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All She Ever Wanted

Note: This is a slow burn narrative that explores the depths of strained relationships, corruption, power dynamics, predatory lust, reluctance, humiliation, risk, prostitution, pregnancy risk, and more. While it subverts many tropes of the NTR genre, it simultaneously embraces them while adding more contour, nuance, and as much realism as possible to the narrative and its characters. Please observe the additional tags associated with this narrative series. If they are not appealing to you, it is completely understandable, however I would still challenge you to read on regardless of how you end up feeling about the story. Thank you, I truly appreciate any and all comments and ratings. Enjoy.

Alicia started in arabesque, flowing into a faultless pirouette. Still limber, but past the readiness necessary for competition, yet dutiful in her practice. Pride remained in her movements, the strength of her en pointe, the strain of her thighs and arms expressed a passion that was held long ago, smothered by time. The blinding lights of the studio cast long shadows of younger ballerinas, who moved with an elegance and balance that she herself once knew. After her set, she sat down and grasped the back of her neck, tension working through her, a prelude to exhaustion. She smiled softly at the younger women as she watched, envy buried behind her eyes as she stood and headed towards the front of the studio to decompress from her exertion..

It was in that studio, weekly, challenging herself with grace and focused study, where she found solace. A consistent reprieve and distance from the burdens of life. It was one of the few things she had for her, a nourishing form of expression that she cherished. She tapped into a deep calm, beginning her yoga with Tadasana. She let go, releasing, breath a steady rhythm, trying to bleed away the stresses of life with a cadence of focus and patience as she changed into different yoga stances. She closed her eyes as she tucked in her core, then relaxed. She shifted into Shavasana, and after some stillness mimicking the calm of death, the only thing that remained was the lights flush against her eyelids. She sat up, a resurrection of release. She crossed her legs, and drank from her tumbler, it's stern weight and coolness an elixir for her exertion. She knew this calm would not last, and would soon be disrupted by the inevitable deluge of texts from her husband, her son, co-workers, her sister, and her alcoholic father.

She would ignore it at first, making a vow to not check her phone or enable notifications until she was settled. Her focus was on wellness, on deliberate rituals. Take a warm bath, utilize her diffuser to concoct new fragrances for aromatherapy with chosen oils. To be an apothecary with vitamins, wellness shots, and supplements. Gifts from nature she saw unseen and unused by those around her. In the bathroom she let the lights of candles burn softly, let the wicks melt against swirling flames. She would meditate, manifest and partake in the space she cultivated, to absolutely no result.

All of her efforts fell to waste, a woeful pairing of anxiety and dread becoming skeins of persistent torture as she lifted her phone and saw endless communications. She checked her husband Brett's message first. It was thankfully, without drama.

"Hey, going to be late at the office. I have some additional drafts to complete. Stakeholders for that project I took on are getting antsy. Technical writer called out, so I'm pulling double. Love you."

Alicia scrolled through more notifications. A calendar notice. "Cruise next week." She forgot. They forgot. After being booked a year in advance, the stress and exhaustion of the months between, dulled any excitement and awareness for the vacation itself. She forwent dinner, and went to start packing early. Grabbing from their still under-furnished bedroom closet, a pink expandable set of luggage. In what felt like a lifetime ago, during her time in sales at a prestigious tech firm, she had bought the luxury set, thinking it would be something she would use endlessly. It was the first time in seven years she even pulled it out from the closet.

Yoga attire, midriffs, athleisure, flats, sandals, modest heels, a series of elegant dresses for dinner. She browsed her underwear drawer, packing functional underwear, and a lace and chain wireless bustier with garters, colored a robust dark blue, holding it against her olive skin, watching the careful contrast between. She held it in her hands, it too, never used. She packed it away, unsure if she would ever even feel comfortable enough to adorn herself with the fitted set in front of Brett.

She had been married to him for twenty one years. Meeting when they were just nineteen. He was charismatic, with an amazing sense of humor that made loving him easy. He was always overdressed, stylish, mostly diligent as a father to their son Noah, who was a beautiful but challenging accident that occurred a year after they started dating.

Brett was also loyal, at least physically. An office emotional affair two years ago ruined his peerless record, forcing a transfer, and an accompanying set of of rumors that spread among his former teammates, his absence only creating more conspiracies. He had in recent time, developed pronounced difficulties, taking care of himself, indulging far too much, he was heavier, still handsome but having lost his definition, and with it his confidence. He had grown looser with his spending and imbibing. Two things which had always reminded her of the worst times of their younger days.

There was no denying the awful disquiet that filled the space between them. Two years ago, their bedroom died. He began ruminating, begging, speaking of his desire for Alicia, and she felt the claustrophobic, suffocating notion of reconnecting with someone she had grown so distant from. After Noah left for college, both remained leading lives of quiet disconnect, mired in the same spaces. Rather than prolong the discomfort and continue their habit of either arguing or retreating to complete solitude, they started couples therapy, a measure which they struggled with.

What was divulged in tears and anguish was admittance, guilt, attempts at forgiveness, with the goal of intimacy and romance lying at the end of a phantasmal timeline. Suggestions of dating again, participating in each other's lives with greater focus, quality time spent, seemed plausible, yet there was little initiative from either of them. For as much as Brett wanted her, she seemed mired in anxiety, a herald of her changing needs, body, and desires. The trust she had for him eroded, and with it the confidence she had in their marriage.

She finished packing, proud of her inclusion of the lingerie, seeing it as a token of effort on her part. She withdrew Brett's luggage and started to pack what she could for him, wanting for her own sake, to try and ensure that their trip would occur smoothly. He didn't come home until she was already in bed, under the cool sheets she felt him kiss her lightly on her head, he took the far side of the bed leaving the center empty, a placeholder of space for what they hoped to have again.

She spoke, soft and weary, a large yawn delaying her high pitched voice. "We have the cruise next week. Monday. We, somehow forgot."

Brett sighed and threw his head back against the pillow. "Fuck. I can't believe it. I gotta put in for my PTO." The cruise wasn't a particularly expansive one, five days, to the Cayman Islands and Cozumel, three days at sea. What should have been an opportunity for relaxation already seemed like more trouble than it was worth., between planning, packing, and inevitable weekend overtime for Brett.

On Monday, they left their home outside Tampa, checked their bags, idled in security and waited in lines, an experience of things to come. Once they were called to board, they were surrounded by cruise line photographers, instructed to take photos at anytime to try and sell to them for exorbitant prices later. They smiled falsely, wearing already the most relaxed attire possible, not looking the part of the hokey luxury background they had to pose in front of. As they headed up the ramp, Brett noticed that Alicia in her most relaxed attire, a boxy midriff top draped over her narrow shoulders, with wide legged gray sweatpants and a messy bun, no makeup at all, looked experienced, alluring and exotic among the masses of pale college women that boarded the ship along with them.

Their luggage was nearly lost, their room barely prepared, they waited too long on a deck that was nothing more than a writhing mass of passengers. Shortly after disembarking, their luck realigned, they settled into the small room, in the bowels of the massive ship. They explored, idled, ate a mediocre lunch, not realizing that it would herald nearly their every experience on the ship. Their floor of the ship met with the assistant cruise director, Tania. As she stood in front of them in far too high heels, and far too low cut of a blouse, her thick Eastern European accent managed to wrest enough attention away from her attire and prominent, clownish augmentations. As she instructed the passengers regarding events and safety, Brett playfully nudged Alicia's elbow and spoke. "Geez, if I were her I'd sue my plastic surgeon."

Even though his volume was inappropriate, the smiles and chuckles of others who overheard made Alicia comfortable to partake giggling. As the first day at sea dragged on, Brett and Alicia examined every opportunity, every event, each one seeming more dull than the last. Between the panicked planning of the weekend, overtime, and general exhaustion, the appeal of most activities seemed like even more labor to them. Brett reexamined the list and spoke, mirth in his bright smile and blue eyes. "Hey, this sounds so weird, but, hey check it out there's a single mixer tonight." Alicia barely grinned. Going to find someone else?"

"No, babe, why don't we go and play pretend, like meeting again, you know? It would be kind of fun right? Like isn't that something that the therapist suggested?

"Fun? Come on."

She cocked her eyebrow up and went back to scrolling through her phone already terminally bored from the first day at sea. She sighed before speaking. "I really, really, and I cannot stress that enough, don't have an interest in that." He shook his head, "Babe we're supposed to try new things, remember?"

She groaned, and as she studied his kind face, she decided she would. If for anything deciding that her attempt wouldn't find her in the shackles of guilt later in their next couples session. She didn't overdress, she kept her appearance studied and modest, with an ankle length black romper with a lower neckline. They both removed their wedding rings and placed them on the dresser. As Brett rolled up the sleeves of his neatly tucked chambray shirt he raised an eyebrow in a playful fashion. "Oh, this is already pretty fucking sexy right now." She rolled her eyes and scoffed playfully. "We haven't even left the damn room!"

He laughed as he placed his hand on her shoulder and kissed her cheek. "So? I mean, we could be anybody right? On a cruise like this, we could you know, have a really sultry one night stand. Just two strangers meeting for the first time." She shook her head as they let the door close behind them, arriving far too early at the mixer, noticing they were almost the only ones there. Brett clicked his tongue. On her mission of compliance she made her way over to the mahogany bar, settling in on the comfortable leather stool as Brett began his earnest attempt at role playing. He took a deep breath, and made his way to approach her, for the "first" time, not realizing how intimidating the prospect would actually be, she was a fortune, that much he knew.

As he took a single step forward, a husky and tall sunburnt older man, poorly dressed in cheap vacation attire, bearded, disheveled, balding with long frazzled black hair, and reeking of stale cigars and scotch, sat next to her. Alicia looked over her shoulder to the older man and offered barely a glance before the man began speaking to her, his voice gruff and far too loud, his posture slouched, his focus that of deliberate aggression. "Name's Roy. Yours?"

He held his hand out, to which Alicia kindly refused and ordered her gin and tonic. She peered back over to Brett, begging him already to save her with wide pleading amber eyes. Brett made his way over to the stool down from her, biting his lip to hide how amusing he found her discomfort. Being an observer he wanted Alicia to mire in the discomfort for a bit, for experience, but also to show how lucky she was as well. Roy signaled the bartender by snapping loudly. "Put her tab on mine."

He handed the bartender his room card to scan as Alicia protested. "That's nice, but you don't have to do that. Thanks."

The bartender was confused, eyes darting back between them, slumping his shoulders in frustration he took Roy's card instead of hers, sliding her card back to her across the damp counter. She sighed loudly drowning out Roy as he spoke. "So, I saw your card, Alicia huh? Pretty name. I got a boat named that if you can believe it."

Brett ordered an old fashioned and laughed hard into the crook of his elbow as Alicia stared at a wall, bored and annoyed. Roy barely acknowledged Brett but passed a glance over him, observing his stature, demeanor, presence and aesthetics. He had already discerned that Brett was either interested in Alicia himself, or was already with her, either way it wouldn't phase him in the least. Roy took out his old phone and scrolled through dozens of photos, mostly all blurry, of times and places he'd never print out, simply stored as data like so many others have. He showed her the side of the luxury boat with the name "Alicia" on the side of it. "Beauty ain't she? Like you."

She smiled halfheartedly as she set her drink down. Doubting with all conviction that this man could possibly own that boat. She didn't care about ships. They were boring as her and Brett were painfully realizing. Roy's boat, if it was his, to her was a status symbol born of a disposable income. It was a symbol of a boorish obsession with beaches and water, a false freedom that was kitsch, hollow. Yet, the coincidence was of mild interest. Roy tapped his fingers on the bartop. 'Silent type huh?"

Alicia didn't respond this time, only catching the shimmer of his old Rolex, clad in gold with a scratched dial and numerous dents. It was as storied, and worn as he was. A true tool watch, meant to be used as intended instead of mere status and a collectors preservation.

Brett ordered another old-fashioned, unable to believe the persistence of the older man, finding it not only pathetic, but deeply humorous. Every annoyed expression of Alicia's was another moment of comedic delight for him. Roy ordered a cheap beer and downed it in nearly a single gulp, he spoke to Alicia again who was preparing to leave, even if it meant abandoning Brett. Their attempt at playful rekindling had already turned into an exhibition of embarrassment. Roy belched, wiped the back of his hand across his mouth and spoke."I'm from Ocala, you a Floridian?"

Careful and not wanting to divulge any aspect of her life she spoke, plain and calm.

"Atlantic Coast."

"Nice. Yeah, I got two places out there, Palm Beach, rentals. Real nice."

She wriggled her shoulders slightly as she finish the cocktail expediently, too strong a pour burning down to her toes and clutching at her vision. Alicia stood, grabbing her clutch.

"It was nice talking with you."

"Hey, hey! Where you going sweetheart?" Roy rapped his thick hand on the bar top, as if to beckon her to stay.

Alicia scorned his advances as she freed herself from the interaction, and Brett's whimsy at her own discomfort. Roy watched Alicia walk away, admiring her firm, tan back as she left, noticing that Brett too was slowly getting up as if to provide consort. He walked over and clapped him on the shoulder with a dense, chubby, hairy hand and spoke through a coarse laugh. "Great little ass on that broad huh?"

Brett looked at Roy. He decided he would be cordial, assume the very best about this situation and being aware that neither he nor Alicia accounted for others intervening, an unspoken rule they had not addressed.. When Brett spoke it was polite yet firm as he removed Roy's hand from his shoulder, repressing his own ire for the older man.

"Listen. Roy was it? That's my wife dude."

Roy feigned being surprised, he had in his encounters developed a preternatural sense for this, far be it from the first time he had savored a married man's proclamations of boundaries.

"Really!? Oh wow, jeez buddy I had no clue. It was a singles friggin mixer after all."

Brett nodded as the room filled with more people, the atmospheric music shifting from ambient to a pulsing low end.

"Yeah we were just trying to fool around, have fun. Do something new."

Roy grinned, pretending to be stupid, using his intuition to read Brett and see the couple for what they really were.

"I getcha." He extended his hand. Brett shook it hard while looking into his eyes, direct, calm, and matching his bravado. Roy spoke again.

"No hard feelings big guy. You got a great lady."

"Thanks. I know."

Brett gestured to the dozens of women around them.

"Plenty of fish in the sea Roy. I'm sure you'll find a catch somewhere."

"Oh I'm sure I will."

Brett took his leave, letting the tension of the conversation fall behind him. What he had found to be deeply amusing he knew would be a contentious matter with Alicia. A blemish on his efforts to connect them again. As Brett hurried after Alicia, Roy was already infatuated with the icy woman. Considering every potential vector to acquire Alicia's pussy. He was obligated to, after meeting her husband directly. Brett was fuel for his cause, nothing personal, just savoring a rare and exotic experience, the complete conquering of another man's wife, he retreated to his luxury suite, grinning all the while as he whistled an old forgotten tune.

When Brett opened the door to their room, the brisk temperature caused him to shiver. He saw Alicia getting undressed for a shower, something she was habitual about, no matter any exertion or activity. He looked at her modest tits, drawn down slightly with time into the shape of beautiful teardrops, but still full, with small brown nipples. She still stunned him every time he saw her. She spoke as she stepped out of her romper fully.

"Thanks for leaving me hanging!"

"Oh come on, it was kind of funny."

"It really wasn't. Really. He was a weird gross old guy!"

Brett smiled as he bent his head down.

"I mean you attract a type."

"That's the problem! It would be flattering if it was a handsome guy for once! It's always weird fat old men."

"He prefers hefty actually."

She giggled, the joke tempering her honest frustration. Brett spoke.

"You ever think that you're intimidating?"

"What?"

"Listen I felt it. When I saw you sit on that bar stool, I would not have the confidence to approach you. I mean like now, if we weren't together."

"That's ridiculous."

"No it's not. It's true."

She covered her chest with both arms as she walked towards the shower, grasping the faucet and turning the heat to its max, filling the bathroom with a grasping fog that made the tile slick with condensation and the mirror turn to a dim semblance of clarity. She looked down to her thick black pubic hair.

"Fuck I forgot to shave. I have do that tonight before the beach tomorrow."

Brett nodded his head, still observing her as she waited for the shower to heat up further.

"You heard what I said right?"

"Yes and it's silly."





"Ok. But at least consider it. You're more intimidating and more alluring than you think."

