smile of encouragement.
She held his gaze, her lips trembling. Then, with a shaky sigh, as if steeling herself, she kicked off her sandals. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she murmured to herself.
Hooking her fingers into the waistband of her skirt, she pulled it down, revealing her slender thighs and black thong. She stepped out of the skirt, picked it up, and placed it on the nearby chair before hesitating again and looking at me.
After I nodded, she looked back at Bob.
He chuckled. “I can’t do it with your knickers on, I’m afraid.”
She took a deep breath and bent over, peeling off her thong and revealing her neatly trimmed pussy.
“It’s trimmed,” Bob remarked, his gaze fixed on her pussy.
“I told you,” she said, straightening up, blushing as she clutched her thong in her hands.
Bob lingered, taking in the sight of her pussy before meeting her gaze with a chuckle. “It’s not that scary, is it?”
Smiling shyly, she slowly shook her head. “No.”
He nodded towards the bed. “Now lie down on your back.”
She dropped her thong on the chair, adjusted her crop top—causing it to ride up slightly, baring more of her stomach while hugging her breasts tighter—then climbed onto the bed and lay on her back across it.
“Ellie, sweetheart, bend your knees and spread your legs apart,” Bob instructed as he stepped closer.
She did as he asked, fully exposing her pussy to him.
“That’s it,” he praised her. “Now, pull yourself down so your bum and feet are at the edge of the bed.”
She adjusted herself, her bum and feet resting on the bed’s edge, her knees bent, legs spread wide.
“That’s it! Perfect!” Bob praised her again, squatting before the bed between her legs, her pussy perfectly level with his line of sight.
He set the shaver on the bed next to her hip, squirted foam onto his palm, and, looking back at her pussy, remarked with a smile, “You’ve got perfectly shaped labia, Ellie.”
“Thanks,” she murmured, staring at the ceiling, her arms spread at her sides.
He placed his palm on her pussy, and she trembled at his touch.
“Relax, Ellie,” he said softly, spreading the foam over her pussy lips with gentle movements.
Ellie bit her lip, her thighs trembling slightly.
Bob squirted more foam onto the soft pubic hair above her pussy and spread it out evenly with deliberate, practised motions. Then he set the foam flask on the floor, reached to the bedside table for the white cloth, and wiped the excess foam from his hand.
Taking the razor in one hand and gently stretching one of her pussy lips with the other hand, he began to draw the blade along her delicate skin.
Ellie’s thigh muscles kept contracting involuntarily as Bob worked skillfully, moving the blade along the length of her pussy lip—shaving its surface, tracing the outer edge, and carefully following the crease between her lip and thigh with precision.
Once satisfied with his work on one pussy lip, he shifted his attention to the other.
“You’ve got such smooth skin, Ellie,” he remarked, gently straightening the skin of her pussy lip with his thumb as he guided the razor over it.
“Thank you,” she murmured, her voice soft, her cheeks tinged with a faint blush of pink.
“It’s such a pleasure to work on such beautifully shaped labia,” he continued, his tone filled with admiration.
“Thank you,” she whispered again, her voice low and shaky, a mix of embarrassment and a burgeoning arousal.
She stared at the ceiling, biting her lip. She couldn’t believe she was letting this happen. Another man looking at her pussy. Touching it. Shaving it. His touches were gentle, deliberate, and… arousing. She shouldn’t have let him touch her, look at her, shave her. She should’ve said no. She should have stopped him. Yet, she didn’t. Why? Was it curiosity? Naivety? Or something else entirely?
Bob’s thumb slid up onto her clit—engorged, peeking out slightly from beneath the hood.
“Ahh!” Ellie gasped, her legs jolting slightly as the unexpected touch sent a shiver through her body. Her hand darted down between her thighs, but she stopped herself midway, remembering the razor and the delicate task Bob was performing.
“Sorry,” Bob said gently, pausing briefly. “It’s a bit tricky to reach these spots properly.”
He moved his thumb up onto the clitoral hood, avoiding her oversensitive bud, and pressed lightly there, steadying her skin as he manoeuvred the razor around the delicate curves at the top of her labia.
“OK,” Ellie whispered, her voice barely audible, as she slowly lowered her hand back to her side.
Having finished shaving her second pussy lip, Bob carefully parted her outer labia and, with precision, guided the razor gently along the inner sides of her lips, searching for any remaining traces of hair.
Ellie’s gaze remained fixed on the ceiling, her teeth worrying her bottom lip. Her posture was rigid, but her body betrayed her. I knew her so well—every nuance, every signal. The subtle trembling in her thighs was unmistakable. It was the same reaction I’d seen countless times when I touched her pussy, caressing it or going down on her.
The more Bob’s hands worked over her, the more evident it became. Her thighs quivered, her breathing hitched, and I knew that beneath her nervousness, arousal was building.
Bob finally finished, her labia stripped completely smooth, not a trace of hair or foam remaining. Yet he didn’t move on to her trimmed pubic area to shape the promised landing strip.
Instead, he lingered, holding her outer pussy lips gently apart, staring at her entrance. Her puffed inner lips glistened slightly, moist with lubrication.
“You’re excited?” he asked quietly.
She didn’t respond.
“When I touch you, right?” he prodded.
“Mm,” Ellie murmured, still not looking at him, her focus locked on the ceiling. Her thigh muscles and abs trembled slightly as she swallowed nervously. “It’s just a physical reaction,” she added.
“I know.” Bob’s voice was low, almost reflective. “It’s normal—being touched and touching. Our bodies respond. I’m hard just touching and looking at you. You’re so sexy and beautiful.” He exhaled softly, shifting slightly, his gaze fixed on her pussy.
I couldn’t help but glance at his cock. It was fully erect—massive, with veins crisscrossing the thick shaft and a large, prominent cockhead, now fully exposed from the foreskin.
My own cock, just as hard, twitched, a visceral reminder of how intensely arousing I found everything unfolding before my eyes.
“Thanks,” Ellie whispered, her voice shaky, her chest rising and falling quickly. She finally looked at Bob. “Are you gonna finish shaving me?”
There was a moment’s delay before he shifted his gaze from her pussy to her face. “Yes, of course,” he mumbled.
She turned her eyes back to the ceiling.
Letting go of her labia, he resumed his work, carefully forming a thin landing strip from the remaining pubic hair above her pussy, and before long, he was done.
Picking up the white cloth, he brushed away the last traces of foam from her lower abdomen, revealing the results of his work.
Ellie’s pussy was perfectly groomed—a pencil-thin landing strip above her smooth, shaved labia. There were no nicks, no razor burn, just flawless skin.
Bob placed the cloth and the razor on the bedside table, then ran his hand over her labia and landing strip, evoking a stronger contraction in her abs and thighs. “Done,” he announced.
“Thank you,” Ellie murmured softly.
Standing up, Bob stepped back from the bed to inspect his work from a distance. “I think it turned out excellent,” he said with pride. “Check it out and let me know if you need any adjustments.”
“Sure, thanks,” Ellie replied, sitting up on the edge of the bed. She looked down at her freshly shaved pussy, examining it for a few seconds before covering it with her hands. Glancing up at Bob, she smiled politely. “Thank you, Bob. You did a very good job.”
“And I managed not to cut you,” he added with a chuckle.
“Could you have cut me?” She tilted her head, her polite smile shifting to one of amusement, tinged with teasing curiosity.
He waved dismissively. “Nah. I was extra careful with you—much more than when I shave my wife.”
“Really?” Ellie giggled. “More careful than with your wife?”
He nodded. “Yes.”
“Why’s that? Because I’m a new customer?”
“That, too. But also… well, I wouldn’t want you to come to the club and refuse to play just because I accidentally cut you down there. That would upset many fine gentlemen.”
A subtle, mischievous smile played on Ellie’s lips for a brief moment before she stood. Casting a fleeting glance at Bob’s cock, she said, “Bob, I’m not coming to the club, let alone playing with anyone.”
“No?” He raised an eyebrow, half-inviting, half-teasing.
Another playful smile, laced with flirtation, crossed Ellie’s face. “No, Bob. It’s him who’s fantasising about it.” She nodded towards me.
“Why did we shave you, then?” Bob asked.
“For him.” Ellie nodded towards me again. “He wanted me shaved.”
Bob chuckled. “Not just shaved—shaved by another man.” Turning to me, he smirked. “You wanted to watch your wife shaved by another man, didn’t you, Dave?”
I didn’t even consider denying it, just shrugged with a grin. “It’s true.”
“Perhaps that, too.” Ellie laughed lightly, turning to me. She took my admission surprisingly casually, likely still caught in her playful mood. But then, her voice firm, she added, “But just to be clear, Dave, I’m drawing the line here—I’m not visiting a swingers’ club.”
“That’s OK.” I raised my hands in surrender.
“You sure about that, Ellie?” Bob asked, his tone half-serious.
Ellie locked eyes with him. “Yes.”
He made a teasing grimace. “I think not. Yesterday, you gave me your number—”
“Only because you caught me off guard,” she cut him off sharply. “But I’m not going to any swingers’ clubs.”
“Why are you so against clubs?”
“Why? Bob, I’m a faithful wife, for one thing. And then, there’ll be people at the club I don’t even know. Undressing in front of them? No.”
“You undressed in front of Bob,” I interjected casually.
She turned to look at me.
I smiled. “You met him only yesterday.”
She nodded, conceding. “True, but at least he’s just one person.” She turned her gaze back to Bob. “Plus, Bob, I don’t want people seeing me there. Who knows, they might talk. What if word got out? What if it reached work or the kids? Then what?”
Bob waved his hands dismissively. “Ellie, Ellie, listen. Everyone’s discreet at the club. Anything that happens there stays there. There’s a policy about it.”
“Do you trust that policy?”
“I do.”
“Well, I don’t.”
She uncovered her pussy and glanced down at it, perhaps assessing for stray hairs, before covering herself again.
“Let me rinse off,” she said, stirring into motion.
Looking around, she spotted her thong on the chair, grabbed it with one hand while cupping her pussy with the other, and headed for the shower.
Bob and I couldn’t help but watch her fit bum and hips sway gracefully with each step.
“Ellie,” Bob called out just as she was about to disappear into the side corridor.
She stopped and turned, her hand still covering her pussy.
He walked over to her, his gaze locked on hers. Gently brushing her elbow with the back of his hand, he spoke in a soft, seductive voice. “You know, if the club feels too overwhelming, maybe we could play here?” He raised his eyebrows invitingly.
Ellie let out a light laugh. “Bob, you’re being funny.”
He shook his head, his expression serious. “No, I’m not. I’m dead serious.”
Her smile faded as she stared at him.
He brushed her hip lightly with the back of his fingers. “Let’s do it here. Just the three of us.”
“Bob!” she scolded, stepping back instinctively.
“No one else will know, no one else will see,” he continued, undeterred.
Ellie froze for a moment, staring at him, then asked, her voice trembling, “What are you suggesting, Bob?”
“You know what I’m suggesting.” His gaze was penetrating, his smile suggestive. “It’s a good way to try it out. See how it feels.”
“You want to…” Ellie began but trailed off, swallowing nervously. She rubbed her chest with the hand clutching her thong, the other hand held firmly in front of her pussy. She glanced at me, then back at Bob and asked quietly, almost scared to say the words, “You want to fuck me here?”
He nodded, the sparkle in his eye unmistakable, his lust and desire laid bare.
Ellie remained silent, her eyes locked on his.
Bob shrugged with a confident smile. “Why not, Ellie? It’ll be fun, and—”
“I’ve got to rinse myself off,” she interrupted, her voice elevated, then turned abruptly towards the bathroom.
“I’ll join her.” I darted after her, worried that Bob might have upset her with his bluntness.




4. Dave the Third

I caught up with Ellie at the bathroom door, and we stepped inside together, closing the door behind us.
She hung her thong on the hook, then untied her crop top and slipped it off. With no bra underneath, her bare breasts bounced free. I’d seen them countless times, yet my gaze darted to them all the same. She caught me looking and gave a soft smile before hanging her top beside her thong.
I leaned against the sink to let her pass, and she stepped into the shower cabin.
Just as she turned and reached for the curtain, ready to pull it closed, I cleared my throat. “Ellie.”
“What?” She gripped the curtain, her gaze meeting mine.
“About what Bob proposed...”
“What about it?”
“I mean…”
“You want me to do it, don’t you?” she said, her tone calm and even. “Here, with him?”
“I—I just…” I stammered, my confidence faltering. “Forget about it. Sorry,” I mumbled, offering an apologetic smile.
Ellie just stared at me, her face giving nothing away.
Just as I braced for her to close the curtain, she spoke. “If I were to do it, Dave... yes, it would’ve been easier for me here with him than in a swingers’ club. OK?”
She paused for a beat, then finally drew the curtain across. Her voice softened behind it. “But you do understand that if I did it, I wouldn’t be able to undo it?”
“I understand,” I said quietly.
Silence settled between us.
She didn’t turn on the shower. I could hear her breathing, slow and steady, as if she were waiting—expecting me to say something more. But what?
A torrent of thoughts and emotions swirled in my head.
Was she testing me?
Was she waiting for me to push further, only to cut me off with a withering remark: ‘What kind of husband are you, Dave?’
I feared her reaction, but my cock was already hard.
The image of her being taken by Bob—the man with his superior cock, just there, on the bed in the cabin—sent shivers of arousal through me, making my balls tighten with a dull ache. I could almost feel the release building deep inside me.
I wanted to say: Yes, I understand that, but I still want us to do it.
But I held back. Because it wasn’t only Ellie’s resistance I feared. While I dreaded her disapproval, I dreaded almost as much her agreement. If she said yes… how would I handle it? How would she? What would it do to us? To our relationship?
I was at a crossroads. What should I do?
In the end, I made my choice. I’d gone this far. One more attempt—gentle, reasoned, not pushy—felt like the right thing to do.
So I summoned the courage to break the silence. “It was just a thought, Ellie. I mean... if we were ever to do it, maybe this would’ve been the perfect moment—a no-strings-attached thing. You know, a one-off exploration. For you. For me. And then we move on. That’s all I meant.”
Ellie said nothing from behind the curtain. I could only hear the steady rhythm of her breathing.
Encouraged by her lack of protest, I pressed on. “It’s not like anything would change between us.”
“A lot would change,” she said quietly.
“Like what?”
She sighed. “Dave, how do you imagine lying next to me, knowing another man’s cock has been inside me? How would you feel? Jealous? Angry? Remorseful? How?”
“I... I don’t know,” I stammered. I swallowed hard, gathering my thoughts before speaking again. “But how else would we find out?”
“Do we have to?”
Silence fell once more.
And again, I was the first to break it. “You know, honey, I read somewhere that elderly men on their deathbeds were asked what they regretted most in life. And they all said, without exception, they regretted the things they didn’t do—not the things they did.”
“They said that, but—” Ellie started, then suddenly stopped.
“But what?” I prompted.
“But... Forget it.”
“What?”
She sighed again. “Dave, honey. For me, it would be about pleasure, you know? But what would you get out of it? Torture?”
“Maybe... but also pleasure.”
“Pleasure?”
“Mm-hmm. Pleasure.”
“Pleasure,” she echoed, her voice trailing off. A pause lingered between us before she finally said briskly, “I can’t figure you out.” She turned the shower on.
I leaned against the sink, waiting for her to finish.
As she showered, I reflected on our conversation. The way she’d ended it left me puzzled.
Was she considering it?
Just the thought sent a throb through my cock.
She’d said she couldn’t figure me out. What had she meant by that? Had I been wrong to suggest it?
I sighed. Perhaps she was right. This whole thing—it would have consequences. Serious ones. As she’d said, if we did it, there’d be no undoing it. It could ruin our relationship—our marriage. Better not play with fire.
My cock stirred again.
Still... I wanted it to happen. It was so confusing.
I bit my lip, turning over Ellie’s words in my head and questioning what I truly wanted. In the end, I realised I didn’t know. I didn’t know what she meant, and I didn’t know what I wanted myself.
So I decided to keep my position ambiguous when she brought it up. I was certain she would bring it up once she stepped out of the shower. And I’d just go with whatever she said. Let her steer this however she wanted.
Puzzled by both Ellie’s intentions and my own desires, I tried to shift my thoughts elsewhere and focused on the onshore tour we had booked for the next day.
It wasn’t long before Ellie finished and turned off the shower. She stepped out and moved aside, making space for me.
I expected her to pick up where we’d left off, but she didn’t. Instead, she flashed a mischievous smile and playfully slapped my bum. “Your turn!”
Her light-heartedness caught me off guard. No talk. Just that playful grin. What did that mean?
I smiled back, feeling even more confused, and stepped into the shower cabin, pulling the curtain behind me.
I didn’t bother with a full shower—just a quick rinse of my cock and pubic hair. Less than a minute later, I stepped out.
Ellie was already dressed in her thong and crop top, waiting for me.
Seeing her like that, I figured she’d decided—she wasn’t going to let Bob fuck her.
I sighed inwardly. Perhaps it was for the best.
I dried myself off quickly, and together, we returned to the main cabin for my clothes and Ellie’s skirt and sandals.
We stopped in our tracks as soon as we stepped in.
Bob was still naked, and most astonishingly, he was still sporting an erection. His cock stood proud, the head full and red, the shaft thick and hard. Not only was his cock rock-hard, but it twitched with every beat of his arousal. Both Ellie and I stared at it—how could it be so hard for so long?
Unbothered by our astonished looks, Bob raised a lotion bottle he’d been holding. “Ellie, let me apply some lotion.”
Ellie’s eyes remained fixed on his cock.
Noticing her lingering stare, a light smile played on his lips. “It will soothe and moisturise your skin,” he said, waving the bottle again.
Only then did Ellie’s gaze shift to the bottle.
“It’s a good idea,” Bob continued, “even if you don’t feel any irritation now. It might come later if it’s not moisturised.”
She hesitated.
“It takes seconds.” He nodded towards the bed. “If you lie down as before, I’ll spread it for you.”
Ellie looked at the bed, hesitated for a moment longer, then made up her mind and briskly walked to the bed. She quickly removed her thong, no longer concerned about exposing herself, and, holding the thong in one hand, lay down on her back across the bed, just like before. She bent her knees and spread her legs apart, adjusting herself until her bum and feet were at the side of the bed.
Bob stepped to the edge of the bed and squatted between her legs. He squirted lotion onto his palm and spread it over her pussy lips. Her thighs trembled, a mix of anticipation and arousal.
After thoroughly applying lotion to her labia, he squirted more onto his hand and massaged it onto the skin above, around her landing strip.
“Done,” he said briskly, then set the bottle on the bed next to her. But instead of standing up, he leaned forward—and before she or I realised what he was about to do—pressed his lips against her pussy.
“Bob!” Ellie squeaked, her legs snapping shut, trapping his head between her thighs. “What are you doing?”
“Kissing you,” he mumbled, his voice muffled against her soft folds.
“Bob, stop it,” she murmured, yet her legs relaxed, opening slightly.
He grabbed her knees, pushed her legs open further apart, and pressed his tongue against her clit.
“Oh, God!” Ellie moaned, her abs starting to shake in the familiar pre-orgasmic pattern I knew so well. “Bob, you can’t…” she protested, but her plea was weak, her voice barely above a whisper.
Unfazed by her protestations, Bob drew his tongue from her clit down along her slit, parting her pussy lips until he reached her entrance. He circled his tongue around the rim, then grasped her swollen inner folds between his lips and sucked gently.
“Oh, God!” Ellie gasped, lifting her head to look down at him.
He released her pussy lips for only a moment before plunging the tip of his tongue between them, parting them again.
“Ohh!” she moaned, letting her head fall back onto the bed, her gaze shooting to the ceiling.
Bob pushed his tongue deeper, sinking it into her slick vagina.
Letting go of her thong, Ellie clutched the bedsheets on either side of her, her knuckles whitening as Bob began tongue-fucking her. Her eyes squeezed shut, her grip tightening, her back arching as orgasm overtook her. Her abs and thighs convulsed, her body trembling for a few seconds before the waves of pleasure subsided. She relaxed, releasing the sheets and settling back onto the bed. She opened her eyes, lifting her head to look down at Bob just as he withdrew his tongue from her entrance and dragged it up her slit to her clit.
“Ahh!” she gasped, her head falling back again, chest rising sharply as her eyes locked onto the ceiling, her fists gripping the sheets once more.
Bob licked up and down her slit, from her clit to her entrance and back, his tongue moving with deliberate precision.
I couldn’t resist. I wrapped my hand around my hard and aching cock and began stroking it, my eyes glued to Ellie’s glistening pussy as Bob continued his steady rhythm, spreading her juices along her swollen lips.
“Ohhh, shit!” Ellie tried to suppress a moan, but the pleasure surged through her.
Bob let go of her knees and reached up, grasping the front ties of her crop top. He tugged the ties loose, the knot unravelling effortlessly. Pushing the fabric aside, he bared her breasts and cupped them in his hands. He squeezed her breasts gently, his thumbs teasing her nipples while his tongue circled her clit in slow, tantalising strokes.
“Oh, my God!” Ellie turned her head, her eyes locking onto mine. “Honey, he’s—”
She couldn’t finish. Her head lifted slightly, her gaze darting down to Bob just as he pressed his tongue firmly against her clit. “Ohh!” A sharp moan burst from her lips. Her hands shot down, fingers tangling in Bob’s hair as she pulled his face into her pussy. Her head dropped back against the mattress, eyes fluttering shut, her thighs trembling as another orgasm took hold.
Her body quivered beneath Bob’s mouth for a long moment before she finally opened her eyes, pushed his head back, and lay panting, her chest rising and falling rapidly. “Bob, that’s enough,” she murmured, her voice hoarse.
Bob released her breasts and pulled back, his mouth and chin glistening with a mix of her juices and his saliva. Ellie closed her legs and lifted her head, her face flushed, locking eyes with him, the air thick with tension.
He stood up and brushed his lips with the back of his hand. “Let’s do it, Ellie,” he whispered, smiling at her. He placed his hands on her knees and gently parted her legs. “You’re so wet and ready.” He nodded at her pussy—gaping open, slick and glistening from what he’d just done to her.
Ellie said nothing, her chest still heaving.
He stepped between her spread legs, grabbed his cock, and guided it to her pussy. She trembled as the tip brushed against her folds.
“Shall we?” he teased, his voice low.
He gently pushed forward.
Ellie’s breath hitched as his cockhead parted her pussy lips.
“Mmm?” He raised his eyebrows, his smile seductive.
She bit her lip, staring into his eyes—so vulnerable, yet wanting more from him. She wanted to resist, but she couldn’t. She knew she should stop now, not cross this final line, but he wanted her so much… and she wanted him even more.
He rubbed his cock against her entrance, spreading her open. “No strings attached,” he whispered. “Just this.” He slowly thrust forward.
She gasped as his cockhead pushed deeper, parting her folds further.
“This is the best way to try the lifestyle, both for you and your husband,” Bob murmured, pressing his cock further.
“Oh, my God!” Ellie moaned as his cockhead began sinking into her pussy. She rested her head back on the bed, her gaze shifting to me. “Dave, he’s going to fuck me.”
I smiled. “I know.”
“He’s—” she started, but her words were cut off by another moan. “Ohh!” Her thighs trembled as Bob’s entire cockhead slid into her.
“Let him, hon,” I murmured. “Let him fuck you.”
Bob now let go of his cock, grabbing her knees with both hands, and leaned forward, his cock sliding deeper into her pussy.
“Ahh!” she gasped, her body tensing. “He’s fucking me, Dave,” she whimpered. “He’s fucking me.”
I nodded. “Yes, he is.”
“And he’s… he’s huge.”
“He is.”
Ellie looked back at Bob.
He smiled and made a powerful thrust with his hips, holding her knees tight, driving his cock halfway in.
“Oh, God!” she gasped, her back arching, her fists clutching the bedsheets as the sudden stretch filled her.
With a strong, slow thrust, he pushed all the way in, his cock sinking balls-deep into her pussy.
She groaned, her body quivering as she eased her back down onto the bed.
He held her knees, pulling her tight to him, and began fucking her in deep, powerful strokes.
She released the sheets for a moment, her hands flying up to her face as if trying to contain the rising pleasure—then dropped her hands back to the mattress, gripping the bedsheets on either side of her.
She started to moan, “Ohh! Ohh! Ohh!”
Bob groaned, speeding up. “Ugh, yeah!”
“Ohh! Ohh! Ohh!” Ellie’s moans matched his thrusts, her breasts bouncing with each movement.
“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” he grunted, fucking her harder and harder until her whole body tensed, and she cried out, “Oh, my God!”
Her back arched off the bed as she closed her eyes and shuddered in ecstasy.
Bob didn’t stop. He continued to fuck her with relentless rhythm until Ellie’s orgasm passed, her trembling subsiding.
She lowered her back onto the bed, opened her eyes, panting, and looked at him.
He slowed his strokes, smiling down at her as he began rotating his hips, his cock stirring inside her. “You like this?”
She breathed out a soft, “Oh, yeah.”
Bob grinned. “Let’s get you to bliss again, shall we?”
He drove his cock deep inside her, stopping his thrusts completely, and began rotating his hips faster.
Ellie began to moan again, “Ohh! Ohh! Ohh!” her fists clutching the bedsheets.
A minute later, she convulsed, shaking with another orgasm. Her moans turned to gasps—”Ah, ah, ah!”—as her body writhed beneath him.
She trembled in orgasmic pleasure for over a minute before her climax started to subside. Letting go of the bedsheets, she grasped her breasts, gasping for breath. “Fuck, that was intense!” she uttered between pants.
Bob didn’t let up. “Oh yeah,” he grunted. “One more for you.”
He stopped rotating his hips and resumed thrusting in and out of her pussy with powerful strokes.
“Fuck!” Ellie whimpered as her body tensed again. Letting go of her breasts, she gripped the bedsheets on either side of her once more, closed her eyes, and arched her back off the bed, tilting her head backwards as yet another orgasm ripped through her.
Bob let out a deep groan as he finally reached his climax. Thrusting with wild abandon, he began coming deep inside her, his face twitching in orgasmic pleasure.
He finished within twenty or thirty seconds but kept thrusting for a few more strokes until Ellie’s orgasm passed, too, and she sank back into the mattress, turning her head forward, sweat glistening on her skin. Her chest heaved as her eyes fluttered open, meeting his gaze.
He smiled down at her. “Did you enjoy that?”
She nodded weakly. “Yeah.” Panting, she looked at me. “It’s done.”
I smiled, stroking my cock. “It’s done, indeed. How do you feel?”
“Fucked. And you?”
“Cucked.”
“Happy?”
“Yes. And you?”
A bittersweet smile flickered across her face. “I got a good fuck, Dave. I’m not sure if I’m happy, but I’m certainly satisfied. And stretched.” She turned to Bob. “You fuck well.”
“I know,” he replied with a grin. “And I stretch well, don’t I?”
“Mmm,” she murmured. “You do. You can pull out now.”
“Yeah.” He let go of her knees and pulled his still-erect cock out of her pussy.
He stepped back, and Ellie sat up on the edge of the bed, her thighs still trembling from exhaustion and the aftershocks of pleasure. She looked at his cock. It glistened with her juices, a reminder of where it had been just moments ago. Then she looked down between her legs, watching as thick drops of cum slowly dribbled from her pussy onto the floor.
She looked up at Bob. “You didn’t use a condom.”
He smiled apologetically. “I’m clean. No STIs.”
“But you’ve got sperm, Bob.”
“Right.” He bit his lip, his gaze locked on hers.
She shook her head in disappointment.
“Aren’t you on the pill?” he asked.
She shook her head again. “No.”
“I’ll get you the pill tomorrow.” He turned to me. “Sloppy seconds, Dave?” He flicked his head towards Ellie.
“Oh, yeah,” I said, stepping forward.
Ellie frowned. “What’s that?”
“Fucking you after me,” Bob replied casually.
Ellie looked at me. “Is that what you want?”
I nodded.
She held my gaze for a moment before murmuring, “OK,” her tone carrying a hint of surrender.
She lay back and turned, dragging herself lengthwise up the bed. Then she spread her legs, bent her knees, and planted her feet flat. I climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her thighs, my gaze fixed on her pussy. Her entrance looked stretched, still leaking Bob’s cum in slow dribbles.
“You look stretched,” I murmured, meeting her gaze.
“Because I am,” she said, then reached her arms out to me. “Come. Fuck me while I’m still open.”
“And warm.” Bob chuckled.
I smiled at his remark and positioned myself over Ellie, propping myself up on my hands.
Pushing my hips forward, I found her entrance and thrust in. My cock sank balls-deep into her pussy.
She felt warm as always but slicker. And definitely looser. Or was that just in my head? Either way, the velvety grip of her pussy walls made my cock throb instantly. The sensations were overwhelming, and I knew it wouldn’t take much to push me over the edge. I began fucking her slowly, each deep thrust deliberate, trying to hold the tide.
She locked her arms around my neck and pulled me close, whispering, “Kiss me.”
I dropped to my elbows, pressing my chest against her soft breasts, and we locked lips in a passionate kiss. Her legs coiled around my waist, holding me tight.
I kept thrusting as we kissed, breaking the kiss only for a second or two to catch our breath before pressing our lips together again.
After about two minutes, Ellie moaned into my mouth, pulling away and arching her head back. A second later, she gasped, “Ahh,” and her body trembled with another orgasm. Her pussy clenched around my cock, and I couldn’t hold it any longer—I began coming hard, spurting deep inside her.
I was done after fifteen seconds or so but kept thrusting until her orgasm faded.
She unwrapped her legs from around me. Her hands dropped to my back, and she gently scratched my skin. “Finished?”
“Yeah.” I nodded, grinning, proud that I had lasted long enough to get her off.
She released me, and I pulled out, my softening cock slipping from her pussy. Drops of cum fell onto the bedsheets, and I quickly squeezed my cockhead to prevent more from leaking. I climbed off the bed, and as I turned, my eyes met Bob’s.
He chuckled, patting me on the shoulder. “Congratulations on becoming a cuckold, Dave.”
And that’s when it hit me—jealousy. A sharp stab of pain right through my chest.
“Mmm,” I murmured, stepping back.
He smirked. “Your wife’s pussy is the best married pussy I’ve ever fucked.”
“Good to know,” I said nonchalantly, turning my gaze to Ellie as she sat up and looked down at her pussy. A small puddle had formed on the bedsheets under her—a mix of mine and Bob’s cum.
Good, I thought, my jealousy morphing into a dull resentment. At least he’ll have to sleep on cum-crusted sheets. The least punishment for fucking my wife.
I sighed. He won’t. He’ll just ask his cabin attendant to change them.
Bob slapped me on the bum. “Dave the Third.”
I shot him a look, eyebrows raised. “What did you just say?”
“Dave the Third. You’re the third Dave I’ve made a cuckold this year.”
“Really? And what does that make you—my master now?”
He chuckled. “Oh, no. Just a bond. I can’t be master of all the men whose wives I’ve fucked.”
“And how many wives have you fucked, Bob?” I asked, my voice trembling with emotion at his arrogance.
“Oh, that’s... a lot. I’ve lost count. Four...five hundred?”
“God!” Ellie whispered.
Bob turned to her, still grinning. “What can I say? I’m in high demand.”
Ellie remained silent, staring at him, her face darkened.
Sensing the shift, Bob’s grin faded, and his voice softened. “I’ve been doing this for over twenty years, Ellie. Parties, clubs... That’s why the number’s high.”
“The number’s high,” she echoed, her voice cracking, emotions stirring beneath the surface. “I’m just one of many in your long list of conquests.”
“Ellie, you might be one of many, but you’re the best.”
“Yeah, right.” Ellie grabbed her thong and climbed off the bed. “I bet you say that to every woman after you’ve fucked her.”
Bob stepped in front of her, wrapping his arms around her waist.
Their eyes met.
“Ellie, no. I don’t say that to everyone,” he said softly. “You really are the best.”
Ellie placed her hands on his chest and gently pushed him, but he didn’t let go. Instead, he pulled her closer, his hips pressing against hers.
She looked away, her eyes welling up.
He moved one hand from her waist, cupped her chin, and gently turned her face to look at him. “Ellie, you’re one of the prettiest women I’ve ever met, one of the most sensual, and one of the best in bed.”
“Yep, I’ve heard you. My pussy is the best married pussy you’ve ever fucked.”
Silence fell as they stared into each other’s eyes.
Bob let go of her chin and, holding her gaze, caressed her cheek with the back of his hand, brushing away a tear that was rolling down.
“I’m just an object to you, aren’t I?” she murmured as another tear slipped down her other cheek.
He brushed that tear away too. “No, you’re not.”
“Yes, I am. Just a pussy.”
“Ellie, I spoke in those terms to humiliate Dave.”
“Don’t,” I said calmly but firmly.
He looked at me.
“I’m not into that.”
“OK. I won’t do it again,” he said, then looked back at Ellie. “Sorry for my inconsiderate language.”
“OK,” she murmured, pushing him in the chest. This time, he let go of her.
In silence, I slipped into my briefs, shorts, and T-shirt while Ellie tied her crop top, slid on her thong and skirt, and we both stepped into our sandals before heading for the door.
“Ellie, Dave,” Bob called out.
We halted and turned to look at him.
“The swingers’ club?” he asked.
Ellie shook her head.
“Why? You’re now...” He paused, choosing his words. “Opened. I mean, you’ve been...” He paused again.
“Fucked by another man,” Ellie finished for him. “That’s what you want to say. So, yes, I’ve been opened. But no, I don’t like the idea of sex in a group setting.”
“What about just you and me?”
“Bob, I need time to process what happened, OK?”
“Understood.”
She sighed. “Thanks for having us, I guess.” She linked her arm with mine, about to take a step towards the door but then stopped, letting go of my arm and turning to Bob. “Mmm...”
“What is it?” he prompted.
“When—hmm... When you fucked me, I noticed your tattoo.” She pointed towards his chest.
“Oh, this one?” He looked down at his chest and stretched the skin with his thumb beneath a tattoo inscription he had just below the neckline.
I squinted and managed to read: “Lips Reserved”.
“What’s that supposed to mean?” Ellie asked.
He smiled. “That’s the rule—the women I... fuck, we don’t kiss. I kiss my wife only.”
“I see. Your wife only.”
“Yeah. We fuck others, but kissing’s for us only.”
“I don’t see the logic,” I said, “but hey, every couple has their own rules.”
“There’s logic in the rule, actually,” Bob disagreed. “When people kiss, they develop feelings for each other. As long as it’s just sex and no feelings are involved, we’re both fine with having sex with others.”
“Serves me,” I said and pulled on Ellie’s hand to go.
We turned and left Bob’s cabin.
We didn’t talk. Both Ellie and I needed time to process what had happened, just as she’d told Bob. However, despite not being in the mood to talk, we held hands. I suppose we needed that extra intimacy after what we’d done.