"Well, you don't have to worry, you're all I ever wanted."

As Brett walked away to undress, the statement brought him comfort, he had it heard is so many times when his confidence had waned, it was a mantra for ease and peace to him, and she never said it without a hint of dishonesty. She stepped into the shower. She had at one point considered Brett's proclamation, but it remained difficult to grasp, let alone confirm. The notion to her remained preposterous. Brett didn't lie, at least not about his feelings or observations about her, and he always had a concerted study of others which she had learned from constantly. She thought herself invisible to men, she was anything but.

The shower was a bastion of relief to Alicia, a soothing calm after the debacle of the mixers event. The water pressure was different on the ship. The bathroom was spartan in it's furnishings and near pristine. It wasn't like their bathroom back home, with it's familiar scuffs and stains and tub pursued by mold held clear by bleach and brush habitually. She grasped the base of the head and let it slowly flow over her long unbent hair. The thickness of the stream was significant and slow, tumbling across her round brow and cheeks and down her chest, as the stream caressed her pubic hair, matting it.

She removed the handheld shower head, and her fingers nimbly changed the settings to fast, full and narrow the chrome plating beaded with almost scalding water. She instinctively moved the shower head against her sex and maneuvered it, the direction only instinctive, brought about by the freedom of the space and a massive surge of hormones and a distant spark of desire. As the background of the distant TV produced a droning noise, she carefully pressed the head against her thigh and angled it slightly, finding it's proper spacing and placement slowly, stunned at how it felt.

It was freeing, constant and rhythmic, she felt her hand grasp at the tile as she sighed, her body's warmth increasing as the steam rose. Her strong toes gripped against the drain as she tried to maneuver the chrome head in frustration, the elusive point of pleasure causing anguish, as the jet spread across her folds, full of a deft vibration that climbed through her back and ignited her core as she clenched her thighs. She lifted a leg slightly, leaning back against the wall, trying to find the perfect trajectory for the stream.

She winced, it felt good, better than any attempt she had remembered in years, the tempered consistency of the nozzle had her breathing heavy, stilted, her fingers grasped at the wall and faucet, the hose slack against the floor. As she pursued the feeling of release, it built to a frustration that she grew to loathe. The moment was gone. Evaporating like the steam itself that rose around her. It was like this as long as she could remember, a curse in her eyes. Was it her insecurity? Was she just broken, or dulled by disappointment? Emptied and discontent, she dried off, and went to bed, the firm mattress, crisp clean sheets, and full pillows as well as the gentle rocking of the ship soothed her to a deep, dreamless sleep.

The next morning close to docking at the Grand Cayman Islands, Brett and Alicia rose to attend a poor buffet, with soggy scrambled eggs, overly acidic coffee, and stale pastries. After their culinary disappointment, they spent the morning exploring the ship again, convinced they had missed something to actually do. They made an earnest attempt at shuffleboard, something which neither of them understood to their own laughter, and drank rough espresso in paper cups while people watching. In the late morning, Brett went to peruse shops, Alicia decided to sunbathe, to try and recapture her favorite summers of her early youth, where beaches were empty, seagulls and waves a symphony of calm. The poolside deck was the opposite in every fashion.

From a careful distance, Roy watched Alicia under her wide brimmed straw sun hat and large sunglasses, black hair braided, draped over her slender neck. As she laid on the deck chair the nearby pool was full of the rambunctious cackling of college youth. Roy walked over, beaming as he observed Alicia's prone form, wondering how tight her cunt was. He smiled a gold tooth visible at the back of his mouth in the ceaseless brightness of the afternoon as he began his hunt in earnest. "Well well, fancy seeing you here."

Alicia's eyes opened as she heard his gravelly voice, and rolled them back, her eyelids fluttering shut as preparing herself once more to tolerate the annoyance, beguiled he'd even have the courage to approach her again after last night. She remained steadfast, her silence its own dismissal, which he blatantly ignored. He sat on the lounge chair next to her. His large weight buckling against the plastic straps. Roy stretched his back and spoke.

"Want a drink?"

Alicia shook her head.

He chuckled and leered at a younger bikini clad woman who walked by, giggling, their flawless skin radiant. He directed his attention back to Alicia and spoke.

"You sure? My treat."

The way he said "treat" made her irrationally upset. She spoke through her teeth.

"No."

"Suit yourself."

He made his way over to the closest bar, a tropical styled affair with fake thatched straw roof, tiki torches and ironic signs that signaled to patrons that for the overpriced spirits and beer you were somehow "free" and experiencing "relaxation". He came back with a bucket of beer and let it thud to the ground as he sat back in the deck chair. She grimaced, seeing that every other chair was now occupied. She contemplated even asking someone else to move, but struggled with how she would justify such a request.

The realization came that she had recourse. She had not yet informed him of her actual married status, she looked to her ring finger and saw she still hadn't put her ring back on. She sat up, lowering her sunglasses as she spoke, her wide almond shaped brown eyes locking on Roy setting a clear boundary.

"You know, I am married right? The man next to me last night? He was my husband."

Roy grinned. Evidently Brett hadn't informed her of their interaction they had after she left, a fool's mistake and a sign of his inattentiveness.

"I know. The pretty boy right?"

She raised an eyebrow and held her sunhat against the developing and furious seaborne wind.

"What do you mean you know?"

He cracked the top of the cheap light beer, finishing the can in one gulp, exhaling with accomplishment.

"I could just tell. It's easy. He had that protective look about him. You guys swingers or something?"

"No. We're not."

He crushed the can with ease, bending it back to a primitive shape, and threw it behind him, somehow managing to make it into the trash, not even checking to see if anyone was potentially in the way. Proud of his throw, he spoke.

"So what are you?"

"Married. Like I said. We were trying to have fun."

"Fun?" He cracked open another beer.

"Yes, maybe you're heard of it."

He chuckled, appreciating her retort.

"Yeah. I love fun. Its what I live for. Why I'm here."

She remained silent, crossing her arms over her maroon one piece bathing suit and sat up.

"You're hitting on a married woman, get it? We were playing around."

He finished the second beer and this time set it down. The empty can rattling on the ground as the ship rocked back and forth, waves lurching against the hull, the balance of everyone adjusting to it.

"You were playing?"

The ship rocked again, another incursion to her tranquility.

"Yes. We were."

He nodded slowly, contemplating her words. His hunt had changed, realizing that his quarry was more elusive, and would provide a challenge. He had to change his approach. Rely on his dynamism, his experiences, he held his hand up as if to dismiss his prior forwardness.

"You know, I get it."

"You do?"

"Yeah yeah, no I get it. I misunderstood clearly. Hey, let me buy a drink, you know? Just as an apology OK? You drink gin and tonics right?"

She didn't expect him to even have the word apology in his vocabulary, he certainly didn't look it, let alone remember her order. The drinks were outrageously expensive and she set a strict budget. A free drink sounded good. She didn't want to entertain him further however."No, I'm alright. That's nice of you though."

He stood and retreated to the bar, his open Hawaiian shirt a menagerie of pink and blue flowers drawing attention to his large rounded hairy stomach. She had prayed for anyone to take the chair next to her while he was gone, and her wish was granted. An older woman with a sweet wrinkled face and white hair smiled and slowly sat down, seeking to warm her bones. Roy walked over, heavy feet thudding as he handed Alicia a gin and tonic, a lemon settled on the rim instead of a lime to her chagrin..

"You don't need to drink it. But, least I can do."

She hesitantly took the drink, watched Roy turn and walk away and calling out to the entire deck with a booming voice "next round is on me everyone!"

There was a clamor of excitement and a throng of passengers barreling through, bartenders flung into a flurry of disarray. She tallied it quickly in her head, it couldn't have been less than a thousand dollars what he just did. She sipped her drink, it was far too strong, and shook her head wondering how someone could be so irresponsible with their income. She set the drink down, basked in the sun, and finally closed her eyes settling into a light sleep.

When she woke, Brett was smiling at her.

"Hey babe. We're about to dock at the port."

Startled slightly she felt the burn of the midday sun on top her feet, her french pedicure brightened by the redness of her feet.

"We have aloe back in the cabin."

As Alicia awoke she craned her neck. Speaking through a grimace.

"Oh my god I gotta tell you before I forget. Remember the old guy last night? Roy?"

"Yeah he's kind of hard to forget, I don't know if the look he's going for is a bloated Jimmy Buffett on a bender purposefully or what, but I mean hey, points for uniqueness."

She laughed, covering her mouth. She loved Brett's wit since they met.

"Yeah he actually came up here and apologized to me."

"Apologized? For what?"

"I guess for being so forward. Hitting on me? It was odd. He bought everyone on the entire deck a round. Said he could tell we were married."

"No way. That would cost a fortune. There's no way he could tell, we didn't even say a fucking word to each other."

"That's what I was thinking."

"Weird, weird guy."

Between the exchange, Brett felt a slight panic, not for Alicia's loyalty, but for Roy's persistence.

That afternoon, the cruise ship docked at the Cayman Islands, and packed like cattle into old vans, the passengers embarked to varied destinations. The islands, aside from being a fascinating and complex tax haven, was as predicted by Brett and Alicia, utterly boring. How an attraction called "Hell" and a beach with crystal blue water offered almost no allure at all was a testament to their already subterranean expectations.

Brett clad in his sun shirt, baseball hat and shorts was an amusing sight, wildly different than the attentive and careful appearance he cultivated. Alicia spoke as she adjusted her leather sandals.

"You look like one of those guys that makes his entire personality fishing, like you know in those dating app memes?"

He laughed and slapped his knee.

"Real salt of the earth? Is this doing anything for you?"

She playfully tapped his shoulder and leaned in to whisper in his ear

"No. Not at all."

"Why can't we work two days a week and fish five days a week?"

She giggled, he kissed her cheek as she stepped back, smiling widely, her round cheeks and soft, wide button nose made her look much younger. She wore a light blue sarong high above her waist, a yellow bikini underneath, still ashamed of the scars and stretch marks she bore, which Brett had no objection to at all. Over the years every inch, every imperfection of her body he grew to adore, for it's familiarity but also how well he knew it.

Brett walked alongside Alicia, his hand at the small of her back, towards the beach. To her relief, as she scanned the expanse of the white sandy shore, Roy was nowhere to be seen. She was able to embrace the peace of the beach, a fixture she had always appreciated but never embraced around Brett, who famously loathed beaches due to his pale complexion. She held hands with Brett as they laid under an umbrella. She spoke softly.

"It's pretty relaxing here right?"

Brett pulled his legs out of the sun, already weary of the heat. Speaking as he admired her slender legs.

"It's not bad. Kind of like, well, any beach really."

"Yeah. You're right."

"Do you like it? I mean that's what matters to me."

"It's alright. Maybe Cozumel will be better."

She took a deep breath, trying to meditate and calm herself, letting each wave that chopped against the sand mirror her breath, each inhalation following the retraction of the sea, the source of all life as she had come to respect it.

***

Roy had much different plans compared to passengers pressured into purchasing excursions and chintzy local products, obligated to somehow uplift local economies with their paltry spending. His tastes were carnal. He was used to this process, he'd fucked whores everywhere he went, enjoyed the ability to savor anyone he'd like. Money talked the same everywhere he went, and he had become a veritable professional of exchanges, willing to overpay if it meant he could get his cock wet without congress. He figured by this point he had around maybe seventy kids worldwide he'll never know about. He knew without a doubt he would have dozens more by the time his personal world tour was over, satiating his need for breeding conquest. Everything was for sale if you looked long enough, he found it honest, refreshing, without pretense. There was no posture of morality, just pure business. Some prostitution was legal in the Cayman Islands, but he knew where to get the best for the least.

He took to the streets, observing stands selling oxtail and local cuisine, coconuts and rum punch for tourists and those staying at the nearby local luxury hotel. Cheap gift shops full of mass produced shit. He wasn't interested in any of it. He took several narrow streets away from the beach, where there were far less people, the area still sand covered, with gritty, unfinished asphalt.

He would pick the first whore he could find. He saw two towering local men covered in tattoos, shirtless, lean and athletic, standing next to a very short woman with gold jewelry and narrow eyes. She wore a pink string bikini top strung against her ample, heavy natural tits, her curvy waist visible between her unbuttoned high waist denim shorts. Roy approached, prepared with his proposition and spoke firmly, "How much for this piece of ass?"

The two hustlers looked at each other, surprised at the American's boldness. One spoke in a heavy dialect.

"You want this pussy? It's good brother. Two hundred dollars for fifteen minutes. Cash only. You use a rubber alright? Pull out. Got it big man? And no rough shit either."

Roy nodded as he hungrily observed the young woman.

"No problem. I carry...protection. What's the cunt's name?"

The two men looked at each other, the taller of the two replying.

"Bijou. Now you go to the alley back right there, ok? Between the brick buildings." The man pointed across the street to a clear alley that stretched to a rusted awning. Roy clasped his hands together in anticipation, he loved an audience, and was familiar with this routine. Roy spoke.

"The alley?"

"Yes the alley. That way. You go there with her, it's quiet there. Trust me. No one comes by, it's out of sight."

Roy was only slightly hesitant, he saw the two machetes on their person, but he had bought cunts in far more dangerous places than this. He felt the alley was visible enough from passerby's who strayed free from the manicured beach, he felt safe enough. He knew how to handle himself. He started walking with Bijou across the beach, the water a reflection of the sky, a boundless blue infinite, a vision of nature, and man's perversion coexisting simultaneously.

Alicia turned her head, and as if conjured by her discomfort for the man. Roy appeared.. He sauntered clumsily, barefoot with a very curvy local on his arm easily forty years his younger, with long beaded hair, and an ethereal Nubian face. In another time, and another birth place by virtue of her appearance she would been a model, she didn't have that opportunity.

Brett saw Roy approaching and spoke softly to Alicia. "You know. She's gonna be really disappointed to find out that's he's not famed Hollywood actor Ryan Gosling just "preparing for a role"."

Alicia laughed uproariously, even snorting slightly. She heard Brett's own laughter, a deep and boisterous sound. It always made her feel good. She loved his laugh. He spoke, shaking his head.

"Seriously he can't have that much game, but he's probably got deep, deep pockets. Which is impressive for a dude who looks like he drinks sixteen Busch lights a day and lives inside a trailer with no roof." Alicia laughed again.

Roy indeed, did have deep pockets. Money was of zero consequence to him, a millionaire several times over, money was something that he never even thought of. He was enjoying his life now, doing whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted, retirement on his terms. Not looking the part was the point, not only was it good camouflage to avoid the parasitic desperation of so many others, but also to be what he wanted to be without expectation or judgment. He didn't have to impress anyone. His bank account would do it for him.

He paused with the young woman on his arm as he saw Alicia and Brett, he was wearing rounded sunglasses that looked atrocious on his square face. Two intimidating men passed by him towards two brick buildings far away from the beach. Roy gestured wildly.

"Well well, if it isn't Alicia and Brett!"

Brett tried to offer a smile that appeared earnest, Alicia already exasperated, nodded. The young woman on Roy's arm waved at them both awkwardly. Alicia smiled at the young woman as Brett spoke to Roy.

"Going sightseeing huh?"

"Oh yeah. Spending some time with the locals. Getting to really see the island proper, not just the tourist stuff. Bijou here, she's my tour guide!" Roy grinned ear to ear, the implication hanging in the air.

The young woman just nodded, but didn't say a word, still uncomfortable from the role she had been give. Alicia offered a fake smile as she spoke, exasperated.

"Yep. Well, enjoy the tour."

"Oh I will. It's a beautiful place you know. The locals love those that really want to...take it all in."

Brett cracked his knuckles and looked away from Roy, dismissive.

"I'm sure they do."

Roy waved goodbye as he trotted off with the young woman.

Brett looked at Alicia, dropping his sunglasses to let his eyes meet hers. As he spoke.

"Dude must have paid a fortune for her."

"Oh come on you think she's a prostitute?"

"Babe. Come on. Did you look at her?"

"Yes, I did. Just because shes cute and well umm you know. It doesn't mean shes a whore."

"I didn't say that, I mean come on. You really think hes just going to pick someone like her up?"

"I don't know! Maybe she doesn't know better."

Exasperated, Brett tilted his head back, ending the conversation given Alicia's fervent stance on agency, an issue that had caused far too many disagreements in the past.