5. Aftermath

Avoiding other people’s gazes—as if they might somehow read on our faces what had just transpired—we hurried along the corridor. The increased sway from the ship picking up speed in open waters made Ellie and me bump into the corridor walls, but we didn’t slow down—determined to reach our cabin as quickly as possible. We turned at the lift lobby, scurried down the stairs to our deck, eyes fixed on our feet, then took the corridor towards our cabin until we finally reached our door.
With a brief “Hi” to our cabin attendant, who was finishing up some late-night chores, I swiped the card and pushed the door open. Ellie and I rushed inside, afraid that lingering might somehow reveal our transgression.
As I closed the door behind us, we stood in the narrow entrance corridor, leaning back against opposite walls for balance in the swaying cabin.
Ellie bit her lip, eyes searching my face, unsure what to say.
But she didn’t need to say anything. I could read everything in her expression—guilt, confusion, shame, worry, regret… and the unmistakable afterglow that always followed a good fuck.
She was probably reading my face just as clearly. The jealousy. The insecurity. The sharp bite of remorse—the post-nut clarity that hit like a slap. Maybe even a flicker of regret. But underneath all that, she’d see the quiet satisfaction, maybe even a hint of pride, that I’d reclaimed her. And she’d see something else too—the lingering excitement of knowing my wife’s pussy, just inches away from me, nestled between her thighs, had only moments ago been stretched and filled by another man’s cock.
Realising how tangled up we both were, I decided the best way forward was to act like nothing had happened. Matter-of-fact. Normal.
So I kicked off my sandals and said, “Ellie, I don’t know about you, but I’m skipping toothbrushing and heading straight to bed.”
“Yeah, I’m dying to go to bed,” she said, matching my casual tone—picking up on my attempt to steer us away from anything deeper. She glanced towards the main cabin, then paused and looked down at her crotch. “But I’ve got to take a shower…” Her hand instinctively gripped the hem of her skirt as she slightly parted her legs.
“Leaking?”
“Mmm.”
She kicked off her sandals and reached for the bathroom door handle but paused midway. After a moment’s thought, she waved it off with a flick of her hand. “You know what? It can wait. I need to lie down first.”
I nodded at her crotch. “Doesn’t rinsing it lower the risk?”
“It does, but not by much. I’ll need the pill.”
She looked up at me, and our eyes met.
I gave her a soft, almost guilty smile. “We’ll buy you one.”
She nodded, returning the smile, and we moved further into the cabin.
Standing by the bed, she began to undress. She untied her crop top and peeled it off, baring her breasts, then carelessly dropped it onto the chair.
“You’ve got the most beautiful breasts, honey,” I said softly.
She gave me a faint, bittersweet smile. “Thank you.” Then, slipping off her skirt and adding it next to her crop top on the chair, she slumped onto the bed on her back.
As her body bounced against the mattress and her legs parted slightly, I caught a glimpse of the wet patch on her thong, right where it hugged her pussy—a stark reminder of how much cum had been pumped into her. Some of it mine, but mostly Bob’s.
I shook my head slightly. Yeah… Ellie definitely needs the pill.
I quickly stripped off my T-shirt and shorts, tossed them on the chair, and joined her on the bed, lying on my back next to her.
We both lay there, staring at the ceiling. Despite the whirlwind of thoughts and emotions swirling inside me, sleep started to pull at the edges of my mind. That’s when Ellie murmured, “I got fucked by another man, Dave.”
“I know,” I whispered.
“You jealous?”
“Yeah.”
Silence hung between us.
Perhaps a minute passed before I added, “A lot.”
She turned onto her side and wrapped her arm around me, resting her head on my chest.
Her breath against my skin was soothing and... arousing. The warmth of her body and the softness of her breast against my side were intoxicating. While I couldn’t quite get fully hard after my recent release, I felt the familiar stir of excitement in my briefs. Yet, beneath the physical arousal, jealousy gnawed at me. I couldn’t pinpoint what unsettled me more—whether it was insecurity about Bob being more endowed than me or the simple truth that my wife, who until tonight had been mine alone, was now shared.
I couldn’t shake the thought: Another man has enjoyed her pussy, another man has made her moan, another man has come inside her.
After a while, Ellie murmured, “I can hear your heartbeat.”
“Do you?” I whispered softly.
“Yes. I like it; it soothes me.”
“I like it when you hug me, honey.”
We lay in silence for a moment before she whispered again, “Do you still love me?”
“Of course I do.”
She removed her arm from around me and rose to her elbow, on her side, facing me.
Our eyes met, and we held each other’s gaze. Sensing she wanted to say something, I asked softly, “What is it?”
“I just...” She paused for a brief sigh. “I just don’t know if you’ll see me the same way.”
I turned onto my side, propping myself up on my elbow to face her. “Why wouldn’t I?”
“Because of what I did.”
“Honey, you didn’t do it alone. We both did it, remember?”
“But still. He was inside me.”
“Well, he was inside you, but where are you now?”
I gazed into her eyes. Her eyes are so soft and loving. She loves me. Yes, her pussy was fucked by another man; yes, she climaxed on his cock; yes, he came inside her; yes, he possessed her, made her moan. But she’s with me now, not him.
“With me,” I said. “That’s what matters.” I caressed her cheek with the back of my hand, smiling softly. “I love you even more than before.”
She wrapped her arm around me and cuddled closer, murmuring, “I love you, too. Even more than before.” She buried her face in my chest, whispering once more, “I love you.”
I encircled her shoulder, and we remained in our embrace for a few minutes before I whispered, “He was good, though, wasn’t he?”
“Mmm,” she murmured.
“Bigger than me?”
“Mmm.”
“And lasted longer, didn’t he?”
“He did.”
I gently squeezed her shoulder. “Way longer than me.”
She raised her head, looking at me. “Honey, he’s a bull, OK?”
“You mean?”
“I mean, that’s what he does.”
“Fucks long and well?”
“Yeah.”
I lifted an eyebrow. “So… the sex with him was very good, wasn’t it?”
She nodded. “It was.”
“Amazing?”
“Mmm… let’s stick with ‘very good,’ shall we?”
“Yes, we shall.”
We stayed silent, gazing into each other’s eyes.
“What?” Ellie prompted, sensing I had another question.
After a beat, I asked, “Do you still feel stretched down there?”
She smiled knowingly. “Honey, the vagina is a muscle. It goes back to its normal size.”
“But you can still feel that he’s fucked you. I mean, physically, you feel it, right?”
“A bit.”
“Just a bit?”
“Mmm.”
“But, like… how much a bit?” I pressed.
She sighed. “He fucked me for quite a while, didn’t he? And he’s definitely sizeable. I still feel a bit open, of course, but it’s only been a short time since he… finished. I’ll feel normal soon enough.”
“So, the more time that passes, the less open you feel?”
“Yes.”
“But when we left, you felt quite open?”
“Mm-hmm.”
“Like stretched?”
She rolled her eyes, then looked at me with a soft smile. “Yes.”
I smiled back, but still asked, “How did stretched feel?”
“How did stretched feel?” she echoed before taking a deep breath and saying, “It felt like… mmm… like... Honey, I felt open, loose, OK? But it’s not just because he fucked me. You fucked me too.”
“Yeah, because of me.” My tone was laced with sarcasm and self-mocking humour. “That’s why you felt stretched when we left. Because of my cock. Not his.”
Ellie placed her hand on my chest, running it along my sternum. Her gaze followed her hand before lifting to meet my eyes. “Look, honey, it’s more to do with the fact that I was still aroused, not that his or your… cock had stretched me.”
“So, you were aroused when we left?”
Her gaze dropped back to her hand on my chest. “Let’s talk about something else, shall we?”
“Yes, but... were you?”
She looked up at me. “Yes, I was.”
I pressed on. “Like, for more sex?”
“Dave, you know I’m multi-orgasmic, don’t you?”
“I know.”
“There you go.”
I raised my eyebrows. “You could’ve continued?”
She gave a quick nod. “I could’ve, yes.”
“Continued being fucked by him?”
“That’s right.”
“Why did you leave then? We could’ve stayed longer.”
“Honey, sex is both a physical and emotional experience.”
“You mean physically, you could’ve continued?” I asked.
“Yes,” she confirmed. “But emotionally, I was overwhelmed. I had to leave.”
We stayed quiet for a few moments before I broke the silence. “Ellie, does size matter?”
She sighed softly. “Not as much as you think.”
“So—”
“Honey, you’re not small, OK? And I love you! Can we sleep now?”
“Yes.” I kissed her forehead gently. “Good night, hon.”
“Good night,” she replied, kissing my cheek before snuggling into me.
We drifted off, holding each other close.




6. Picking Up the Pieces

“Dave, wake up!” Ellie’s voice jolted me awake. “We arrived!”
I sat up, rubbing the sleep from my eyes. “You’re already up?”
“Yes. Go shower.”
“Did you?”
“Yes. Hurry up. It’s quarter past seven.”
I stretched, yawning. “When did you wake up?”
“At six.”
“At six?”
“Mmm.”
I finally managed to pry my eyes open. Ellie walked up to the glass balcony door and stood there, her back to me, as she gazed out at the port.
She wore her denim shorts and a white crop top. I let my eyes wander, taking in the sight of her body. Her shorts were short—but not too short—just enough to reveal the curve at the start of her bum, hinting at more, making her legs look even longer and sexier. The ultra-low waistline of the shorts, paired with the cropped top, left the small of her back completely exposed.
She looked stunning, which only made my morning boner stiffen even more.
She’ll turn heads today. So many eyes on her… so many cocks getting hard just looking at her. Cocks that’ll want to—
Oh, shit!
Bob!
Remembering it hit me like a punch to the gut.
He fucked her. He fucked my Ellie.
A rush of jealousy and regret crashed over me, sending my thoughts spiralling. My heart pounded—fast, too fast.
Fuck, this hurts. It’s killing me. My wife—she…
Shit! Thinking about it is tearing me apart.
I can’t. I can’t think about this now.
I’ve got to go with it. I have to.
Or what? A heart attack?
No.
Just go with it.
“Didn’t sleep well?” I asked, swallowing hard, trying to steady my heartbeat.
“No,” Ellie replied tersely, still staring through the balcony.
“Last night?”
“Mmm.”
After a moment, she turned to face me. Her eyes were soft but filled with sadness—and maybe even a touch of regret. There was a tension in her posture, as if she wasn’t sure whether to speak or turn away again. Her fingers toyed absently with the front tie of her crop top.
I immediately read her disquiet: She’s struggling too. Regret, doubt, guilt, fear—maybe even shame—are all swirling inside her.
I sighed. “Me too. I can’t stop thinking about it.”
She bit her lip, watching me a moment longer before turning back to the glass balcony door. “Go get ready, Dave. We need to be at Adventurers Lounge for 8.”
I stayed silent. She wasn’t saying anything either, lost in thought.
What’s on her mind?
I exhaled slowly.
I know what’s on her mind. Bob. And how well he fucked her.
A fresh wave of jealousy hit me hard.
I have to get up. Sitting here feeling sorry for myself won’t change anything.
I forced myself to get up and went to the bathroom.
I relieved myself, then stepped into the shower and turned it on. The water splashed over my shoulders.
I couldn’t stop thinking about Ellie and Bob.
Bob gave her three orgasms in a row. And that doesn’t even count the way he devoured her before taking her deep and hard. She liked it. She said so.
And where does that leave me? What am I to her now?
My chest tightened.
I can’t think like this. It only hurts.
I took a deep breath, exhaling slowly, forcing myself to focus.
Stop thinking about yourself, Dave. Think about Ellie. She’s going through worse. She needs you to be strong.
Support her. Act like everything’s fine. Focus on today. The excursion, that’s right… What are we supposed to see?
Shifting my thoughts to sightseeing, I managed to regain some control, and ten minutes later, dressed and ready, I stepped back into the cabin.
Ellie was still standing by the balcony door, gazing outside, so deep in thought she didn’t even hear me approach. I moved in behind her and quietly wrapped my arms around her waist.
She tensed, startled, then turned to face me, gently pushing my arms away. Her expression was sad and distant.
I pretended not to notice and forced myself to smile, keeping my tone upbeat. “Lido Deck for a quick bite?”
She glanced at her watch. “You’ve got to hurry!”
“Aren’t you coming?”
“I’m not hungry.”
“But it’s a long day, honey; you’d better put some food in your mouth before we go out.”
She checked her watch again and sighed. “OK. We’ve got to head straight to Adventurers Lounge after Lido.” She nodded towards the front pocket of her shorts, where her phone and our tour tickets peeked out. “I’ve got the tickets. You take the passports. And take some money, will you?”
She gently pushed me aside and strode out of the cabin, letting the door shut behind her with a quick thud.
I rushed to the safe, grabbed the passports and my wallet, tucked them into my pocket, and hurried after her.
I’d expected Ellie to have darted off to Lido Deck, given her abrupt exit. But she was waiting for me outside the cabin. Still, as soon as I shut the door behind me, she turned and walked briskly down the corridor, heading towards the midship stairwell.
She moved with quick, determined steps, her hips swaying with each motion, the frayed edges of her shorts teasing glimpses of her bum cheeks.
It’s strange, trailing behind her. I’m usually the one leading.
Does this reflect the change in our relationship?
Perhaps it does. After yesterday, she’s the one taking the lead, empowered to take pleasure in another man’s cock. And me? I just follow, subordinated to her unlocked desires.
The thought of Ellie being empowered to enjoy sex with another man, and me being subordinated to her desires, strangely enough, didn’t provoke jealousy or discomfort. On the contrary, it excited me. I reached down and adjusted the growing erection in my shorts.
As I followed her, savouring the sight of her slender legs, I couldn’t help but think about her pussy between her thighs:
That soft, warm pussy has been fucked by another man.
It belonged to me until yesterday, but it’s not solely mine anymore. It’s experienced another man’s cock. And that cock’s bigger than mine.
This is fucking exciting.
I adjusted my now fully-fledged erection.
As I watched Ellie walk, I noticed something strange in her step. It looked like she was squeezing her legs together ever so slightly.
Is she still loosened? Still feeling Bob’s fat cock between her legs? That must be it.
A moment later, I dismissed the thought.
Nah, it’s just my imagination. I’ve got to stop obsessing over it.
Then my cock throbbed, and I thought:
Why should I stop? Thinking her pussy’s still loosened from his cock turns me on. I’ll just think about it. And enjoy it.
My hard cock twitched again, but this time it had found enough room in my shorts. I didn’t need to adjust it.
Mesmerised by the sway of Ellie’s hips and the lingering thoughts of last night, I barely noticed we’d reached Grand Horizon on Deck 15—the Lido Deck—where the buffet was located. After finding a table, Ellie set down her phone to reserve our spot, then asked me to get her some muesli and orange juice—she was heading to the toilet, saying she urgently needed to pee.
I’d just served us both muesli and juice when she returned, and we began eating in silence.
I didn’t push for conversation, seeing Ellie still wasn’t in the mood to talk; besides, we were pressed for time. The only words exchanged were when I asked if she wanted coffee. She said yes, so I went to the self-service bar and poured us both a cup. When I returned, she was looking at her phone, reading a message.
“Bob?” I asked, setting our cups of coffee on the table and sitting down.
She nodded and showed me the screen.
The message read: “Morning, Ellie. Thank you for yesterday. It was great. Can I call you?”
She tucked her phone into her pocket, took a sip of coffee, then set the cup down and pushed it away. “Don’t like it. It’s bitter.”
“Sorry,” I said. “I should’ve put more milk in.”
“Doesn’t matter. Let’s go!”
She stood up abruptly and headed towards the stairwell.
I set my cup aside, not even having tasted the coffee, and ran after her, thinking: Gosh! She’s really upset. I’ve got a lot of work to do!
We’d just reached Deck 8 when Ellie stopped and let out a sigh. “God! I’ve got to pee again.” She looked around and, spotting the toilet, pulled her phone and the tickets from her pocket and handed them to me. “Wait for me here!”
With that, she rushed into the ladies.
I waited, watching other guests head to Adventurers Lounge and other excursion gathering points, and started to worry that we were running late.
When Ellie returned, I handed back her phone and the tickets, my voice tight with urgency. “It’s 7:58, Ellie! We’ve got to run!”
We literally ran to Adventurers Lounge and made it just in time.
They stuck our group number stickers to our clothes, and soon after, led us to the gangway. We disembarked and, after passing through immigration, were directed to the parking lot where the coaches for the various excursions were waiting.
Ellie and I had just joined the queue to board our coach when we saw Bob running towards us.
“Morning, Ellie. Morning, Dave,” he greeted us, slightly out of breath.
“Morning, Bob,” I replied, a strange mix of jealousy and arousal tightening in my chest at the sound of the voice—and the sight of the face—of the man who’d fucked my wife last night.
Ellie nodded, blushing.
She shifted on her feet, crossing one leg over the other. Her hand dropped instinctively in front of her crotch—as if shielding the place that had been his just hours ago—her pussy. Still tender, probably still remembering the stretch of his cock.
“Ellie, I tried to call you,” Bob said, gently touching her arm. “But I guess you were too busy.”
“We were running late,” she said quietly, glancing at the coach.
“I just wanted to check if you’re OK.”
Ellie looked back at Bob, her voice soft and uncertain. “I’m OK, thanks.”
“And, hmm...” He cleared his throat, lowering his voice. “How do you feel... down there?” He nodded subtly towards her crotch.
Her blush deepened.
“Stretched,” I interjected before she could respond.
“Dave!” she scolded, colour surging to her cheeks, then turned back to Bob. “How could you ask something like that?”
“Sorry, I meant about the shaving,” he said quickly.
He touched her arm again. “But also, about that. Are you chafed at all?”
“I’m fine, Bob,” she said, her voice tinged with irritation.
“I tried to be gentle, but, you know, being on the bigger side—”
“I told you I’m fine!” she cut in, firm but restrained.
“Sorry, I didn’t mean to—”
“Bob, for fuck’s sake!” Ellie snapped, drawing a few curious glances from those around us. She quickly lowered her voice. “I’m fine. The shaving’s fine. The fucking’s fine too. OK?”
“OK,” Bob mumbled, stung by her sharpness.
She placed a hand on his chest and gently pushed him aside so she could pass. Stepping away, he watched as she showed our tickets to the guide and we boarded the coach.
Only once we had taken our seats did he head to his own coach.
For most of the first leg of our journey, Ellie stared out the window, deep in thought. We barely spoke, exchanging only a word or two about lunch or what time we had to be back on the ship. She was so detached that she didn’t even listen to the guide on the coach and had to ask me what we were about to see when we got off.
After visiting the loos, we entered the shrine we’d stopped for, and Ellie’s mood slightly improved, but she was still not too talkative.
Upon exiting the site, as we headed for the coach, she pulled on my hand. “Dave, wait for me here. I’ve got to pee!”
Halting, I raised my eyebrows. “Again?”
“Yes,” she said hurriedly and ran to the toilets.
We were the last to get on the coach.
“What’s wrong?” I whispered as we fastened our seatbelts. “You pee too much.”
“Don’t know.” She shrugged, looking out the window, the coach already pulling away.
I leaned in, whispering quietly, “Bladder irritation?”
She nodded.
“Because of yesterday?” I asked.
She nodded again.
I pulled on her hand. “So he wasn’t clean, after all, was he?”
“No, you silly!” she whispered in a hushed voice, turning to look at me. “He was just… you know?”
I gave her a puzzled look.
She leaned closer and whispered in my ear, “Sizeable.”
I pulled away, my eyes questioning.
She shook her head, slightly irritated by my cluelessness, and leaned in again. “When he fucked me, he was pressing against my bladder too much. His cock, Dave. It’s huge. The bladder and urethra can get irritated.” She pulled back, raising her eyebrows. “Clear now?”
“Yes.” I nodded, the realisation finally clicking into place. “I didn’t know it could happen.”
“It happens,” she said and turned to look out the window.
And there it was. The image of Bob sliding his massive cock in and out of her pussy flashed into my mind, uninvited. A now-familiar wave of jealousy, arousal, and something else—angst?—tightened my chest. My heart thumped, my stomach turned, and my cock began to harden.
I touched her hand. She didn’t look at me but took my hand in hers.
We sat like that until her phone buzzed. She shifted, let go of my hand, and reached into her pocket—but then hesitated.
“Won’t you read it?” I prompted, nodding towards her pocket.
She hesitated for another moment, then pulled out her phone and looked at the message.
“Bob?” I asked.
She nodded and showed me the screen.
His message read: “Ellie, I can’t stop thinking about you. It was great yesterday, and I hope we can do it again.”
Our eyes met. She bit her lip, saying nothing.
Jealousy and excitement swirled inside me again. My heart pounded, yet my cock pressed hard inside my shorts.
I shrugged. “He enjoyed it and wants more.”
She tucked her phone into her pocket and again looked outside.
My cock was now twitching relentlessly. I adjusted the tent in my shorts.
How can I be so aroused when we’re talking about my wife?!
Despite myself, I murmured, “I won’t mind it.”
Ellie remained silent, stubbornly looking out the window.
I continued, “I mean… one more time wouldn’t hurt, would it?”
“Dave, stop it!” she shushed me, turning to face me.
I held her gaze. “You upset?”
“What do you think?”
The guide announced we were stopping at a photo spot, and the driver pulled the coach over.
We got out and started taking pictures. Ellie asked me to take some shots of her, and she snapped a few of me. Being outside with the group seemed to help her relax—she smiled for the photos and even giggled when we took a selfie and I gently slipped my hand down from her waist to her bum. But as soon as we got back on the coach, her mood turned serious, and she fell quiet again.
After travelling for about ten minutes, I said, “You’re quiet again.”
She nodded. “Mmm.”
“Thinking?”
“Yes.”
“Bob?”
Another nod.
“Why do you keep thinking about him?” I asked quietly.
She stayed silent, gazing out the window.
“Why is it so hard to stop thinking about him?” I pressed, my voice tinged with mild irritation.
She turned to me abruptly and whispered, “Because he fucked me, Dave! That’s why!”
“So?” I shrugged. “Don’t overthink it! Move on!”
“How can I move on?” Her voice was quiet but sharp. “I can still feel his cock inside me, for fuck’s sake!”
“Fine. Feel it. But why take it out on me?”
We locked eyes, neither of us saying a word.
After a moment, she sighed. “I’m sorry.”
“It’s OK,” I murmured.
She leaned in, hugging me. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t act like this.”
I wrapped my arm around her. “I know it’s hard for you.”
“It’s hard, Dave. Very hard.”
“It’s hard for me too. I’m excited but also jealous—and angry at myself.”
“I know.”
She hugged me tighter.
“I blame myself for letting it happen, for leading you into it,” I continued. “I’m telling you to move on, but I’m struggling too.”
“I know,” she whispered, then kissed my cheek. “We’ll move on, I promise. It’s been hard, but I already feel a bit better.”
We let go of each other and faced forward as the guide began giving instructions for lunch.
Ellie reached for my hand, and we interlocked fingers. We held each other until the coach pulled over.
At lunch, we were seated with a couple from Canada. Ellie was much more talkative now, especially since the couple were very engaging. We spoke about our families, our kids, and the education systems in the UK and Canada. Then we moved on to the topics of sightseeing and cruises. The husband threw in a few light-hearted jokes, which landed well.
The conversation with the Canadian couple was transformative. I couldn’t tell them how much they’d helped us, but I wished I could. The bubbly wife and the cheeky husband truly cleared our heads and helped us turn a corner, setting us up for a much more pleasant afternoon.
Back on the coach, with her mood noticeably uplifted, Ellie chatted about the trip, the cruise, and our plans for another cruise next year. It seemed she was beginning to come to terms with what had happened between her and Bob—so much so that she even giggled when I made a rather risky joke about making sure no one would chat her up after the theatre if we booked again.