Roy followed Bijou to the side alley where the two tall men waited, arms crossed, ready to watch and make sure their asset was protected. Once under the cover of the buildings, clad in shadows in the alley, Roy produced from his wallet a cheap, small condom, made of green latex, tearing the package open with his teeth and spitting the foil aside. He spoke as he unzipped his stained cargo shorts."You ready? I don't need to handjob, no blowjob, just pussy. Got it slut?"



She laid back on the concrete and spread her curvy mocha colored legs on the ground, pushing her shorts aside along with her bikini bottoms, trying to get herself wet quickly with concerted motions of her long delicate fingers. Roy spit on his hand, knelt and rubbed it across her cunt, razor burn visible around her shaved vulva in the dim light. He growled. "Come on bitch. Earn your money." The two men watched with arms crossed, agitated by his aggression, tolerating the brute's behavior for the sake of business. Dying embers burnt in a small grill next to them as Roy's firm hands spread Bijou's cunt, entreating it to wetness as she scorned him. Bijou's cunt tingled against her own will. Roy was anything but timid, his hand clasping her broad ass, smooth flesh clasped in his hand as he spoke.

"You ready for daddy now whore?"

Roy grabbed her cunt greedily, his hand migrating across her stomach to her tits as he ripped her bikini top off, throwing the nylon behind him In the dark, he enclosed the cheap condom around his bulging cock, the thin rubber barely making it halfway. The two men peered over, watching Roy fold her curvy thighs back, her knees forced to her shoulders, her beaded long hair clacking against the ground as he held her wrists captive above her head. He thrust into her from hilt to tip, mauling her barely went cunt, she frowned as her eyes closed, with almost no concern from the two men watching the spectacle as he stretched her viciously. The material of the condom quickly tore from his thickness, turning the cheap ill fitting rubber into a torn ring of plastic, just the way he liked it. He was relentless, his fingers wrapped around her delicate wrists, squeezing them hard enough that she writhed under him, her thick ass jiggling with each thrust as his cock pummeled her brown cunt. Her handlers were clearly getting upset, speaking to each other in stern whispers, machetes nearby, incensed that he was being so rough with their newest earner.

To her effort, she pulled her wrists free from his grasp and placed them on his chest, her long purple acrylic nails digging into his skin, trying to prevent Roy's hulking form collapsing on her, as her arms squeezed together to offer her reprieve, her tits formed an abundant cleavage, large brown nipples erect as Roy's girth pulled at her throbbing clit, a soft moan from her ruining her attempts to conceal her shame and reconcile her own pleasure. Upon hearing Bijou's pleasant gasps sound over the wet slapping Roy's rapid thrusts the two handlers chuckled a bit, retracting some of their fears, finding it amusing that she was feeling anything at all. She wasn't supposed to enjoy this, it was just work after all.

In the shadow cast by the shade of the tall building, they saw how high Roy was lifting himself to plunge into her, unable to discern his size, surprised at how excessive in force he was with each plunge, they figured there was no way he could have been that big. Americans in their observation especially had small cocks. They found this out in often hysterical fashion, often gesturing to each other and sometimes openly mocking those they knew wouldn't dare say a thing back.

Roy licked his lips as he looked down, lowering his head to nibble at her full lips and kiss her, she turned her head. Her folds tingling from each brutal advance into her, fraying her nerves, his steady thrusts bringing her to bliss as she turned her head to the other side, fever working through her stomach as she came, avoiding his kisses. Roy licked his lips and spoke.

"Playing hard to get huh?"

His other arm supported him, a pillar as his closed fist remained against the concrete, his other hand caressing her throat softly before choking her gold rings buried into her slender neck. He spoke menacingly. "There you go. Good little cum slut."

The two men spoke.

"Hey! No rough stuff! You want do that you pay extra! Go easy shithead!"

Roy looked up as he choked her softer.

"Such gentleman you have watching you. Don't worry...daddy's got the cash."

He spit on her face as her hips burned and quivered from being held down for so long.

"That's a good look for you fuckdoll."

The heavy spit rolled down her round cheeks, like a trail of sludge, some spilling into the crevice of her parted lips as she recoiled, his tongue digging into her mouth, as her tits heaved below his body, relief stretched across Roy's face, as he rooted his hand against her throat, halting his piston like thrusts, slowing, girth burrowed fully, releasing. In a mocking voice he spoke. "Hehe. Oops."

She shouted and slammed her fists against his shoulders and shoved him off as she felt the raw twitch and warmth, indicating that the condom was gone. He stood up, letting her curvy thighs fall back, a thick cobweb of cum evident across her gaped cunt. He held the shredded base of the far too small cheap condom and dangled the cream laden rubber in front of them like a prize, discarding it as it hit the side of the brick building nearby. He chuckled as he spoke.

"Don't worry. You'll look good with a bump. Get even bigger tits then what you have."

He threw a wad of bills at her, zipped up his shorts, and threw a few hundred more at the men and casually and walked away, the men furious at his callous display as they engaged in a screaming match with each other and Bijou. They began to think they should have robbed him, considering that it wasn't too late, machetes nearby awaiting their hands. But as she rose, the thick stream of cum running down her thigh, brighter in the sun against her dark skin, they knew they had other obligations to take care of their new earner.

It had been a good day for Roy, he got some good cheap pussy and left Bijou with a gift of his own, saw Alicia at the beach, further contemplating how he would take her. He always found his mind to be clearer, more objective, when his load was spent. As he embarked the ship, its strident horn signaling the return of the tourists who between sun soaked excursions and day drinking already looked deceased, he felt positively jubilant.

His plans and tracking of Alicia were proceeding, with careful pacing and plotting, he would unravel more of her, tempt her, exploit her already observed vulnerabilities, and use every trick he had to win her. He whistled a jaunty old rock tune and saw Tania as she welcomed passengers back on the ship, he paused, smiled, and walked towards her as she beckoned him excitedly.
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All She Ever Wanted: Pt. 02

In their cabin, after the steady calm of the Cayman Islands, Alicia and Brett took turns showering and preparing for the evening. Tonight was the luxury dinner, a chance for all to dress up, having professional photos taken of their efforts, embracing sophistication over comfort. Since Alicia missed her senior prom, she's wanted to recapture that foundational experience of youth. She didn't know if it was as significant as so many had claimed, as defining or magical, or if it was like so many other rites of passage, overblown and exaggerated. There were so many other things missing in her life now, a feeling of no past, no future, just the present. Yet still, she had wanted it, and tonight was a chance to reclaim some lost measure of it, at least aesthetically.

Brett dressed in a plain black blazer and white dress shirt, simple, classic, although not properly hemmed or fitted, he wore it well. When Alicia emerged from the bathroom, Brett's eyes widened fully as he spoke,"You look stunning." Alicia curtsied as she wore a strapless light pink ankle length dress, and silver wedge heels, a golden necklace adorning her slender neck, an emerald pendant flattering her modest cleavage, hair in a braided bun, with subtle smoky eye shadow.

He adjusted his tie as he spoke. "I mean wow. Jesus."Alicia smiled, blushing slightly. She couldn't believe that she had attached any notion of worth to this, but she felt good, for the first time since they were on the cruise. She grabbed her matching pink clutch as Brett offered his arm like a gentleman. She took it, it felt right.

The two waited to be seated in the fine dining room, a massive hall meant to emulate an establishment of class and exclusivity. It did well enough, until servers started doing the YMCA before dinner, foregoing classy jazz and ambient piano for a bizarre performance. Brett whistled, clapping along with the other passengers who were dancing near their tables. He spoke to Alicia with a wink, "Show them a thing or two, you could do some ballet to this!"

Alicia mocked putting a gun to her head.

"Oh come on, don't be like that. I mean, yeah it's awful, but weird. Weird is good!"

Alicia sighed, "Depends on your definition of good."

As the calming and elegant mood was soon reset, they heard Roy's thunderous voice call out to them as he approached. To their astonishment, Roy looked the part of a sartorial gentleman, wearing a perfectly fitted single breasted gray suit with vest, salt and pepper hair tied back into a small ponytail, beard combed, trimmed to contour his face, simple spectacles, a structured and tapered silhouette, seams hemmed to accent his large shoulders and thick wrists.

Roy spoke, a cocktail in his hand.

"We meet again. You both look nice."

Brett clasped his hands together in a display of thanks, nodding his head politely.

"Thank you Roy. You look dapper. You clean up well."

It was an honest compliment, one that Roy found amusing, as he observed Alicia, adoring the way that little pendant would center on her tits harmonious and soft, he knew that before the cruise was over he would bury his cock in her cunt. He grinned at Brett, speaking with an unusual candor.

"Well, the feeling is mutual my friend."

Roy clapped his heavy hand on his shoulder before turning to Alicia and speaking.

"A very nice shade of dress you've selected."

Alicia smiled and nodded, taking the compliment as a continued development of his peace offering, a beguiling effort on his part she thought. Brett narrowed his eyes slightly, knowing that this was a confidence game, Roy couldn't have been a threat to him, instead a cloying annoyance. Brett took a sip of his scotch.

"So Roy, who are you here with?"

Roy gestured towards a side of the dining space that couldn't be seen, obscured by waiters and passengers.

"Oh. Just with a friend."

Alicia saw Tania sitting at an empty table, dressed in an obscenely short dress, somehow forgoing her duties, Alicia knew in her heart there's no way Tania was his friend this evening. She sipped her ice water, teeth aching from the cold, speaking quietly, "Well, we hope you have a great evening."

Roy smiled, he gave Alicia one last quick glance, admiring her eyes, migrating to her thin, delicate lips. He figured she must taste as excellent as she looked. He spoke.

"You both as well. See you around, enjoy your dinner."

Roy turned and walked away, not a heavy plodding mass, but surprisingly nimble.

Brett shook his head, adjusting his tie bar.

"He just keeps getting weirder."

Alicia nodded and chuckled.

"Wait I thought you said weird was good?"

"Not that kind of weird! You think he uhh "paid" his special friend over there?"

"Oh stop. Come on."

Brett prepared his napkin across his lap.

"Tell me, why do you not suspect that?"

"It's possible, it happens of course I just don't think that kind of thing occurs on a cruise ship. I don't know."

"Sure it does. It can occur anywhere. I mean, remember that young woman he was with on the island?"

"Well, ok. I mean if a woman chooses that, she chooses it. As long as it's not against her will. And I think their laws there are different than ours anyways."

Brett nodded, sighing before speaking again, feeling as if she was somehow defending Roy, even subconsciously.

"I'm surprised you don't have more objection to that. I mean especially since you're pretty well...ardent about your stances socially."

"Well, people change. Maybe to some women...or men it's empowering."

"I suppose so. So why don't you think he's doing that?"

"I don't think he even has the ability to woo a sex doll let alone an escort."

They both laughed and were surprised with the quality of their entree, artfully prepared prime rib and roast duck, with a fine mixologist on bar, finishing their meal with an espresso martini.

Under the delicate lighting, Alicia studied Brett, looking closer to the refined man she had married, seeing past the disappointment in their misunderstandings, his emotional affair, their distance.  He wasn't the same man, he had changed, as they both had. Still, with his strong chin and kind eyes, he was every bit the man she fell in love with. She took her napkin off her lap and spoke with an unusual directness.

"You want to go back to the room now?"

"Yeah. That sounds nice."

Brett helped her stand, kissing the top of her hand and pushing her chair in for her. They walked back to their cabin, quiet and occasionally stealing a glance at each other's eyes, or body. She would playfully speed up and walk ahead of him, teasing with her hips. He could only bring himself to smile, purposefully slowing down as she looked over her shoulder to smile at him wryly. As they entered, she took off her heels, she was nervous but spoke as sultry as she could, "Lay down in bed. Close your eyes."

He took off his blazer and loafers, loosened his tie, and took off his socks, unbuckling his belt and letting his cock free from his boxers. He wanted this. He needed this, like air itself. He laid down and closed his eyes. He felt the bed sink as she climbed atop his waist, wearing the lace and golden chain wireless bustier with matched garters, the dark blue of the silken lingerie playing off her olive skin. He had to grit his teeth from saying anything, knowing that she hated talk during intimacy of any kind, wanting it to be natural, close, organic.

He caressed her slender waist, feeling the small chains, cold to the touch resting on the silken fabric below, intricate woven details caressing his fingertips. He ran his hands down her strong thighs, cherishing them as he sat up, hand grasping at the back of her neck as he cradled her, kissing her collar and softly moving to her lips, his intense glare fading against into the dark as she closed her eyes, what had been latent for two years was rousing, her heart beat faster, his hands drifted towards her abdomen as she pressed her thighs on the side of his own hips, grinding against him. He could feel her wetness through the sheer material. They scrambled against each other, mute and in passion as their mouths recreated once familiar bonds and movements, embraced. Yet, Brett was soft.

She felt below her, pausing, her heart racing as she spoke softly, "Are you ok?"

"Babe I'm fine... Lets keep going."

They pushed, pulled, immersed themselves in their effort, struggles falling to loss. She rolled over and ran her soft hand down his face, in the dark feeling a tear. Brett sighed. His own performance anxiety was a punishment from not just his own body, but the animosity built over the lack of intimacy betwixt them. What he wanted so badly was in front of him, presented in astonishing glory, yet he remained flaccid. He desperately tried to make himself hard, feeling more tears blur his vision as his fist tirelessly worked his softness. He licked his lips and felt a cold sweat dampen his thinning hairline as he tried to calm himself with steadied breath. Alicia spoke, loving and kind,"It's just not meant to happen right now."

He looked down, ashamed. He had remembered the first year they spent making love, how they would finish and hold each other, his load sprayed against her stomach or tits, sometimes hanging off her lips, or seeing her throat bulge as she swallowed every drop of him, that undeniable warmth, their intertwined musk hanging heavy around them, a coupling that made them feel as if they were the last lives left in the universe. She kissed him on the cheek and ran her fingers across the sides of his head, his memories sinking along with his hopes as she spoke, "It's ok. Really. We tried."

He stared at the floor, gently taking her hand away from his face, and turning over on the bed, the wall his focus now, not daring to look at the woman he cherished, in her prime, he didn't want to offer words or gestures, which would all register as hollow. The room was cold. He ran through a million possibilities of what was wrong with him, with them.

She changed out of her lingerie, there was no coldness in her action. She slipped into a gray flowing knee length bodycon dress and put her hair in a messy bun, slipped on some modest leather, heeled sandals kissing him on the cheek. She turned the lock, it was heavy and loud, breaking the silence of the room as the bolt slid back. Brett looked over his shoulder, a tear stained face he spoke with remorse on every syllable, "Guess I'll see you later."

She nodded and smiled weakly trying to remain comforting in her tone.

"I'm just gonna get some air. I need...some time. I hope you understand."

He turned over and buried his head in the pillow. Her pussy was still wet as she left.

At night the ship's environment changed, the bustle of families and the zealous complaints of the elderly were gone, instead the pursuit of reckless passion filled every bar, small nightclubs opened, every corridor a cackling mixture of women in heels and men dressed mostly slovenly harassing the women. The groups of young women produced teasing waves at the obnoxious young men with "single inch" pinching gestures, as the men delivered middle fingers as retorts and consoled each other at their failures.

Everywhere she went she could see it, the drunken singing and screaming, debauchery, all of the college youth smiling wide and anticipating life, corralled above the deck where they passed cigarettes and the persistent rot of bad weed blanketed all. She was relieved that mostly, she was a ghost during this time. She earned a few smiles from women, and the occasional nod from a younger man sometimes out of nicety and politeness but a few times out of attraction. She was old enough to know the signs now, as Brett had taught her over the years how to pick up on when men were doing more than being friendly. She should have paid attention more.

From the top deck stringed lights swayed with the movement of the ship. Alicia went to the decks below, trying to walk away from her own feelings. She was sure that something would have happened between her and Brett. Everything felt right, she felt so relaxed. She didn't blame him, she also blamed herself.

She made her way towards the perimeter of the casino, smelling the acrid tobacco and visible haze that was associated with the tables of poker and high rollers, hundreds and thousands of dollars gone and gained in moments. She watched the lights of the slot machines and parlors shine with a steadied neon glow, blanketing the faces of both winners and losers at each table.

She tucked her dress at her knees and slid onto a worn bar stool, ordering a dry martini and containing her observance of the zen like focus of many within the parlor. She wondered about all the participants lives, who they were, who they fucked, what they wanted. She had a measure of peace here, feeling forgotten, apart from her disappointment. Out of habit she checked her phone, seeing a text from Brett.

"Going out for a drink."

She knew what that meant. It was never just a drink, it was seven or eight that he insisted was only two. As if a man of his stature could so easily turn into a stumbling fool with such ease. But that was his prerogative, she wasn't there to stop him, he was free to disappoint her. She crossed her legs and tapped her heeled sandal against that flat of her foot, her gold anklet slung across her ankle. She felt a heavy tap on her shoulder, turning to see Roy still wearing his suit. She offered a reluctant and polite smile and turned to face her drink. He slapped the stool next to her.

"Mind if I join you?"

She shrugged her shoulders and tucked her wisps of hair behind her ears, offering a glimpse of her immaculate makeup from dinner. She hesitated before she spoke.

"No. I guess not."

He slid onto the stool, his large frame already reeking of cigars as he unbuttoned his blazer. He slapped the counter to draw the attention of the young Caribbean woman bartender, he placed his order, "Boilermaker sweetie. Bud Light and Jack Daniel's, just pour that shot in it."

The bartender looked at him with both puzzlement and a frown to match, proceeding to fill the draft and pour the shot of whiskey in it. It turned the golden liquid into a cloud of brown that sank to the bottom, polluting it. Roy downed it in one gulp, releasing his breath with a gasp as he slapped his hand on the counter.

"That's the stuff. There we go. Another darling." He turned to Alicia, adjusting his rings and watch. Alicia winced and spoke.

"How can you drink that? It looks disgusting."

"It's a drink about economics. Not taste."

"So what, you can get shit faced faster?"

He laughed.

"No, no. So you can relax easier to get shitfaced without friggin remorse! It's important, living life without remorse." He chose every word carefully. He could tell something was wrong, this late at night and Brett was nowhere to be seen. It was an opportunity, he steeled his mind and began looking to peel away her cold demeanor.

She rolled her eyes, in an especially foul mood. He tapped his glass against the bar top, sliding it a short distance towards the bartender. He glanced at Alicia.

"Where's the hubby?"

"Resting."

Roy watched her swirl the olive skewered on a crisp toothpick around the rim of her glass. He nodded to her almost empty glass.

"Another?"

She shook her head.

"No thanks."

"You sure?"

"Actually...yeah I will. Thanks."

"I always figured it like this, if ain't got anything to do, booze is your best friggin friend."

"That's one way of looking at it."

As the bartender made Alicia another martini, Roy watched the nearby TV, it was playing a boorish romantic comedy, audio drowned out from the sounds of the casino, no subtitles, like a forgotten silent film with no narration. The fuzz at the corner of the screen blotting out part of the picture. The bartender brought him another boilermaker. Once more he drained the entire drink and set the glass down. Alicia checked her phone, as if expecting some message that would bring her peace. She set her phone down, a text message from Brett brightening the dull screen, drunken paragraphs that she would read much later. Her background, an image of her son and his fiance was clear as the phone locked. Roy nodded towards her phone.

"Who's the kid?"

"My son. Noah. The woman with him is his fiance...Reagan"

"Good looking kid. Takes after you."

"I'll try to take that as a compliment."

"Observation. Nothing more. Good looking woman too. College?"

"Yes. He's studying architecture. She's more...trade based."

"What like a steel worker? Hehe."

"No. Cosmetology."

"That explains her look." It was indeed exaggerated, with layered hair in a variety of colors, nose rings and a peerless foundation with exaggerated winged eyeliner. Alicia sighed loudly and spoke, cradling her head.

"They want to get married, I tried to dissuade him. They've only been dating three years."

"Hearts want what they want. And plus, we're all stupid at that age. No offense to em."

"None taken. I wouldn't disagree." She wouldn't in sincerity, it's why she was a mother at twenty. She looked at Roy, and spoke.

"Do you have kids?"

He fumbled for his phone in his blazer,"Yeah. Eight of them."

Roy showed her various photos of him and his six sons and two daughters of broadly different ages. Each photo some sort of occasion, birthdays, graduations, marriages, births, all of them gathered around for his sixtieth in a luxury mansion, all wearing genuine smiles, happily surrounded around their loving father. He was at football games, cheer competitions, even the unveiling of a painting by his daughter at a gallery in Miami. She couldn't believe he was that dutiful, they seemed to adore him. It was a stark contrast between his presentation and behaviors. She felt pain thinking back against the hardship of raising Noah, and how little they had in terms of support and money. She spoke, her morose attitude impossible to conceal, "They seem happy."

"They are. I keep them that way. Love em. Sometimes annoy the fuck out of me, but eh, you know.."

"What about your ex wives?"

"Never married."

"With that many kids? No way."

"Three different mothers. But no, never once said those vows. Always made it crystal friggin clear that ain't me."

"And they just were fine with this?"

"Meh they got their money. They're all happy and married, new families, all that shit."

"Why not stay with them?"

Roy saw his opportunity, to plant a seed, and grow it. He spoke with an air of dominance as he looked deep into her eyes.

"Why stay with someone who bores you? Who does what you don't like no more?"

To her continued surprise, Roy had made another insightful comment. This hulking, bloated parody of a presumably wealthy retiree hiding behind a poor wardrobe and boisterous attitude had actual wisdom. She thought the same thing before, about boredom, about staying. Her therapist and closest friends had all echoed the hidden sentiment she shrouded from Brett. She didn't need him.

Roy let the moment linger, the silence she held was a confirmation that he had began wearing her down, in time she would be exhausted, which meant she would be easier to persuade. He picked the conversation back up content with his strategy.

"So what do you do for fun?"

"Why do you care?" Alicia drank almost half her martini.

"I mean, everybody does something."

"Ballet."

"No shit. That's some fancy stuff."

He knew she did, he could tell from her strong thighs and build she was lithe and poised, she would be fun to break in bed, anticipating splitting that tight little slit wide open. She spoke.

"I was supposed to, how do I put this? Go professional I suppose. But, we had Noah. Wouldn't trade it for the world of course."

"Nah. I get it. It still feels like a disappointment."



She looked at him, a barely concealed wrath in her increasingly cloudy eyes.

"How would you know?"

"Well. I'd be even wealthier if I played for the NFL. Got scouted by the Bucs, turned em down."

It had to have been one of the worst lies she ever heard, and she didn't have the energy to challenge it. She finished her martini instead, ordering another. She never drank this much. Roy put it on his tab, even as she protested. He spoke.

"Nah, it's ok. I don't mind. Don't mean nothing to me, so, how long you known hubby?"

"I can't stand "hubby" it's terrible."

"Brad?"

"No, it's Brett. We've known each other since we were nineteen."

"Long friggin time"

He observed her, her body language told him everything he needed to know. She wasn't just being careful, she had an aura of desperation that he could guarantee. He wondered if Brett had failed to give her the cock she so badly needed. He spoke, relishing how she complied with his seemingly innocent questions.

"Brett gamble at all?"

"He does."

"Most men do."

"I see a lot of women in the casino right now."

"Oh sure, but men, we tend to gamble more."

"Why? It's a waste of money."

"Well, it can provide a friggin' thrill, but more importantly it shows the difference between winners, and losers."

"Wouldn't that be a bad thing? To find out you're a loser?

"Well, you see, it's not about realizing you're a loser, its about realizing how others are losers."

Roy let the sounds of the slot machines nearby buzz, filling his engineered silence before Alicia spoke.

"Well, Brett is horrible at it. He's won maybe twice in the time I've known him."

"Twice is better than frigin none I say!"

"You would-,sorry you could say that."

Roy laughed, with a volume that made others turn.

"Yeah, I just friggin did!"

Alicia was slightly uncomfortable, his probing questions about her marriage and Brett told her gut instincts that he was looking for something. Worse, she knew that he was right about some of her feelings.

Roy gestured with his hand to the casino.

"How about you? You gamble at all?"

She scoffed, offended by the idea itself.

"No. Never have and never will. Ever."

He racked his gold rings against the counter.

"I'll buy. You play poker?"

She shook her head and spoke.

"Maybe you didn't hear me, but I don't gamble. I don't play games. I don't waste money."

Roy chuckled.

"Live a little! I'll buy you in at a table."

"I don't even know the rules of poker or blackjack or whatever."

She bit into the olive of her martini, gnawing against the pulp, cleaning completely before letting it roll off her tongue into the glass. Roy signaled the bartender again for his last call, but glanced over at her nimble tongue work. He would be sure it would come in handy later as she sucked his cock.

"I'll play for you. Don't worry. I guarantee you'll win...or we'll win rather."

"Then how I am I even playing?"

"You're not. You're just...playing a different kind of game. It'll kill an hour. You don't got nothing to lose. What else ya gonna do? Go to a shitty comedy show?"

She rolled her eyes. She didn't want to lead him on anymore. She felt this had to be more than a continued apology. She could sense his interest even if it was slightly more nuanced than she had expected, not knowing if it remained a horrible offense or charming. Roy was right again. There was nothing else to do. Nowhere else to be. Only a room that was far too cold with Brett who would stumble in, no doubt shitfaced beyond reason, so they could sleep at opposite sides of the bed as they always had. She looked at Roy, he was grinning, another gold tooth at the opposite side of his at the back of his mouth visible. She shrugged and spoke.

"Sure. Fine. I'll be back."

"Where you going?"

She stood off the stool as her thighs showed, smoothing out her dress above her knees.

"None of your business. I said I'd be back."

He shrugged and sat back on the stool, downed his last boilermaker and went back to watching the broken TV.

Alicia exited the area, feeling the ship tilt severely, its balance and sudden shift was nausea inducing. It righted itself and soon fell back into a smooth lull, halls vibrating and humming softly. She found it humiliating as she walked that the only other companion she had at the moment was Roy. A man she didn't even like. It was mere tolerance, and boredom that propelled her willingness to even entertain him.

As she walked, her loneliness and the emptiness of the spaces haunted her. She headed back to the elevator and went to the third floor, the most remote of all. The bathroom there was almost always empty. She walked to the older elevator, the large ballroom below full of laughter, mirth and drunken karaoke. For every awful note she heard, she had to admit there was something freeing about it, the nonsense and lack of subtlety, it reminded her of days long past, of her and Brett's time in dive bars, karaoke nights, sucking Brett's cock in a stall, letting him spray over her face, giggling as she kissed him after as a reward, sharing his spunk between their lips. She pressed the button. It didn't come. She watched it go a floor below, and skip right over her, like everything in her life, it passed her by.

She stomped back to the stairs, deciding to no longer wait. As she distanced herself from the relentless energy being expended by passengers below, she climbed the stairs, her fingers playing at the guard rail as the boat shifted. She stepped off the next floor and worked her way towards the bathroom, past the tax free shops carrying tawdry goods at inflated values. As she got closer to the restroom; she saw a heavy stanchion put in place to prevent anyone from entering from one side. Frustrated, she walked around, determined to get in. She paused. Her hand rose to her mouth, letting out a gasp.

Against the wall was a young man, head held back, sandy blonde hair over his eyes, holding his phone, recording a young woman on her knees in front of him. The young woman gagged and sputtered as she grasped at his thighs and moaned softly, his belt on the ground with his pants around his knees tapping the tile as he ran his fingers through her curly red hair and grabbed the back of her head as he spoke, "Keep sucking whore."

Alicia's eyes widened as she realized they could sense her, and soon saw her, the girl turned pulling her head off the young man's spittle clad cock, the member possessed of a fervent vitality. The young woman looked directly at Alicia, standing up as she wiped away spittle from her chin, her green bikini bottoms still on, her scuffed white sneakers planted firmly on the ground wearing a loose tank top. The young woman muttered in embarrassment softly, "Oh shit. Umm..."

The young man started laughing. He grabbed the base of his cock and pointed it at Alicia, licked his lips and spoke, "You want a turn?" Alicia quickly turned on her heel and went down the opposite stairs. She descended quickly, heart racing, impacted by the sight. She couldn't place the feeling, it resembled disgust, a revolt against the crude exhibitionism.

Yet, she remembered a time, where her and Brett were in the back of their friend's van, her hand working against his cock as she covered his mouth as he came, giggling in his ear, letting the sleeves of her oversize hoodie be a makeshift cumrag, pop music blaring through broken speakers as they drove aimlessly in a dead town, looking for anything to do as she rolled his cum in her palm and he smiled at her in a way the knew meant she would be fucked hard later. It was a distant life, one she wished she could have.

As she walked, hand over her mouth, a nervous energy coursing through her, the entire hall was silent, amplifying her witness of the spectacle. Security seemed to miss any sweep, occupied by greater congregations, those paying and raging at the casino, and the scattered nightclubs where drunken fools would mercilessly imbibe. Public sex was low on their list of priorities.

She halted, feeling her thighs grow warm. She needed to go back and watch. She told herself every reason, every piece of logic she could apply as to why she shouldn't go back. She thought it was her hormones, it was the shower head earlier that pulled her so close to release, the feeling of Brett's hands across her skin, the specter of disappointment weighing her down. Yet, at the same time. Roy's words regarding boredom...and living life stayed with her. Maybe she needed to stop being bored, to feel herself again, to reclaim what she lost.

She planned it, not entirely well, but she had to see more, it was compulsion that gave her nausea, her brow sweat coldly. She knew the best vantage point would be the elevator, just a floor above, tinted windows and nearly never used at this time of night. It beckoned. She watched the bronze doors slide open as she stepped inside. The heat of the small compartment immediate. She looked down, the young college couple still there.

The young woman slid her thin thong bikini aside and was running her long pink acrylic nails across her clit, intense deep circles, as she serviced the young man. He looked to be in the prime of his life, muscular and defined, like Brett was when they were younger, his cock glistening with the spit of the young woman, she took him past her lips and teeth, teasing the thick veins towards his cock with her tongue, she pulled her head off gasping.. She looked up at him with wide green eyes as she spoke, slurring her words.

"You fucking like this baby? You like when I'm a dirty whore?"

He nodded and chuckled before he moved her hair aside from her face.

"Fuck yeah I do. Maybe I send a pic to your fag boyfriend."

She laughed as he started recording with his phone again.

She slapped his thigh, albeit weakly. "Come on, don't say that." She didn't want him to stop. Not a single bit. A part of her even wanted him to send a text of her plump lips rested on the young man's cockhead, to her boyfriend, innocent eyes saying "I'm sorry" as she devoured the young man's cock. He spoke, inebriated and harsh.

"Turn around. I'm gonna fuck that tight pussy. Bet your sissy boyfriend barely fits huh? Don't worry, I'll stretch you out slut."

She stood and faced the wall, her pert tits sliding out of her top, her white sneakers pressed up as she stood on the tips of her toes, like a ballerina, en pointe, to align herself with the man's cock. That's when Alicia recognized the young woman, her toned legs, curly red hair and near translucent pale skin couldn't be mistaken, especially when the young man yanked her hair back in a cruel fist, exposing her freckled soft round cheeks visible between panted moans as she drooled in ecstasy. Alicia knew her. She went to the same ballet studio. There was no mistaking it. They had made small talk, discussed form, composure and balance. Now, Alicia stood watching the young woman's guts be rearranged.

The young man ripped the young woman's thong aside and slowly pressed his bulging pink cockhead inside her, even from where Alicia stood she could see his veins along his shaft were engorged and heavy, a map of primitive lust strained across his cock. He was far from gentle. He raised his arm above his head and slapped her firm ass from high, she gasped and moaned, her nerve endings aflame in pain and pleasure, a red hand print glowing against her pale skin. She grasped the side of the wall as he pummeled her from behind, a choked staccato of moans pouring out of her mouth. He reached and grabbed her thin wrists, pulling her arms back fully down the center of her back, her back flexing as her forehead rested against the wall. He pulled her hard into him, his phone falling to the ground, still recording underneath as he fucked her slit brutally. He spoke between vicious thrusts.

"You like when I fuck you like this?"

The young woman began to grind her teeth, it was completely savage, deranged even, compared to the soft touch and kindness of her boyfriend. She spoke in broken sentiments, loud enough to fill the entire area.