7. Just Friends

We returned on board at 7:00 pm, just as the ship’s all-aboard call was announced.
After showering and changing, we headed to Meridian Restaurant for our 8:00 pm dinner reservation.
We enjoyed a pleasant meal, a glass of wine each, and a relaxed conversation about various topics—except our adventure with Bob. It wasn’t something we’d consciously agreed to avoid talking about, but we both seemed to sense that leaving it unspoken was the best way to move forward. And it appeared to work—Ellie looked relaxed, smiley, and even happy.
As for me, although a hint of jealousy still lingered, the arousal I felt whenever my mind drifted back to the events of the previous night far outweighed the jealousy, leaving my mood unaffected.
Having found our new equilibrium, we finished dinner on a high note, chatting about what jewellery we should buy for Ellie from the cruise. We agreed to take a look at the charm bracelets and silver bangles—more in our price range than the diamond rings she had admired before—but left it for tomorrow since the shops were closed or about to close and decided instead to finish the evening with a drink at Atrium Bar.
As we left the dining room and were about to head to the bar—oops.
Bob appeared, coming in from the outside promenade through one of the side doors, heading straight for us.
“Hi, guys,” he greeted. “Did you enjoy your excursion?”
“Yes,” I said tersely, not stopping, apprehensive about Ellie’s reaction to seeing him again.
To my surprise, she not only stopped—making me pause, too—but even engaged with him. “We liked it. It was a long tour, but worth it. How was yours?”
“A scam,” Bob said. “Just a sightseeing platform, two museums, and lunch.”
An awkward silence settled between us. Yet, Ellie wasn’t moving. I stood still beside her, unsure what to do.
Finally, I broke the silence, clearing my throat. “Well, we should get going.”
“Erm...” Bob hesitated, his gaze fixed on Ellie. “I was heading to Adventurers Lounge. There’s live music tonight. Would you like to join me?”
Ellie and I exchanged glances.
I was about to decline, but she spoke first, turning to Bob. “OK, we’ll join you for a drink, but we won’t stay for the music.”
“Perfect,” he said with a grin, not missing a beat, already turning towards the lounge.
What the fuck just happened? I didn’t even have time to process—Ellie reached for my hand, and I took it.
Together, we followed Bob.
Walking with the man who’d had sex with my wife the night before, as I’d expected, stirred my jealousy once again. Not only that, but it triggered a strong sense of possessiveness—perhaps one of the reasons I kept holding her hand. At the same time, I felt the familiar rush of excitement building inside me.
It was a strange place to be. Knowing how much Ellie had enjoyed Bob fucking her made me feel insecure. I couldn’t help but ask myself: What if she liked it too much? What if she liked him so much that she left me for him?
I was jealous and insecure, but the thrill of seeing her desired by another man fuelled my arousal—my body betraying me with a prominent tent in my trousers. I had to admit: It’s unsettling, but also so fucking exciting.
I walked beside Ellie, wondering where all this was heading. Will Bob make another move on her? Will she respond? And how far will she go? Let him fuck her again? The uncertainty added to the feelings of jealousy and excitement, creating a strange blend of anxiety and anticipation.
I squeezed Ellie’s hand, suddenly questioning my role in the events. Do I truly enjoy this? Or am I just masking how much I’ve already screwed up? Have I pushed her into something without realising the emotional consequences?
And what about her? Why did she agree to drinks with him? Is she reasserting that she can move on—testing herself to see if she’s able to?
Or does she want him again? He was good—very good. Of course, she’d love to be fucked by him again.
I glanced at her face, searching for answers. Is she attracted to him? Probably. He fucked her so well. Of course, she’s drawn to him. God! This is dangerous. I can’t let her fall for him too much. I’ve got to show her I’m still here.
I squeezed her hand again—harder this time—and she squeezed back.
I watched her face out of the corner of my eye, scrutinising her expression. Her lips trembled slightly. She must be feeling conflicted. Torn between excitement from the amazing sex and the guilt lingering inside her.
We paused to let a group of people pass by. She squeezed my hand tighter.
Is it possible that she’s testing me? No, she knows where I stand.
We resumed walking.
I felt a light tremble in her fingers. She’s apprehensive—about what the night holds. About me, too.
Is she wondering if I regret letting it happen? If I’m really OK with it? She must be thinking about how to balance her desires without hurting our marriage.
Her willingness to go for drinks with Bob suggests she’s open to more interaction, but what kind? Isn’t declining to stay for the live music a way of setting boundaries?
I glanced at Bob, trying to read him. Confident. Cocky. Why wouldn’t he be? He already fucked her. He must feel like he has a special connection with her now—and he wants more. Of course, he does. He wants to fuck her again.
I squeezed Ellie’s hand, my mind racing. But it’s not just about sex, is it? For Bob, it’s about dominance—he wants to impose it. And he likes to be in control. In a way, he is. He’s done this hundreds of times—fucking wives in front of their husbands. That counts for something.
I glanced at Bob again. He walks confidently, but is there hesitation? He’s cocky, yet I sense uncertainty. Maybe it’s intrigue. He’s curious to see how we’ll behave. Will Ellie still want him? Will I resist?
We reached Adventurers Lounge, Ellie and I letting go of each other’s hands as we navigated between the semi-enclosed cubicles. Bob confidently approached one of the free tables and, placing his hand on the small of Ellie’s back, guided her to a seat within the curved walls. I sat next to her while he took the seat across from us.
A waiter stood by our table. “Good evening. What can I get you to drink?”
We greeted back with reserved but polite smiles—tension hanging between us.
Bob spoke first, prompting Ellie. “Ellie?”
“Gin and tonic, please,” she responded.
“Whisky on the rocks for me,” I added.
“Same for me,” Bob said after a brief pause.
The waiter returned to the bar for our drinks, and the silence that followed felt heavy.
I wasn’t sure how to start a conversation. And was it even my place to take the lead? After all, I was just a cuck—sitting at the same table with my wife and the man who’d fucked her less than 24 hours earlier.
Ellie, for her part, had shown confidence by accepting Bob’s offer for a drink, but of course, she was feeling awkward. Across from her was the man who’d come in her just the night before, and she’d orgasmed on his cock three times in a row.
Ellie’s and my unease were understandable. Bob, however, continued to puzzle me. I’d sensed hesitation in him earlier as we walked—but now, it was clearer. His cockiness had faded, his confidence appeared further shaken. He sat quietly, fiddling with a cocktail parasol someone had left behind, occasionally glancing in the direction of the bar, using it as an excuse to avoid eye contact with Ellie and me.
What could cause the dip in his confidence?
I watched his face for a few moments and didn’t exactly see nervousness—the telltale sign of lost confidence. His expression was more like someone in time-out.
Perhaps it isn’t a confidence issue but rather him figuring out the best way to approach Ellie without pushing too hard. Right now, he must be strategising how to read her signals—whether she’s open to another romp.
“It was very hot today, wasn’t it?” Bob finally said, glancing at me.
I nodded. “It was.”
“And with this humidity, you sweat.”
“Mmm.”
Silence fell again.
He looked back at the parasol, fidgeting with it absentmindedly.
I continued to study his expression. Why did he look at me? Is he actually worried about me? Whether I’m still into this? He wants to fuck Ellie again and doesn’t want me standing in the way. That’s why he invited us for drinks—to test the waters. With both of us.
Bob raised his gaze, this time focusing on Ellie. “At least the coaches were air-conditioned.”
He’s really grasping for conversation now.
“Mmm.” Ellie nodded, turning her gaze towards the bar, where a bartender was busy preparing our drinks.
“It was cool in the museums. I can’t complain…” Bob continued, his voice trailing off as his eyes drifted back to the parasol, fingers toying with it once more.
Silence ruled again.
I kept watching his behaviour—almost like a pro now. He’s definitely interested in seeing if Ellie’s open to another go. But he’s cautious. As an experienced bull, he knows emotions can shift the next day and is careful not to upset the delicate balance between the three of us. His intentions are a mix of curiosity and desire—waiting to see if tonight presents another opportunity to fuck my wife.
If we’d thought the drinks would make things less awkward, we were wrong. The waiter returned, placed the drinks in front of us, and left. We each took a sip—silence lingering between us.
Yeah, it’s awkward, I thought, setting my glass down.
Just as I wondered if I should suggest leaving, Bob broke the silence.
“It feels awkward, doesn’t it?” he said, eyes on Ellie.
She nodded and placed her glass on the table.
“Is it always awkward?” I asked.
Bob set his glass down and shifted his gaze to me. “In the beginning, it is. It feels awkward. Even weird.”
“So you feel weird, too?”
“Yes.”
I picked up my glass and took a sip, my eyes briefly meeting Bob’s. “It’s interesting that with your experience—shall we say—you’re still affected.”
“Of course, I am,” he said with quiet honesty. “What we did affects me. Sex is a highly emotional—not just physical—experience.” He looked at Ellie, a smile tugging at his lips. “Am I right, Ellie?”
She held his gaze for a moment, then nodded, her voice barely above a whisper. “Yes.”
“Whatever people say,” he continued, “men are also affected emotionally.” He leaned over the table, his eyes locking with hers. “I know how you feel, and I truly appreciate what you gave me. I’ll cherish it for the rest of my life.”
He took her hand in his.
“Thanks, Bob,” she murmured, gently pulling her hand away.
He leaned back in his chair, and silence fell again over our table.
We each took a sip from our drinks.
Bob set his glass down and looked back at Ellie. “You know, I popped into a pharmacy to buy you the pill.”
He paused, a faint smile on his lips as if teasing.
Ellie sipped from her glass, watching him over the rim, not saying anything.
“And?” I asked, impatient. “Bought one?”
He shook his head, his eyes fixed on Ellie. “Not exactly.”
“Right.” I sighed. “We do need the pill. I actually saw a pharmacy today and thought about popping in, but I wasn’t sure how to explain what we needed. I don’t think pharmacists here speak much English.”
“No, they don’t,” Bob agreed. “And trying to read the drug names? Their hieroglyphs mean nothing to me.”
“Kanji,” Ellie corrected, a brief smile touching her mouth.
Bob raised an eyebrow. “What?”
She set her glass down, smiling again. “They’re Kanji symbols, not hieroglyphs.”
“Oh, thanks. I didn’t know.” He chuckled. “Anyway, I went in and tried to explain. The guy behind the counter was clueless. After a good few minutes of gestures—don’t ask what I did to explain ‘morning-after pill’—he finally figured it out.”
A flicker of amusement played on Ellie’s lips.
Bob’s lips also tugged with a smile. “The problem was, he thought I wanted the pill for myself.”
Ellie and I burst into laughter. Maybe it was the tension we’d both been carrying, but something about the absurdity of Bob’s story hit us at just the right moment.
Bob continued, “Can you imagine? He called his assistant, who was supposed to know some English—she didn’t, but anyway—they kept trying to explain to me that men can’t take the pill.
“I told them it was for someone else, but they weren’t getting it. In desperation, I pointed at my—you know—crotch, then at the woman in the queue behind me.
“And, my God!
“She freaked out, thought I was implying she needed it because I’d slept with her or something, and started screaming.”
Ellie and I laughed even harder.
“Then the pharmacist came from behind the counter, yelling something in Japanese, and shoved me out of the pharmacy. Our guide was waiting outside with the entire tour group. I’d told her earlier that I had a headache and needed a painkiller. But when she heard the pharmacist shouting like mad, she raised her eyebrows and asked—loudly, in English—’Morning-after pill?’ For the whole group to hear! I wanted the ground to swallow me up. The most embarrassing moment of my life.”
Ellie and I were now in fits of laughter, and Bob joined in.
When we finally calmed down, I wiped tears from my eyes. “God, Bob, you know how to cheer us up.”
Ellie, still smiling, chimed in, “You do, indeed.”
Bob shrugged. “Well, I promised I’d buy the pill for you, Ellie, so I had to try.”
She reached across the table, placing her hand on his. “Thank you for doing this for me.” She rubbed his hand gently before pulling away. “Much appreciated.”
“Yeah, thanks, Bob,” I added, though in my head, I was more sarcastic: You should’ve tried harder. After having a free bareback go at her—that was the least you could’ve done.
“No problem,” Bob replied. “I’ll try again when we get on shore. This time, I’ll use Google Translate.”
“Tomorrow, we’re at sea,” I reminded him. “That means the day after tomorrow.”
“Mmm.” He acknowledged reluctantly, then turned to Ellie. “We’ve still got time, right? Seventy-two hours?”
She nodded. “Seventy-two hours.”
She drained her glass and placed her hand on Bob’s again. “We should get going, Bob. I didn’t sleep well last night, and I’d like to get to bed early.”
“Of course. Thanks for joining me for a drink.” He placed his hand on hers before she pulled away and stood up.
I stood as well.
“Good night,” Ellie said, turning to leave.
“Ellie,” Bob called after her.
She turned to look at him.
“It’s less awkward now, isn’t it?”
She smiled. “Yes.”
“The best way not to feel awkward is to meet like this—as friends rather than... you know.”
“Perhaps.”
“Shall we meet tomorrow?”
Ellie hesitated, biting her lip. “Mmm…”
He pressed on. “What about a coffee at ten?”
“Umm…” She worried her lip again, then gave a small, abrupt nod. “OK. Why not?”
“At Compass Café?”
“Sounds good.”
With that, we waved Bob goodbye and left the bar.
We didn’t talk on our way to the cabin, but we felt much better.
Exhausted from a day full of emotions, we brushed our teeth, changed into our nightclothes, and went to bed straight away, cuddling together and watching TV, letting the quiet ease between us.
Ellie drifted off first.
I followed soon after—my final thought:
Will this new arrangement with Bob really work?




8. Days at Sea

Days at sea. Some people hate them, saying they’re boring. I’m in the other camp—I love those days. I don’t argue with the haters. Sure, days at sea can be boring, but I like boring. No early wake-ups, no rushing through immigration, no endless coach rides, and no getting tired of snapping photos. Instead, you can sleep in, have a leisurely breakfast, lie around, or wander the ship with a drink in hand, an ice cream, or a snack. You can simply indulge. Maybe hang out by the pool.
As for Ellie, she loves days at sea too, though in her own way. While my days are all about relaxation, hers are anything but relaxing or boring. She packs her schedule with cooking classes, photography workshops, and more. In fact, she’s busier on sea days than when we’re onshore. That said, she loves to sleep in, just like me.
This morning, we did just that. We slept until a quarter past nine.
Ellie woke me with a peck on the lips. “Morning, honey.”
“Morning, hon,” I murmured.
She was in a good mood, slipping off the bed and chirping, “I’m hopping in the shower—then coffee?”
I chuckled. “Yep, coffee at ten—with just-friends Bob.”
She smiled and tilted her head. “Yes, with just-friends Bob.”
“What about breakfast first?”
“Maybe after? Not quite hungry yet.”
“Yeah, I can wait too.”
She gave me another peck and headed to the bathroom. I stayed in bed, relaxing.
Seeing Ellie in such a good mood gave me confidence she was moving on. That, in turn, lifted my own spirits. I didn’t have to worry about her blaming herself—or me—for what had happened.
Of course, I didn’t buy into the idea of her being just friends with Bob. She seemed to believe it genuinely, and maybe she needed to. But I was far from convinced it would work. As a man, I knew how the male psyche worked. Bob wouldn’t just give up. Once he’d had her, he’d want more—again and again—until he’d had his fill.
And Ellie? Would she really be able to resist? She might think she could, but I wasn’t so sure. Bob had fucked her well. And she’d clearly enjoyed it, hadn’t she?
While I didn’t believe in the whole just-friends arrangement, I was willing to go along with it—for her. It was clear it helped her move on.
In a way, I was moving on too. I didn’t have regrets, and my jealousy had almost faded. But not because I trusted Bob. And not because I believed the plan would work, or felt I had nothing to fear. No—something else had shifted. Time had passed. And arousal had taken over.
I was horny again.
The truth was, I wanted to see Ellie fucked by Bob again—and then take her myself, right after. Yes, I knew that went against the whole just-friends idea. But I couldn’t help it. The thought turned me on. And when desire kicked in like that, all the jealousy and insecurity? They didn’t stand a chance.
To stop myself from spiralling too deep into analysing the new setup and its contradictions, I turned on the TV and watched the news while waiting for Ellie to finish her shower. Once she was out, I took a quick shower myself, and by 9:50, we were on our way to Compass Café on Deck 6.
As we walked, I gently brushed her bum. “You think we can be friends with Bob?”
This was only the second time Bob’s name had come up this morning—and in fact, since we’d left the bar the night before.
“I think so,” she replied after a few moments of consideration. “We’ll give it a try.”
“Feeling better because of that?” I asked.
She glanced at me, her eyes sparkling with energy, her usual easy-going smile playing on her lips. “Yes, and you?”
“Me too. And I’m horny!” I chuckled, my hand landing on the exposed skin of her back beneath her strappy, backless crop top.
She giggled. “Good! We can pop back to the cabin after lunch?”
“Oh, yeah!” I slipped my hand down to her bum, caressing the soft fabric of her flowy summer skirt. “Why not after coffee?”
“Yeah, why not? I’ll cancel my cooking class at eleven.”
“Erm... don’t. I can wait.”
“Can you?”
“Yes, waiting makes it better.”
She laughed. “OK.”
“You free after the cooking class?” My hand now brushed the bare skin of the back of her thigh.
“You sure you can wait that long?” She giggled, grabbing my hand. Instead of pushing it away like I expected, she pressed it to the back of her leg and slid it higher, pushing up the hem of her skirt. “I might not,” she added, her voice carrying a teasing, breathy heat that sent a shiver of arousal down my spine.
I grinned. “Someone’s hornier than me.” My cock twitched as my fingertips grazed the edge of her thong, just where it hugged her bum cheek.
“Someone is, indeed.”
“After the cooking class?”
“Yes.”
“Hold on. Don’t you have an origami workshop at twelve?”
“So? I’ll cancel.”
“No, do it. After that.”
“You sure?”
“Yes… When does it end?”
“At one, I think.”
“OK. You do your workshops, we’ll have a quick lunch, and then—cabin time.” I gently squeezed her bum cheek. “What would you say?”
She giggled, then playfully pushed my hand away as we reached the stairwell, where there were more people, and whispered, “Sounds like a plan.”
“You’re still on for the sake-tasting?”
“When was it?
“Quarter past four.”
“I’ll come. I promised you, didn’t I?”
“Great. I love you, honey.”
“Of course you do,” she chirped. “As do I.”
“Glad to hear that!” I smiled. “You have anything else today?”
“Mmm... I don’t think so. We’ve got dinner booked for 5:30. Don’t forget tonight’s ‘dress to impress.’”
“Oh, I won’t.” I chuckled. “I’ll be suited up for you. You’re invited on a dinner date.”
She gave me a playful slap on the bum. “Looking forward to my date with a suited man!”
Still smiling from our flirty exchange, we arrived at the café at ten, right on time.
Bob was already there, seated at a table with three chairs. He waved as soon as he saw us.
Seeing him, Ellie slowed her pace, uncertainty gripping her for a moment. After I gently placed my hand on the small of her back, she resumed a steady pace.
We reached the table.
“Morning, Ellie, Dave,” Bob greeted us with a welcoming smile.
“Morning, Bob.” I nodded, smiling back.
“Morning, Bob,” Ellie said warmly.
His gaze ran top down over her, his smile widening. “You look amazing today, Ellie, as always.”
“Thank you,” she replied with a playful lilt. “Just friends, right?” she added, her eyes glinting with mischief.
I wasn’t sure if she was naturally feeling comfortable around Bob or if she was forcing herself, trying to assert that her relationship with him had already transformed into just friends. Either way, despite her earlier hesitation, she came across as playful, even frisky.
“Yes, of course,” Bob said, glancing at me before his gaze returned to Ellie. “I’m glad we’re making this work—as friends. It’s important to me. Please take a seat.”
He nodded at the two empty chairs at the table and stood up.
“What would you like?”
“Latte, please,” Ellie chirped, taking one of the chairs.
“Same for me,” I added, sitting in the other chair next to her.
“Three lattes,” Bob summarised with a nod before walking over to the counter. Jumping ahead of a couple still discussing their order, he asked for three lattes, tapping his cruise pass against the terminal.
I glanced at Ellie, noticing her expression turn somewhat sober, her gaze lingering on Bob as he chatted with the barista.
I reached for her thigh, lavishly exposed by her short skirt, and rubbed her gently. “You OK?”
“Yes, I’m OK.” She nodded, looking at me.
“We’ll make it work, right?”
“Yeah, I think we will.”
“You know.” I glanced at Bob. “I don’t feel awkward around him anymore.”
“Same here,” she said, also glancing at Bob before looking back at me and lowering her voice. “It’s not awkward per se. I’ve accepted it, but it’s still… strange.” Her gaze shifted back to Bob, lingering this time.
I rubbed her thigh again. “What is it?”
“He’s... you know... been in me.” She paused, biting her lip, then met my eyes. “It’s not easy to disassociate him from what we did. However, I think he’s right. The more we meet, the more comfortable I feel around him. But at times, it’s still challenging.”
“We don’t have to meet him if it’s hard.”
“I know, but I feel like making friends with him is what truly shows we’ve moved on.”
“Otherwise, it would feel like we’re running away from it, wouldn’t it?”
“Precisely.”
I withdrew my hand from her leg and leaned back in my chair.
We watched Bob grab the first cup from the counter, then the second and third. He placed the cups on a tray, carefully balanced it, and brought the tray over to the table. With a small smile, he set the coffees down and took a seat, dragging his chair a little closer to Ellie.
We took the cups and sipped.
“Did you manage to catch up with your sleep, Ellie?” Bob asked, looking at her over the rim of his cup.
She nodded. “Yes. I needed it so much.”
“I slept very well too.” He turned to me. “What about you, Dave?”
“I slept in,” I said. “That’s one of the things I like about the days at sea.”
“I like them too. Perfect time to unwind after all the tours and whatnot.”
“Yeah, I just relax and take it slowly.”
“Same here.” He turned back to Ellie. “How about you?”
She shifted in her seat to face him. “I like to relax, but I love keeping busy with activities.”
I jumped in. “She’s got a full schedule—workshops all day.”
Bob raised his eyebrows, smiling, his gaze on her. “Like?”
“Like the cooking class today at eleven,” I replied on her behalf. “She’s also doing origami at twelve.”
“Are you, Ellie? You’re into origami?” Bob asked, amusement in his eyes.
She smiled. “I like doing stuff.”
“What else? Gym?”
“No, I’m not a fan.”
“You don’t need the gym,” Bob said, his voice catching as his gaze dropped to her legs. “You’ve got a… perfect body.”
“Thanks.” Ellie adjusted her skirt, pulling the hem down—it had crept way above mid-thigh—the soft floral fabric shifting against her skin. “But I like to walk to keep my legs toned.”
“Your legs are well-toned.” Bob placed his hand gently on her thigh.
Her breath hitched as his fingers brushed up, nudging her skirt higher.
My cock hardened in an instant.
Bob quickly pulled his hand back. “I mean, your whole body—abs, glutes, thighs…”
You’d know, right? I thought. You’ve seen much more than her abs, glutes, and thighs. What about her pussy? It’s toned, too?
I know exactly what you’re after—you want another round with my wife.
I was jealous again, but not the way I was before. For some reason, seeing Bob play this game, pretending to be just a friend while subtly working Ellie up—that wound me up. I just didn’t like to be taken for a fool, nor my wife.
“Right,” Ellie said, taking a sip.
“I—I mean,” Bob stammered. “I’ve got many friends who go to the gym, but they don’t have natural body proportions like you. I mean—” He cut off, blushing shyly.
Ellie observed him over her cup, her lip pressed against the rim.
“I’m digging myself a hole, ain’t I?” he said, his blush deepening.
“Yes, you are.” She giggled, pulling her cup away, then added, “My friend,” drawing the words out just enough to remind us all she and Bob were ‘just friends’ now—though she came across as playful, even teasing.
Bob looked away, seemingly embarrassed.
As I watched him tap his fingers lightly, I caught the faint smile trying to curve his lips—and confirmed my suspicions: He’s playing a game here. Making her believe he’s genuinely trying to be just friends—but struggling to keep his desires in check. Letting her see how hard it is for him. He wants her to feel how much he wants her—and to admire him for holding back.
A faint smile curved Ellie’s lips as she noticed Bob swallow nervously, shifting in his seat.
I sighed to myself. And, by the looks of it, he’s succeeding.
“I watched this guy the other day. He’s good,” Bob said, pointing at a man in a magician’s outfit who’d just appeared on the deck below and started setting up his props.
Compass Café was strategically situated on Deck 6, forming part of the ship’s central atrium—a bright, multi-level space open across three decks. From where we sat, we could see straight down through the glass balustrade to the stage below.
Ellie shifted in her chair to get a better view of the magician, and her legs parted slightly. Her short skirt didn’t cover much, and her exposed upper thighs immediately drew Bob’s eyes. I followed his gaze and saw him ogling her legs, catching glimpses of her thong.
Ellie glanced at Bob and caught him gawking. She closed her legs, a tiny mischievous smile flickering on her lips.
He wrapped his hands around his cup, his eyes quickly shifting away.
The magician on the stage began making announcements about his show, and Bob turned back to Ellie. “Do you like magicians, Ellie?”
She smiled. “Not particularly, but if they introduce some fun, I like them.”
“This guy’s funny.”
“Is he?”
“Yes. Watch him.”
At that moment, the magician deliberately failed his first trick, drawing laughter from the audience. Bob turned his chair to watch the performance, and Ellie and I did the same.
The second trick failed, too, and more laughter followed. The crowd thickened as the act took shape, but we were lucky to have one of the best viewing spots on our deck, offering an unobstructed view of the stage.
So we simply sipped our coffee and enjoyed the magician’s show unfolding below.
Ellie was clearly the most captivated of the three of us—clapping at each surprise, laughing at the comic misfires built into the act. Now and then, she leaned towards Bob or me to share a comment, a childish spark lighting up her eyes.
As I watched the show, out of the corner of my eye, I observed Bob. His gaze kept subtly sweeping across Ellie’s body whenever she looked down at the stage. She was catching his glances but also noticing his attempts to look away. That was exactly what Bob was aiming for—convincing her he was struggling to restrain himself—and it worked, because whenever their eyes met, she offered him a warm, appreciative smile.
After about thirty minutes, the show ended, the magician bowing to a round of applause.
Ellie glanced at her watch. “It’s a quarter to eleven.” Standing up, she turned to me. “I should have a bite before my cooking workshop. Coming with me?”
I rose from my chair. “Lido Deck?”
“Yeah.”
Bob stood up as well. “Mind if I join you? After that latte, I feel like putting some food in my stomach.”
Ellie nodded, and we made our way to Lido Deck, with Bob casually falling into step beside Ellie and me.
At the midship stairwell, Ellie turned towards the stairs, her pace brisk and energetic.
“Gosh, Ellie! Don’t you ever use the lifts?” Bob chuckled as he and I trailed behind her while she bounded up the steps with ease.
“Nope,” she said without slowing down. “That’s how I keep my legs toned.” She glanced back at him over her shoulder, flashing a playful smile before facing forward and picking up her pace even more.
Her skirt bounced with every step, briefly revealing her bum cheeks, framed by the delicate lace trim of her cheeky thong.
“Hold up, Ellie!” Bob laughed. “We can’t keep up with you!”
“Get fit, Bob!” she giggled, suddenly breaking into a light run.
“God!” He glanced in my direction. “How do you keep up with her?”
“I run!” I chuckled, switching to a jog.
He had no choice but to follow.
By the time we reached Deck 11, he was panting. “Wait up, Ellie!” he called out, breathless.
“Why?” she asked, slowing down and looking over her shoulder, her voice teasing.
“We’re trailing behind!” Bob gasped, shaking his head dramatically.
“And Bob can’t watch your bum,” I added with a grin.
“True!” He laughed in response.
Ellie stuck her tongue out at us and giggled before turning forward and taking off again.
Bob and I pushed harder, trying to keep up with her.
“Bloody hell, she’s a machine,” Bob puffed as we finally neared the top.
“That’s my wife,” I said with a breathless grin.
When we reached the landing on Deck 15, Ellie was already waiting, slightly winded herself.
“You guys need to get fit for me,” she said, laughing as Bob and I caught up with her—both of us struggling for breath. “Especially you, Bob!” She shot Bob a teasing glance, her eyes sparkling with mischief.
“Honey, he did well the other day, the way he is,” I quipped. A moment later, I regretted the slip of the tongue, bracing for a scolding from Ellie and a souring of her mood.
To my surprise, she giggled. “It was easy. I was lying on my back—not running.”
“Fair point.” Bob grinned, finally catching his breath. “Next time, we’ll do Stand & Carry—a test for both of us!”
Ellie laughed and swatted his hand away as he playfully reached for her waist. “Just friends, Bob!” she chirped, her tone light and teasing.
He raised his hands in surrender. “Alright, alright—just friends.”
Just friends or not—this isn’t over, I thought, struck by how easily Ellie and Bob talked about having had sex—and hinted at more. My cock twitched in approval; my chest tightened with jealous disapproval.
Ellie entered Grand Horizon, the ship’s buffet restaurant, with Bob and me following close behind. We approached the buffet counter and started browsing the food together.
“I love the variety here,” I said.
“And it’s freshly cooked,” Ellie chimed in.
Bob turned to her. “Do you know what you’ll be cooking in your class, Ellie?” He gently placed his hand on the small of her back, steering her slightly as a staff member passed by carrying a tray of hot food.
Ellie shrugged. “No idea. All I know is it’s from a Michelin-starred chef’s recipe.”
“Oh, that sounds exciting! Maybe you’ll teach us a thing or two.”
She smiled, stopping at the fruit section. “We’ll see. You two better watch out—I might outcook both of you!” She threw a playful glance at Bob and me.
I laughed. “That wouldn’t be hard. I’m just here for the food!”
Bob’s hand slipped to her hip. “Speaking of food, what do you both say to having dinner together tonight?”
Ellie shifted slightly, causing his hand to slip off. “Thanks, Bob, but we’ve got a reservation at 5:30 at Celestial Dining Room.”
“Oh, what a coincidence! So do I.”
“You do?”
“Yes—exactly at 5:30. Celestial Dining Room. We’ll ask them to seat us together.”
Ellie and I exchanged glances—was it really a coincidence, or had Bob just made it up? Either way, we had to accept unless we wanted to be impolite. Besides, wasn’t this about proving to ourselves we could be just friends with him?
I shrugged, and Ellie said, “OK, then. 5:30.” With that settled, she grabbed a banana and stepped aside from the counter.
I picked up a croissant.
“Don’t fill yourself up, honey,” she cautioned. “We’ll be back for lunch, remember?”
“I’ll eat half of it.”
“Promise?”
I nodded.
She smiled. “OK, I’ve got to go!”
She gave me a quick peck, nodded a polite goodbye to Bob, and—peeling her banana as she walked—headed towards the stairwell with brisk steps.
Bob picked up a pain au chocolat, and we stepped aside from the buffet area out of the way of the crowd. He took a bite and asked, “Fancy a quick go at the slots?”
I raised an eyebrow, chewing a large mouthful of my croissant. “You gamble?”
“Yeah.” He swallowed, took another bite, then casually dropped the rest of his pain au chocolat onto the tray of a passing crew member.
“You must have money to burn,” I said, speaking around another bite.
“Mm… Not to burn, no, but enough to give myself a quick flutter at the casino.”
“You must be rich.”
“Rich enough to afford that ring you couldn’t buy for your wife.”
“You know about the ring, huh?” I gave him a look.
He shrugged, a sly grin playing on his lips. “Well, I was in the shop when you and Ellie were looking at it. Didn’t she tell you?”
“She mentioned it, but I didn’t realise you were listening.”
“Couldn’t help it, sorry. She wants that ring so much, doesn’t she?”
“That ring, Bob, is £23,000,” I said, taking another bite of my croissant.
“I know.” He nodded. “Yellow diamonds are expensive.”
“Don’t try to make me feel inadequate.”
“Dave, mate.” He placed a hand on my shoulder, smiling as he looked me in the eye. “I didn’t mean to offend you. I just meant I can afford to splash out on some luxuries. That’s why I brought up the ring. And I’d be happy to treat you in the casino.” He nudged me gently towards the stairwell. “Come on.”
“Thanks, but you don’t have to.”
“I want to give you the thrill, mate. I owe you.”
“For fucking my wife?”
Bob stared at me, smiling, his hand still resting on my shoulder.
Then, he shrugged. “That too. But mostly, I owe you for the good company. You and Ellie made my boring, lonely cruise so much more exciting. Being my friends—”
“Bob, stop pretending.” I knocked his hand off my shoulder. “You don’t want to be our friend. You want to fuck my wife again. That’s what this is about.”
“Being friends and fucking your wife aren’t mutually exclusive.”
“They aren’t?”
He shook his head. “No, they aren’t. I’ll fuck your wife, and we’ll still be friends. Come on—casino’s on me.” He placed his hand back on my shoulder.
His words registered—his use of the future tense, the certainty of it—yet instead of sparking resistance, they sent a slow, simmering heat through me. I was turned on again.
I stuffed the rest of the croissant into my mouth.
“You ate it,” he said.
“Mmm.” I nodded, my mouth full.
“You promised Ellie you wouldn’t.”
I smirked. “Bob, if you don’t tell her I ate the whole thing, I won’t tell her you want to fuck her again.”
He laughed, letting go of my shoulder. “I like you! Told you we’d become friends, didn’t I? Let’s go.”
We set off for the casino, weaving through the constant flow of people in the buffet area.
It still felt surreal, walking side by side with the man who’d fucked my wife. Not just once, but openly hinting he’d like to do it again.
How did we end up here? I kept asking myself. Yet, there was a strange sense of ease between Bob and me, as if we were drifting into a comfortable friendship despite the absurdity of it all.
He’s friendly and outgoing. I kinda like him. Perhaps he’s right. Perhaps we could be friends—despite him fucking my wife.