"GOD. FUCK. DON'T STOP.....OH GOD...DO...NOT... FUCKING STOP."

Below her throttled cunt the phone still was recording, every lurch, every deepening pace, her quivering shaven pink pussy splayed and spread, nothing more than a fuckhole to the young man's cock. He slapped her face from the side, drawing large fingerprints across her cheek.

"You like that you fucking cunt? Huh? YOU GONNA CUM LIKE A SLUT!? LIKE A FUCKING WHORE?" She moaned loudly, she could feel her thighs burn, her groin ache, she bit her lip, she grasped the side of the wall feeling her nails dig in, her ass pushed back, driven by nothing except lust, her mouth dropping into a screech that caught in her throat, a liberation that drove her to relinquish, a pulsation from her cunt that consumed her. When the young man roared, it met evenly with his load. He left himself deep in her, every pulse, pump and throb, his aching cock bursting in her, heavy balls relieved in every twitch as he claimed her. Alicia hoped for the young woman's sake she was on the pill, or had a plan, otherwise she would be bred, she knew that kind of a load, felt it with Brett, long ago. Alicia stared at the couple a bit longer, seeing the thick wad of cum spill out of the young woman onto the tile, dripping on the phone, dampening her bikini bottoms and thighs, as the young woman pressed her chest against the wall as he tore at her hair and kissed her violently, their lips locked in a furious struggle of brutal lust and infidelity. The young man grabbed the phone, wiped the cum off the screen, and sent the video to the young woman's boyfriend.

In shock Alicia heard the young woman yelling at the young man who laughed, reveling in his dominance. Alicia exited the elevator sweating, the taboo voyeurism settling in her clenched, burning thighs. It took all her restraint to not pleasure herself. There was a time when she was untamed, when lust flowed alongside love, and that newness, was profound in shaping her view of what sex was supposed to be. Over time it faded to a boring and tedious exercise. She wondered to herself if she missed those days, sometimes wondering if saving and devoting herself to Brett alone was another mistake, that and of course a broken condom twenty years ago. She went to the crowded, congested bathroom below, the scent of vomit and ruined stalls made her gag. But it didn't matter, among the filth, she fucked herself with her fingers, watching her wedding ring glisten against her wet cunt and the bright lights. She gripped the sides of the stall, seeking a release that would never occur. After she headed back to the casino crushed and defeated, Roy was already sitting at a poker table, clear in sight, a stack of hundreds on the table. He gestured for her to come closer and spoke.

"There ya are, thought you weren't coming back!"

Alicia tried to smile but couldn't. Her needs were unmet. She wanted release. She didn't even know why she came back to the casino, she owed no obligation to Roy. She already loathed the smell of the smoke, and getting closer to the poker table she already felt out of place. As she approached, Roy spoke into her ear after taking a long swig of whiskey from a flask, his breath reeking.

"Just sit down in the chair. I'll do the rest."

Alicia sat in the worn leather chair at the table, while Roy hovered over her, a giant. She didn't realize how tall and commanding his presence was was until she sat below him. Her brown bloodshot eyes were a cloudy mess. The clink of chips filled the air as the other players, a mix of seasoned and amateurs alike, eyed their cards with a competitive paranoia. Roy leaned closer to Alicia, his voice low and steady, "Play the queen of hearts. The man across is bluffing. He looks like a loser, too eager, too desperate to show. If you raise now, he'll fold, and you'll...or rather we'll make a nice pot."

Alicia hesitated she had no idea what she was doing, Roy was essentially playing for her, the rules made no sense, and she was shocked that the table, let alone the dealer seemed to be fine with Roy feeding her information. As she played the card, a man across from her, burly, with a greasy ponytail, grunted and threw his cards into the middle with an irritated flick. Roy's lips curled into a slight smile, satisfied with the turn of events, but his attention migrated to the other player, a young college man, squirming uncomfortably in his seat.

Roy whispered to Alicia, his face uncomfortably close to her ear, his breath heavy and laced with alcohol, "Watch the college yuppie. He's eyeing you more than his cards. Play the jack of spades. It'll throw him off." Alicia, oblivious to the way her presence had affected the younger man, placed the card down. The college man, noticed that Alicia reminded him of a yoga teacher he desperately wanted to fuck, he raised his eyebrows and shuffled his cards too quickly, his thoughts drifting, causing him to fold, his face crumbling. Roy leaned back, his large stomach nearly bursting a button of his vest, content in his guidance. The two players thanks to Roy's clandestine guidance, lost everything. Roy knew how to read cards, more importantly, he knew how to read people. Alicia, with her rigid, cold demeanor, was his favorite study in years. Roy took the winnings and placed it down, going in for the next game, betting every last penny. He spoke to Alicia.

"See? Wasn't that fun?

"I didn't even do anything. I didn't even know what the fuck was going on. I'm gonna go."

"Come on, you should stay, you're bringing some look to the table."

"Well at least someone has luck around here."

"Eh, sometimes you also gotta make your own luck you know?"

"I guess."

"I'll cash out later, after a couple more rounds. I'm on a friggin streak!"

"How often does that happen?"

"Well, if you got the right strategy, more often than you think "

"How is there strategy in gambling or whatever this was?"

"Statistics."

"Doesn't the house always win?"

"Nah. They gotta lose to keep folks coming back. Like I said before, there are winners and losers, and I know what I am."

"I suppose. Anyways, it was nice talking with you Roy."

"You too. Have a good one."

Alicia left the casino, surprised at her drinking, the sight of the young ballerina and taboo voyeurism, and Roy's refreshing behavior. She still found him distasteful, crass, and far too aggressive. But as an acquaintance, it was nice to have someone to talk to that wasn't the same people she spoke with time and time again. She walked along the deck, and took the longest route she could, marveling at how the entire ship seemed to be asleep, when she got back to the cabin, she soon was as well.

***

When Alicia woke, Brett was still passed out, snoring loudly, his hair a mess, having drooled all over his pillow. She noticed that with limited service she received a phone call from Noah, his voice was calm and sweet, as it always was.

"Hey ma! How's the cruise?"

"It's going well. Well, I mean pretty boring if you want me to be honest."

"Awww shit sorry to hear that. How's pa?"

"He's good. Trying to do anything to avoid being bored. I think we've played more mini golf here than in our entire lives."

"Mini golf? Damn, that is desperate"

Alicia could hear other voices in the background, unmistakably Reagan, Noah's fiance as she shouted out to Alicia.

"Hi Mrs. Rodell!"

Alicia tried to feign a smile hoping her voice would come across as genuine. Even across the sea, thousands of miles away, she made no qualms about loathing her.

"Hello Reagan."

Noah went back to speaking.

"So you'll be coming back soon?"

"Yes. Uhh technically three days actually. It's today at sea, Cozumel, back at sea, than home"



"We'll just miss each other, I'll be out of town by than."

"I know, it's such a shame. Well, we'll try to come to you for the holidays."

"Sounds good."

"How's school?"

"Good. Anyways I'll talk to you soon ma, love you."

"Love you too-"

And before she could utter her son's name he had hung up. Processing that he was at a point where he no longer needed her at all, was devastating and a reoccurring event over the past three years.

Brett stirred, groaning. He slowly sat up in bed, placing his palm against his forehead, no doubt a headache inbound, he yawned and winced before he spoke.

"Good morning, I feel like dogshit."

Alicia nodded. Brett looked down, pensive, she knew immediately what was coming before he even spoke.

"Babe I wanted to talk about..."

"Please. Brett not first thing in the fucking morning ok?"

Brett nodded, reeking of alcohol, "Sure. Fine. I get it."

The two remained in awkward silence for a while, Brett soon showering and trying to make small talk after as he dressed in comfortable athletic clothing. He spoke after taking painkillers with sink water.

"How was your walk last night?"

"Fine."

She didn't want to disclose she was a voyeur, tried to fuck herself in a filthy stall, and spent an uncomfortable amount of time with Roy, and worse enjoyed most of it.

"Your clothes smell a like smoke, were you near the casino?"

"Yeah. I played slots."

"I thought you hated gambling."

"I do. But I was bored as hell."

"Did you win?"

"No. Not even a penny."

"Shame. Hey maybe we could go later."

"Maybe."

Brett checked the schedule. Perusing, trying to find anything to occupy the day. It was getting to become a labor in itself to stave off boredom during the days at sea, and with the day still ahead of them it seemed an impossible task. Alicia spoke still tense.

"I talked to Noah this morning."

"Oh we had a signal?"

"Briefly, yeah. He's doing well."

"Still with Reagan?"

"Regrettably."

Brett breathed in deeply.

"Listen, why do you dislike her so much? She clearly adores him."

"She's dumb as a fucking rock and has zero ambition. She's going to drag him down. He's valedictorian and she's a what, a hair stylist?"

"Love is love. Work is work."

"Well it's also stupid."

"I mean come on, what about us?"

"You always have been a romantic Brett, and it's one of the things that Noah got from you. I will always respect it but it doesn't mean I like it."

"You didn't answer the question, what about us?"

"What about us?"

"I was a layabout too, you were the ambitious one. And look, everything turned out alright."

"Sure we just sacrificed our entire youth. No big deal."

"Why be resentful?"

"Why defend her?"

"Because she loves our son. And he loves her."

"Well I'm glad you understand him, while I speak from a place of reason and am completely, utterly ignored because I'm the cruel one. I'm the bitch. I'm the asshole of the family."

"Alicia, babe, come on."

Alicia stood up, dressed in simple black running shorts and a white crew neck shirt, braless, her pointed brown nipples accenting her tits as she turned, taking her knit sweater and flats before leaving without a word, slamming the door behind her. Brett remained in the bed, still hungover having thought he had navigated the situation the best he could.

"God fucking damn it."

He wanted to chase, wanted to be a bulldog, to convince her. He made the choice to offer her space instead.

Alicia walked to the buffet, needing only a cup of coffee, the thought of eating anything disgusted her. Her anxiety made knots in her stomach, her anger made her bury her nails into her thighs. She remembered seeing Noah when he was born, holding him in her arms for the time, and as so many had said, she merely closed her eyes, and from walking beside her, tiny hand in hers, joyfully giggling, stumbles and firsts, birthdays and little league, and isolation, girls, abandonment, growth apart instead of together, and now he was just a phone call. She hated more than anything that was what their relationship was, all because she disapproved of his girlfriend. She forced herself to get coffee and shifted into a small table, trying to bask in the absolute blue out the window of the ship, a sun above that promised hope, rebirth, yet all she felt was sorrow, beset by her own family. She looked up and saw Roy, carrying a backpack that hung off his shoulder, an odd sight. She couldn't have known that he had prepared for her inevitable isolation, whether today or tomorrow. Knowing she was absent from Brett was enough to know he could win her over further. He walked up and spoke as he slammed his heavy body into the seat opposite her, his hairy chest and stomach bulging out of his open Hawaiian shirt and spoke,"Morning".

He handed her a small, intricately wrapped box, light pink with a leather ribbon sewn into the sides, a small tag that didn't have anything written on it. He passed it along the table to her.

"Open it. It's for helping me out at the casino. Felt good to cash out, made a nice tidy friggin sum."

She shook her head, sliding the box back to him.

"I don't want any gifts. I don't even like gifts. And I barely know you."

"Just humor me. Do an old man a solid."

He smiled, actually disarming, there was a surprising kindness in his eyes, his guard had been lowered, he hoped she'd fall for his acting, and, she did. She opened the lid and saw inside a small Saint Laurent bag, a gold chain for a strap with supple leather with immaculate stitching, the monogrammed buckle shined to a radiant polish that reflected her own face, mouth agape.

"This is outrageous. This is like a 3000 dollar bag. I can't accept this. No. And how would I explain this to Brett?"

"Just say you won it. At one of those uhh raffles or something. They have those all the time on these cruises."

She crossed her arms over her chest. It was a beautiful bag, she bit her lip, and couldn't even believe she thought of taking it. She wanted it though. She had always felt she deserved more, much more. Yet could never once justify such an expense. She hesitated before she spoke, he knew what it meant.

"This is far too much. It's fine, seriously. Thank you, but I can't."

He pushed the box slightly closer to her, his insistence commanding in his rigid posture.

"Consider it luck. Maybe...our next stop at Cozumel tell your hubby...say something like you bought it, a bootleg or some shit."

He smiled wryly, easily adapting his coercion to her need. She tapped her fingers on the fake marble table, the clacking of her acrylics accenting the sound of clattering pans and distant voices. She slowly grabbed the bag out of the box, its authenticity tag still on it. She hesitated. She looked over her shoulders, an encroaching feeling of guilt as she nearly prayed that Brett wouldn't suddenly appear. She placed the gift at the bottom of her own yarn slung bag, moving a towel over it.

"Thank you. This is really umm, generous? It's a bit much. You're sure?"

He nodded, "Of course. You deserve it."

She looked at his eyes and slid the empty box back to him, he quickly crumpled it up and threw it in the trash. She checked her phone and saw several text messages from Brett, apologies no doubt, wondering where she was, hoping to make amends, she knew this pattern and chose to ignore it. She spoke to Roy, as he picked at his nails.

"How, how did you afford this? The round for everyone the first day? All that money at poker and gambling last night? The bag, it's unreal, it must have been thousands and thousands."

He looked up, to the ceiling, pensive for but a second before he adjusted his cheap glasses.

"I'm just a frugal man. I skip Starbucks everyday."

He laughed, wheezing, an obnoxious sound that made her discard any semblance of respect she might have had for her evident admirer. He finally rose his thick hand and waved away his laughter, pinching the bridge of his broad nose.

"I made my wealth. I have a fishing business, and before that I worked in shipping. Now I lease real estate and invested a tidy sum into a growing supply chain startup. Didn't know what the fuck that meant, but I made good friggin money, I like all the zeros hehe. Just started a lawn care business as well, should be getting good returns, all Americans working those jobs. I think a lot of folks around where I'm from will appreciate that."

She knew he was serious, it wasn't a lie. Roy was a multi-millionaire. She had worked so hard for so long, raised a child while split between her career and duties as a wife. She felt admiration and even jealousy for him, immediately attributing his success not to his efforts or his work, but because of his gender, no doubt a privilege that meant nothing to him, because it was unseen, only experienced. Worse, he never even considered it, only benefited from it. He most likely preferred it that way. She considered however, that she was wrong. Maybe, he was just that good at what he did. Maybe he was what a man should be. She spoke softly, concealing her envy.

"That's...impressive. I will admit"

He nodded slowly, he checked his own phone.

"I started working when I was 10. Never stopped till two years ago. Now, I get to enjoy my life. And it's a damn, damn good life."

She nodded, her eyes darting back to her bag and over her shoulder, nervous that Brett would see her. She spoke, aggressive this time.

"Ten? Bullshit. Let me guess some bootstrap news paper delivery story? Lemonade stand?"

He chuckled at her bluntness, he knew he was wearing her down slowly.

"Close. Lawn work. Got a friggin push mower. Hit the whole neighborhood."

"Did you... go to school?"

"Graduated. UCF. Was the quarterback. Got there on an athletics scholarship. Business major. Remember I told you got scouted by the Bucs?"

She was shocked. He hadn't been lying to her at all, he was forthright, concealing his pedigree and success. He didn't seem like the college type at all, let alone athletic. But under the weathering, under the wrinkles and heavy sun beaten skin, he had broad enough shoulders and strong enough arms to have played football. He really had been college quarterback, he really was a veritable tycoon of small businesses, a father of eight, and a powerful older man. She spoke, in shock.

"I...I didn't expect that."

"Not a lot of people do. It's good to be unassuming." He smirked. He knew he had her interested enough, he could see now what she respected, see what she needed. He stood, pushed his chair in and smiled.

"See you around."

Without any pomp, he whistled, hands thrust into his cargo shorts, aged flip flops snapping with his heavy steps as he walked back out and down the deck, disappearing into the masses. She didn't know what to make of him, or any of it. She stood faster than she thought and spoke to Roy.

"Wait...come back. I don't like being deceitful."

Roy grinned before he turned. She had already spoke the words that would seal her fate, deceit and need. He turned and walked back over, removing his grin and speaking firmly.

"It's not deceitful. You earned it."

"I didn't buy it. I didn't do anything to earn it. And...and I'd rather have 2000 dollars."

"Then you got it for free."

She rolled her eyes.

"Listen, I appreciate this I really do, but I don't know your angle."

"What angle?"

"Your reason for interacting with me."

"Just trying to be friendly."

"I have plenty of friends."

Roy's intuition kicked in, he knew just enough of her background to know that was a lie. He would press, knowing it would give her pause.

"Like who?"

Alicia looked over her shoulder.

"My husband."

"Who else?"

She paused for far, far too long.

"Listen I appreciate this but you don't have to do it and..."

"Sometimes you just gotta understand that people do things, because they can. Because they have the choice to do so. Because they have the money. The power. To be so generous. So, enjoy. Ain't gonna get a lotta opportunities like this."

Alicia was flustered, upset, even angry. Noah didn't listen to her, Brett was bordering on antagonistic at times, and here was a vulgar, filthy rich slob who had listened to her. She hated it, and hated even more that she could tolerate it. It was better to be free among the decks and people watch than be locked up in a cold room with Brett or be involved in some hideously boring show with him. She needed space, and when it was it was infringed on by Roy, she was surprised how little it bothered her now.

Alicia headed back to the cabin, Brett smiled at her, he didn't bring up the morning, he had respected her, and knew better than to provoke the relative peace. He turned and spoke to her, the TV a dull droning sound in the background.

"Are you bored as hell?"

"Oh my god yes."

"I'm so bored I'm about to go to an investing seminar. Wanna join?"

"I'd honestly rather slit my wrists."

Brett laughed.

"Well, I guess I'll see you after. Uhhh don't slit your wrists ok?"

"I'll try but I did bring my razor for making sure my swimsuits looked good."

"Great. Let me borrow it later so I can feel a bit better about myself."

He gestured to his crotch as she laughed.

"Stop. You have a fine hog. Come on."

"Well let's see what the best and brightest business leaders have to say about that. Maybe they'll want to invest, you never know!" As he turned and left, polo shirt with slim collar and all white leather sneakers accenting his strong legs, she laughed genuine and pure. Soon, the room was silent.

Another day at sea. Now there was time, the only thing she had. She didn't know why, but she wanted to see Roy, she put on her maroon one piece bathing suit, with a deeper neckline, it's push up cups showing a steep cleavage regardless of her modest size, she slipped into cork wedge heels, and set out to find him, to find anything to make her feel alive.
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Alicia strode gracefully across the deck of the cruise ship, the soft clack of her cork edge heels echoing as the ocean breeze whipped her hair. She hadn't set out to sight see, she needed something, someone, anyone, she even needed Roy. She walked across the deck towards the hot tub, seeing the tumult in the eyes of all those who already began day drinking. Regardless of potential company, it remained empty, free, she threw her wedge heels aside and sank deep into the water.

She closed her eyes and remembered her and Brett's first vacation, to the mountains of North Carolina with friends, her mother reluctantly agreeing to watch Noah, they took to a cabin, that overlooked a vision of all that was right with the world for her, tall trees, slices of light, a pale yellow cutting through branches, motes of dust lit from the stirring of the morning. That same night after their friends retired to bed in drunken slumber, to the hot tub she and Brett remained, both of their red wine stained lips locked under a moonless sky, he had never been more in love with anyone in the world, she had never felt such lust. She could still feel him, tall, defined, broad, as he pulled her from the warmth, towards their bedroom in silence, not a sound between them besides the dripping water of their swimsuits across the floor.

He shut the door behind them carefully, turned on the TV to drown out their inevitable fucking. He ripped her top off, she dragged his wet trunks, to his ankles with a giggle, as she stumbled back. She remembered Brett kicking them hard across the floor, he was so hard, his cock strained, it looked to her like it ached, he picked her up, wordless and driven, throwing her to the bed. He climbed atop her, grabbed the back of her head as she smiled, and brought her mouth to his cock, to suck deep and true, her slender fingers gripping his balls. He moaned, she giggled, as he pulled back, slung her bottoms aside, and pulled her ankles around his shoulders. He grabbed her tits, lightly teasing her brown nipples, and looked her deep in the eyes. She remembered the room spinning, the humidity outside choking, her lips and fingers numb and tingling, she moaned and felt her voice break the silence. The whole entire cabin heard it, the wet slapping, their exultation, the grunts and groans. The next morning, everyone hung over, was an awkward parade of knowing eyes and smirks. They never felt so alive.

The sudden roar of strained laughter from old men, veteran drinking experts crushed her remembrance, the sting of reality creeping back. She tried somatic breathing, to stay calm, but the scent of chlorine, acidic, and pronounced flooded her nostrils, distracting her. The jets below however, were a panacea for her, the balm of heat, inducing a state of pure focus. She remembered to lose her thoughts, intentionally.

Alone she was left to ponder, she was left to forget, the woe within her. Yet, no matter her efforts, the feeling remained, bringing her to the precipice of breaking, no attempt at focus could best what was a looming disassociation. She jolted, eyes widening as the calming waters tipped over the lip of the hot tub, Roy's hulking form stood in it, beer in hand, as he slowly settled down, she saw out of his cheap swim trunks, something that looked like a large sheathed purple egg, it couldn't have been what she thought it was, aghast she turned her eyes away.

Roy had engineered his entrance perfectly, stalking her, examining the ships event schedule, indicating when she would be most likely absent from Brett, making every approach easier. This time, it was a daring distraction, his cockhead barely pulled out of his trunks, knowing she would see it, deny it, and probably think about it every second after. He spoke, still reeking of cigars and far too close to Alicia.

"Well we meet again Alicia."

She clenched her eyes shut and breathed in deeply, exhaling at a steady rate through pursed lips. As she moved away from him before speaking, she sunk lower into the water.

"Yes we do."

He tucked his member back inside his trunks under the distorted blur of bubbles of the hot tub, grinning as he spoke, his confidence palpable.

"These days at sea are absolutely friggin' brutal sometimes."

"Yep."

She was simultaneously repulsed and intrigued by Roy's presence, she could feel him observing her, wearing her one piece maroon swimsuit, the slightest plunge of a neckline, showing her small cleavage, drawing down her stomach and towards her sex buried by the blindness of the tub and the dawning sun, tantalizing, needy. She swore she didn't wear it for him, she wanted to feel good about herself and that was all. He licked his lips, unafraid now, the boundaries worn down before he spoke.

"Excited to show off your bag tomorrow?"

"I'm not obligated to that. I could just sell it you know."

"I don't think you will."

He was right. She wouldn't. She wanted to show it off, barely resisting.

"Maybe I'll bring it to dinner."

"There you go! That's the spirit!"

He slammed the beer can down outside the hot tub, carelessly regarding deck rules. He dipped his hands below the surface, gold rings and a vintage silver Rolex Submariner glistening. He spoke.

"You like traveling?"

"Very much. I know now that I absolutely...do not like cruises."

"Really? I friggin love them, hehe. You got a favorite place?"

"New York City."

"Really? Huh. Is that cuz of the ballet stuff and shit?"

"Partially. It's just, I don't know. It's alive. It never, ever feels dead or dreary. I feel like anything could happen, it's very overwhelming but I love that."

"What a friggin' coincidence. My oldest son Troy lives there. I friggin hate his name. His dumb bitch of a mother insisted on it. Still think it was a dumb choice. Eh. Whatever."

"It's a fine name. But really? NYC proper? God what does he do? It costs a fortune to live there."

"He works at in investment something or another. Head for numbers. Managing portfolios. Smarter than I could ever be! He's about your age. He owns two townhouses there."

"Two!? You're kidding me."

"Do I kid? I mean come on. He does. He loves it. He lives life to the fullest. Takes after his old man that way. In a lot of ways."

He slipped his hand below the surface, adjusting himself, she knew exactly what he meant by that. She couldn't reconcile the moment, but her body told her exactly what was indicated as she felt a warmth spread slowly down her stomach, to her own chagrin. She leaned back against the hot tub, imagining what it would be like, to live a life that free. In such a glorious location. It was a plain fantasy to so many, contrived according to her friends and even Brett, but all what mattered is what it meant to her. Every time she was there, it felt like it was what she deserved, what she should have always had. She sighed and spoke.

"Why do you keep talking to me?"

"Is there a rule that says I can't?"

"No. I just don't understand."

"What mystery is there? I like getting to know people, plus how we met is a funny coincidence ain't it? Funny how we keep meeting right? Like it was...friggin' destiny or something."

"I guess it's amusing. I still don't feel comfortable."

"Well, comfort is just a...wall we put up, right? You choose when to let it down. You're a free woman ain't you? I mean asides from the ring on your finger."

She glanced down at the ring. Again, Roy was right. He spoke.

"Plus, doesn't it feel good to earn a little something for yourself? Like that bag right? You see this Rolex?"

He lifted his hand from the water, showing the too tight silver band, bunching up his thick wrist comically. She knew the dive watch, her father loved, adored and studied watches. By osmosis she knew too much about them. She never wore one, but watches were symbols as much as they are tools. Roy's symbol was clear to her. She spoke softly, running her fingers through her hair as she felt a desire she denied, spreading, rooting, binding. She spoke.

"It's very nice. Vintage."

"It was the first thing I ever bought when I sold my first business. I thought I was a king. Twenty friggin' six years old with a Rolex. Well, I wasn't. I was broke after and my next business totally failed. But I kept this little bastard. To remind me."

"Of what?"

"Of living a little. Of doing things for yourself, even if it means you suffer a bit for it."

She slumped her shoulders and tried to stretch her thighs under the bubbles, pressing her fingers deep into them to tease the knots away. Roy saw the slight movement and thought how good it would feel when those thighs were against his mouth, showing her how a real man could eat her pussy. She strained and stopped, her fingers sliding far too low, brushing against her sex under the water to her own shame. She snapped her fingers back, face blush, she spoke.

"I guess you're right."

"Like wouldn't it be nice to go to NYC for a while? Eh? Just you. Troy has a bed and breakfast too, some friggin' shit like that, bet he could get you a real nice deal on it. Maybe a week, two weeks?"

She shook her head solemnly, the idea immediately appealing, indulging a fantasy that was improbable.

"That's very kind but I don't think I could."

"Why?"

"Well, Brett would want to come with and I would want to go at my pace. Actually enjoy everything instead of..."

"Instead of what?"

"Nothing. Just it would be hard logistically."

"Why would he friggin' care if you went alone? You're alone right now, have been most of the cruise!"

She couldn't explain it. She remained silent, struggling to find the words she needed, and all that remained was a silence, and the unfortunate hardening of her nipples as the wind stirred, clashing against the warmth of the water, she sunk lower to not let his eyes see more of her. Roy spoke.

"Sure. I get it. Shame though. You know I'm still gonna give you his contact shit. You change your mind shoot em a text, tell em Big Daddy sent ya." He laughed uproariously, slapping the side of the hot tub so loud onlookers gave quizzical looks.

"That's nice but I can't do that. I actually really do appreciate it though."

Roy looked at her with a soft glare she had never seen before, a commanding look backed by an agitation that she would forgo his feigned generosity. He knew the effect it would have on her.

"Well. You should consider it. Strongly."

She stood out of the hot tub, turned and exited, he watched her long legs slide over the top, seeing just the slight curve of her firm cheeks under her swimsuit, her strong back guiding his vision down, she clearly adjusted herself, subconsciously, accidentally trying to meet his own actions prior. She spoke barely above a whisper.

"See you later. Thanks for the bag, and the talk"

"Anytime."

She left without looking at him again, towel around her shoulders, wedges held in her hand, feet wet and uncomfortable as she proceeded back inside, guilt already gnawing at her, as she wondered what else Roy was, what he did. There was one last true mystery, was Roy a whore-monger, buying the flesh of others? She already knew the answer. But she wanted to know for sure. She wondered if he would make an offer to her, and to her shock, she entertained the notion. She knew her worth, she knew her cost, she knew what she could provide, she knew she should say no to the preposterous notion. She would always say no.

Alicia walked through the halls, stopping to look at the gold trimmed interior of the walls, parts of the ship corridors and floors built up with a gilded age aesthetic, she never appreciated it before. She went back to the cabin, towel wrapped tight around her as she shivered from the coldness of the room. Brett was stretched out on the bed, he looked at her warmly and spoke.

"Babe. I have the best news possible. I bought us a timeshare!"

Alicia smiled at him, playing along, she spoke.

"Really? When do we start reaping the benefits?"

"That's the cool part, we don't!"

She giggled again, Brett loved her laugh, high pitched and spirited. He loved how she held her hand against her mouth, seeing her delicate short fingers. He spoke.

"You excited about Cozumel tomorrow?"

"Hopeful, not excited though."

"Not a bad way of approaching it really."

Alicia undressed in the bathroom, she felt guilt over her constant interactions with Roy, there was a secretive and planned element to them that was hard to ignore. There wasn't physical attraction towards him, that was obvious. It was something else. That's at least what she told herself, perhaps to ease the fact that there was something tantalizing about that vulgar beast. She was ultimately not just lonely, but empty. She knew Brett tried, and as close as he tried to make them, she repeatedly, impulsively moved further away.

She looked in the mirror, traced her fingers against her sunken eyes, brown eyes flaked with gold stared back, and she barely recognized herself. Brett called out.

"Hey we still have those spa day tickets. Are you interested in having someone put a hot stone on your back? Or perhaps dislocate your arm in an effort to "release tension"? I know I am! Wanna join, or did you want to fly solo?"

"I'm thinking I'd like to just be alone. Just relax."

"That's alright. I get it."

It was a sacrifice he had to make, to offer her space, lest he push her away even further. He walked up to her in the bathroom, put his arms around her thin waist tightly, pulling her close, kissing the side of her neck, she flinched, but felt an ease creep up her spine. He spoke.

"I'll see you soon, don't get into any trouble OK?"

She felt his kiss linger longer than before, and his hands clasp tighter than expected, from his cock being so close to hers, she felt his pants tighten.

He smiled warmly, pleased with the brief encounter, as he walked the halls, inside him a roaring fury, a bitterness that swelled, lust, want, desire choked back every second he spent around Alicia. Her presence was torture, he yearned, wanting her heart, soul, all her warmth. He had tried everything to get her back, to siege the walls she put up, to earn her approval. After their recent attempt at intimacy he was angrier, in a perpetual draining spiral. There was no use talking to her about it, it had all been said, those grievances were reserved for the impartial mediation of their therapist.

He wanted her so badly, his wife, his partner, his best friend. He remembered watching her, a year ago at a local performance of The Nutcracker, spin and nimbly take to the stage in grace and beauty, clad in blue, with white tights, her her sharp features cutting through the dark, she looked like a painting. He had never felt more attracted to her in his life, and never felt more distant. He took so many photos that night, he remembered someone telling him "we take photos of what we will miss the most." He already missed her, yet she was still there. He wanted to make love to her that night, and remember in the quiet dark, she slept soundly and his hands did naught to wake her.

He felt he had made amends for what he had done. His emotional affair with his coworker Chanxin. He never touched her. He could have. It was evident she wanted him badly, seldom a moment or day went by where she hadn't obsessively sent him texts, called him late at night or on the weekend to inquire about his life, brought homemade lunch so they could have a picnic in secret at the far back lot of the office property, underneath towering palms. All of which Alicia noticed, she knew, instinctively, something was wrong.

Chanxin made Brett feel young again, in love again, and he knew every second he spent with her was wrong. She was a waif, so very thin, so fragile, he fantasized of splitting her cunt open, of demolishing her, holding her against the wall, which he could with ease with his strong arms as he fucked her, filled her, ravished every inch of her.

Those moments never came to be. He chose loyalty, without the carnal rewards that he could have pursued. He chose honesty, to live in regret, forever to make amends. Chanxin moved back to Shanghai, being offered a significant role at a marketing firm. He wondered if they had truly consummated their affair, if she stayed, he could have started another family, one where he would have been loved, desired again. He put the notion aside. The spa day for him was relaxing, yet it did nothing to carve away the infinite stress and guilt in his own mind.