9. Vices Stirred

We emerged at the front atrium stairwell, opting for the shortest path to the casino and avoiding the crowds around the midship stairs.
Bob paused and nodded towards the lifts. “Lifts?”
I stopped beside him, smiling. “No, Bob. The stairs. Ellie’s right—we need to keep fit.”
“Going downstairs is a piece of cake, mate. If we really want to get fit for her, we’d better hit the gym.”
I chuckled. “Team up at the gym, huh?”
He leaned in close, whispering into my ear, “We’ve got to if we’re going to fuck her all night long.” He pulled back, a cheeky smile playing on his lips.
I couldn’t help but smirk at the sheer audacity of it.
He shrugged. “I’m just saying.” He glanced around to make sure no one was nearby, then added quietly, “Spit roasting takes fitness and teamwork.”
A flicker of jealousy gnawed at me again, but the rush of arousal—and his disarming grin—quickly pushed it aside. I decided to laugh it off, giving him a light slap on the shoulder. “You’d know better, Bob. You’re the professional here.”
He laughed with me. “You can say that again, mate.” Then, with a grin, he added, “Let’s hit the casino and leave the gym for another day, shall we?”
“Yeah.” I nodded. “I’d rather be in the casino.”
With that, still chuckling like old friends sharing an inside joke, we took the stairs, trotting down with the ease of men well-practised in their stride.
At the casino, Bob clearly knew his way around—he bought a stack of credits and loaded two slot machines next to each other without a second thought. “Let’s see how lucky you are,” he said with a grin.
As we both settled in our seats, he explained, “It’s simple, really. Just hit that spin button and let the reels decide. Doesn’t take much thinking.”
My hand hovered over the spin button.
“Hit it,” Bob urged, keeping an eye on me from his seat.
His casual, almost breezy instructions made me laugh—but I still didn’t hit the button. Instead, I glanced at the flashing screen—spinning reels filled with cherries, sevens, bars, and golden bells. Lights blinked around the edges, and a soft, looping jingle played from the speakers.
“I see how this could get addictive,” I said, running my hand over the money bags symbol.
Bob chuckled. “Careful, mate. That’s how they reel you in. But don’t worry—it’s on me today.”
“You sure? I don’t mind paying my own way.”
He waved it off. “Nah, mate. Consider it part of my… hospitality.”
“OK.”
He hit the spin button and leaned back, watching the reels spin. “By the way, I think you and I are doing well. And Ellie’s coming to terms with being a hotwife now.”
I hit the spin button, too, thinking, He’s right. Ellie’s a hotwife now. The lights flashed, and I prepared to enjoy the thrill, the randomness of the reels.
How strange that I feel all right chatting casually with Bob about it. Playing the slots is helping. Well, it’s not just the game, though. I’m starting to like him—that’s what it is. He’s good company and easy-going. He might be fucking my wife, but does that mean we can’t be mates? He’s cheerful, doesn’t hold back, and there’s something oddly comforting about having a guy like him in our lives, even if it’s complicated.
Bob’s voice broke my thoughts. “You know, Ellie’s a lucky woman. Got a good man like you, understanding and supportive.”
“Mmm.” I nodded.
“Because it could be rocky at the start. Women are more sensitive than us men. For Ellie, a wife who’d never done it before, opening her legs to another man is a big emotional jump.”
“It is.”
“But she’s doing well.”
“I think so. I mean, you’ve done it with many other wives—what do you think?” I glanced at Bob.
He nodded. “Yeah, she’s doing really well.” He looked back at the screen and hit the spin button again.
I focused on my machine’s display and hit the spin button, too.
A small win flashed on my screen, and Bob, watching me, encouraged, “Well done, Dave! Keep going.”
I chose the option to reinvest and continued.
Soon Bob also landed a small win. “Nice one!” he exclaimed, glancing at me before offering a high-five. Excited, I gave him one and returned to my game.
This was my first time playing the slots. In fact, I had never gambled before, so it was like stepping into a whole new world. And yet, I found myself getting hooked.
With the substantial £200 Bob had loaded into my machine and the boost from my early win, I kept hitting the spin button—almost entranced—but losing, of course—for the next hour and fifteen minutes. Eventually, the fatigue began to set in. My credit was down to £20, and I was considering calling it quits.
And then—I hit a £500 win!
My hands flew up. “I won, Bob! Five hundred! Look!”
“Wow, mate!” he exclaimed, glancing at my screen. He reached out and tapped me on the shoulder. “Well done, Dave!”
“I’m out now.” I stood up, stretching.
He also stood. “Me too. Let’s cash out your win.” He nodded towards the casino’s cashier.
“Nah. It was your money. Keep the win.”
“Yeah, but, Dave, it’s your win.”
“Bob, thanks, but no. It feels like I had fun at your expense, giving you nothing in return.”
He smirked. “Isn’t that what I’m doing?”
I looked at him, our eyes meeting.
He smiled, lowering his voice. “I’m having fun with your wife without giving you anything in return.”
A sharp flicker of jealousy spiked through me—I remained silent, staring at him.
He shrugged. “I show up, fuck her, and go. What do you get in return?”
A wave of heat rolled over my skin, but before jealousy could take hold, a tingling warmth spread at the base of my cock. I liked the feeling. On top of that, Bob’s smile was so disarming, even innocent, that I found myself smiling too.
God! I can’t be angry at this guy!
“How about we split the win?” I said. “That way, we both walk away happy.”
“You sure?” he asked.
“Yeah. After all, I owe you.”
“No, you don’t. I wanted to treat you.”
“It’s not about the slots, Bob.”
Bob looked at me, slightly confused.
I leaned in and whispered, “When you fuck my wife, you get pleasure, but I get pleasure too, watching you do it. You see?” I pulled back.
He raised his eyebrows.
I smiled, leaned in once more, and said quietly, “Bob, you must have figured me out by now, haven’t you? I’m a cuckold.” I stepped back.
He finally got it—and smiled. He placed a hand on my shoulder. “You’re my friend, Dave. That’s who you are. Let’s split the win.”
“Deal!” I grinned.
With that, we headed to the cashier.
“By the way,” Bob whispered as we stood at the counter. “You’re a stag, not a cuckold.”
I raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”
He smirked. “I’ll explain later.” Then he turned to the cashier. “Can I cash in, please?”
We got the money, split it, and Bob nodded towards the casino bar. “Fancy a drink?”
I glanced at my watch. It was 12:40.
Bob checked his watch, too. “We’ve got time for a quick one before we pick up Ellie for lunch, yeah?”
“Mmm, yeah. We’ve got some,” I said, aware that he’d just invited himself to lunch with Ellie and me—but not really minding.
“You know where they run the origami?”
“Yeah, Deck 8.”
“Perfect. Quick one here, on me. Then we’ll pick her up.”
We settled on the stools at the bar and ordered champagne to celebrate my win.
“Cheers, Dave!” Bob raised his glass after the waiter deftly filled two flutes with chilled champagne.
“Cheers, Bob!” I clinked his glass. “To winning!”
“And our friendship!”
We drank and set down our glasses.
Bob studied me for a moment. “You know, Dave, there’s a difference between a cuckold and a stag. I’ve seen both types, and I reckon you’re more the stag type. Wanna know why?”
“Why?” I asked, and he launched into a fifteen-minute lesson on the nuances of the cuckold-hotwife lifestyle.
He wrapped up with a grin. “So, the bull’s role varies the least. It boils down to this—he just has to fuck the wife real good.” He pointed at himself. “Me.”
At this point—having just accepted my newly explained role of a stag—Bob’s mischievous, slightly patronising tone didn’t bother me. I just smiled, thinking, Wow. I’ve learned more about my own desires in the last fifteen minutes than in my whole life. I glanced at my watch. But now, it’s time to get Ellie.
“We’ve got to go, Bob,” I said.
We stood and headed for Deck 8 with quick steps—it was 12:58 pm, and we had to hurry.
We arrived just as the origami workshop was wrapping up. Ellie and I hadn’t made arrangements to pick her up, let alone show up with Bob, so she was a little surprised to see both of us—but nonetheless, she was happy and flattered by the attention.
“Wow!” she exclaimed, smiling. “The two of you!”
She gave me a quick peck on the lips, then tapped Bob on the shoulder. “How come?”
He chuckled. “Thought I’d join you and Dave for lunch.”
“OK, why not?”
“Lido Deck or Grand Voyager Dining Room?” Bob asked.
“Mm… Lido?”
“Lido it is.”
He wrapped an arm around her waist. She didn’t pull away, letting him lead her towards the stairwell while I lined up on her other side.
“Did you enjoy the workshops?” Bob asked, keeping his arm around Ellie as we began climbing the stairs.
“Very much,” she said. “Especially the cooking class.”
“What did you cook?”
“We didn’t actually prepare a full meal. It was more about learning a few tips and tricks.”
“Tips and tricks?”
“Yes.”
We walked slowly, Bob’s arm still around her, while Ellie talked about the new cooking techniques she’d learned at the workshop.
We reached Grand Horizon, but it was peak time, and we couldn’t spot a free table. As we stood waiting for one to free up, Ellie shifted to talking about her origami experience.
All this time, Bob wasn’t letting go of her, and she was OK with it. At one point, I reached for her hand, and we laced our fingers while Bob pulled her tighter against him.
Ellie giggled quietly. “Gosh! What would people say?”
“About what?” Bob feigned innocence.
“You know about what, Bob!”
“Well, people will say this woman loves her husband and is a good friend with this other guy.”
Ellie’s laugh was light. “That’s what they’ll say?”
“Mm-hmm.” Bob’s grin widened mischievously.
“A table!” Ellie called out, pulling away from both Bob and me as she lunged towards a newly freed table. “Quick!”
We hurried over before anyone else could claim the table. Bob left his phone there to secure our spot, and we spread out across the buffet to pick up food.
Ten minutes later, we were finally eating, and Ellie was eagerly explaining how the folds and cuts of her origami came together—something neither Bob nor I really cared about, but we faked interest, nodding along and asking questions. She wrapped up her origami lesson just as we finished dessert.
Bob glanced at his watch. “What’s your schedule for the afternoon?”
Ellie reached for my hand. “Wind down first…”
The suggestive smile she gave me was all the reminder I needed—winding down meant one thing: her promise of sex after lunch.
As our fingers intertwined, I squeezed her hand gently, matching her smile. We were on the same page—horny for that post-lunch fuck.
“Then we’ll go sake-tasting,” she continued, her smile lingering, her eyes fixed on mine.
“Oh.” Bob perked up. “I’ve booked the sake tasting, too.”
Ellie turned to him, one eyebrow arched. “Have you?”
“Yeah, at quarter past four, right?”
She nodded.
“Perfect! We’ll do it together,” he said. “Got any more workshops?” His smile was teasing—a jab at her tendency to pack her schedule with events.
She shook her head, giggling. “No.”
“So, winding down time?”
“Mm-hmm.”
“How about winding down by the pool with a drink?” Bob nodded towards the open-air pool deck, visible through the glass doors of the buffet restaurant.
Ellie’s brows lifted. “You mean now?”
“Yeah. I’m ready to go. Look!” He pushed his chair back, grabbed his shorts, and tugged them down just enough to reveal the swimming briefs underneath.
“Smart move,” I acknowledged.
“And practical, too,” he added. “As I said, I’m ready to go at a moment’s notice.” He gestured towards the pools. “Got two sun loungers waiting for us by the hot tub.”
“Really? I didn’t know you could reserve the loungers.”
“You can’t. But you can come early and claim them.” He smirked. “I’ve had my towels, bags, and suncream there since nine this morning.”
“You’re a cheater, Bob!” Ellie laughed.
He chuckled. “No, just street smart, Ellie. Gotta stay ahead of the game!” He stood. “Meet you at the pool? Five minutes to get changed?”
Ellie and I exchanged a look—Bob’s suggestion meant postponing sex to the evening.
I hesitated for a moment but then shrugged—we had no choice unless we wanted to be rude.
Ellie gave me a small nod before turning back to Bob. “Let’s make it ten.”
He grinned. “OK, ten. Look for me on the right of the main pool, between the bar and the hot tub.” Then he turned and headed off.
Ellie and I stood and hurried towards the buffet restaurant’s exit.
As we reached the midship stairwell, she asked, “What did you do while I was at the workshops?” She looked down at her feet as we turned down the stairs.
I didn’t want to tell her about my visit to the casino—I knew she wouldn’t approve—so I lied. “Bob and I hung out on Lido Deck.”
“You hung out with him?”
“Yeah, I’ve sort of started to like him.”
She glanced at me. “Not jealous around him?”
I shrugged. “Erm… no, not really. At least not as much as I was. We get along really well. You know, Bob’s a nice guy—chatty and outgoing.”
Ellie glanced at me again. “And what did you talk about?”
“Just chatting. Watching the sea,” I said casually.
“Talked about me?”
“A bit.”
“Like what?”
“Ellie, you do realise he wants to fuck you again.”
Ellie halted and turned to look at me.
I stopped, too. “He wants to,” I repeated.
She smiled. “I know, Dave. I’m not stupid.”
“And?”
“We’ll be just friends with him.” She slapped me playfully on the arse, and we resumed descending the stairs.
“He’s rich,” I added.
“Did he tell you that?”
“No, but I picked up on a few hints he made.”
“I see.”
We reached our cabin, and I went straight into the loo for a number two. By the time I got out, Ellie had already put on her tiny string bikini—a set of a halter neck triangle cup bra top and a mini G-string thong—waiting for me in the corridor to use the bathroom.
Standing in the doorway, I savoured the sight of her—delicate triangles barely covering her breasts, thin straps hugging her hips, a narrow strip of fabric at the front scarcely veiling her pussy, so minimal it left little to the imagination.
The words slipped from my lips. “You look gorgeous, honey.”
“Thank you!” she said with a grin. “Now, let me in!”
I stepped aside, holding the door for her. “Number one?”
“Yes.”
“Bladder acting up again?”
“No, it’s fine now.”
“The benefit of Bob not fucking you.”
“Very funny!” She giggled and gave me a playful smack on the bum as she entered. I closed the door behind her.
I changed into my swimming trunks, and three minutes later, wearing the white poolside robes provided by the ship and with sliders on our feet, we climbed the stairs and made our way out to the open-air pool deck on Deck 15.




10. Slow Burn Afternoon

We saw Bob on the right side of the main pool, between the bar and the hot tub, just as he’d said. Two beach towels were sprawled over a pair of sun loungers pushed flush together. Dressed only in his swimming briefs, he was sitting on one of the loungers, waiting for us.
He waved as soon as he spotted us, and we walked over.
“Hope you like romantic movies,” he said, nodding towards the big screen overlooking the pool.
Ellie glanced up at the screen. “I do, but I’ve already seen this one.”
Bob chuckled. “Me too. But hey, a bit of romance sets the mood, right?”
She flashed him a playful smile, slipping off her robe.
His gaze travelled over her body, lingering greedily on every inch of her.
He wasn’t the only one. A few men on nearby loungers turned their heads, drawn by the way her tiny bikini left little to the imagination. The narrow triangles of her top barely covered her firm breasts, and the delicate string bottom—nothing more than a teasing scrap of fabric—hugged the soft curve of her hips and the toned swell of her bum.
Noticing Bob’s lingering gaze, Ellie tilted her head, a mischievous glint in her eye. “You alright there, Bob?”
Bob recovered quickly, his gaze darting back up to her face. “You look fantastic, Ellie,” he said, his voice even but his eyes betraying the hunger beneath.
“Thank you,” she chirped, folding her robe and placing it on the poolside table next to the sun loungers.
As she bent forward, the thin straps of her G-string pulled taut against her skin, accentuating the roundness of her bum. Bob’s eyes lingered for a beat too long, his gaze tracing the inviting curves before he caught himself and quickly looked away.
But Ellie had noticed again, and when she straightened up, a knowing smirk was tugging at the corners of her lips.
Bob looked back at her, and their eyes met—a silent exchange passing between them, unspoken but unmistakable: her allure was undeniable, and his desire was simmering beneath the surface.
I removed my robe as well, folding it neatly and setting it on top of Ellie’s.
Bob reached down, picked up a bottle of sun cream from beside the table, and offered it to Ellie. “Sun cream?”
“Yes, thank you,” she replied, taking the bottle. She quickly applied a layer to her face, neck, arms, front, and legs, her hands gliding over her smooth skin with practised ease. Then she turned to me, her lips curving into a smile. “Turn around, honey, I’ll do your back.”
Just as I was about to turn, Bob stood up and held out his hands to her. “Sun’s strong today, Ellie. Squeeze some out, and I’ll do your back while you’re doing Dave’s.”
She hesitated for the briefest moment—just enough to show she knew his offer was driven more by desire than concern for her skin—then tilted her head with an amused smile. “If you say so.”
She squeezed some sun cream onto his palms, and he stepped behind her, his large hands smoothing over her back. She giggled at his touch, the sensation sending a light shiver down her spine.
I turned, and she spread sun cream over my back, her fingers gentle yet firm. The occasional light giggle and the subtle breaks in her rhythm reminded me that just as I was savouring her touch, so she was savouring Bob’s hands on her back.
“Let me do your face,” she said once she was done, gently tapping my shoulder to nudge me around. “You never do it properly.”
As I turned to face her, Bob reached out from behind her, his arms slipping around her waist. “Missed a bit on your shoulders,” he murmured.
A tiny smile crossed Ellie’s face. “Missed a bit?”
“Mm-hmm. Right along here,” he said, brushing lightly at the crease of her arms before pulling back so she could squirt sun cream into his palms. “It’s where women burn most.”
A light laugh shook her body as she squeezed sun cream onto his palms. “That’s news to me—but if you insist.”
She trembled but didn’t stop him as his hands began working around her shoulders and down towards her sides, his fingers grazing the soft skin of her side breasts.
Ellie squeezed cream onto her own palm and started spreading it over my cheeks, her movements gentle and careful—but her face taut with sensation, her lips slightly parted as Bob’s hands roamed slowly, deliberately, across her skin. He wasn’t rushing. He was savouring every inch.
And she wasn’t rushing either, smoothing cream over my cheeks, my nose, my forehead, even my earlobes.
We didn’t care who was watching. We just took our time, caught in the moment, until we were finally done.
Ellie handed me the bottle as Bob reluctantly stepped back. I covered the rest of my body in cream, then passed the bottle back to Bob, and he set it down beside the table.
“I’ll get us some drinks,” I offered, taking my card from the pocket of my poolside robe. “Ellie, what would you like?”
“Could you get me a Piña Colada, please?” she chirped.
“A pint of lager for me, please. Thanks, Dave,” Bob added, settling back on his sun lounger as Ellie took her seat on the other.
I went to the bar, ordered Ellie’s Piña Colada and two pints of beer—one for me and one for Bob—and a few minutes later, drinks in hand, we were sitting at the foot ends of the sun loungers, feet on the floor, watching the film on the big screen.
We watched and sipped our drinks, exchanging the occasional word or two, mostly about the film. Bob had taken the sun lounger with the poolside table to his right, while Ellie and I had squeezed onto the other, her body nestled between his and mine.
After a few minutes, I wrapped my arm around her waist, my fingers grazing the soft skin of her hip. At almost the same moment, Bob, perhaps taking encouragement from me, slipped his hand onto her thigh, giving her soft flesh a slow, deliberate squeeze.
And she didn’t mind, clearly easing up on the just-friends rule.
With my eyes on the screen but feeling the tension between us, I couldn’t help but wonder: Are we still just friends? Or has this moved a level further—and is it moving further still?
As if to answer my questions, Bob slid his hand from Ellie’s thigh and wrapped his arm around her shoulders, pulling her close as he whispered a cheeky remark about a guest who’d had a bit too much to drink.
Smiling, Ellie turned her head to glance at the guest, and Bob seized the moment to plant a kiss on her neck, making her giggle and playfully scold him, “Just friends, Bob!”
“Of course.” He chuckled—but he didn’t let go of her.
Nor did she pull away.
I only tightened my grip around her waist.
After about fifteen minutes of Bob and me playing our intricate game of sharing and possessing, he finally let go of Ellie and set his empty glass on the table. Noticing that Ellie and I had finished our drinks as well, he offered, “Another round?”
“I’m fine, thanks,” Ellie said and passed him her empty glass.
“Maybe later,” I said, also handing him my glass. “Think I’ll lie down for a bit.”
Bob placed our glasses on the table, happily assuming the role of our waiter.
Letting go of Ellie, I raised the head of our sun lounger and lay on my side, facing her. Ellie, still avoiding the tiny gap between the two loungers, lay down on her side beside me, facing me with her back to Bob. She crossed her arms over her chest and snuggled into me, whispering, “I’ll have a nap.”
I kissed her cheek and wrapped my arm around her shoulder.
Bob lay down on his sun lounger on his side, facing Ellie’s back. Scooting closer and propping himself up on his elbow, he wrapped his arm around her waist. At the same time, he pressed his crotch against her bum, triggering a giggle from her.
“Just friends, Bob,” she sang playfully.
He chuckled. “Yeah, but close friends.”
“Meaning?”
“It means close friends hug.”
Ellie laughed softly. “OK, as long as it’s just hugs.”
He slid his hand to her stomach and pulled her closer.
She let him be.
The afternoon drifted into lazy quietness, with Ellie snug between Bob and me in the half-shade of the upper deck. I had my arm around her shoulder, Bob’s arm was around her waist, his hand resting on her stomach, his crotch against her bum. I wasn’t sure if Ellie was asleep—her breathing was steady, her eyes closed—but the occasional shift of her body whenever Bob or I moved made me think she was awake.
I couldn’t focus on the film or fall asleep. My erection was killing me. I kept glancing at people passing by, offering a shy smile whenever I met their intrigued gazes—undoubtedly questioning the arrangement of two men cuddling one woman. But I didn’t care. As long as the captain wasn’t sending someone to tell us off for inappropriate behaviour, I wasn’t concerned.
Bob wasn’t asleep either. He pretended to watch the film, but I was sure he was, like me, more preoccupied with his erection than the romantic drama on the screen. Occasionally, our eyes met, and we exchanged a knowing smile. That was all. We didn’t need to speak. We both knew exactly what we were doing: we were sharing my wife.
Eventually, I drifted off.
When I woke, the sun had shifted, glaring directly into my eyes. I squinted and turned my head slightly. Ellie was asleep, still lying on her side, facing me, her arm draped over my shoulder, her head resting on my lower arm. I wasn’t holding her anymore—my upper arm lay loosely against my side.
I gazed at her face—she looked so serene, so beautiful. Then, as my eyes drifted downwards, I noticed Bob’s hand.
My semi-erect cock hardened further at what I saw.
He had wrapped his arm around her from behind and had gently pushed the cup of her bikini top to one side, slowly kneading her bare breast.
Fortunately, my chest blocked the view from anyone nearby; otherwise, we would’ve been in trouble for public exposure.
I moved my upper arm to Ellie’s waist, my fingers brushing lightly over her hip before settling there—as if to remind myself she was still mine.
I glanced up at Bob. He was lying on his side, still facing her back, his crotch pressed tightly against her bum. He wasn’t asleep. His eyes were fixed on a noisy group of four men in the hot tub, messing around. Perhaps their racket had woken me.
He turned his head slightly. Our eyes met. He flashed me a grin before looking back at the rowdy group. Clearly, he didn’t feel the need to explain why he was feeling my wife’s breast. No—he felt entitled to her tits. After all, he’d already fucked her—what was the big deal about feeling her up a bit?
I sighed to myself, surrendering to reality—Bob felt entitled, and he was reading me well. He knew that my jealousy was trumped by my arousal, that any objections I might’ve had were superseded by the desire to see more between him and Ellie.
I glanced at the clock by the pool. It was 3:30 pm. I’d only slept for about half an hour, but it felt longer. The film had ended, and the credits were rolling.
Ellie stirred beside me, her eyes fluttering open. We exchanged a smile, but then her gaze dropped to Bob’s hand on her breast. Without a word, she gently took his hand and slipped it aside, then adjusted her bikini top back into place.
Looking over her shoulder at Bob, a playful smile danced on her lips. “Bob, if you could roll onto your back, please.”
“I’ve got a situation here,” he muttered, his lips curling into an awkward smile.
Ellie stifled a laugh. “Oh, I know. That’s why I asked you.”
He placed his hand over mine on her hip, his fingers brushing against mine. “Rolling over would be… let’s say, a bit awkward right now.”
Ellie turned to me, shaking her head, amusement twinkling in her eyes.
“What is it?” I whispered. “An erection?”
She nodded, a giggle escaping. “He’s poking into my bum.”
“Sorry,” Bob mumbled from behind her, shifting slightly to pull his pelvis away. “Just give me a moment to settle down.”
She rolled her eyes playfully, then stayed still until he finally rolled onto his back. I glanced at his crotch—his swimming briefs strained against a massive bulge.
Ellie sat up, stealing a glance at Bob’s obvious arousal before giggling. “From now on, Bob, we’re strictly just friends. Comprendo?”
He chuckled, sitting up too. “Hard to keep my distance when you look like that, Ellie.”
She laughed lightly. “I know, but rules are rules.”
He placed a hand on her thigh, giving her a teasing smile. “Some rules are made to be broken.”
She grinned, gently moving his hand away. “Not this one.”
I sat up beside her, and we all turned our attention to the screen where a concert had begun playing.
One of the guys in the hot tub shouted, drawing our attention to the rowdy group as they climbed out of the water, heading towards the bar.
“Fancy a dip?” Bob asked, nodding towards the now-empty hot tub.
“Why not?” Ellie chirped, and the three of us quickly rose from the sun loungers.
We covered the short distance in no time, eager to slip into the hot tub before anyone else claimed it. Stepping down the ladder, we sighed in satisfaction as the warm, bubbling water enveloped us. Bob settled beside Ellie, draping his arm casually along the edge of the tub behind her while I took a seat across from them.
“A drink would be nice,” I remarked.
“Yeah, I’d kill for a beer,” Bob said, glancing at the bar.
“Hmm. If one of us gets out, those over there will jump in,” I noted, nodding towards a group of four women chatting casually at the bar—clearly friends, casting frequent glances at the hot tub.
“Boys, you can live without a drink for a few minutes,” Ellie teased, leaning back and closing her eyes as the jets massaged her back.
“Very true,” Bob agreed, and his hand slipped from the edge of the tub to her thigh beneath the water.
“Bob, what are you doing?” she murmured, her eyes still closed, a playful smirk curving her lips.
“Just checking the temperature.”
“Of what?”
“The water.”
She giggled. “That’s not how you check the water temperature, Bob.”
“Oh, right.” He chuckled. “Guess my hand’s in the wrong place.” His hand moved, and Ellie trembled slightly.
I squinted and saw why—his fingers had slid to the inside of her thigh, grazing the narrow strip of fabric covering her pussy.
“Bob, just friends, remember?” Ellie reminded him, though her voice lacked any real admonishment.
His hand slipped further, cupping her pussy.
Ellie’s eyes fluttered open. She let out a soft laugh, then grabbed his wrist and playfully pushed his hand away. Standing up, she moved to sit beside me, putting some distance between her and Bob.
Her eyes met Bob’s, and she smirked. “Bob, that’s not what friends do.”
He shrugged, flashing a sheepish grin. “Yeah, but it’s hard to resist.”
Ellie tilted her head, her smile widening, but there was a slight edge to her tone. “Hard to resist?”
“Yeah, once you’ve been there, it’s hard not to want to go back.” Bob’s gaze flicked briefly towards her crotch before meeting her eyes again, leaving no doubt about what he meant.
Her smile faltered, only briefly, before she lifted her chin, her tone firmer now. “Boundaries, Bob. They’re key to friendship.”
He raised his hands in mock surrender. “Sorry, Ellie. I got carried away.”
“Yeah… carried away,” she murmured. Her fingers absently drifted to her crotch beneath the water, rubbing her pussy over her bikini bottom as her gaze wandered across the pool area. When her eyes settled on the clock by the pool, she bolted upright. “Dave, it’s 3:41.”
“Oh, shit!” I jumped up. “The sake tasting.”
“We need to go,” she said.
“Yeah.”
Bob chuckled. “What’s the rush, guys? There’s plenty of time.”
“No, Bob,” Ellie said, already moving towards the steps. “We need to shower and change for dinner.”
“Yeah,” I added, following her. “We’ve got to dress up now. Won’t have time after the tasting.”
“Oh, shit!” Bob scrambled up. “You’re right. I forgot it’s ‘dress to impress’.”
With that, the three of us climbed out of the hot tub and walked back to the loungers. Ellie and I grabbed our robes from the poolside table, slipped them on, then stepped into our sliders and set off towards our cabin at a brisk pace—leaving Bob behind to pack his things.
Showering and getting ready in the limited time we had left wasn’t exactly stress-free, but we were determined to get dressed up without returning to the cabin before dinner. So we pressed on, managing to arrive at the sake-tasting venue just in time.
Bob was already there, seated, dressed sharply in a black suit, white shirt, and grey tie. His table was full, and we looked around for seats. As the event was about to start, he couldn’t speak to us, but when his eyes met Ellie’s, a slow smile spread across his lips. His gaze swept over her, admiration flickering in his eyes. He didn’t need to say a word—his expression said it all: he found her stunning. Ellie returned his smile with a polite one of her own.
Bob wasn’t the only one whose head she turned. A few other men discreetly glanced her way as we moved through the room, their eyes lingering.
And I didn’t blame the guys. She looked elegant and sexy at the same time.
Her fitted, braless black cocktail dress shimmered subtly under the venue’s soft lighting, the satin finish hugging her curves in all the right places. The sweetheart neckline plunged just low enough to reveal a tantalising glimpse of cleavage, while the deep side cuts exposed the soft curves of her side breast, leaving plenty of space between the fabric and her skin.
The thin, adjustable shoulder straps accentuated her bare shoulders, while the slit along the side of the dress hinted at her toned thighs with every step. Paired with elegant black heels, her look was both sophisticated and daring, and the silky fabric moved fluidly against her skin, subtly inviting touch.
We finally found a table where the last two spots were available and took them.
Ellie and I had imagined the sake tasting as more of a social event, something like a cocktail party where guests wandered around, picking up drinks from trays and mingling. But it was different. We remained seated throughout, and each variety of sake was poured into small glasses before us. As we sipped, the hosts explained the origins and flavour profiles of each drink. The atmosphere was relaxed, the low murmur of conversation and the occasional clink of glasses filling the room.
By the end of the tasting, I could feel the alcohol settling into my system, a light, pleasant buzz warming my head. I glanced at Ellie and saw it had reached her too—her shoulders had lost their earlier tension, and the sparkle in her eyes glowed a little brighter.
Because of the event’s format, Bob had remained at his table throughout, though we’d exchanged a few glances across the room. Now, as the tasting wrapped up and we rose to leave, he joined us, placing his hand on the small of Ellie’s back as we made our way towards the exit.
“Did you enjoy it, Ellie?”
She nodded, smiling. “I did, though I feel a bit buzzed.”
“To be honest, I feel the same,” Bob admitted. “Sake might not be whiskey, but it’s still 15 to 16 per cent alcohol.” He shot her a knowing look. “But aside from the kick, did you like the taste?”
“Not particularly.”
“I’m not a big fan either,” I said.
Bob grinned. “Well, you’ve got to try these things to know, right?”
He stepped slightly ahead of Ellie as we reached the exit, shielding her from the gentle press of people queuing to leave.
Once we stepped out into the open, my stomach rumbled. I placed a hand over it, murmuring, “This sake’s making me hungry.”
Smiling, Bob checked his watch. “Well, you’re in luck—we’re just in time for dinner.”