***

Alicia tried to nap, she couldn't. Her skin was on fire, her mind was racing, she rubbed her cunt, above the sheets, fully naked, ran and slid her fingers past her black pubic hair, deep into herself, her thumb pressed against her clit rubbing in slow circles, feeling her eyes bind shut with every circle. She stared at the ceiling, groaned and felt the moment leave her again, like trying to grasp at smoke, it ceased, in fury she slammed her fist against the wall. To her surprise she hit hard enough to leave a dent. Her breathing was still rapid, pacing in circles, she knelt down, trying to find stillness, her mind was a storm, without reprieve. She dressed in tight yoga pants, and a plain white midriff, without bra. She didn't care anymore. She hadn't eaten in hours, and only one appetite existed, impossible to fulfill, a creeping mania of lust grasping at her. She left for a late lunch, texting Brett to meet her for a drink when he was done.

She grabbed a salad, wilted lettuce, thinking back to when she was going to become a professional dancer, a diet she loathed, now followed again, she felt like she was wasting away. She stared at the food, dizzy from the boat, from her anguished mania she was failing to avoid. She turned her head and saw Roy, grabbing a burnt piece of steak and holding a massive glass of table wine, sauntering with a look of glee, studying the young college women, as they congregated around a sushi cart. Alicia stared at them as Roy approached, feeling a sense of envy, for their flawless skin, their natural highlights, and bikini clad confidence she had to muster so much for, she felt possessed, and called out to Roy.

"Hey!"

He turned around, his cock grown below his shorts, barely concealed from having stared at the young women for too long. He'd love to pay the tuition for one of them, for a nice two hours of pumping their cunt full of his cum, the pale redhead especially, she looked like a dancer too. He saw the same redhead look at Alicia, and immediately turn her head away, as if ashamed. Roy didn't care. He sat down in front of Alicia. Speaking, restraining his own knowledge that since she called out to him first, it only meant one thing. He spoke as he cut apart his burnt steak.

"We just keep running into each other don't we?"

She nodded, poking her salad with her fork, tense in her speech.



"Yeah. We do. What are you doing today?"

"Huh? Oh, gambling mostly, drinking myself to a friggin' stupor. The usual day at sea shit."

Alicia nodded and looked up, seeing Tania walk by, heels clicking against the deck, smiling wide with bleached white teeth, waving, and winking at Roy, impossible to be perceived as anything other than flirting, an obvious intimate connection existed. Alicia's eyebrow raised, perplexed.

"So, you and Tania know each other?"

Roy chuckled.

"Know? Oh yeah. She was my date for the uhh, luxury evening or whatever. Yeah, we know each other really well. Really, really well."

He grinned again. She knew exactly what he meant, there was no way of denying it. How he managed to land someone like her was beyond the scope of her understanding, there was only one possible explanation. She had to confirm. Roy leaned back, resting his hands over his large stomach and picking out some crumbs from his chest hair from the stale bread he was now eating, no doubt as a base for his intense volume of alcohol later. He spoke half mumbled, bits of bread flaking off with every word.

"Let's just say...everyone has a price. And these women...from these countries-"

He spun his finger around as if the countries in question were all around them.

"They love a little extra money. Money talks, bullshit walks right?"

The answer awaited Alicia. Her voice less than a whisper, barely heard above the shuffling of feet and distant clangs of cookware.

"How much? I mean...for her?"

"5K."

Her jaw slackened. That's barely what she made in one month of long hours, sometimes six days a week, in copious Teams meetings, hundreds of emails, harassment and toxicity in abundance on every front, inescapable. Six years as a project manager and she hadn't even got a raise. She tried to hide her genuine surprise at the figure, failing. She had a feeling that Roy was a man capable of telling wild lies, yet so far, had been forthright on every front, wanting to assure herself she spoke tersely.

"Prove it."

He grabbed his phone, peering at it awkwardly, scrolling through various apps. He turned and showed her two separate transactions, each one $2500 each. She scrolled through it, seeing a payment to"Tania". As she studied the screen, Roy spoke, serious, deliberate.

"For more...expensive opportunities I do crypto.. Some cash as a tip...hehe."

As she handed the phone back she saw on the screen almost every dating app imaginable, a wallpaper of him with three Asian women, in what looked like Thailand. The picture told the same story regardless, a piggish brute of a man that spent whatever he wanted to get what he needed. A veritable waking economy of perversion and excess made manifest.

"Oldest profession in the world and all that shit." He said as he grabbed his phone and waved his hand. He spoke again as he cracked his knuckles.

"Plus. Tania...She's not a whore, she's an assistant cruise director with...entrepreneurial tendencies."

He snorted, sounding like a growling dog, his bushy eyebrows raised at his own amusement. Alicia leaned back in the chair, jaw clenched as she spoke.

"So where do you draw the line?"

He plunged his fork into a piece of the burnt steak speaking with a full mouth.

"What line?"

"I mean what's a...whore or prostitute, escort whatever you call it?"

"For the right price? Everyone."

She pushed her salad away, appetite diminished then completely gone in his last utterance.

"Well. Enjoy your meal."

She stood and pushed her chair in, Roy interrupted as the chair slid, speaking with an authority that came an aged voice possessed of power.

"Listen. It's her choice, I offered, she made it. Where's that money going to? Who knows. Who friggin cares? But it's not in my pocket anymore. It's a transaction. All there is. I don't think less of her, even if she thinks less of me. And to be fair you asked. I didn't lie. I don't lie."

She eyed him up and down, watching him chew the charred meat, his wide jaw clenching and gnawing, leaving hewed chunks he washed down with cheap table wine. She found out exactly what she expected, figuring that maybe he had a point about agency. Alicia slowly pulled her chair out and sat back down, compelled to her own disgust. She started sweating profusely, crossing her arms, her brown nipples slightly visible under her top, she tried to cover them. She sighed and spoke.

"Why though? I mean, why pay?"

"Why not? Listen I'm an old man I don't have time to go play Romeo. I want, what I want. Everyone wants the same things. Money. Sex."

She took a small bite of her salad, a nibble at most.

"Well. I could never imagine doing that."

"What? Paying for it?"

"Well I mean yeah."

"I mean, you're married! You got it anytime you friggin' want. With Brett right? He's a real Romeo ain't he?"

She sat in silence, Roy was still, waiting purposefully. She cleared her throat and spoke, not wanting to change the subject.

"Did she like it? Does anyone you've been with...like it?"

He ate another piece of the charred meat, speaking while chewing.

"Some do. Some don't. Who's keeping score?"

He smiled, crude and grim, his rough beard covering his ruddy skin. She bit her bottom lip leaned forward and spoke.

"Do you keep score?"

"What man doesn't? Some of them are pretty happy. I'm a thoughtful guy. Like I said, I don't lie."

He smirked as he ate more, knowing her primitive side, she was a demure, wounded woman, living a life of anguish, never the easiest quarry, but the most rewarding, especially if she turned out to be as repressed as he imagined. She stood again, keeping her chair open with hesitance, almost falling over, her stomach turning and warming at the same time.

"Whatever. I'm going to get an ice cream. Do you want one?"

He smirked.

"You know, yeah. That actually sounds really good."

"Flavor?"

"I like chocolate."

She nodded tentatively.

"Me too."

Alicia found the idea of respecting a man who paid for sex, was insane. Yet, he brought up agency, choice. Things that mattered to her, about cost, about power, the things she never had and most likely never would. Something remained compelling, to enter a world she could never imagine, maybe a world she wanted to be closer to. She felt her throat tighten, and the room brighten as she spun.

She turned towards the ice cream machine, Roy leering at her small apple shaped rear, accented by her yoga pants. He leaned back in the chair and glanced out at the sea, he licked his lips, first she would bring him ice cream, and soon she would be tasting his own cream.

As she filled the small cones with soft serve she was reminded of her first job at a small ice cream store. She smiled, fondly of when the world was still new. Roy, was new. Her disgust waned, his novelty was illicit, by his own design. She held the ice cream cones and started back towards Roy, dodging shuffling masses of vacationers and fed up exhausted parents, sunburned young women and their pursuers. She saw him observing the sea and the birds that perched alongside part of the railing. She admired his rigid simplicity and vision of the world, it was refreshing, honest, the gray wasn't part of his philosophy.

She felt at least, maybe she could learn something from him, still wanting to keep Roy at arms distance, knowing that Brett would feign being amused by Roy's pursuit if he found out. Alice knew that Brett's confidence, what was left of it, might have evaporated entirely if he knew the truth of what was stirring inside her, of what she was even considering.

She handed Roy the ice cream cone, sitting down in front of him, bowing her head when she ate it, trying to bite more than lick. She felt euphoric, she heard nothing but silence, other's mouths moving, no words heard. She wrapped her tongue around the ice cream, lashed it, nibbled it, as she stared at Roy, smiling as her teeth ached. Roy devoured the cone in nearly two bites. Voracious. He wiped away some of the ice cream around his beard. He looked at her and spoke.

"You know. You could ask her."

Alicia felt weighted. Sick. Sullen and drained. She raised an eyebrow as she wiped some of the fast melting ice cream off her lip, a small drop staining her yoga pants at the knee to her frustration. A sigh before she responded.

"Ask who?"

"Tania."

"Why would I? I believe you. I mean, why would I want to?"

"Yeah but do you believe her? Two sides and all that."

"What are you trying to prove?"

"Nothing. I don't got shit to prove. Maybe just that if you want the full story you hear both sides."

She thought it would be simple, painless, whats the worst that could happen? She had no idea that Roy was already planning an additional payment and message to Tania to ensure she would offer a pitch that would be hard to turn down Alicia set the cone down on top of her wilted salad, done with both, unexpectedly turning the plate over on purpose, speaking with frustration.

"Maybe. We'll see. I'm not trying to understand both sides."

"But you should. I mean, see another world. Ok, let me explain it like this."

Roy leaned forward, his gut spilling over the table as his hairy knuckles reached for his table wine and downing as if it was a shot.

"You know this cruise? It's boring. Cheap. But boring. Cozumel...Cayman islands. Those are other friggin' worlds. But you don't see them. I mean really see them. You see...bullshit. Tourist shit. Relaxing? Sure. Maybe with the right drinks and some...partners hehe. But otherwise it's boring as shit. It's not real. It's uhhh what do you call it, a friggin' theme park. A floating fucking theme park. But, you meet interesting folks. A lot of them if you seek em out. Sometimes you find opportunities that are hard to pass up. Sometimes fortunes if you know where to look. So take a glimpse of something else, see a glimpse of...opportunity."

She heard his words, and it made her upset that he was right, again. Even her and Brett had come to that conclusion that the cruise was a huge mistake. An expenditure of money that they shouldn't have made, and a litany of other things that it could have been used for. She sighed deeply feeling a headache emerge.

"We'll see."

"Listen. I mean, hear me out. You gotta get something out of this."

"I don't want anything."

"Then what do you want? Why are you talking to me?"

She winced and spoke.

"Just walk up and ask her?"

"She'll be at the party tonight. Top deck. At the bow."

Alicia nodded, stood and left without another word. He knew she would go. He made a text to Tania. It was simple. It read:

"Show her the video."

***

Alicia and Brett spent the rest of the day between closeness and quiet, stealing glances at each other's bodies, a wry smile, a frown, a gaze. They ate dinner, simple and fair, Brett drank far too much. They went back to the cabin, and he soon fell asleep. Alicia wore her knee length black wrap dress, it made her feel strong, enhanced her silhouette, added curves she didn't have, didn't truly need. She wore her slingback red bottomed heels on, far too high for her size, and headed back out, she was driven, motivated, excited.

The pulsing sounds of the deck and music was sensory overload for her, piercing beams of neon scattered with contrasting lights, speakers rattled, a million voices yelling over each other. A tall man slapped her ass as she walked by, she turned and shoved him, parting the crowd as the man stumbled back. She ignored his yelling, pulling past hands that tried to stop her.

She stumbled past a wall of lights that bled out across the pool and hot tub, fragments of mirrored smiles and shadows, trying to adjust her posture she walked, she laughed and grabbed a random drink off a table, downed the entire cocktail in a gulp; she slammed her heels into the stairs as she walked towards the bow of the boat, where Tania was supposed to be.

The front of the bow was empty, except for an extremely buxom figure, it was unmistakable that it was Tania in all her altered glory, wearing a silky black dress, thigh split too high past the point of elegance, black stiletto pumps, her neck and ears adorned in diamonds, gazing out to nothing, a testament of perverse poetry. Alicia walked, grasping at the rail, alcohol numbing her, panic and disarray blurring her vision, her steps hesitant. Tania turned, staring Alicia down, observing her long legs carried by heels she could barely walk in, stumbling, ankles pitching with the rock of the ship.

Tania smiled, her engorged filler full lips barely able to pull back, she brushed her pin straight blonde hair back and spoke to Alicia as she helped steady her. Tania spoke, her accent thick.

"Roy tell me you come here tonight. And now, like magic you here. You pretty, very much. Little bit older, but you look good. Nothing some how you say, Botox cant fix. Too thin though. You need eat, no?"

Alicia remained silent, her fingers tightening, her throat closing, she began coughing. Tania took out her phone, and held it out to Alicia, offering her a glimpse of opportunity. Tania spoke.

"You should view? No? You see what good job is, what good money. There is something nice about being with man with no attachments and big uhh, how you say..."

Tania deliberately paused, deliberate, wanting to entice as she was instructed. After all she had a job to do.

"Big bank account? No? Watch. You see."

Alicia remained silent, the phone in front of her face, clad in an ominous glow. She felt detached from reality, her finger trembled as in the low light of the ship deck, as it teetered and rocked, the sounds of reggaeton and the party rumbling in the distance. Alicia pressed play. The video started.

Alicia could see from the video that the phone was set up on a dresser, Tania was on all fours, her over inflated breasts hung down full against the comforter the distortions of her massive implants bulging against her skin and scars, pronounced. Behind her, Roy's form could be seen. He was fully naked, sweating, massive, hideous, he stood above Tania. Alicia saw something, a glimpse of Roy's manhood as he mounted Tania, she could see Tania's eyes roll back. She was paid for a performance sure, but there was a genuine moan from her lips. She knew the sound, it was real. It was the sound of someone being filled. In the video, Tania spoke.

"Oh fuck...you too big! Slow!"

Alicia wondered, how big could he have been? She didn't care about size, she didn't need to, she had only been with Brett who was average, more than what she needed sometimes, she was so small, she couldn't take much anyways. She liked Brett's shape more than anything, it hit all the right spots, more than any toy she had. But she couldn't help but wonder, as the poor lighting and shadows obscured the full sight of Roy, what he had. Tania's heaving breasts saddled against the bed as she looked into the phone and moaned.

Roy drove into her brutally grasping her curvy sides and demolishing her from behind his stomach sliding against Tania's back with each thrust, her enormous tits swung with each pump, her lifted cheeks clapping against Roy's thighs. Alicia could see in the video the bed shake, the headboard slamming against the wall. Tania slowly took the phone back, she saw Alicia's interest was stirred, noticing her face change from shock, to a narrowing of her eyes. Tania spoke.

"You see? It not bad. I make good money. No? It easier than this job. Plus, he good lover. Better than my boyfriend."

Tania giggled mischievously, a casual admittance of her disloyalty. Alicia spoke.

"Let me see the...umm."

Tania cocked her head to the side.

"You want see rest? No? I show you ending, whole thing too long. Best part you see. Here."

Tania skimmed through the video, it buffered, she turned the phone back to Alicia as it played.

Tania was on her knees, very close to the phone, her platinum blonde hair covering her face, her large pale tits occupied nearly the entire frame. From the corner of the frame, there was the barely the tip of a cock, purple, rotund, she could see the hairy knuckles of Roy massaging the tip with a fierce grip, in deep circles, the palm of his hand rotating around his shaft out of frame. It looked like he was using both hands to Alicia. There was no grunt from Roy in the video, he was silent, dominating, his cockhead pulsed, gushing runny ropes of jizz that sprayed Tania's heavy tits as she grasped them together in a mountain of cleavage, his finish pooling over her breasts into a thin glaze. There was a brief pause, as a long strand spilled out of his cockhead, stretching down his shaft, across his fingers, and dripping somewhere out of frame, then he finished, one syrupy, wide thread aimed directly at Tania's face, made impact against her cheek, splashing against her brow and ridge of her nose, forcing her eyes shut in anticipation of a follow up that mercifully wouldn't occur. The cockhead disappeared from frame, a hand towel was thrown at her, the video ended.

Tania closed the video and held her phone in her hand, it was more than a phone at that moment, it was a vision of what could be. It was temptation. Tania spoke to Alicia, direct and confident.