11. Kindred Secrets

Celestial Dining Room was just a deck above us, and a minute later, we were standing at the host stand. Bob asked if we could be seated together, and after checking our reservations, the host smiled and said, “That shouldn’t be a problem.” He led us to a large round table where four other guests were already seated.
As the host pulled out a chair for Ellie, Bob stepped in as well, placing his hand on the small of her back, guiding her to sit—even though she had linked arm-in-arm with me as we’d approached. Bob’s gesture didn’t go unnoticed by the other guests at the table, who exchanged quick glances, their polite smiles not quite masking their curiosity—why was Bob, not me, the one assisting Ellie?
We smiled back just as politely, offering no answers.
Once Ellie was seated, Bob took the chair to her left, leaving me on her right. The host gave us a courteous nod before departing.
We glanced around the table, meeting the eyes of the others—a younger couple in their early thirties and an older couple in their late sixties or early seventies.
The first to introduce themselves was the younger couple. “Sophie and Matt, from Edmonton, Canada,” the woman said with a warm smile.
The man in the older couple introduced himself and his wife. “John and Marie, from Sydney.”
“Dave,” I said, then motioned towards Ellie. “And this is my wife, Ellie. We’re from London.”
As the gazes shifted to Bob, he flashed an easy smile. “I’m Bob. Also from London. I’m a close friend of Ellie and Dave—very close.”
At Bob’s words, John’s and Marie’s polite smiles faltered, and they exchanged another glance. Whatever they suspected, Bob’s confident smirk as he leaned back in his chair left little doubt that there was more to our story.
A waiter approached, and since the other four at the table had already ordered their drinks, he turned to Ellie, Bob, and me.
“Good evening, I’m Mark, and I’ll be taking care of you tonight. What can I get you to drink?”
“I’ll have white wine,” Ellie said.
“Red for me,” Bob added.
“Same,” I said.
“Excellent choices,” the waiter said with a polite nod. “Would you like the bottles brought to the table or just glasses?”
Bob grinned. “The bottles, if that’s OK?”
“Of course,” the waiter said smoothly. “And would you prefer still or sparkling water?”
Bob glanced at Ellie.
“Still for me,” she said.
“Same,” I added.
Bob turned back to the waiter. “Still water for the three of us.”
“Sure thing.” The waiter nodded and stepped away to fetch our drinks.
A brief silence settled over the table—one of those slightly awkward pauses that often occur at the start of a meal with unfamiliar company. Sophie was the first to break it.
“Have you been on a cruise before?” she asked, her tone light and friendly.
Bob took the opportunity instantly. “Many times,” he said, flashing his signature charm. “I suppose you could call me a regular.” He turned the question back to her. “And you two? Do you sail often?”
Sophie nodded. “We try to go once a year.”
The conversation lulled again.
John and Marie kept smiling politely, but their attention drifted elsewhere. John toyed with the stem of his glass, and Marie glanced around the restaurant, more interested in watching the other guests than engaging with us.
Matt and Sophie also struggled for a way to keep the conversation going, though their focus stayed firmly on Bob, Ellie, and me—their smiles warm, their gazes lingering. Especially Sophie’s. There was curiosity in her smile and something else—something I couldn’t quite put my finger on, yet it felt playful, maybe even a touch suggestive.
Probably my imagination. Her pretty face and petite, slim figure had caught my eye, and I was likely reading too much into her expression because of that.
The lull stretched on, and the silence at the table began to feel uncomfortably strained.
Fortunately, the waiter returned, carrying a bottle of white wine, one of red, and a bottle of still water. He set them down, served Ellie first, then Bob and me.
Once the waiter had left, Bob took the lead, steering the conversation towards excursions. His persistence paid off, and soon enough, he’d broken the ice at the table.
We started to chat more easily, sharing impressions of the excursions we’d done and what we were still looking forward to.
Bit by bit, the conversation loosened—especially with Sophie and Matt. They were more than happy to go along with Bob’s witty remarks and even offered a few of their own, until we weren’t just talking with them, we were exchanging jokes and laughs. John and Marie also took part, though they remained noticeably more reserved.
Bob was engaging the whole table, but his gaze frequently drifted to Ellie, and while nothing overt passed between them, the quiet tension was palpable. The elegance of the evening—the formal attire, the celebratory air of the dinner—only heightened that tension. Bob, I had to admit, looked more handsome than ever, his sharp black suit framing his athletic build. All this definitely played on Ellie. While she remained composed, joining the conversation effortlessly, I noticed the subtle tells—the way she crossed her legs, the hem of her dress creeping up ever so slightly, her fingers toying with the edge of her napkin—betraying a restlessness she tried to suppress. And in turn, her cues played on Bob. The glint in his eye whenever he looked at her was unmistakable—full of desire and something more, something unsaid.
The waiter returned to take our meal orders, and we all agreed on another round of drinks. Since the bottles were already at the table, he refilled our glasses, topping up Bob, Ellie, and me first before sharing the rest with Sophie and Matt upon Bob’s insistence. The camaraderie between the five of us was beginning to build, a stark contrast to Marie and John, whose smiles thinned by the minute.
As the waiter walked away with our orders, the conversation shifted to the sake tasting. Bob proved that despite being visibly distracted by Ellie at the event, he’d absorbed far more than I had. He spoke with confidence, easily recounting details about the different brewing techniques, impressing our new companions, especially Sophie and Matt, who leaned in with curiosity.
When the starters arrived, Ellie adjusted the napkin on her lap, carefully covering her dress.
Bob didn’t miss a beat, leaning slightly towards her and murmuring, “That dress is stunning.”
Ellie glanced up, her smile polite, but there was a flicker in her eyes—mischief, playful enjoyment at his attention. As she shifted again in her seat, her knee brushed against his under the table. Was it accidental? I couldn’t be sure, but Bob seemed certain it wasn’t. He leaned in closer, fixing her napkin further, his hand grazing the exposed skin of her thigh.
I reached for Ellie’s hand, and she squeezed mine gently. Then her eyes flicked to Sophie, and they shared a brief smile—not just polite, but teasing, almost conspiratorial.
Matt, too, smiled at Ellie, his expression subtly shifting as he picked up on the quiet interplay between Ellie, Bob, and me. His smile wasn’t just friendly—it was knowing, almost approving. By now fully relaxed and engaged in the conversation, he filled the brief lull by launching into a story about hiking in Edmonton. It wasn’t the most riveting topic, but it served its purpose, keeping the flow going as we waited for the main courses. Yet, even as he spoke, his glances towards Ellie, Bob, and me carried a subtle intrigue—like he was beginning to piece things together.
Meanwhile, Marie and John kept exchanging glances, less polite, more pointed, their expressions tinged with disapproval.
Plates were cleared, and soon, our main courses arrived, the rich aromas mingling with the low hum of conversation. But even as we ate and the talk drifted between various topics, the unspoken competition between Bob and me continued—each of us casually touching Ellie’s hand, meeting her gaze, smiling in ways that, to the right observer, said everything. And the right observers were noticing.
Sophie and Matt, by now far more than merely intrigued, showed subtle signs of amusement—their smiles lingering a little longer, their glances a little more knowing. They seemed well-disposed, perhaps even approving, whereas John and Marie, more reserved, were slipping into near-hostility, their forced smiles barely concealing their discomfort.
By the time dessert was served, the tension had thickened—flirty and knowing with Sophie and Matt, stiff and strained with Marie and John.
As the final bites were enjoyed, Matt voiced the question that had been hanging in the air.
“Have the three of you explored together?”
Bob flashed a cheeky smile. “No, we haven’t been on an excursion together. If that’s what you mean.”
Matt remained silent, a conspiratorial smile playing on his lips.
“But we’ve had plenty of fun together, haven’t we, Ellie?” Bob added, his eyes sparkling with mischief as he glanced at Ellie and took her hand, gently rubbing her knuckles.
Ellie blushed. “Yes, we enjoyed a film together at the pool this afternoon,” she said, subtly pulling her hand from his.
Sophie gave a light laugh. “That sounds nice, though we’re more bar lovers than pool people. We like the atmosphere better.”
“Well, the vibe in the bars on this ship is excellent,” Bob chimed in.
“Exactly,” I added. “It’s like being at an exclusive club.”
Ellie nodded in agreement. “Feels very upscale, like a members-only club in London.”
A knowing smile played on Sophie’s lips. “Members-only clubs in London are… exclusive, in more ways than one. Do you visit clubs often?”
“No, we don’t,” Ellie replied, her voice steady.
“But we might start,” Bob cut in, throwing a glance at Ellie. “Especially one particular club, right, Ellie?”
Ellie’s cheeks flushed a deeper shade of red.
Sophie’s curiosity sharpened. She leaned in slightly, eyes on Ellie. “Which club? You’ve got so many top-notch ones in London.”
Ellie hesitated, glancing at me for support.
“We haven’t decided yet,” I said, stepping in. “There are lots of members-only clubs that offer the kind of relaxed vibe we’re looking for. Somewhere we can socialise.”
“Swingers’ clubs are great for socialising,” Bob added casually.
All eyes turned to him. Marie and John’s jaws dropped, while Matt and Sophie exchanged amused, knowing smiles.
“You can drink, chat, and meet some very friendly people,” Bob continued.
Matt chuckled. “I’ve heard they’re more than just friendly.”
Bob nodded. “Exactly. I’ve been trying to convince Ellie and Dave to join me. Dave’s always been on board with the idea.” He glanced at me.
I smiled shyly.
He turned to Ellie. “Ellie’s still a sceptic, but she and I had a taster the other night, and I think she’s warming up. Right, Ellie?”
Ellie’s face turned scarlet as all eyes focused on her.
A mischievous smile spread across Sophie’s lips as she leaned in. “Ellie, you and Bob… already, hmm?” She arched an eyebrow teasingly, her tone laced with playful suggestion.
Ellie held Sophie’s gaze, remaining silent as the flush in her cheeks gradually faded, giving way to a flicker of mischief and a growing spark in her eyes.
Sophie let out a delighted laugh, leaning back. “Look at you—naughty girl! Who would’ve guessed?”
Marie stood abruptly, her expression tight. She shot a sharp look at John and jerked her head towards the exit. “John, let’s go.”
John scrambled to his feet.
Marie didn’t even glance back—just turned on her heel and strode for the exit. John mumbled a stiff goodbye and hurried after her.
“Ah, the shy ones are off, then?” Sophie remarked, smirking. “But I’m afraid we’ve got to go too.” She stood, nodding discreetly towards the two waiters waiting to clear the table for the next guests. “They need the table.”
Bob, Ellie, Matt, and I rose too.
Sophie stepped closer to Bob, her fingers grazing his elbow as she smiled. “Bob, would you like to join Matt and me for drinks? We could talk about our favourite swingers’ club in Edmonton.”
Ellie and I were momentarily stunned. We’d sensed from the way Sophie and Matt behaved towards the end of dinner that they weren’t exactly shy, but swingers? That—we hadn’t expected.
Bob, however, was unfazed. He chuckled. “I kinda knew it.”
Matt grinned. “Oh, yeah. And perhaps, Bob, you can join us in our cabin afterwards. For a little game—something fun for three, why not?” Matt flicked his brows, his smile unmistakably suggestive.
Already close, Sophie let her fingertips glide over Bob’s arm, her smile teasing. “Yeah, I think you’ll enjoy it, Bob. We always play fair… but we don’t always play by the rules.”
Bob returned her smile but with a polite edge. “The thing is, I promised Ellie and Dave I’d have drinks with them tonight.”
“They can join us,” Sophie said, her gaze sparkling as she glanced at Ellie and then at me. “The more, the merrier!”
Bob stepped beside Ellie and wrapped an arm around her waist, pulling her closer. He looked down at her, their eyes meeting. “Drinks and a game?”
Ellie hummed, leaning in, her smile teasing. She shot Sophie a playful look. “The thing is, Dave and I play games for three only.”
Sophie giggled. “Oh, you’re quite competitive, aren’t you?”
Ellie nodded, her smile lingering.
“When it comes to games, she is,” I added, stepping to Ellie’s other side and curving my arm around her waist, just above Bob’s.
Bob shrugged, turning to Sophie with an apologetic smile. “Perhaps another time, Sophie.”
Sophie held his gaze for a moment before nodding briskly. “Sure, let’s exchange numbers. Find us on the app—Sophie and Matthew Thompson.”
“Good idea. Will do that.”
She smiled. “We’re stopping over in London next week. We’ll visit some clubs.” She winked. “We could hang out?”
Bob chuckled. “Why not? Sounds good to me.”
“OK then,” she said, stepping over to Matt and slipping her arm through his.
Matt nodded, and the two of them headed towards the exit.
Just before leaving, Sophie called over her shoulder, “Call us, Bob!”
Bob smirked, giving her a nod in response.
He waited until they were out of sight before turning to Ellie, a soft smile on his lips. “Rhythm Club?”
“Yes, Rhythm Club.” Ellie smiled, then pulled away from both of us, giggling. “For a just-friends drink, Bob!”
“All right, just friends.” Bob chuckled, shaking his head. “After you sent her off?” He nodded towards the exit.
Ellie tilted her head playfully. “That’s how I am.”
We all laughed and, in good spirits, left the restaurant—the two waiters watching us with perplexed expressions, having witnessed the most charged part of our dinner.




12. Rules and Exceptions

The low hum of conversation and the clink of glasses filled Rhythm Club. Dim lighting cast a soft glow over the space, reflecting off the sleek, high counters and barstools encircling the large, circular bar. The classic sepia-toned artwork on the walls, along with soft nautical-themed accents, added a cosy yet vibrant feel to the venue. The live music hadn’t started yet, but a few couples swayed on the dance floor to soft playback tunes.
We’d settled onto the mauve banquettes at a curved corner table in one of the smaller booths in the elevated section of the club, just the three of us, giving us privacy and at the same time a perfect vantage point to observe the dance floor from a comfortable distance. Ellie and Bob sat together along one side, with me on the adjoining bench at a right angle, able to watch them both and glance around, taking in the lively atmosphere. We’d already ordered drinks—cocktails for Ellie and me, whiskey for Bob—and were waiting to be served.
Ellie kept giggling as Bob whispered silly comments in her ear about one couple or another on the dance floor—carrying over the light spirit from dinner. Across the corner of the small table, I was adjusting the erection in my trousers, savouring the sight of my wife shaking with light laughter at the wit of the man beside her—the man who’d already fucked her once and wanted to fuck her again. That was the benefit of having the whole booth to ourselves—we didn’t have to worry about what anyone else might think of our behaviour.
Bob leaned closer to Ellie, his arm brushing against hers. “This place has a good vibe, don’t you think? Just the right kind of atmosphere… for a memorable night.” His voice was low, the suggestion behind it unmistakable.
Ellie giggled, exchanging a quick glance with me before turning back to him. “Yeah, it’s lively. Perfect for drinks… with just friends.”
Bob’s arm slid around her waist, his grip subtly firming on her hip. “Just friends,” he echoed, his tone teasing, testing.
Ellie’s eyes sparkled, a knowing glint flickering behind them. “That’s right.”
“Just friends—but close friends, right?” His hand moved up her side, fingertips grazing the curve of her breast through the deep cut of her dress.
Ellie’s breath hitched, but she smiled. “Yes, close friends.”
His fingertips traced slow, deliberate patterns along her skin. “Friends who enjoy each other’s company.”
“Yes,” she said, her tone almost daring.
“And show their affection?” His hand inched higher, fingers slipping further under the fabric.
“Bob,” Ellie murmured, “close friends don’t show affection like this.”
“Don’t they?” Bob chuckled softly, his hand sliding further under her dress, cupping her breast with deliberate ease.
Ellie’s breath caught, her eyes flashing with something between amusement and arousal. She looked at me, her expression questioning.
I met her gaze, offering a relaxed smile as I adjusted my trousers, my erection pressing insistently against the fabric.
Bob nodded at me, his hand kneading her breast gently. “Your husband seems fine with a little affection, don’t you think?”
Ellie’s chest rose and fell with slow breaths. “Maybe just a little affection,” she whispered, sinking into his touch, her body slowly melting under his hand.
He leaned in, pressing his lips to the side of her neck. “Close friends… know when to bend the rules, don’t they, Ellie?”
Ellie’s lips curled into a slow smile as she arched subtly against him—
“Here you are,” the waiter’s voice cut through the moment, placing a tray with our drinks on the table.
Ellie quickly pushed Bob’s hand away, sitting up straighter. She smoothed down the fabric of her dress, pulling it back over her breast, her cheeks flushed as she flashed a polite smile at the waiter.
Bob leaned back, casually withdrawing his hand, a slight smile lingering on his lips as if nothing had happened. “Thank you,” he said, nodding to the waiter.
The waiter smiled politely and moved off.
Ellie picked up her glass, her fingers trembling slightly as she raised it. She looked at me, her expression a mix of playful embarrassment and lingering arousal.
I lifted my glass, smiling at her. “To close friends.”
Ellie and I clinked glasses.
“To close friends,” Bob echoed, raising his glass and clinking it with Ellie, then with me.
He took a sip, settling deeper into the banquette, the bulge in his trousers betraying his desire.
A smile crossed both Ellie’s and my lips, having noticed his arousal, but we said nothing—just drew long sips through our straws.
“How’s your Piña Colada, Ellie?” I asked after we’d set our glasses down, our drinks nearly halved.
“It’s good.” She nodded. “As always.”
I turned to Bob. “They know how to make cocktails on this ship.”
“They do,” he agreed, placing his glass on the table. “What cocktails have you tried so far?”
“Ellie alternates between Piña Colada and Goombay Smash. I tend to stick with Mojitos.”
“You should try some of their special cocktails.”
I picked up my glass and took another long sip through the straw, considering. “I’ve got a taste for Mojitos, but I’m open to something new. What would you recommend?”
“Sazerac or a Vesper Martini—James Bond’s drink. Ever had either?”
I shook my head.
Bob smiled and turned to Ellie, his hand casually slipping to the slit in her dress, resting lightly on her thigh. “And for you, gorgeous, I’d recommend a Ramos Gin Fizz.”
Ellie perked up, seemingly unbothered by his hand. “OK, I’ll try it.”
With one hand still resting on Ellie’s thigh, Bob raised the other, catching the attention of a passing waiter.
“Bob, I haven’t even finished this one!” Ellie protested, pushing his hand off her leg and gesturing to her half-full Piña Colada.
“That’s OK,” Bob said with a grin. “Ramos Gin Fizz takes time to make—lots of shaking.” He turned to the waiter, who’d just approached our table. “A Ramos Gin Fizz and…” Bob looked over at me. “What about you, Dave?”
“I’ll go with the James Bond one,” I said, the name sticking with me.
“Vesper Martini, please,” Bob told the waiter.
“Your room number, sir?” the waiter asked politely.
“L438,” Bob replied.
The waiter nodded and made his way to the bar.
At that moment, the entertainment director stepped onto the stage and announced the start of Classic Blues Night. He introduced the band members one by one before they moved behind their instruments, adjusting their mics and exchanging brief nods.
“Classic blues, why not?” I said, leaning back, watching the band set up. “Perfect for a laid-back evening.”
Ellie smiled, her attention now fully on the stage. “It’s a nice change from the usual.”
Bob nodded. “Yeah, love a bit of live blues. Perfect for a night like this.”
The band gave a final signal, and the guitarist strummed a slow, soulful intro. Moments later, the music filled the venue, the rich, husky vocals settling over the space like warm velvet.
“They’ve got a good sound, don’t they?” I said, nodding along.
“They do,” Bob agreed.
Ellie just nodded, drawing a sip through her straw as her gaze drifted from the band to the dimly lit dance floor.
For a while, we sat in comfortable silence, taking slow sips, listening to the slow rhythm and watching as more and more couples filled the dance floor. The atmosphere shifted—partners swayed closer, hands lingering, bodies pressing. The energy in the room pulsed with a quiet sensuality, a slow burn of anticipation.
Ellie’s and my special cocktails arrived just in time to replace the first round. We took a sip from our fresh glasses as Bob watched intently, eager for our verdict on his recommendations.
Ellie set her glass down, and Bob asked her, “How is it?”
She smiled warmly. “I like it. Good choice.”
He turned to me. “Dave?
I shook my head. “Nah. It’s just… too sharp.”
Bob raised his eyebrows. “Too sharp?”
I took another sip, rolling the taste on my tongue before setting the glass down. “Yeah. Too sharp.”
“May I?” He gestured towards my glass.
“Please.” I slid it over.
He took a sip, then nodded. “You’re right. They’ve messed up the proportions—too much gin. It’s a classic cocktail, but not always done right. Sorry about that.”
“It’s all right. Not your fault.”
Bob set my glass down, picked up his and took a slow gulp of whiskey before turning to Ellie. “At least they got your cocktail right.”
She nodded. “Indeed.”
He placed his glass on the table, leaned back and looked at her, his eyes steady on hers, quiet as if studying her.
“What?” she asked, raising her eyebrows.
He smiled. “Hmm, Ellie… I’ve been thinking about our arrangement.” He paused, his gaze holding hers.
Ellie tilted her chin, her eyes fixed on him, her expression expectant.
His hand found its way back to her thigh, his fingers settling against the soft skin exposed by the slit in her dress. “You know… it was just to help us feel less awkward.”
She nodded. “I know.”
His hand slowly slid higher up her thigh, his gaze dropping to where his fingers moved. “And I’m thinking now… it worked, didn’t it? We’re feeling much better.”
She giggled, her eyes playful. “Hence, we’ll keep it that way.”
Bob’s hand slid along her inner thigh, where the front panel of her dress had fallen between her slightly parted legs.
Ellie drew in a shaky breath, but she didn’t pull away.
His fingers traced slow, deliberate circles against her bare skin. “But I’d like to explore again,” he murmured, his voice low, coaxing, his touch more insistent now.
She let out a soft laugh. “Then you should’ve gone with Sophie and Matt.”
“Sophie and Matt aren’t my friends. You and Dave are, and I’d rather be with my friends tonight.” Bob looked up at Ellie.
A teasing spark lit her eyes. “And you’re with your friends now.”
“Yes, but…” He smiled and gently pulled her leg closer, spreading her thighs further, the slit of her dress falling wider to reveal the delicate lace of her thong.
“Bob,” she whispered, “we have an arrangement...”
“Which we could suspend—just for tonight...” His lips parted slightly, his expression shifting from playful to raw desire.
She held his gaze, her chest rising and falling in uneven breaths.
His hand inched higher, and she trembled, her gaze dropping to where his fingertips grazed her thong.
I reached down and adjusted the tight strain of my erection, my eyes glued to Bob’s fingers as they traced the thin fabric between Ellie’s legs.
“Bob, just friends, please,” Ellie whispered, her eyes locked on his hand between her thighs.
“Yes... from tomorrow,” he murmured, looking down at her thong and hooking his fingers under its edge.
“Bob, we shouldn’t,” she breathed, her legs spreading just a little more.
Bob slid his hand beneath the fabric, cupping her pussy.
Ellie gasped, her body trembling at his touch.
He looked up at her. She also looked up at him, their eyes meeting.
“You’re so wet and ready,” he whispered, his voice heavy with hunger.
His fingers moved, and she quivered beneath his hand.
But then her hand shot down between her legs, fingers wrapping urgently around his wrist, pushing his hand away. “No, Bob! That’s too much!” Her voice was sudden, firm, shattering the moment.
Bob withdrew his hand, his index and middle fingers glistening with her arousal—a silent testament to where they’d been.
Ellie sat up, straightened her dress, and closed her legs. She took her glass, bringing it to her lips for a long sip, her gaze lifting to Bob, her chest still heaving.
“You upset?” he asked softly.
She tipped the glass again, draining the last of her cocktail with a quiet sigh as the foam thinned away at the bottom.
He took the glass from her hand, set it on the table, and turned to face her better. “Why are you upset, Ellie?”
“You promised, Bob!” She shook her head in disappointment.
Bob placed a hand on her knee and rubbed it gently. “We’re friends, Ellie.”
“Bob, friends don’t tempt friends.”
“Did I tempt you?”
“What do you think?” She raised her eyebrows.
They held each other’s gaze for a moment before Bob exhaled, rubbing her knee again. “I’m sorry, Ellie. I was tempted myself. Will you forgive me?” He tilted his head to one side, his smile soft, almost pleading.
Ellie’s gaze remained serious, but as they held the moment, a small smile flickered on her lips. “OK, this one last time,” she said, then raised a finger at him as her smile widened. “You’ve got a lot of hard work to do to get back on my good side, Bob!”
Bob withdrew his hand from her knee, reached into his pocket, and pulled out a small jewellery pouch. “Will this get me back on your good side?”
Ellie’s eyebrows shot up, her playful expression turning to surprise. “What’s that?”
He opened the pouch and took out a ring—the same yellow diamond ring Ellie had tried on in the ship’s jewellery shop.
She froze, her lips parting slightly, eyes locked on the ring as if trying to process what she was seeing.
Bob held it out to her with a smile. “It’s yours, Ellie.”
Ellie and I both stared at the ring, speechless.
He extended it further. “Ellie, it’s yours. It’s my present for you.”
Ellie’s breath hitched. “Oh, my God!” The words slipped out in an emotional whisper. Her eyes sparkled, a smile spreading across her lips as she placed a hand on her chest. “Bob!”
She glanced around quickly as if worried she might have drawn attention, then looked back at the ring. Her fingers twitched, reaching for it, but she stopped herself, looking up at Bob instead. “Bob, it’s too expensive. £23,000!”
He chuckled. “It’s less. I bargained.”
“But still… it was supposed to be for your wife, right?”
He shook his head. “Ellie, it was always supposed to be for you. My wife’s got something else. The moment I saw it on your finger, I knew it was yours.”
Ellie turned to me, her eyes questioning.
I met her gaze, then shrugged. “If Bob wants you to have it, honey…”
She looked back at the ring, her fingers hovering over it for a brief moment. Then, as if finally surrendering to desire, she snatched it up and slipped it onto her finger, her breath catching in excitement.
“It’s so beautiful,” she whispered, raising her hand to admire the diamond, her eyes gleaming. “I love it.”
Turning to Bob, she beamed. “Thank you so much, Bob!” She leaned in and pressed a warm kiss to his cheek. “Thank you!”
Bob laughed. “Forgiven?”
She giggled. “Yes, forgiven.”
“Here’s the pouch,” he said, handing it to her. “It’s anti-tarnish.”
Ellie took the pouch and, since her dress had no pockets, passed it to me. “Keep this for me, Dave.”
I tucked it into my pocket.
Her eyes glowed as she continued to admire the ring, turning her hand under the light.
“It’s exquisite craftsmanship,” I remarked.
“It is,” she agreed, her eyes still locked on the diamond. “It’s the most beautiful piece of jewellery I’ve ever seen.”
“It befits your beauty, Ellie,” Bob said smoothly.
She lifted her gaze to him, smiling warmly. “Thank you, Bob. Honestly, I’m still at a loss as to why you decided to give me such an expensive present!”
Bob grinned. “Because I appreciate you for the pretty, kind, and sensual woman you are.”
“And because he totally enjoyed fucking you,” I retorted, the bitterness creeping into my voice before I could stop it. Bob could afford to give my wife a ring like this—I couldn’t.
Ellie turned sharply, eyes flashing.
I shrugged. “What? He fucked you real well, didn’t he?”
I braced for a scolding, but instead, a slow smile curled her lips.
“You know what, Dave? Fine! Bob fucked me real well, and now I have a gorgeous ring. What do you have? Nothing!”
She stuck her tongue out at me.
We stared at each other.
I couldn’t help but chuckle at the playful spark in her eyes. “OK, you got me, honey. Congratulations. It’s a gorgeous ring, and I like it.”
“Thank you,” she said, grinning before turning back to Bob. “A dance?”
She extended her hand—the one with the ring—and he readily took it. They rose, and he led her to the dance floor.
I sipped from my cocktail, still disliking the taste, and watched Bob lead my wife around the dance floor, his arms around her waist, her hands resting on his shoulders in a close embrace. Their thighs touched, her breasts brushed his chest, and his hands gently gripped her hips as they swayed to the tune. Occasionally, he leaned in to whisper in her ear, his cheek grazing hers. She giggled in response, her body relaxing further into his hold.
For the first time in hours, jealousy crept back into my chest—but the persistent throb of my erection was a constant reminder of the arousal I couldn’t shake.
I set my glass on the table and rose just as the song neared its end.
It’s time to take my wife back and reassert myself.
I walked onto the dance floor, timing my approach perfectly as the final notes faded.
“May I?” I offered my hand to Ellie.
She tilted her head slightly, a knowing smile on her lips, then released Bob and slid her hands onto my shoulders. I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her in, making sure she felt my erection pressing against her.
Giggling, she leaned into my ear and whispered, “Someone’s excited.”
“Oh, yeah.” I chuckled, pressing a lingering kiss to her neck as my hands slid down to her bum.
She tensed slightly. “Honey, people are watching.”
“I know, but just a tiny bit of fun?”
She giggled again. “As long as we don’t get arrested by the captain!”
Bob tapped me on the shoulder. “I’m gonna have a word with the bar about your Vesper Martini.”
“OK, you do that.” As I turned to glance at him, my gaze accidentally dropped to his crotch—where a formidable tent had formed. I couldn’t help but laugh. “Mate, you’re struggling to keep it in around my wife.”
Bob grinned. “Are you surprised?”
“Actually, no. She’s irresistible.”
He chuckled, giving Ellie a mischievous smile. “Oh yeah, she is. Absolutely.”
Ellie rolled her eyes, laughing. “Stop it, both of you!”
I smiled to myself, reading her so well. She liked being the centre of attention—more than just attention. More than just admiration. She thrived on desire.
Bob tapped me on the shoulder again, then headed for the bar.
The next tune had long begun, and I pulled Ellie closer, moving my hands back to her waist and finally starting to dance.
“What did Bob talk to you about?” I asked.
“Sophie and Matt,” she replied.
“What about them?”
“Well, first, he invited us to join him, Sophie, and Matt in his cabin. I, of course, pushed back, joking it would be too tight for the five of us. Then he suggested meeting them in London at his swingers’ club.”
“And?”
“Of course, I said no. You know we’ve got to draw a line with all this.”
“Do we?” I asked, gently squeezing her hips.
Ellie paused, pulling away slightly to look into my eyes.
I stopped too and shrugged, grinning. “I’ve kinda moved on, Ellie.”
She raised her eyebrows.
I nodded. “Yes. Towards… Bob’s position.”
“Bob’s position?” she asked.
“Yeah, you know, adopting the lifestyle.”
She shook her head.
I smiled, shyly, cautiously. “Or at least suspending just-friends for tonight?”
She shook her head again, murmuring, “Don’t. Don’t tempt me, please.”
“But it’s more fun, Ellie,” I whispered.
She nodded. “Yes, it’s more fun now and will be like this until we do it again. It’s exciting now because we’re both turned on. But then? Remember how we felt afterwards? You were so bitter and jealous.”
“Look, I’m not saying I won’t be jealous. It’s not that I’m not jealous now—I am. But I’ve learned to channel it into something good.”
Ellie raised an eyebrow, scepticism flickering in her eyes. “Into something good?”
“Yeah, it’s like...” I paused, searching for the right words to explain what even I wasn’t sure I fully understood. “It’s like fuel feeding the fire.” I nodded, trying to convince myself as much as her. “The fire of desire and love, honey. A desire and love for you. They grow deeper and stronger the more jealous I am.”
Even as I said it, I wondered if that was really true. Could jealousy make love stronger? Or was it just a lie I was telling myself to keep from falling apart? Part of me knew I was walking a tightrope, balancing desire and resentment. I loved seeing her happy, desired, taken—but the gnawing pangs of insecurity were always there, lurking beneath the surface. Maybe I was convincing myself this was how it should feel—thrilling, intense—because it was easier than admitting the truth: sharing her could hurt us both.
But there was another truth.
I couldn’t fight my desire to watch her with another man. That desire trumped everything else.
Ellie sighed softly, her eyes flicking over my face as if reading me. “Don’t know, Dave. I think we should stop playing with fire.”
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“Honey, this game could have serious consequences.”
“Our marriage?”
“Eventually.”
“You mean, you might fall in love with him?”
She quickly raised her voice. “Just friends, Dave. We’ll stick to it, OK?!”
“OK. Whatever you decide, I still love you.”
“I love you too.”
She pulled herself back towards me, her gaze drifting away, deep in thought as we resumed dancing.
My hands dropped again to her bum, and I gripped her bum cheeks. She didn’t say anything, just looked up at me. I leaned in and pressed my lips to hers. Our tongues met in a passionate kiss as we continued to sway.
By the way her body responded to mine, I knew. Ellie was very aroused. Her breath was warm and moist, her tongue eager. Her nipples were engorged and erect, grazing against my chest despite the fabric of her dress and my shirt. Gently squeezing her bum, I pressed my erect cock tighter against her stomach.
She gasped into my mouth, but we continued to kiss. We danced like this, pulling away only for short breaths before resuming the kiss again.
The band transitioned to the next slow tune, but we didn’t stop dancing—swaying in a trance, kissing, our thirst for each other unspoken.
“Try this one,” someone said beside me, tapping my shoulder.
Ellie and I stopped dancing, breaking the kiss.
We turned to see Bob holding out a cocktail glass.
He smiled. “I taught the bartender how to make it. Taste it!” With one hand still holding the glass, he offered his other hand to Ellie.
Ellie took his hand, and he gently pulled her away from me.
I let go.
He pushed the glass into my hands and wrapped both arms around her waist, pressing his crotch—his enormous bulge—against her.
Ellie placed her hands on his shoulders, and, locking eyes, they began swaying to the music in a slow circle around me.
I sipped from my cocktail. “It’s good. Well done, Bob. It’s softer, more fruity.”
“Mmm.” Bob barely acknowledged my words, his eyes locked on Ellie’s, his hands slipping down to her bum.
I chuckled, taking another sip. “Guess they should write down your recipe.”
Bob whispered in a gentle voice, “You look so beautiful tonight, Ellie,” completely ignoring me.
“Thank you,” she chirped, a soft glow in her eyes.
“In fact, you should ask for a tuition fee,” I joked.
“You’re truly gorgeous,” Bob continued, still ignoring me.
“Thank you, Bob,” Ellie replied.
“Irresistible,” he whispered.
“Gosh, you’re—” Ellie started but didn’t finish as Bob leaned in and pressed his lips against hers.
She stopped dancing, perhaps about to pull away, but Bob, stopping as well, didn’t let go. His tongue parted her lips, gently sliding into her mouth. A soft gasp escaped her, and then she melted into the kiss, her tongue meeting his, her lips moving with his.
I stood quiet, my cock throbbing with excitement, watching my wife engage in a deep French kiss with another man, their tongues dancing together in passion. Perhaps fifteen seconds passed before they pulled away, breathless, their eyes meeting, a string of saliva linking their lips.
The song ended, and the band announced a short break.
Bob held Ellie by the waist, her hands resting on his shoulders. They remained still, facing each other, their eyes searching one another’s faces.
“What happened to your no-kiss rule?” Ellie asked quietly.
Bob smiled softly, a gentle glow in his eyes. “I guess… I just broke it.”
“How often does it happen, Bob?”
“Very rarely. Actually…” He paused for a beat, biting his lip. “You’re the first.”
Ellie raised her eyebrows. “The first?”
“Yes, the first I’ve ever broken the rule for, and…”
“And?”
“And the first I’ve ever bought a ring for.”
A brief silence settled between them before Ellie whispered, “Why?”
“Because…” Bob hesitated, then sighed. “Because when you fall for someone, you do things like this.”
Ellie bit her lip, staring at him for a moment. Then a frown furrowed her brows, and she gently pushed him back.
He let go, sensing her mood shift.
“What did I say?” he quickly asked, placing a hand on her shoulder and lowering his face to look into her eyes.
She averted her gaze, her lip still caught between her teeth.
“Ellie, look at me!” Bob whispered, but she refused to meet his eyes and pushed his hand from her shoulder.
“What’s wrong?” he asked, his concern deepening.
She shook her head. “No, Bob! This is a mistake!” Swiftly, she pulled the ring from her finger and shoved it into his hands. “I can’t have it. Sorry!”
“Ellie, hold on! The ring’s—”
“I’d better go. Bye, Bob!”
She placed her hands on his chest and gently pushed him aside.
She scurried from the dance floor. Holding the edges of her dress, she deftly climbed the steps and disappeared towards the midship atrium.
Bob and I stood there, confused—the ring in his hand, the cocktail glass in mine.
“What’s your cabin number?” Bob finally asked, turning to me.
I shook my head. “No, Bob. She’s upset.”
“Precisely why I need to talk to her. What is it?”
“K6714, but—”
“Give this to her tomorrow.” He shoved the ring into my free hand and took off after Ellie.
I tucked the ring into my pocket and handed my glass to a passing waiter before running after Bob.




13. Cabin Fever

We took the stairs two at a time, Bob a few steps ahead. We didn’t speak. There was no need. We both knew—Ellie was upset, and we had to talk to her before she shut down completely.
We caught up with her just as she swiped her cruise pass and pushed the cabin door open.
“Ellie,” Bob called, placing a gentle hand on her shoulder.
Her voice trembled with emotion. “Bob, this has gone too far.” She stepped inside, his hand slipping from her shoulder.
She let go of the door, and it began to swing shut—Bob caught it.
“Too far,” Ellie murmured again, shaking her head as she moved deeper into the cabin.
Bob and I followed, letting the door click shut behind us.
She kicked off her black heels and strode to the open-plan wardrobe in the side corridor, unzipping her dress in one smooth motion, her back to us. The straps slid from her shoulders, and the fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but a black thong.
Without turning, she stepped out of the dress, picked it up and hung it in the wardrobe. She paused. “Bob, would you leave now? I’d like to be on my own.”
Before she could move, Bob was already behind her, his voice low and firm. “It was the kiss, wasn’t it?”
Ellie turned to face him, her bare breasts brushing his chest as their eyes met.
They stood in silence, eyes locked, the tension stretching between them.
She’s not even bothering to cover her tits, I thought, my cock hardening almost instantly. And why should she? Bob’s seen and felt them so many times.
Finally, Ellie spoke. “Yes! This has turned into more than just sex.”
She turned back to the wardrobe, about to reach for her robe, but Bob wrapped his arms around her waist from behind, hands landing on her naked stomach, lightly brushing her breasts above. She froze.
“You know, Ellie, it’s up to us what this is all about,” he said, his voice steady.
His grip tightened slightly—and then, in one swift motion, he spun her around to face the wall beside the bathroom door, stepping in close behind her.
“Bob!” she whispered, her face inches from the wall. “What are you doing?”
“Making this about sex only, Ellie,” he murmured, letting go just long enough to shrug off his jacket, allowing it to fall to the floor. Before she could turn back to him, his hand was already between her shoulder blades, keeping her in place.
With one hand still on her back, he hooked the fingers of his other hand into the waistband of her thong and tugged it down over her hips. As soon as the fabric cleared her curves, it slipped down her thighs, falling in a delicate heap around her ankles.
Her bare bum was now fully exposed to him, the cool air sending a shiver across her skin.
For a moment, she closed her eyes, her body trembling as a wave of excitement coursed through her. She knew exactly where this was going, and yet… “Bob, this will make it even worse,” she murmured, her words laced with anticipation and doubt.
“No, it won’t...” His voice was soft but firm.
He pressed more firmly between her shoulder blades, gently pushing her against the wall. With one hand keeping her in place, his other hand moved to his belt. The soft metallic clink of the buckle echoed in the cabin as he unfastened it.
“Oh, God!” Ellie whispered, hearing the sound.
He quickly unbuttoned his trousers, then gave them a little push—all they needed to slide down his legs, pooling at his feet.
She remained still, biting her lip, her chest rising and falling with quick, shallow breaths. Excitement. Apprehension. Her body responded to both.
With one hand still pressed firmly against her back, Bob pushed his briefs down with the other. His cock sprang free, hard and eager. His briefs joined his trousers at his feet. He kicked off his shoes and stepped out of the fabric.
Ellie turned her head, her eyes locking onto mine.
I felt the tension, the internal fight, but I was paralysed by the sheer eroticism of the moment. I nodded—small, almost imperceptible, yet full of understanding. Acceptance. Desire. I wanted this. I craved seeing her taken by Bob again.
My hand reached down, and my fingers tightened around my cock through my trousers, squeezing the tip, suppressing the urge to come then and there.
“OK, then,” Ellie murmured. She turned back to the wall, stepped out of her thong, and raised her arms, placing her palms flat against the smooth surface. She spread her legs wider, arching her back and sticking her bum out in silent invitation.
I stepped closer, crouching slightly, my gaze riveted to the gap between her thighs. Her pussy, already swollen with arousal, glistened—her slick folds parted, open and ready for Bob.
Bob, now free of his trousers and briefs, spread his legs for a steadier stance and pressed harder against her back. Ellie’s bare chest made contact with the cool, hard surface of the wall, sending a shiver down her spine.
He pushed further, pressing her firmly into the unyielding surface. She squashed her breasts against the rough texture, her nipples stiffening from the chill as she tilted her head back, staring up at the ceiling.
With one hand keeping her firmly in place, Bob yanked his shirt up with the other, bunching the fabric around his waist before grabbing his cock. Bending his knees slightly, he tilted his pelvis up and forward, guiding his cock straight to her entrance.
“Oh, God!” Ellie gasped as she felt his cockhead part her pussy lips.
She instinctively braced herself, her fingers pressing hard against the wall, preparing for the fullness she knew was coming.
Bob let go of his cock, and with one hand still pressing against her back, he wrapped his other arm around her waist, his palm resting on her stomach. Holding her tight, he drove his hips forward in a deep, powerful thrust.
“Ahh!” Ellie gasped as half of his cock speared into her pussy.
Bob withdrew slightly, then drove forward again, this time sinking his cock fully inside her.
“Oh, God!” Ellie whimpered, her body trembling under the sheer intensity of the sensation.
Holding her firmly around the waist with one arm, his other hand pressing her against the wall, Bob began fucking her from behind, thrusting with hard, powerful strokes.
“Ohh! Ohh! Ohh!” Ellie started to moan, her pleasure building fast within her pussy.
Soon, the corridor filled with the sounds of her escalating cries, Bob’s guttural grunts, and the rhythmic slap of flesh against flesh as his thighs collided with her buttocks.
Perhaps the neighbours could hear? Certainly, the cabin attendants still moving outside could—but neither Bob, Ellie, nor I cared. We were lost in the moment, each in our own way. I was mesmerised by what was unfolding, Ellie was overtaken by the sensations overwhelming her pussy, and Bob—Bob was riding the waves of pure masculine dominance.
His entire stance exuded raw power, unbridled passion, and the unshakable confidence of a man who knew he would take what he wanted. His arm muscles strained as he gripped Ellie’s waist, his buttocks clenching with every forceful thrust, his tie swaying in time with the relentless motion of his body. His shirt had slipped down, bunching awkwardly around his hips, its front edges inching in the way of his crotch, but he didn’t care—nothing could stop him now.
“Ohh! Ohh! Ohh!” Ellie’s moans grew louder, waves of pleasure radiating from her core, pre-orgasmic shivers rippling through her body.
Bob was like a force of nature, driving into her without a hint of fatigue. Only the beads of sweat breaking on his forehead betrayed the sheer exertion behind each thrust.
He huffed and grunted, relentlessly plunging his cock in and out of Ellie with rhythmic precision as she moaned, “Ohh! Ohh! Ohh!” with each thrust.
For over five minutes, he kept up this punishing pace before Ellie suddenly turned her head to one side, pressing her cheek against the wall. Her breath caught in her throat, her hands scrabbling against the surface, nails dragging down as she cried out, “Oh, my God!” Her body shuddered, a massive orgasm tearing through her.
With a deep grunt, Bob quickened his thrusts, his hand gripping her abs as he pulled her arse flush against him. He maintained this furious rhythm for another minute until Ellie’s orgasm finally ebbed, and only then did he slow down.
Ellie pushed herself off the wall, pressing her bum back against his crotch as he eased up, his hand lifting from her back.
“Ugh, that was intense.” She panted, looking down at her feet.
But Bob wasn’t done yet. He wrapped both arms around her waist and, holding her tight, sped up his thrusts again, driving into her harder and faster.
“Oh, fuck!” Ellie let out a ragged cry, sprawling herself against the wall again. Her breasts squashed against the surface, her head tilting back as her neck arched. She pushed her bum back and moaned a deep, throaty “Ugh!” before squeezing her eyes shut, her body shuddering as a second orgasm crashed over her in an overwhelming wave.
“Ugh, yeah! Ugh, yeah! Ugh, yeah!” Bob grunted, driving into her with relentless, powerful strokes.
After another minute, Ellie’s orgasm finally subsided, and she opened her eyes. She gasped for air, turning her head to one side and pressing her cheek against the wall.
But Bob showed no sign of slowing down—or even coming close to finishing.
And soon, her moans resumed, breathy and desperate, “Ohhh! Ohhh! Ohhh!”—yet another orgasm tightening deep in her core under the relentless force of his cock, ploughing into her with unyielding zeal.
“Ugh, yeah! Ugh, yeah! Ugh, yeah!” Bob grunted, his rhythm never faltering.
“Oh, God!” Ellie gasped, her voice thick with pleasure. She clenched her eyes shut again, her body convulsing as a third orgasm ripped through her. Her limbs trembled, a deep, overpowering pleasure wracking her body for over a minute before she began easing down from the high.
Slowly, her eyes fluttered open, hazy and dazed.
Bob paused just long enough to grab her hips and yank them back, taking a small step as he dragged her bum with him. The shift forced her to bend further, her hands sliding down the wall but remaining firmly planted against it for balance. Then, without further ado, he resumed fucking her, pounding deep and fast.
Ellie groaned, her palms pressed flat against the wall, her head dipping forward, eyes unfocused on the floor. Her mouth hung open, saliva dripping down, her body trembling with overstimulation as Bob held her hips steady, fucking her with unrelenting force.
Her entire frame quivered violently as a fourth orgasm ripped through her, even stronger than the last. By the time the pleasure began to ebb, she was drenched in sweat, struggling for breath, her moans reduced to quiet, throaty grunts.
“Here we go!” Bob shouted, his voice rough with urgency as he pounded into her with reckless abandon, his thrusts reaching a frantic pace.
“Bob, I can’t… Bob… I—Oh, God!” Ellie whimpered, her body shaking, her breasts swaying back and forth under the relentless, powerful thrusts of Bob’s cock.
“Ahh!” she gasped. Then, suddenly, a whitish liquid spurted from deep inside her pussy.
“Bob, stop!” she cried. “I’ve peed myself! Bob!”
She convulsed as yet another orgasm overtook her, her moans turning guttural—raw and primal.
“Unghh! Unghh! Unghh! I—”
She gasped for air, her voice catching in her throat. “Bob!” she cried. “Please!”
“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” Bob grunted, oblivious to her pleas, driving his cock into her pussy with unrelenting force.
“Unghh! Unghh! Unghh!” Ellie moaned deeper and faster, her breath hitching, her orgasm escalating. Another spurt of white liquid gushed from her pussy, coating Bob’s balls, dripping onto the floor, some trickling down the insides of her thighs.
“Oh, shit! I’ve peed myself, oh, shit!” Ellie sobbed, looking down between her legs, watching Bob’s cock slide in and out of her stretched-out, glistening vagina. “Bob, please, stop!”
“You… are… not… peeing…” Bob growled between ragged breaths, thrusting with wild abandon, keeping her backside steady with his grip on her hips. “You’re squirting, Ellie. Let… go… enjoy it.”
With a powerful thrust, he jolted her forward, pressing her flat against the wall, her arms shooting up, hands splayed. Her tits squashed against the hard surface, her head turning to one side, her cheek flush against the wall.
“Oh, God!” she gasped, then let out an almost primal cry—a prolonged, breathless “Ooooh!” as her entire body shuddered violently, her orgasm peaking to heights she’d never experienced before.
“Oh, yesss!” Bob groaned. Letting go of her hips, he seized her wrists, pinning her hands against the wall as he slammed his cock all the way inside her, his crotch colliding with her arse, pressing her even tighter against the surface.
With his full weight bearing down on her, he let out a final, hoarse “Yesss!” and started to come.
He climaxed for what felt like ages—perhaps thirty, even forty seconds—groaning loudly as he emptied himself inside her. Then, as the last pulses of pleasure faded, he let go of her wrists, grabbed her hips, and resumed thrusting—this time at a much slower, languid pace.
Ellie whimpered breathlessly, her voice soft and quivering, “Fuuuck… Fuuuck … Fuuuck …” as aftershocks of pleasure rippled through her body for another minute before finally subsiding.
Letting out a long, shuddering “Ohhh—God!” she slumped forward, utterly spent, on the brink of passing out.
If it weren’t for Bob’s quick reaction—wrapping his arms around her chest, his hands cupping her soft, sweat-dampened breasts—she would have collapsed onto the floor.
Pressing his crotch against her bum and his chest against her back, Bob held her up, kissing the side of her neck.
Sprawled against the wall, her thighs and buttocks still trembling, Ellie gasped for air.
Bob pulled back slightly, his cock sliding partway out of her pussy, but he still kept his arms around her.
She turned her head, looking at him over her shoulder. Her face was flushed, strands of damp hair clinging to her cheeks. Still panting, she murmured, “You fucked me again.”
“It felt good, didn’t it?” He chuckled, sliding one hand from her breast to her bum and giving her bum cheek a slow, deliberate squeeze.
Ellie exhaled sharply and turned around, forcing him to release her, his cock slipping completely out of her pussy.
She leaned against the wall, their gazes locking.
Bob grinned, wrapping his arms around her waist and pulling her close. She arched her back, her hips pressing forward to meet his.
“You’re the most captivating woman I’ve ever met, Ellie,” he murmured, tilting his head to kiss her.
But before their lips could meet, Ellie placed her hands firmly on his chest and pushed him back.
He let go.
She straightened. “Bob, you’ve got to leave now.”
Unfazed, he smirked and glanced towards the main cabin area. “Why? We’ve only just started.”
Ellie caught his gaze and shook her head. “No, Bob. Please. You’ve got to go.” She pushed him harder this time, and he stepped back, his now-flaccid cock swinging slightly, glistening with her juices.
Bob exhaled, his smirk fading. “Right.”
I stood up, my legs aching from squatting for so long, and moved closer, resting a hand on Ellie’s shoulder. “You OK, hon?”
She nodded, offering me a small, bittersweet smile. “Yes, I’m OK.”
I let go, smiling softly. “OK.”
She turned back to Bob. “Bob, please go.”
His eyebrows rose. “You didn’t like it?”
“I liked it, Bob.” Her voice cracked with emotion. “I liked it very much, OK?”
He glanced again towards the main cabin area, still hopeful. “The night’s still young...”
Ellie bit her lip, her chest rising and falling with a mix of arousal and exhaustion. “That’s precisely why I want you to leave.”
“Because you liked it too much?”
She gave a small nod. “Yes.”
A silence settled over the cabin, broken only by the faint rustle of the curtains against the balcony door as the ship picked up speed.
Bob exhaled. “Just friends then, eh?”
“No, Bob.” Ellie shook her head. “We can’t be just friends. It’s best to end this now.”
“End it?” He looked at her, his brows drawing together.
“Yes, it’s best for all of us.”
Bob lingered, searching her face, still unwilling to accept that she was serious. “But can’t we at least meet tomorrow? One last time before we part ways?”
Ellie gently rubbed his shoulder, her voice tender. “Bob, we can’t. We need to stop before any of us get hurt.” She let her hand drop and gave him a smile. “Now is the perfect moment. You fucked me well. We both enjoyed it. Dave’s still riding the high.” She sent me a warm glance before turning back to Bob. “Let’s end it here, OK?”
Bob watched her for a moment, then sighed. He crouched and picked up her thong, holding it up. “Can I keep this?”
“What for?”
“As a memory.”
She raised an eyebrow. “A memory or a trophy?”
He grinned, bringing the thong to his nose and inhaling. “A memory. To remind me of you.”
Ellie shook her head, her lips curving into a small smile. Then, after a moment, she waved her hand dismissively. “Fine, have it.”
Still crouching, Bob picked up his briefs and trousers, tucked her thong into his trouser pocket, then stood. He began dressing in silence, pulling on his briefs first, then his trousers.
Ellie watched him, absently brushing her breasts, lost in thought.
I stood beside her, rubbing my still-erect cock through my trousers—my own absent-minded observation—as I, too, watched Bob take his time fixing his shirt, adjusting his trousers, and straightening his tie.
I turned over Ellie’s decision in my mind.
Of course she’s ending it now. She saw it too—what’s coming. She’s wise to stop this before it goes any further. Before he falls in deeper. Before she does.
Thoroughly fucked by another cock? That I can take.
But being in love? That’s something else entirely.
Thank God she saw the line.
And thank God she’s strong enough to walk away.
Bob finally picked up his jacket, shrugged it on, and stepped into his shoes. Now fully dressed, clad once more in his sharp suit, he smiled at Ellie, nodded to me, and walked to the door.
But then he paused and turned to look back at us. He grinned.
“I think we’ll meet again.”
Ellie shook her head. “I don’t think so.”
“You’ll see.”
He turned, opened the door, and stepped out.
After the door clicked shut behind him, Ellie turned to me, her expression sombre.
“We failed, Dave. Again.”
I raised my eyebrows. “You mean?”
“You know what I mean. We couldn’t resist.”
I held her gaze. “Yeah, but we knew, didn’t we?”
Ellie sighed. “Yeah, we knew.” She took my hand, her voice softening. “Shall we?”
I smiled. “That’s my wife—reading my mind.”
I glanced at the spot on the wall where she’d been pinned while Bob fucked her and gave her hand a gentle tug in that direction.
But she held her ground and pulled me towards the main cabin. “Honey, I think you’ll like it better on the bed.”
I raised my eyebrows, resisting her pull.
She smiled. “Honey, my bum will be in your way if we do it against the wall.”
“Bob’s bigger, huh?” I said, my ego slightly dented, yet my erection hard. “Your bum wasn’t much of an obstacle to his length, was it?”
“Erm…” She hesitated for a second, then nodded. “Yeah. That’s right.”
She looked into my eyes, searching my face for a reaction, but her gaze was steady—firm—expecting her honesty to be appreciated.
Which it was.
I exhaled. “You’re right.”
I tugged on her hand and led her straight to the main cabin. Once there, I let go of her, kicked off my shoes and began stripping off my clothes, dropping each piece onto the chair by the desk.
Ellie, waiting for me, cupped her hand beneath her pussy.
I nodded towards her hand. “Leaking?”
“Mmm.” She gave a small, shy smile, her eyes dropping briefly. “Don’t want to make a mess here too. The corridor’s enough.”
“That much?”
She pulled her hand away from between her legs and showed me her palm—wet with her juices and Bob’s sticky cum.
I shook my head in disbelief. “Wow! He really filled you up!”
She shrugged, biting her lip apologetically, then quickly wiped her hand on her thigh and slipped in back under her pussy.
“I’ll top that!” I chuckled as I finally pulled off my briefs, my cock springing out—hard and ready.
“I’m sure you will,” she said, a fleeting smile touching her lips, then got on the bed and lay on her back. She bent her knees, feet flat on the mattress, and spread her legs wide, removing her hand to reveal her pussy. She glanced at me, nodding slightly, inviting me to fuck her.
I tossed my briefs onto the chair where the rest of my clothes were and, without further ado, climbed onto the bed. Crawling on my knees between her legs, I positioned myself on top of her, propping myself up with a hand on either side of her.
With a single powerful thrust of my hips, my cock found her entrance and sank all the way into her pussy.
I immediately noticed how much looser she felt.
Fuck, she’s open. Slick, wet, used.
As usual, Bob knows how to make an impact!
Despite her looseness, I was determined to fuck her hard and fast, so I began thrusting immediately, driving my hips with deep, powerful strokes.
But as I moved, I realised I could barely feel her tightness around me. Her pussy was so open and slick that the usual friction was almost gone.
I knew how much Bob’s cock size could stretch her—I’d felt its impact when I fucked her after him in his cabin—but this was different. Back then, her pussy had felt loose, but now it was completely relaxed.
Even though I was incredibly aroused, I worried I wouldn’t be able to feel enough to come.
Somehow sensing my concern, Ellie reached down and gently scratched my lower back—her way of helping me come.
I smiled at her, and she returned the gesture. Encouraged, I doubled my pace.
I fucked her like this for a good few minutes—maybe three, four, five—but I still wasn’t reaching my climax, and she didn’t seem to be anywhere near orgasm either. She wasn’t moaning or writhing, just smiling softly, rubbing my back in encouragement.
I kept thrusting—hard, fast, slow, deep, shallow—but no matter how much I tried, I still couldn’t get there.
I paused, adjusted my angle, and resumed thrusting. The change helped, but only a little.
After another minute, I started to worry I’d lose my erection.
Reading me perfectly, Ellie slightly raised her bum off the bed, grabbed my bum cheeks, squeezed them tightly, and began rotating her hips.
And voilà! That finally did the trick.
I grunted loudly, feeling the cum boiling over in my balls.
Seeing my reaction, Ellie intensified her movements, and finally, I exploded inside her.
I pumped into her for what felt like the longest ejaculation of my life—maybe thirty seconds, maybe more—unloading everything I’d saved up over the past two days, before finally stopping.
Ellie relaxed beneath me, letting her hips settle on the bed. “You done?” she asked with a soft smile.
“Oh, yeah,” I said, grinning. “And you?” I knew she hadn’t orgasmed, but I felt I had to ask.
“Mmm.” She nodded slightly and gently nudged me to pull out, tugging on my bum cheeks.
I withdrew my now-softening cock and rolled onto my back, still panting as I stared at the ceiling.
Ellie lay beside me, her gaze fixed upwards as well.
My thoughts churned with worry: She didn’t enjoy it.
But am I really surprised? After she got fucked so much by Bob… Five or six orgasms, back-to-back; I’ve lost count. She nearly passed out on his cock. How could she possibly orgasm with me after that?
It’s understandable… She’s exhausted.
I sighed, knowing I wasn’t being honest with myself.
Exhausted? Who am I kidding?
She’s multi-orgasmic; she’d have easily come on my cock if she… felt it. But she didn’t. Why didn’t she?
I tried to recall the feeling of her pussy just moments ago.
She’s so loose.
Bob opened her up, stretched her in ways I never could; how could she feel me? Of course, she can’t. I barely felt her myself.
A more troubling thought struck me.
But this… this is more than just the physical, isn’t it?
She sent him off. But it was too late.
She’s already in love with him.
She wants him, not me. That’s why she didn’t enjoy it with me.
I looked at her. She was still deep in thought, staring at the ceiling. I touched her hand, and she turned her head to meet my gaze.
“You’re thinking about him, aren’t you?” I asked softly.
She nodded, her expression unreadable.
I turned onto my side, facing her. “But he’s gone now.”
“Yes,” she whispered, then also rolled onto her side to face me. “Hug me.”
Our eyes locked for a moment before I began, “Ellie, when Bob—”
“Shh,” she interrupted, placing a finger across my lips. “Let’s not talk about him now. Let’s just hug.”
She curled into me, her arm wrapping around my side, burying her face in my neck.
The cabin light was still on. I reached behind me and flicked the switch by the bed, plunging the room into a dim, golden glow from the night light. Better. Softer.
I wrapped my arm around her waist and pulled her closer, feeling her soft breasts press against my chest—a strange source of comfort. Her warm breath on my skin was soothing. Her thighs brushing against mine, calming… yet I couldn’t shake the thoughts swirling in my mind.
Her thighs, against mine, remind me of her pussy... The softest, most intimate part of her body.
For years, it was mine alone.
But not anymore. Now, it’s shared.
It was Bob’s. It still is. In some ways, it’s more his than mine.
I might have to fight hard to reclaim it fully.
It bothers me; it excites me…
The thoughts tortured me, back and forth, back and forth—I couldn’t escape the cycle.
My body relaxed, hovering between wakefulness and sleep, but my mind kept going, throwing me from one extreme to another. One moment, I was gripped by dark, suffocating jealousy, my chest tightening with fear—fear that Ellie was falling, or worse, had already fallen for Bob. That I might lose her. The next, I was burning with arousal, my cock twitching despite the recent release.
Ellie remained quiet, shifting against me now and then but still clinging to me, her arm snugly wrapped around my side. As she moved, her face no longer buried in my neck, I could see her eyes were shut. But I knew her too well. She wasn’t sleeping. Her breaths were too shallow, her body too tense. She was trying, like me, to calm herself. To let go. To drift off.
I resisted the urge to check the time, not wanting to shift and make it obvious I was still awake. But eventually, curiosity won. Careful not to move my hand from her waist, I angled my wrist slightly, squinting at my watch. 9:30. Or maybe 9:39
We’d been lying here for over 45 minutes. Still awake.
It became too hot in the cabin, but I didn’t get up to turn on the aircon. I was afraid that if I did, I’d become restless, or worse—start a conversation I shouldn’t. Say something that would expose my vulnerability. My fragility.
No. I had to hold myself together. I had to handle this like a man.
At one point, I told myself it would be all right, eventually. That anything that doesn’t kill you makes you stronger. That I’d pulled through difficult times before, and I would again.
The thought helped. A little.
Gradually, my heartbeat slowed. My eyes grew heavier.
I risked another glance at my watch, this time shifting my hand slightly. 10:10.
Then, I looked at Ellie. She was still holding me, but her head had dropped onto the pillow. Her eyes were shut. Her chest rose and fell in a slow, even rhythm. I watched her for a moment, and this time, I was sure.
She was asleep.
I sighed softly.
All will be all right.
The ship moved fast, the faint creaks of the cabin shifting with the rhythm of the sea.
My eyes shut.
I love her. I’ll fight for her. All will be all right.
This was the last thought that drifted through my mind as I slipped into sleep.




14. Waiting for a Message

I awoke to the rustling of the bed.
I half-opened my eyes.
Sunlight filtered through the curtains—the cabin already bright. The ship had stopped moving. We were at port—the last day ashore before sailing later this evening to our final destination. And that was it: one more night, and tomorrow morning—disembarkation.
The rustling to my side continued.
I shifted my gaze towards the source of the noise—Ellie. She was already sitting on the edge of the bed, her body half on the mattress, one foot on the floor, the other tucked up. My eyes followed the curve of her bare back, down over the gentle slope of her bum and along the smooth length of her thigh.
Unaware that I was already awake, she was moving carefully, trying not to wake me.
I watched her through my lashes as she gently eased the bedside drawer closed—must have used a tissue or something—then reached for her phone on top, unplugged it from the charger, and slid her finger across the screen.
I couldn’t see what she was looking at, but I had a good guess—she was hoping for a message from Bob.
“Has he texted?” I asked as I fully opened my eyes.
Ellie jolted, turning sharply to look at me, her posture suddenly tense. The movement sent a ripple through her chest, her bare breasts shifting as she fixed her gaze on me.
I sat up. “Has he?”
She shook her head.
“Disappointed?”
She just bit her lip.
I raised an eyebrow, prompting.
“Why should I?” she finally said. “It’s over with him.” She stood but then stilled, her gaze drifting towards the corridor—the place where it had all happened. Her fingers traced absently over her mons, along the neat landing strip above her pussy—a reminder of Bob’s handiwork.
“You OK?” I asked.
She blinked, then stirred. “Yes.” She set her phone back on the bedside table. “I’ll take a shower.”
“Honey?” I said.
She turned to me. “What?”
“He gave me your ring. It’s in the pocket of my jacket.”
Her gaze locked onto me.
“I don’t mind if you wear it. It’s a beautiful ring. And expensive.”
“Thanks.” She gave a small smile and headed for the corridor.
“Ellie,” I called after her.
She paused and looked back.
“When you told him to leave…” I stopped. I was suddenly unsure if I even wanted the answer to the question that truly bothered me—too afraid I might not like it.
Ellie raised her eyebrows, prompting.
I sighed. I had to speak, now that I’d started. “You told him it was best to leave before we got hurt. What did you mean?”
“You know what I meant.”
“Like, you’re afraid that you’ll fall in—”
“Dave, honey,” she interrupted gently, “let’s not talk about him.”
“Mmm…”
“At least not today. Can we do that?”
“Yes, we can.”
“Thank you.”
She turned and disappeared into the corridor.
I leaned against the headboard and turned on the TV, flicking through the news, trying to distract myself—not let thoughts about what might’ve developed between Ellie and Bob take hold. But it wasn’t easy.
Every so often, my gaze drifted to Ellie’s phone on the bedside table, checking for notifications. Each time, I exhaled—relieved. There weren’t any.
It was a strange, twisted mix of emotions.
Arousal at the fact that my wife had been so thoroughly fucked by another man. Even more—at the fact that she’d been so well fucked that she might be falling for the guy.
But at the same time—fear.
What about the consequences? What if Bob had done more than just make her come harder than ever before?
What if this was even deeper? What if she was falling in love?
What if she was slipping away?
By the time I heard Ellie getting out of the shower—she’d taken her time—I’d made up my mind. I was going to ask her the questions that had been tormenting me.
She stepped into the main cabin, a towel in her hand, and gave me a small, knowing smile. She bent over, parting her legs slightly, and carefully patted her pussy with the towel—extra gentle, as if mindful of her soreness from last night.
I’d been tense—the kind of tension that could’ve made me come across as too sharp, too confrontational when opening the conversation about her feelings for Bob. But the sight of her put me more at ease. Seeing her like this, my jealousy and insecurity gave way to arousal. And that made it easier to probe—carefully, gently.
I let out a chuckle.
“Chafed?”
She straightened up and tilted her head with a soft, playful smirk. “What do you think?”
Seeing her smile, my tension eased further.
I laughed. “I knew it.”
“Yep.” She nodded, still smiling. “Sex in the corridor isn’t the best of options.”
“Especially with someone with a huge cock like Bob’s.”
“Absolutely.”
Encouraged by her light, unbothered demeanour, I decided to push a little further. “It makes you crave more of him, doesn’t it?”
She deflected my question. “Are you taking a shower or not?”
I got the message—she wasn’t going there.
Even though she’d brushed me off, I felt lighter. If it was more than just sex, surely she wouldn’t joke about his cock chafing her, would she?
I got up, my cock swaying slightly—still heavy with lingering arousal—as I headed for the shower.
Under the warm spray, I let my mind wander, allowing the images of her being fucked by Bob to flood my thoughts freely. The raw intensity of it. The way she’d moaned. The way she’d surrendered. The pictures lingered behind my eyes, keeping my body on edge. I was still half-hard when I finished rinsing off.
In good spirits, I stepped out, dried myself off, and walked back into the main cabin—but the sight waiting for me stopped me cold.
Ellie, now fully dressed for the excursion in denim shorts and a white sleeveless top, stood by the balcony door, phone in hand, scrolling through the screen. The moment she heard me, she quickly tucked the phone into her front pocket and turned with a small smile.
“Ready?” she asked.
For a moment, I considered pretending I hadn’t seen it. But as I pulled on my briefs, I looked up at her. “A message from Bob?”
She held my gaze briefly before replying. “No. I wasn’t checking for his messages.”
“No?”
She gave a slight shake of her head. “No. Mum was asking when exactly we’re landing tomorrow.”
I frowned. “How many times do we have to tell her?”
“I know.”
As I pulled up my shorts—my erection long gone—I gave Ellie a small smile. “So, Bob wasn’t—”
“Honey,” she cut me off, her voice calm but firm. “You promised me we wouldn’t talk about him.” She gave me a soft but confident smile.
“I did, it’s just—”
“It’s over. You heard me tell him that, didn’t you?”
“Yes.”
“So?” She came closer and extended her hand. “Let’s enjoy our day, shall we?”
I met her gaze for a moment, then took her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. “Yes, we shall.”
I let go and pulled on my T-shirt.
Together, we packed our small backpacks—water bottles, passports, my wallet, spare T-shirts in case of sweat, suncream—we expected a hot day. Then, we slipped on our sandals, and at 7:15 am, backpacks slung over our backs, left the cabin and headed for breakfast.
I fell in behind Ellie, ready to savour the sight of her bum cheeks peeking from the hem of her shorts. That same indulgent arousal I’d felt while walking to breakfast the morning after Bob first fucked her began to rise again—
But then she reached for my hand.
I took it, and we walked side by side, hands clasped, despite the narrow corridors. Each time we had to break apart to let others pass, she instinctively found my hand again.
Why was she doing that?
Maybe showing extra affection was her way of pushing aside her own troubling thoughts. Or was it guilt over letting Bob fuck her again—despite her promises, mostly to herself, that she wouldn’t? Or perhaps she felt guilty because she’d enjoyed it so much? Maybe, this time, her guilt wasn’t about what she’d done but rather that she didn’t regret it. Or was it because she couldn’t come on me last night? Or something deeper—feeling guilty for falling for him?
Whatever was driving her, strangely, despite not being able to admire the view of her bum, the sensation of her hand gently squeezing mine, the occasional brush of her hip, the warmth of her body so close—all of it carried a strong erotic charge. Walking beside my wife—the woman who’d been thoroughly fucked by another man last night—the woman who was still feeling the aftershocks, her pussy still tender, still loose from him—it was an aphrodisiac in itself.
I kept adjusting the erection in my shorts as we walked.
Even as we climbed the stairs to Grand Horizon on Deck 15, Ellie didn’t release my hand. Only when we entered the restaurant and spotted a free table did she let go. We dropped our backpacks next to the table to reserve it and went to get our food.
Ellie stuck close to me the entire time we browsed the buffet. She placed her hand on my back as I paused by the counters, rising slightly on her toes to hook her chin over my shoulder in a casual, affectionate gesture, asking if I’d recommend something for her or if we should share. Sometimes, she gently rubbed my arm, whispering sweetly in my ear to watch the calories if I hovered over a croissant or a cupcake. Other times, she’d discreetly brush my bum—just like that—to show she was there, right beside me.
I liked this extra affection.
Of course, at the back of my mind, there was the suspicion—even the knowledge—that her affectionate behaviour was driven by guilt. Maybe she was also trying to keep her mind off Bob. But despite my suspicions—and the lingering worry that she might be falling for Bob—I didn’t stop enjoying her attention.
At the table, she steered the conversation lightly, talking about our upcoming excursion, but her body language betrayed her. She kept glancing at her phone, strategically placed beside her, and each time she found no message, a shadow crossed her face. Whenever she caught herself, she quickly snapped out of it—reaching for my hand, flashing me a smile, and making a comment about the dining area, or asking if we should pick up souvenirs or whether we’d be the last to come on board again.
The distraction tactic was obvious, but I played along—squeezing her hand in return, smiling back, answering her questions.
We took our time finishing our light breakfast and coffee—twenty minutes or so. Just as we were about to stand and head for our excursion gathering place, we were both caught completely off guard.
“Hello, Ellie and Dave!”
We turned immediately in the direction of the familiar voice.
Next to the drinks station to my right stood Sophie, smiling. Beside her, Matt gave us a wave.
“Hi,” I mumbled.
Ellie just smiled—tightly.
Sophie and Matt stepped closer.
“Did you see Bob this morning?” Matt asked casually.
Ellie and I both shook our heads.
“So… you three had fun, hmm?” Sophie teased, a knowing smile curving her lips.
Ellie said nothing—just blushed.
“So, you two saw Bob?” I asked.
“Yes, over drinks,” Matt replied.
“After he’d been with you,” Sophie added quickly, resting a hand on Ellie’s shoulder.
Ellie’s eyes flicked to Sophie’s hand, then to Sophie’s face.
“But don’t worry, Ellie,” Sophie continued, her tone as teasing as ever. “It was drinks only with us. He was completely spent after you.”
Ellie swallowed hard, her cheeks darkening.
“And even if he wasn’t,” Sophie went on, “I don’t think he was in the mood for anything else.” She glanced at Matt, then leaned in closer to Ellie and whispered—loud enough for me to hear—“He’s totally into you, Ellie. Couldn’t stop talking about you.”
Ellie’s breath caught. “Did he?” she murmured.
Sophie nodded, slowly. “Oh yeah.”
The two women locked eyes—Ellie’s expression guarded, Sophie’s brimming with amusement and something almost like superiority.
Finally, Sophie let go of Ellie’s shoulder and stepped back. “He’s keen to see you again.”
Ellie said nothing.
“Tonight,” Sophie added, her brows lifting in sly suggestion.
Ellie’s lips parted slightly, but she didn’t speak.
“Hasn’t he called you?” Sophie pressed.
“No.” Ellie shook her head.
“Texted?”
Ellie abruptly pushed her chair back and stood. “We’ve got to go. Our excursion’s at eight.”
“Oh, us too!” Sophie perked up. “Where’s your gathering place? Adventurers Lounge?”
“No, different place,” Ellie said quickly—lying. Our meeting point was Adventurers Lounge. She grabbed her backpack. “Let’s go, Dave! We’re running late.”
I got up and threw on my backpack, glancing at my watch. 7:50. We had plenty of time, but Ellie was already striding towards the exit.
Sophie turned to me, raising an eyebrow. “Did I touch a nerve?”
I gave her a small smile. “Bye, Sophie.” I nodded at Matt and hurried after Ellie, who’d already disappeared into the midship stairwell.
Ellie walked briskly, silent and unsettled by the encounter with Sophie and Matt. I followed, giving her space to calm down—but also watching, enjoying the way her curves moved, the cut of her shorts revealing just enough of her bum cheeks to make my cock stir to a half-hard state.
As we reached the midship toilets on Deck 8, Ellie suddenly stopped and passed me her backpack. “Would you hold this for me?”
“Sure,” I said, taking it. “Bladder playing up again?”
“A bit.”
“Because of—”
“Yes.” She hurried into the ladies.
I glanced around the atrium—just in time to spot Sophie and Matt crossing towards the exit for Adventurers Lounge. I stepped behind a nearby column, keeping out of sight. Once they’d passed, I stepped out again.
Ellie took her time, and when she finally emerged, it was already eight.
“It’s eight, hon,” I said, returning her backpack.
“I know.” She took it and slung it over her shoulder.
“I saw Matt and Sophie. They’re in Adventurers Lounge.”
“Mmm.”
I was about to head off when Ellie grabbed my hand and gave it a gentle tug.
I raised an eyebrow. “Hang around?”
She nodded.
“Not keen to run into them again?”
“No. I mean, they…” She sighed.
“They provoked you?”
“Yes. Sophie.”
“Let’s wait.”
We lingered in silence until 8:09, when Ellie finally said, “Let’s go.”
We hurried towards Adventurers Lounge, arriving just as the staff were taking the last group out. We checked in, got our group numbers, and were briefed on where to find the coaches after disembarking the ship.
Boarding the last coach, we managed to avoid Sophie and Matt, which, I had no doubt, was Ellie’s goal. We didn’t run into Bob either. But whether that was what Ellie truly wanted—I wasn’t so sure. Catching her discreetly glancing at her phone, hoping for a message that wasn’t coming, only reinforced my doubts.




15. Taiko Drummers

As I’d promised Ellie, I didn’t raise the subject of Bob throughout the day. It wasn’t easy—I had to fight a too-familiar storm in my head. Images of her being fucked by him kept flooding my mind, stirring up emotions that swung wildly between jealousy and a sense of loss on one end and arousal and excitement on the other.
Caught in that intense push and pull, I found myself wanting to ask her all of it. I wanted to know how she felt about me, about Bob, about herself. I wanted to talk about how I felt, too. I wanted to discuss the deeper emotional impact this whole thing had on both of us. I also wanted to know more about how it felt with Bob—how his cock felt, what it was like to orgasm on him, how I compared to him. The minor physical details—I wanted to hear them in her own words.
But somehow, I managed to restrain myself. I didn’t ask.
Ellie too—despite her undoubtedly fragile emotional state—never once mentioned Bob.
Like me, she fought her battle—but she used affection and distraction to cope with her thoughts.
Around me, she carried that same tenderness from the morning into the rest of the day—gentler than usual, more affectionate, more attuned. She hugged me more. Told me more often that she loved me.
With others, she was lively and upbeat—keeping herself distracted and involved.
Whenever she caught herself lost in thought, possibly about Bob, or checking her phone, hoping for a message from him, she snapped out of it quickly. She turned to me and talked about the excursion, about what we’d do once back home, or indeed anything else but Bob. Or, if we were exploring with the group, she engaged the guide, asking the first question that came to her mind—about something he was talking about, or some sightseeing detail, however unimportant it was. On a few occasions, she simply got someone to take a photo of the two of us—even if there wasn’t anything especially scenic—just to keep herself anchored.
With both of us putting in the effort not to talk about Bob, we managed to enjoy the day—exactly what we’d promised each other back in the cabin.
Our excursion finished just after five o’clock, leaving us with only 15 minutes before the all-aboard time. But it was clear we weren’t the only late returnees—several other excursion coaches were still pulling in.
As we passed through the terminal and made our way towards the ship, we were pleasantly surprised by a special farewell—a performance by Taiko drummers.
The passage leading back to the ship was cordoned off with barriers, guiding passengers towards a single gangway that ascended to the main deck. The city council or port authorities—we weren’t sure—had set up a stage along the passage, where a group of young performers pounded their drums in perfect synchrony.
Ellie and I stopped before one of the barriers to watch, dropping our backpacks at our feet. With only eight minutes left until the all-aboard time, we should’ve headed straight to the gangway. But seeing the queue still moving and so many passengers lingering on the dock to watch the drummers, we decided we could afford a few moments to enjoy the unique live show.
“Dum! Dum! Dum!” The deep drumbeats reverberated.
“Ya-yo! Ya-yo!” the young performers cried out in unison.
The crowd of ship guests who’d paused to watch, like us, was enthralled. The energy in the air surged with each beat, the powerful rhythm pulsing through our bodies.
Holding hands, mesmerised, Ellie and I took it all in. It was something we’d never seen before—nor, judging by their expressions, had many of the other guests.
We’d been watching for about five minutes when suddenly Ellie trembled. Almost instinctively, her fingers tightened around mine as she turned her head away from the drummers.
I followed her gaze.
Sure enough, it was Bob. He’d just joined the queue to board the ship a few yards from us. Apparently, he’d passed behind us without calling out—there was only one way to the gangway, the cordoned-off passage.
“He didn’t call out,” I noted.
“No, he didn’t,” Ellie replied, her eyes locked on Bob, her gaze lingering.
“You want him, don’t you?”
She watched silently as Bob stepped onto the gangway with the queue, slowly ascending.
I tugged on her hand. “Let’s go.”
She flinched as if startled. “No! Let’s wait.” She quickly pulled her hand from mine and turned back towards the drummers.
“Until he’s gone?”
She made a small sound. “Mmm.”
“Why, Ellie? Why are you afraid of facing him?”
She said nothing.
“We could just say hello and go our separate ways.”
Ellie glanced at the gangway, where Bob was moving up with the queue. She hesitated, then picked up her backpack and took a step towards the ship—but stopped abruptly, shaking her head.
“No. Let’s not push it,” she said quietly.
She dropped her backpack to the ground and turned back, leaning forward against the barrier, her attention returning to the show.
“You’re afraid you won’t resist, aren’t you?” I asked.
She bit her lip, eyes fixed on the Taiko drummers.
“Is that it, Ellie?” I prodded gently.
She nodded.
“Because you still want him, don’t you?”
Her gaze drifted to the young women in traditional Japanese costumes approaching the stage. She gestured towards them and murmured, “There’ll be traditional Japanese dancing.”
“Perhaps,” I said, barely glancing at the performers. My thoughts were elsewhere. “But you still want him, don’t you, Ellie?”
She flicked another glance at the gangway. Bob had disappeared inside the ship.
At that moment, she jumped, yanking her phone from her pocket—she must’ve felt it vibrate—and turned her back to me, shielding the screen from view.
After checking the message, she slipped the phone back into her pocket and turned to the barrier again, her eyes drifting to the performance.
“It wasn’t him, was it?” I asked quietly.
She shook her head. “No.”
“Who was it?”
“Mum. Reminding us to buy Jenny a Japanese doll and Jake a samurai sword toy.”
“But you wished it was him.”
“No, Dave! Stop it!” she snapped, turning to face me, then quickly exhaled, her voice dropping. “Sorry.”
I turned to face her. “You desire him,” I said, my tone calm but firm.
“I desire him, OK?” Her words wavered slightly as she held my gaze, her hazel eyes glassy, her bottom lip trembling.
I reached out and placed my hand on her hip.
She stared at me, breathing heavily.
“You want him badly,” I murmured, stepping in close, my hand curling around her hip and drifting lower to her bum, my fingers grazing the exposed skin of her upper thigh, just beneath the high hem of her denim shorts. I gently squeezed her bum cheek, then let go. “Don’t you?”
“Yes, Dave! I do!” she whispered urgently, her words rushing out in a desperate burst. “I want him! I want him to fuck me, and fuck me, and fuck me! To oblivion!”
She cast a quick glance around, making sure no one had overheard, then added quietly, “I can’t help it.”
“It’s that bad, huh?”
“Yes.”
“Are you in love with him?”
Ellie bit her lip, hesitating. Then, leaning in close, she whispered, “No. But I want him inside me.” She pulled back, locking eyes with me.
Her gaze was intense—an intoxicating blend of longing and vulnerability. It cut through me like a knife. The knot of jealousy in my throat tightened, and before I knew it, the words tumbled out, low and seething:
“OK, Ellie! Then go! Go to him and let him fuck you!” I nodded towards the ship. “He’s on board. Go to his cabin. Let him fuck you and fuck you until you pass out!”
Ellie grabbed my hand. “Dave…”
I barely heard her. I was winding myself up, unable to stop. “Go live with him! Let him make you a baby. Go on—let him give you not just one, but two. Three. He can afford them all! He’s wealthy! He’ll buy you more rings—a whole drawer of them! Call him now!”
She squeezed my hand tighter, shaking her head. “Dave, calm down. It’s not that bad. I’ll get over him. It’s just a fling.”
But I wasn’t listening. “Call him! His cock’s big, fills you up, fucks you for hours. What are you waiting for?”
“You know what?” Ellie abruptly pushed my hand away, her voice rising. “I’ll delete his number! Look!”
She yanked her phone from her pocket, fingers trembling as she scrolled through her contacts. Finding Bob’s name, she hit delete.
She looked up at me. “OK now?” Her voice was low but steady, her eyes searching mine, as if daring me to doubt her.
Then she shoved the phone back into her pocket and turned to the performance again, her chest heaving, her hands gripping the railing.
For a moment, I just watched her. Then, gently, I reached out and rubbed the small of her back.
“I’m sorry,” I murmured.
Ellie exhaled, her shoulders softening. She looked at me, her expression melting into something tender. “I’m sorry, too.”
She picked up her backpack, slinging it over her shoulder, then slipped her arm through mine. “Let’s go. He’s gone to his cabin by now.”
I grabbed my backpack, and together we headed for the gangway.
Just before we joined the queue—now much shorter, five minutes past the all-aboard time—I tugged Ellie’s arm.
She stopped and turned to look at me. “What is it?”
“Let’s not go to our cabin just now,” I said.
“Why? Afraid he’d pop in?”
“Yeah, he might. And we may not resist.”
Ellie studied me for a moment before tilting her head. “So, your itch is back, too?”
“Yes.”
She smiled, raising her eyebrows. “So soon?”
I shrugged. “Yes. It goes away for a short time after we fuck, and then it comes back as soon as I’m horny again.”
She sighed. “Same here. I’m good for a few hours after he’s—” She stopped mid-sentence, her gaze locking onto mine.
I gave her a soft smile. “Say it.”
She hesitated for a moment, then smiled too—shy but relaxed—and finished her sentence. “Fucked me. And then it comes back. With a vengeance.”
“And that’s exactly why we have to keep away from him.”
She giggled. “Yep. Staying safe.”
“I love you, Ellie,” I murmured, pleased that our moods had lifted so quickly, effortlessly talking about resisting our shared hunger—her craving him, and me craving to watch.
“Love you too.” She tugged on my arm, pulling me into the queue.
We boarded the ship, passed security, and found ourselves in the grand atrium, its towering glass elevators reflecting the sunlight streaming in through the skylights.
“Where shall we go?” I asked.
“Mmm…” Ellie hesitated for a moment, then perked up. “Let’s watch the rest of the show from the promenade.”
She turned towards the port side and started climbing the stairs two at a time. I followed her.
A minute later, we stepped onto Deck 8’s promenade. It was quite packed—most of the guests had already returned from their excursions and had come out to watch the farewell show down on the port. Just as we arrived, a couple stepped away from the railings, and we quickly took their spot. We dropped our backpacks at our feet and turned our attention to the performance on the dock below.
The Taiko drummers had stepped aside for a break, and now the group of young women in traditional Japanese costumes moved gracefully across the stage, dancing to a pre-recorded melody.
I smirked. “Isn’t it funny that we’re afraid to go to our own cabin?”
Ellie chuckled. “It is.”
“We’re like illegals.”
“Illegals. Yes.”
“Scared of Bob and his big cock,” I said under my breath, barely loud enough for her to hear.
Ellie burst into laughter, then leaned in, lowering her voice. “We might be scared of Bob, but of his big cock?” She pulled back, her eyes glinting with mischief. “Did I look scared yesterday?”
I laughed, admiring the confidence in her teasing. Only minutes ago, the mention of Bob had nearly set us off, and now she was joking about how he’d fucked her. I leaned closer, brushing a kiss against her cheek, murmuring, “No, honey, not at all. You fearlessly took it all in—with room to spare.”
Ellie let out a sharp laugh and smacked my bum. “OK, that’s enough now.” She shot me a playful glare before adding, “I’m not that loose, you know.”
“Well, yesterday you felt a bit on the looser end after him.”
She tilted her head, her smile persisting. “What can I say? Grow thicker.”
I grinned, loving the mix of banter and raw honesty between us. “Only if I could.”
She held my gaze for a moment, then, finally turning sober, prompted, “Shall we watch the show?”
We turned our attention back to the stage on the dock below. The dancers moved with delicate precision, their kimonos swirling in vibrant colours as they executed each step flawlessly. Their graceful hand gestures, the rhythmic glide of their feet, and the way their hips swayed in sync with the music transported us to another era, a mesmerising display of cultural tradition.
Entranced by the performance, Ellie and I lost all sense of time. At one point, I glanced at my watch—it was nearing 5:45 pm, and we were still not departing. I looked at the gangway. It stood empty; the trickle of passengers boarding the ship had long disappeared. The engines rumbled. Onshore staff were folding down the final tents, removing last safety cones and barriers. The ship was ready to depart—yet the crew made no move to close the walkway.
It was clear: we were waiting for a few very late passengers. I wasn’t too bothered. If anything, the delay felt like a welcome bonus—giving those of us already aboard a few extra minutes to enjoy the farewell performance.
Finally, we saw them—a small group of four passengers sprinting from the terminal, their bags bouncing against their sides. The crew, now poised for action, hurried the stragglers up the gangway and began retrieving the ship’s remaining equipment from the dock.
The dancers finished and stepped back as the Taiko drummers returned to the stage, adjusting their instruments for their final performance.
On the gangway, the last two crew members folded the walkway. As soon as they disappeared into the ship, the gangway gate began to close.
A group of performers unfurled a banner that read: “We hope to see you soon!”
The crowd on the deck and portside balconies erupted into cheers and applause.
The gangway gate was now sealed, and the ship’s horn blared—”Baaaaah.”
We were finally departing.
The dancers lined up, bowed deeply, then began waving goodbye.
The passengers gathered along the railings waved back—a collective farewell shared between the ship and the shore.
The captain blew the horn again.
A familiar voice spoke from right behind us.
“Ellie. Dave.”
We turned to see Matt, with Sophie standing beside him.
“This is for you,” Matt said, extending a folded piece of paper to Ellie.
Ellie hesitated.
“It’s a note from Bob,” Matt added. His lips curled into a knowing smile. He moved his hand closer.
Ellie took the note, her gaze locking onto Matt’s. There was something in his expression—a strange, almost lustful spark.
“Bob sends you the ring certificate,” Sophie said with an odd smile, handing me an envelope.
I took the envelope and tucked it into my pocket, rolling it slightly to fit. My gaze lingered on Sophie’s face—her smile held something I couldn’t quite decipher at first. But as she stepped closer, it shifted—mischievous, unmistakably so.
Matt’s voice drew my attention back to him. “Read it now, Ellie,” he urged, then nodded. “See you both.” He turned and walked away.
Instead of following her husband, Sophie placed a hand on my shoulder, her mischievous smile deepening.
“You know that playing goes both ways, don’t you?”
My eyebrows shot up.
“See you in London.” She giggled, then let go of my shoulder, and scurried after Matt.
Ellie and I exchanged glances.
“What was all that about?” I murmured.
“I guess there’s only one way to find out,” Ellie said, unfolding the paper, positioning it so we could both read.
The note was hastily scribbled:
Ellie, we can’t be just friends. I get that. We’ve got to stop it, I agree. But I kept glancing at my phone all day, hoping for a message from you. I typed several and deleted them. I respect your wish to pull the brakes on our relationship. But I miss you already. And I know you miss me.

Tomorrow morning, we’ll part ways forever. We had such a great time, and it would be a shame to leave without a proper night together. A full night, uninhibited—just you and me. Our farewell night.

I’m watching you right now. You’re with Dave, reading this note. I’ll come to take you to spend this night with me. Tonight, you’ll be mine only. Tomorrow morning, you’ll be Dave’s forever.

You’ve got to decide now.

Ellie and I looked around, but Bob was nowhere to be seen.
“What are you gonna do?” I whispered, my throat dry.
Ellie glanced at me but said nothing, folding the note and tucking it into her pocket, her hands shaking.
“Ya-yo!” the drummers shouted in unison, followed by a deep “Dum!” from their drums, marking the start of their final performance.
She turned her head slightly, scanning the far end of the deck, searching.
“Ellie?” I whispered again.
She looked at me.
I raised my eyebrows, silently prompting her for an answer.
Her chest rose and fell, her face flushed. She held my gaze for a moment, then, without a word, turned sharply back towards the dock and grabbed the railing, her eyes locking onto the stage below.
“Dum! Dum! Dum!”
The Taiko drummers thundered.
“Ya-yo! Ya-yo!”
I turned, leaning against the railing beside her.
“Dum! Dum! Dum!”
The ship’s horn blared.
The vessel lurched forward.
Ellie reached for my hand, and we interlocked fingers.
“Dum! Dum! Dum!”
“Ya-yo! Ya-yo!”
My gaze was on the drummers, but my mind was elsewhere.
A decision is coming. Any moment now.
“Dum! Dum! Dum!”
“Ya-yo! Ya-yo!”
My cock’s hard. My heart’s racing. My head’s spinning.
“Dum! Dum! Dum!” The beat of the drums echoes in my chest.
Someone’s behind us! A silhouette of a man! I don’t want to look! I know who he is.
I glance at Ellie, but she’s staring ahead, avoiding eye contact, biting her lip. Her breathing’s fast and heavy. I can almost see her heartbeat through her tank top.
“Ya-yo! Ya-yo!” cuts like a sharp knife through my chest.
Ellie squeezes my hand, gently and firmly, then her hand slips out of mine.
I see his hand. He touches hers… and she doesn’t pull away. Slowly, deliberately, her fingers curl around his.
I struggle for air! Is that it? Is she leaving me behind?
She slides her backpack with her foot towards me. I pick it up with my foot and drag it in front of me. Then, she pulls away from the railing.
I can’t see her next to me! She’s walking away with him, leaving me behind! I won’t turn to watch her go. No! I’ll just... stand here, watch the show!
My heart’s beating in time with the drums. “Dum! Dum! Dum!”
My hard cock’s killing me, throbbing with each cry. “Ya-yo! Ya-yo!”
My head’s foggy. I feel like fainting. I grab the railing with both hands.
“Dum! Dum! Dum!”
The beat of the drums is now distant, almost hollow.




16. New Dawn

“Thank you for packing my suitcase, honey.” Ellie’s voice pulled me from sleep.
I rubbed my temples slowly. My head was pounding. My mouth was dry. Headache and dehydration—the hangover’s most powerful punishments, brought on by my own doing.
How did it come to this?
After Ellie had left with Bob the previous night, I’d stayed on the promenade until the port was out of sight, then returned to our cabin. As per the cruise disembarkation instructions, I packed and labelled both Ellie’s and my luggage and left the suitcases outside in the corridor, leaving only our backpacks inside. Then, deciding to skip dinner, I went straight to the bar.
I’d ended up drinking late into the night. I couldn’t remember how I’d got back to the cabin or how much I’d drunk, but the splitting hangover told me everything I needed to know: I’d drunk a lot.
“What time is it?” I asked, sitting up.
I squinted as I tried to focus my gaze. I could only make out a woman’s silhouette. If I didn’t know my wife’s shape so well, I would’ve struggled to recognise her. I rubbed my eyes and finally managed to see her properly.
Ellie was completely naked, bending over her backpack, pulling her white thong from it. Her damp hair clung lightly to her shoulders, a faint scent of soap lingering in the air.
“It’s twenty to eight. Time to leave the cabin,” she said, standing up and slipping on the thong.
“I guess,” I croaked, my voice rough.
“I was worried you wouldn’t leave me any underwear to change into.”
“I figured you’d want something fresh after… everything.”
“Yes, thanks.”
She stepped into her denim shorts from the day before, bounced lightly on her feet to settle them over her bum, and zipped them up.
“What time did you get back?” I asked.
“Just now,” she said, turning to look at me.
“Did he fuck you all night long?”
“Mmm.” She brushed her bare breasts, a tender smile flickering on her lips as she met my eyes.
“You enjoyed it?”
“Yes.”
There was no shame in it. Just honesty—the kind that burned and aroused all at once.
A vivid image flashed through my mind—her lying on her back on Bob’s bed, panting and sweating, utterly spent yet deeply satisfied, staring into his eyes as his thick, long shaft slid out of her thoroughly fucked pussy. My cock, already hard and eager, throbbed. I felt a trickle of pre-cum in my briefs.
My voice came out thick, my throat tight. “Your pussy? Chafed?”
She nodded. “Yes.”
I exhaled. “Of course. After all night long…”
I turned my head away, jealousy and arousal warring inside me.
A silence stretched between us for a moment.
I looked back at Ellie. “Bladder playing up?”
She smiled shyly. “No. It’s fine.”
“Getting used to his cock, I guess.”
“I guess.” Her gaze lingered on me, her hand running gently over her breasts.
I swallowed hard. A familiar ache settled deep inside me—the sense of loss, sharp and consuming. It was nothing new, yet it had never felt so raw.
Ellie let out a deep sigh and took a step closer. “Honey, what happened last night was just—”
“Is—Is that a hickey on your neck?” I narrowed my eyes at the reddish-purple mark on the side of her neck, just above her clavicle.
She swiftly covered the love bite with her hand.
My gaze dropped to her left breast. Just below her areola, another red mark stood out.
“And on your tit?” I gestured towards her boob.
She cupped her breast with her other hand, covering that love bite too—one hand on her neck, the other on her breast.
“Turns out he’s a bit of a biter,” she said, a soft-bitter smile playing on her lips.
Then she turned her back to me, let go of her breast and neck, grabbed her tank top—the same one she’d worn the day before—from the back of the chair, and slipped it on.
She faced me again, that same soft-bitter smile returning. “It’s over, honey. I asked him to delete my number.”
“So, you won’t see him again?” I asked, my voice tinged with scepticism and bitterness.
She shook her head. “No, I won’t.”
I raised an eyebrow. “Is that so, Ellie? Each time you say—”
“Dave, honey. He already left the ship.”
“So early?”
“His luggage tag was in the silver group.”
“Oh, come on. I’m sure he’ll come and find you on the plane.”
“He’s not flying with us. He’s staying overnight in Tokyo.”
“He told you that?”
“Yes. He’s taking the BA flight at 8:50 tomorrow morning.”
“First class, I guess?”
She shrugged. The faint smile on her lips was confirmation enough.
I looked away. I was jealous and envious, but what could I do? I drew in a deep breath, then turned back to her and asked, calm and firm, “How many times did he fuck you?”
“Honey, let’s not talk about this now. We’ll talk more in London, OK?” Her eyes softened with tenderness as she cocked her head.
“Yes, but just tell me this bit now, please. How many times?”
She sighed. “Dave, honey…” She closed her eyes for a moment, pinching the bridge of her nose as if trying to gather patience, then looked back at me.
I held her gaze, waiting.
She let out a slow breath, running her fingers over her arm. “Honestly? I lost count.”
I swallowed, jealousy tightening my throat. “Like… how did it start?”
She raised her eyebrows, puzzled. “What do you mean?”
“When he took you from the deck, did he take you straight to his cabin?”
“No. He took me to dinner first.”
I exhaled sharply. “I skipped dinner. Otherwise, I might’ve seen you.”
A soft, almost compassionate smile curved Ellie’s lips. “Honey, he’d reserved a table at Sabatini’s.”
“Oh, the paid restaurant?”
“Mmm-hmm.”
“Slick move, Bob.” I looked away, shaking my head—half in resentment, half in admiration. “You rich boy.” I turned back to Ellie. “And then? Straight to his cabin?”
She nodded.
“No bars, no drinks?”
“He ordered a bottle of Montrachet to the cabin.”
“Ah.” I smirked. “Of course he did. And then?”
She shrugged. “And then… you know…”
“No, I don’t. Tell me.”
“No, let’s not.”
“Please! I’m hankering to know!”
Ellie rolled her eyes with a sigh, but a smile flickered on her lips when she looked back at me. “We fucked all night long, OK?”
“How many times?”
She groaned. “God, Dave.” Exasperation and amusement coloured her voice. “I told you already. I don’t remember.”
“Please, try to remember. How many times? And what positions? I need to know.”
She sighed, her shoulders slumping slightly, realising I wasn’t going to let up. She looked up, biting her lip, and counted on her fingers. Then she looked back at me.
“First, we did it missionary.” She began ticking off each time on her fingers as she recounted them. “Then again… missionary. Then doggy style. Then he took me from behind as we lay in the spooning position.” She paused, thinking.
“Anal?”
“No!” Her eyes widened. “You know I don’t do anal!”
“OK, then?”
“Then…” She frowned slightly as she tried to remember. “Oh, yes. It was missionary again. Then, in the shower—we almost slipped and fell.” She smirked. “He had me with my legs wrapped around him, lifting me, holding my arse tight, sliding me up and down on his… well, you know.” She let out a soft chuckle. “There’s barely enough room in those tiny showers. My legs kept bumping the walls.” She shook her head fondly. “Anyway, we did it there.” She continued. “Then in bed again. Doggy style—he likes it the most. He says he goes deeper that way.”
“And does he?” My voice was barely above a whisper.
She nodded. “Yes. He hits my cervix like that.”
I raised my eyebrows. “Did you like it?”
“Mmm…” She hesitated for a moment, then said, “Yeah, kinda. It’s a strange feeling, but overall, yes, I liked it.”
“And?”
“Then we slept. When we woke up, he fucked me missionary again. And just before I left his cabin, he took me from behind in the corridor, like yesterday.”
“So… how many times in total?”
Ellie exhaled, looking up, trying to count again. But then her gaze flicked back to me, an almost guilty smile playing on her lips. “Sorry, honey. I lost count.”
“Nine?” I prompted. “I counted nine.”
“Yeah.” She nodded. “Nine’s about right.”
“Did he empty himself in you?”
“He’d bought me the pill. I just took it.”
“It’s been more than 72 hours...”
“I know. It’s right on the threshold but it should still work…” She paused, thoughtful for a moment, then added, “I hope.”
I cleared my throat. “Did you two kiss?”
Her lips parted slightly, but she didn’t speak—just held my gaze.
I raised my eyebrows, prompting.
She finally gave a small nod. “Yes, we did.”
Silence settled between us for a few moments before she broke it—sudden energy in her voice. “Honey, we’ve got to go now.”
I got up and dressed while she searched the cabin for any forgotten belongings. We left with five minutes to spare.




17. Epilogue

“There’s room for more,” Ellie said, crouching in front of the washing machine, one hand holding the door open, the other reaching out to me for more laundry.
I handed her my shorts. As she was about to toss them in, an envelope slipped out of the pocket, catching her attention.
“Ah, the ring certificate.” I recalled the envelope Sophie had handed me on the promenade two days ago.
Ellie stuffed the shorts into the machine, shut the door, and started the wash cycle. Standing, she picked up the envelope and opened it. Inside was the certificate, which she slid out. She gave it a quick glance, then passed it to me. “You handle these things, honey.”
I reached for the glossy paper, but she flipped it over before I could take it, her eyebrows lifting. “What’s this?”
I stepped closer. Scribbled on the back was a phone number—starting with +1, a North American code. Below it, a short note:
Matt and I’ll be in London until next Wednesday. Call me, Dave! Bob will come over if you bring Ellie with you. It’s more fun when everyone’s playing.

Sophie had drawn a smiley face beneath her words and signed her name in a curling script.
Ellie and I exchanged a look. We both knew—we couldn’t resist.




Optional Chapter

A Quick Word Before We Begin
If you’d rather leave things where the main story ended, feel free to stop here.
But if you found yourself wondering what happened after Ellie discovered that note in Dave’s shorts… read on.
Set four days after the Epilogue, this intimate coda offers one more glimpse into Ellie and Dave’s journey as they take their exploration to a whole new level—this time at an exclusive London swingers’ club.
And now, let’s dive in…
At Bob’s Swinging Club
Everything was a blur. The greeting at the entrance, the polite smiles, someone taking our jackets, the whispered words—it all melted into one.
Perhaps Sophie and Matt had planned it this way, but there was no formal introduction. No warm-up.
We were ushered straight into a dim, expansive room—deep red velvet, scattered cushions, soft lighting, and naked bodies all around us. I figured this had to be it.
The famous red room.
A woman in revealing clothes glided over with a tray of drinks. Ellie and I, almost in a trance, each took a glass and downed it in one go.
Something strong.
The woman took the glasses from our hands, flashed a polite smile, and moved on.
Ellie and I exchanged glances.
Here we were—standing side by side—ready for our first experience at a swingers’ club.
Sophie moved in behind me. Matt behind Ellie.
Sophie reached around, her arms wrapping snugly around my torso as her fingers found the top button of my shirt. With practised ease, she undid the buttons one by one. Then she tugged the shirt off my shoulders, and I let it fall to the floor.
Without missing a beat, she reached down and unbuckled my trousers from behind.
I looked over at Ellie.
Matt had already hooked his fingers and now eased the straps of her dress off her shoulders. Ellie trembled, hesitating—then dropped her arms.
He pulled the fabric lower, revealing her bare, well-shaped breasts. The dress slipped past her hips and pooled at her feet, exposing the soft curves of her body.
A few of the guests not yet engaged glanced over, offering subtle, appreciative smiles her way.
She gave a shy smile back, then stepped out of her dress—wearing nothing but heels and a tiny black mesh thong.
She looked stunning.
I barely had time to admire her before I felt Sophie’s hands tugging firmly at the waistband of my trousers and briefs. In one smooth motion, she pulled my clothes down to my knees.
My cock sprang free—hard and eager.
I kicked off my shoes and stepped out of my trousers and briefs, standing naked—socks only—in the red room.
Wow. My dream came true.
Ellie reached for my hand. Our fingers brushed, then laced together, and we squeezed—an unspoken reassurance.
We were in this together.
Our eyes met. A soft smile passed between us.
Behind Ellie, Matt leaned in close. His fingers hooked into the waistband of her thong. Ellie trembled.
“Relax, Ellie,” he murmured. “You’re here to play.”
With that, he slid her thong over her hips.
She gasped—her body giving a small jolt—but she didn’t resist. She let him kneel and guide the delicate fabric all the way down to her ankles.
And then she stepped out of the thong.
Her pussy—shaved smooth, save for the pencil-thin landing strip—was laid bare.
More eyes drifted towards her. This time, Ellie blushed but still met them with a smile.
“Where’s Bob?” she asked softly.
Sophie giggled from behind me. “You’re eager for him, aren’t you, Ellie?”
Ellie didn’t answer. Instead, she turned to me.
I met her gaze.
“You want him badly, don’t you?” I murmured.
Before Ellie could respond, Sophie’s voice chimed in again. “Oh yeah? He’s got a big fat cock and knows how to fuck.”
“He’ll be here,” Matt whispered into Ellie’s ear, his chin brushing her cheek.
Ellie swallowed. Her eyes stayed locked on mine.
I gave her a soft smile. “I’m fine with that, honey.”
She squeezed my hand gently. “I know.”
Then a voice rang out from across the room. “There you are.”
All eyes turned.
A tall, well-built man stood at the far end.
It was Bob—completely naked. His big cock was already thick and hard.
A brunette woman stood beside him—naked as well, and nearly as tall as he was—holding his hand. She had a slim figure, long dark brown hair that fell over her shoulders, warm brown eyes, and beautifully shaped C-cup breasts. Her pussy was shaved to Bob’s standard—bare, with only a pencil-thin landing strip above.
Bob continued, “Sophie, Matt—back for more, I see. And welcome, Dave and Ellie.”
“Hello, you two,” Sophie chirped from behind me.
“Hello,” Matt added with a nod. “Good to be back.”
“Good to see you again, Matt and Sophie,” the woman next to Bob said with a warm smile. “Ellie, Dave—good to finally meet you.”
“Yeah,” Bob interjected. “Ellie, Dave—meet my wife, Bridget.”
I nodded. “Nice to meet you, Bridget. Hi, Bob.”
“Hi, Bob.” Ellie gave a small wave, her cheeks flushing as she met his gaze. She glanced at Bridget—her eyes lingering a moment, curious, maybe even cautious—before adding, “Hello, Bridget. Nice to meet you.” Then she looked back at Bob, the blush still colouring her cheeks.
I felt Sophie’s hand wrap around my cock, and my breath caught in my throat.
She leaned in, whispering into my ear, “Would you mind playing with me tonight, Dave?”
I didn’t even hesitate. “Of course I will.”
Ellie turned to me with a jolt, her eyes locking onto mine.
We had agreed—I wouldn’t play. I was just to watch her with Bob and take the sloppy seconds after him.
But being undressed… feeling Sophie’s hand on me… it had shifted something inside me.
I whispered, my voice low, almost apologetic, “I’ve got to, Ellie. Since we’re here… it’s called swinging, after all.”
Ellie held my gaze, saying nothing.
Then she gasped—as Matt cupped her breasts from behind, giving them a gentle squeeze.
She let go of my hand and grabbed his wrists with both hands, pulling his hands away.
“Just kidding,” Matt chuckled, stepping back. “You’re Bob’s. He’d kill me if I did anything.”
Still staring at me, Ellie gave a small nod. “OK… but just this once.” She turned her head and offered Sophie a polite smile—her eyes, though, held a warning: He’s my husband. Don’t mess with his head.
Sophie met her gaze with a knowing smile. “It’s just sex, Ellie. Relax.” With that, Sophie began stroking my shaft.
I turned, and she let go of my cock. I slid my arms around her waist and pulled her in. She placed her hands on my shoulders, and we leaned into each other, our lips meeting—soft, urgent, melting together.
After a few seconds, I pulled back slightly, my breath mingling with hers—just in time to catch Ellie’s whisper beside me, her voice like a delayed echo.
“It’s just sex.”
I looked at Ellie.
Her gaze lingered on me, her expression a quiet sign of acceptance—yet it showed how hard it was for her to let go.
As if to help her move forward, Bob walked across the room and stood in front of her. Ellie shot me a small smile, then turned to face him.
Their eyes met, and a smile stretched between them.
He wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling her in, his cock pressing against her stomach—a clear invitation to something they both craved.
They leaned into each other, her hands sliding onto his shoulders, and their lips met in a deep, slow kiss.
I turned to Sophie—kissed her, lingering, deliberate.
After a few moments, she broke the kiss and gently pushed me in the chest, coaxing me to let go.
I complied, stepping back.
She gave me a soft, mischievous smile and held my gaze as her hands moved behind her back. She found the zip and pulled it down. Then, gripping her shoulder straps, she slid her dress off in one smooth motion. It pooled at her feet.
She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her small, perky A-cup breasts came into view—her pale nipples, slightly stiff, drawing my gaze. My eyes lingered for a second before rising to meet hers again.
Holding my gaze, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her thong and slid it down. I couldn’t help but look at her smoothly shaved pussy as she stepped out of her clothes and straightened, now wearing nothing but her heels.
My gaze shifted back to her face. Our eyes met, and our lips curled into a conspiratorial smile.
She nodded towards a patch of cushions to our right. “Why not?” she whispered.
She reached for my hand. I took it. She led me over. Standing before the cushions, she let go and pressed her palm to my shoulder. I obediently dropped to my knees.
“I think I’ll find it easier to control you this way,” she said with a wicked smile, and with a hand still on my shoulder, she nudged me back.
I lay down on my back, my cock springing up.
Without further ado, she dropped to her knees beside me, then swung a leg over and straddled me, facing me. She grabbed my cock, holding it upright, her pussy hovering just above the tip. As our gazes met, she swayed ever so slightly—and I felt her pussy lips, warm and wet, brush the head. Jolts of electricity fired through my body.
She smiled, catching the way I’d tensed, and said, “The first time’s always quick.”
I nodded.
Reaching under one of the cushions, she pulled out a condom. With practised ease, she tore the foil open with her teeth, one hand still wrapped around my shaft. Switching grip, she used both hands to roll the condom down over my cock in one fluid motion.
Then—
She lowered herself.
“Oh God,” I groaned as the slick, velvety heat of her pussy engulfed my cock, swallowing it all the way to the base.
“You like it?” she asked, eyes locked on mine, a knowing smile playing on her lips.
“Oh yeah,” I grunted, reaching up to cup her breasts.
She didn’t stop me. She let me squeeze her breasts, her hips beginning a slow, deliberate rhythm—back and forth, back and forth.
Pleasure rippled through me with every glide.
“I won’t last long, Sophie.” I puffed the words out between breaths.
She smiled, leaning in. “I know,” she whispered. “That’s why I’m on top.”
A sudden thud to my right made me look over.
Ellie had just lain flat on her back, her knees drawn up. Bob was moving on top of her.
She turned her head towards me. Our eyes met. She reached out.
I let go of Sophie’s left breast and took Ellie’s hand.
Then Ellie gasped—Bob drove into her with one deep, solid stroke.
“Oh God!” she breathed, her head turning, eyes locking with his.
Bob chuckled. “A week—and you’re already that tight again.”
Still holding my hand, Ellie whispered, “Please… fuck me.”
He started thrusting into her.
Her fingers tightened around mine. She began moaning as his pace increased.
Sophie, who’d paused for a moment, resumed grinding her hips against me. I looked up at her.
She smiled down at me. “How does it feel—having fun with your wife at the same time?”
“It’s great,” I grunted.
Her hips moved faster, her pussy gliding smoothly back and forth over my cock, her slick, velvety grip stirring wave after wave of pleasure through my body.
Then I felt a hand on my left shoulder and turned my head.
It was Bridget. She was lying on her back beside me, looking straight at me. Matt, now completely naked, was just climbing on top of her.
“Do you mind if we kiss, Dave?” Bridget asked. “A proper introduction.”
I leaned in. Our lips met.
She gasped into the kiss—Matt entered her.
Sophie’s rhythm intensified. I felt my orgasm rising, surging up from my balls.
To my right, Ellie let out a sharp moan. Bob grunted, deep and loud.
At that moment, Bridget deepened the kiss, her tongue urgent and demanding.
Ellie’s hand squeezed mine—tight, hard. I felt her tremble.
“Ahh!” Bridget gasped, breaking the kiss—her face flushing as the waves of release coursed through her.
“Ugh!” Matt groaned, thrusting wildly, overcome with pleasure.
I turned my head the other way—just in time to see Ellie’s eyes flutter shut. Her breath hitched—then she cried out, “Oh God!” Her body arched and shuddered, wracked by orgasm.
Bob grunted again, his frame tensing.
I couldn’t hold it any longer.
I started to come inside Sophie—deep, relentless—just as her pussy clamped down around my cock. Her thighs trembled, and she let out a loud, breathless moan—she was coming too.
I lay there, shaking in ecstasy—my cock buried deep inside Sophie as her pussy pulsed around me, gently milking the condom.
Six people, all in sync.
Six bodies giving in to pleasure.
I was living the dream.
In a swingers’ club.
My wife, to one side, being fucked by another man.
Another woman riding my cock.
And to my other side—my wife’s bull’s wife, climaxing with her own lover inside her.
Six people coming together.
Six people caught in the same perfect moment.
My first time at a swingers’ club.
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Thank you for joining Ellie and Dave on their journey in Waves of Temptation. I hope it stirred something exciting, emotional, and maybe even a little daring inside you.
If you enjoyed the story, I’d be truly grateful if you could leave a quick review on Amazon or Goodreads—it really helps independent authors like me reach more readers.
The paperback edition of this book includes Ellie’s Diary—an exclusive glimpse into her innermost thoughts. If you’d like more bonus content, behind-the-scenes updates, and free hotwife short stories, feel free to visit my blog at alexleestories.com.
And if you’re curious what’s coming next… you might enjoy:
·         High Stakes Kristy – An erotic thriller where temptation collides with risk

·         Anthony’s Confidence – The journey of a young man’s awakening through the hotwife world

·         A New Free Story – A sensual short featuring Mia, Ben, and Simon—available exclusively to my email subscribers. See my blog for details.
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A Quick Guide to the Voyager’s Decks and Venues

For those who like to picture where everything is!
 
All venues and decks listed below are fictional. The Voyager is an imaginary cruise ship inspired by real-life layouts, but all names and numbers have been adapted to suit the story world.
 

 
Deck 6
 
	Sonata Dining Room
	Compass Café

 


Deck 7
 
	the casino
	the shops
	Grand Voyager Dining Room
	Celestial Dining Room

 


Deck 8 – The Voyager’s Walk
 
	Quarterdeck Bar
	Rhythm Club
	Adventurers Lounge
	Meridian Restaurant
	the theatre
	the shops
	promenade
	Artium Bar

 


Deck 11
 
	Dave and Ellie’s cabin

 


Deck 12
 
	Bob’s cabin

 


Deck 15 – Lido Deck
 
	Reef Bar
	Grand Horizon (buffet)
	La Riviera Pizzeria
	the main pool area

 


Deck 16

 
	Sabatini’s Restaurant

 


Schematic Diagram of The Voyager
 
(Optional reference for readers who like to visualise the ship layout.)
 
[image: Schematic Diagram of The Voyager (Optional reference for readers who like to visualise the ship layout.)]


 



images/calibre_cover.jpg
-
-~
._’ﬂﬂ\
. — \
=

-~ -

v S = "
/AL 'f‘el % "!'ih” ‘ >
D i, \
ATOUK “'-Ué’/&\_f/ = /
o






images/00002.jpg
Deck1s
Deck17
Deck16  Sebatin’s Restaurant Deck16
DeE TS TWs Dk LaRiviera Pizzeria themain poolarea  Reef Bar Grand Horizon (buffer)

Deck14
Deck12
Deck1l
Deck10

Deck8 The Voyager's Walk Rathm Ciub

Deck6 Somta Dining Room
Decks.

Bob’scabin

Dave and Ellie's cabin

romenade _ Adventurers Lomge _the
‘Grand V oyager Dining Room e

|§
:
o
= .
s

sarterdeck Bar _the theatre _promenade

|

Front Atrium Stairwell

Avtium Bar_promenade Meriin Restawant &
thecasino ™

Midship Atrium Stairwell

t

Compass Gafe






images/00001.jpg