"So, you want his number? You make money too?"

Alicia swallowed, her cheeks flush and reddened, she looked and saw no one, only the pale glow of Tania's phone illuminated her face in the darkness of the bow. Alicia nodded.

"Yes."

Tania took Alicia's phone and added his contact, hidden under a different name. It was the easiest money Tania ever made.

***

It was day four. Cozumel regardless of a promising all inclusive resort, was still not motivating to Brett and Alicia. As they walked towards the beach, Brett paused and stared at a multipurpose shop with large sign outside it advertising their goods. He spoke, full grin, strong jaw and sharp teeth bright.

"Listen, you think I should get you one of those novelty oversize sombreros?"

"I will literally drown myself if you do that."

"A shame, nothing would look better hanging in our room. Imagine, seeing it everyday you go to sleep"

"Stop!"

She chuckled, leaning back on her heels, adjusting her thin black bikini bottoms. Brett grinned and spoke.

"I like what you're wearing."

She blushed. Brett pointed to the sign outside.

"Check it out! Ambien, Adderall, XANAX? Babe I gotta stop in and make a cocktail that's gonna be a wild fucking ride."

She laughed, almost falling over before he caught her. He whispered in her ear.

"Sure you don't want me mix you up something wild?"

She smiled, she saw his eyes, she knew the look, he wanted to fuck her badly, they were intense, layered with a sheen of passion. He hunched over to avoid the sight of his erection in public. He watched her walk towards the beach, laced up mid-calf sandals pulling the golden sand below her steps, her ass clutching at her bikini bottoms, carrying herself with a grace towards the crystal blue water. Regardless of his attire, blue sun shirt, and poorly paired orange shorts, slick with sunscreen, Brett waded in towards her, arms soon around her midsection. He pulled her softly into the waters, waist deep, towards the boundaries of the beach. He kissed her neck and spoke effortlessly into her ear.

"Want me to touch you?"

"Oh my god, Brett, come on."

"Just like we used to. Turn around. Trust me."

To her own surprise, she did. She faced the sun, her long black hair full of volume from the sea salt spray, a fine white lock lingering at the back, the smallest signal of age, Brett kissed her neck and bit slightly, drawing his tongue against her neck to her lobe. Her lips paused as she exhaled, and spoke.

"Stop, come on, please..."

"You don't want me to stop. I can tell."

She didn't respond, she leaned back against him as his hand slid down the front of her bikini, through the water, migrating to her sex, his fingers laid upon her. Her heart quickened, heat filled her stomach. He whispered in her ear, pulling her closer, his cock full against her rear.



"You realize I'm not going to be able to go back on the beach to get you that xanax cocktail till I fuck you right?

She laughed again, lungs tight, her core clenched, her tongue brushed against her teeth, she raised her hand and plunged her feet into the soft sand below, strong tides tugging at her thighs as she tried to find her balance. He whispered into her ear as he slid his finger inside her, thumb pressed against her clit.

"Like this?"

She grasped his hand and moved it lower, she couldn't stifle the moan that came out as his hand settled, his voice was calm, strong.

"You feel familiar."

"I'd hope so"

"Do you miss this?"

She paused, as his thumb pressed into her clit, firm but gentle, a modest pressure, gentle and loving, she nodded.

The afternoon sun was too bright to sustain, so they turned slowly away from it. His fingers worked against her, against the cool waters he could feel the strain of her lips, as his fingers rubbed against her. Brett was silent, he felt her hand grasp his wrist, not knowing it she should pull him away, or push him further. She settled on the former.

"We can't. Not here."

Brett gestured to a small bathroom across from them.

"Let's go there. Come on."

"I..."

Her eyes widened and she felt tears down her cheeks, she smiled far too wide and suddenly pulled him, the shadows of the quickened clouds covering them as she dragged him violently towards the stall.

They cared not for the gaze of others, stepping inside together. Brett was stunned, still not expecting her to have acquiesced, he knew something was wrong, but he wanted this far too badly. She was all he thought about. Alicia immediately knelt, compelled, her knees touched the warm concrete, every broken fissure scuffing her, she took Brett's cock, free from his trunks, and she licked, from thick pink tip to hilt. She felt his hand reach around her head, gentle, loving, fingers grasping between her black locks. He looked up at the top of the bathroom stall, the roof ending an abrupt form, poorly established plastic, every heat warped inch was something he saw but never thought of again, already forgotten, this moment was his wife's lips, her soft movements against his hardening cock, on her knees, his cock her sacrament, sucking and licking, her hand working towards his balls, cupping them as if to worship their weight. She could feel hear own heart beat faster in her brain, a repeated thrum of blood sounding in her ears, as she sucked and hummed and drooled down his shaft, her eyelids fluttering as she strained to look up, but couldn't. She couldn't meet his eyes. She never could. Things were too bright, she felt so sad, she felt so happy, she felt so trapped, she felt so free.

It wasn't long before she felt his strong fingers grip the back of her head, his release smooth, coating the back of her throat. She sucked it down, with a hunger she hadn't felt in years. He amazingly remained silent, the only sound, that of his head smashing against the stall as he came. Not an utterance or declaration, passion only, she sucked, gagged, the cum traveling down his shaft. He let go of her head and pushed the lengths of her hair behind her ears, tucking them back neatly as she breathlessly leaned back, a thick strand of him stretching betwixt her tits clad still in her black bikini top.

There was only the sound of the ocean against the breach. He helped her stand, she wiped away the load from her thin lips and kissed him, he embraced her, like they did so long ago, swapping every instance of his own seed between them, tongues intertwined in a salty spectacle of lust, love, pain. He bit her lip as she pulled away, her face a mess of drool and cum. He wiped it away with his thumbs softly, she was perfect to him, for him, in years he had never imagined he would feel this way again. He was also worried, he couldn't deny it, yet he was terrified to ask what it was, not wanting to jeopardize future relations, thinking that maybe this cruise could save them. He took her to the shower outside to wash away the remnants of their joy away from them both, the drops of cum forced down the drain next to thickened, muddy sand.

For the next hour they didn't speak, retreating to empty chairs under umbrellas that shielded them from the cascading sun. Brett broke the silence.

"Hey, I'm...I'm going to go look for cigars I think. Just something, special? To enjoy tonight or tomorrow or whatever...I just need something."

"You don't smoke."

"I don't. But on special occasions."

Her cheeks flushed and she pushed her large sunglasses down further as if to obscure her prior behaviors in shame she didn't deserve She gave him a thumbs up and spoke.

"I might go look around at shops or whatever. We can meet back here ok? Like an hour. Just text me."

He nodded, kissed her forehead and left.

As she laid, she thought about praying, like she used to as a young woman, when her stomach was full with Noah, light pushing through colored glass at the alter of a church, for mercy, for sanity, for clarity, an augur to guide her. The sun beckoned, the waters welcomed, the world seemed at peace, so she sought to explore, to justify the luxury bag buried inside her yarn knit purse to find her opportunity. She retrieved her phone, and texted Roy:

"Hey. It's me, Alicia."

***

Roy was far too busy to answer.

He was intimately familiar with Cozumel as he was with nearly all of Mexico, having favorite haunts, knowing every congregation of whores, handlers, pimps and madams. Occasionally he would try to find someone or something new. He had a tip from one of his favorite expats, a man who went by "Sammy" who was even by Roy's standards, unnerving. But, Sammy was beyond reliable when it came to knowledge of the local brothels and independent networks.

Roy traversed a series of small stucco buildings and knew as he maneuvered past the crowds of local workers and residents he was headed towards the right place. The further he immersed himself away from cheap shops and signs in English, the closer he was to the actual soul of the place he yearned for. In a plain concrete building, that looked unfinished there was a small sign that indicated the presence of a power company, albeit a fictional one. That was the spot according to Sammy. He went, knocked and the door opened.

A madam, welcomed him in, no mistaking Roy's intent, she waved her hand, women appeared. The selection bored him, he asked to see more, fresher ones. Often, Roy couldn't get away with an "accident" so he preferred starting bareback. He didn't mind condoms, with certain flavors of whore they were a necessity, but he preferred expanding his lineage, he loved a broken knocked up whore. After thirty eight countries in five years, he hadn't once caught anything, getting his blood work done nearly every month. He had experience, the newer the whore was, the safer.

The lineup changed, he pointed to the last. Romina was twenty years old, with chubby round cheeks, black hair, bangs cut far too short, unflattering to her youthful face, and large wide brown eyes and a slight belly, short torso with thick thighs, cellulite visible around her waist. Her breasts were well proportioned to her frame, thick, full, heavy, her skin tan. Roy liked what he saw immensely, she was like the girls he used to fuck at college parties, easy, unappreciative of their bodies and ashamed because they weren't flawless and rail thin, usually willing to do anything to earn their worth or lack thereof. She would be a perfect breeding sow. He turned to the madam and spoke.

"How much?"

"Two hundred dollars."

A bargain. He knew how to secure the deal. It was easy to get robbed, especially when isolated, but some money had a way of guaranteeing safety. He handed the madam another five hundred.

"For you. Comprende?"

The madam nodded. She handed him a condom. He knew exactly how to handle this. He had the wallet to do so.

Roy always tried to be giving, in his own way, after all, the experience of fucking a whore was always better if he could her that she was valued, make the bitch cum, they'd never forget him, maybe even want seconds. He grabbed Romina, her ill fitting white and worn lingerie barely clinging to her figure as he growled. He grabbed her by the throat, she choked and coughed as he squeezed tight and threw her against the wall, she slunk to her knees.

"Time to teach you a lesson, you worthless hole."

She shook her head, feeling tears well up in her eyes, she heard men could be ruthless, brutal but nothing like this. Roy approached a stalking beast, grabbing her short hair, shoving her head against the wall as he shelved his stomach on her head, below it lied a monster.

"Chupar."

She didn't know what to do, his member was gnarled and crooked in the low light, bulbous crown dwarfing the thick shaft as precum dripped down her wide nose as it rested across her face, she bit her lips and tried to grasp his hairy thighs, he swatted her hands away and rammed himself, past her plump lips into her throat, her teeth scraping against his girth.

"There we go. Nice little throat. Tight. Maybe too small. Don't worry, I'll leave you nice and loose."

She gagged and placed her hands on the wall behind her trying to steady herself in her black, cheap heels, she felt her ankle slip as he thrust deeper into her throat, she couldn't breathe as his massive hand forced her lips closed against his hilt, her eyes wide, hair ragged and damp. Romina resisted every inch, every scent, every sour taste that burnt her throat and tongue she whined and shook her head. He used both hands to hold her head straight as he facefucked her. He laughed, speaking low into her eyes.

"You need training my little hole. Daddy loves a good throat fuck, now open wider, what's a matter? Too big for you?"

She looked up, her eyes swollen, snot dripping down her round nose along his shaft; s glistening trail of excitement slid between her thighs. Roy grinned, mocking her pleasure with a slight caress of her cheek before slapping her.

"Oh you're wet huh? You like this?"

He slapped her again, this time hard enough to leave a bruise, her head snapping to the side as his cock popped out between her lips with a loud pop.

"I didn't say stop whore."

He grabbed her head and forced her down again.

"Good little whore. My, aren't you talented? I bet you'd like to have all those holes filled. Turn around. Face the wall you fucking dumb cunt."

He grabbed the back of head head and spun her around, the madam stepping closer concerned for the young woman being treated like a toy.

"I've got a lot of friends who would like you, those thick thighs, that round ass, yes I bet they would. "Sin condón? Bareback."

Roy threw the condom aside, not caring. The madam angry, but not intervening, money was money and she knew he could pay for it. For now, Romina was going to be Roy's breeding stock, and there was nothing she could to stop it. He slapped her cheek, harder than before, producing a shallow sound that dulled and died in the small room, he notched himself at her cunt and thrust in, full, deep, her guts clenched.

"Oh aren't you tight? What's a matter? Never had your fuckhole stuffed? Spread your legs."

He forced her legs apart and kicked her ankles, slouched heels fallen, her face pressed against the cold worn wall, every thrust slamming her head against it.

"There we go...you like daddy's cock?"

She whimpered and between her swollen and bruised lips muttered "Si, si."

"Yeah? You're so pretty. What a pretty face. Pretty little cunt. Not so tight anymore are you though?"

She winced and moaned, to the astonishment of the madam and other whores.

"Yes that's right, let go, cum on my cock like the worthless hole you are."

He balled the back of her black hair into a fist, and pressed her face flush against the wall as she gasped, glassy eyes obscuring her sight.

His phone buzzed in his back pocket, a text, he didn't have time, he didn't care, he was too busy enjoying his purchase. He slapped the woman's ass, again and again, leaving red marks, sure to bruise, he saw the grimaces of the other women who were glad it wasn't them, even as they saw her creamy cunt leave a sheen of lube down his shaft.

"You like it don't you whore? Like it right? Like it rough? Si?"

He slapped her again, causing her spit to coat the wall she moaned and ached, her thick thighs clenching.

"That's right little whore." His large fingers slid against her clit from behind, clasping around it, firm fingers swirling, her mouth dropped, never used to a man her age ever attending to her at all, and even in her terror, it felt good.

Roy's pace increased, the madam grew increasingly angry, her face marked with a horrible bitterness. Romina felt the undeniable warmth of an orgasm spread through her, caressing her thighs down to her toes, woozy, her breath unbalanced, her chest aching, large brown nipples swollen, she pushed back against him, her cheeks clapped against his thighs, no matter how hard her thrust, his legs wouldn't dare budge. Roy licked his chapped lips and gripped her thighs, smashing her head into the wall as she moaned, he hosed down Romina's once empty cunt with his ceaseless, filthy torrent. Her gaping hole, collapsed and contracted violently, sucking at the void his cock left as she moaned. He turned her around and dropped her. On her knees, she felt his remnants still dripping out, strands of vile seed leaking below on the unfinished floor, she was utterly conquered, body primed for conception. Sucking. Aching.

Roy forced her to worship him, dragging his semi hard cock across her face.

"Sniff it. Lick it clean."

The madam nearby gawked, her revulsion undeniable, yet Romina embraced it, she was earning her keep, an earnestness in her body that couldn't be denied as she licked his ridge and cupped his balls dragged and struggled to grasp his still hard shaft, breathing in his musk, sour and sickening, the rest of the women watched and laughed. Roy stepped back, zipped up his shorts, turning to the madam.

"She's a good one. I'll be back in two months. I want to see her again, I'll be bringing some buddies though."

"How many?"

"Four. Maybe five. I'm sure she can handle it."

"Oh she can."

Roy turned to Romina.

"See you later sweetie. Me and my friends are gonna have a lot of fun with that tiny slit of yours. Oh, and by the way, enjoy carrying my bastard, hehe."

Romina moved her hand across her stomach and shook her head, she could feel his potency, she did everything she could to scoop his batter out of her, she had a horrible sensation he was right.

Roy exited, whistling. He checked his phone. A message from an unknown number, but there was no hiding who it was. It read:

"Hey. It's me, Alicia."

He leaned against the wall outside, the yelling between Romina and her madam growing louder. He chuckled and texted back.

"hey good 2 hear from u. was meeting with a nice friend, local, real sweet, could be your younger sister actually hehe, reminds me of u. u ashore?"

It was a second before she replied.

"Yes."

***

Alicia walked the shops, sandals off, feet pressed firmly against the broken old pavement, her chest pressed out, a monument to her own matured, flawed beauty. She observed the stands and smiling faces of those offering jello shots, cheesy sombreros, photo opportunities with candy skull masked actors, posturing, she thought about taking a photo, something to send to Noah, something to let him know she cared and thought about him. She knew he wouldn't care.

She stepped between two buildings, in the shade out of the sun, feeling herself growing warmer as her throat closed, and choked, as if filled with sand. She placed her back against the cool wall of an alley clutched between two old buildings to relieve her burning skin. She choked again, sputtered, grimaced and placed her hands against the wall behind to find stability, a mania erupted inside her that made her mind race, her cunt throb her nails dig into her skin, snapping acrylics off as she choked and grunted, punching the wall in front of her, her knuckles bloodied. She knew this. It was panic, it was mania, it was anxiety, unarmored and visceral.

She felt every thought, every idea, all at once. Vision blurring.

She was everything, all she knew and would know and was and could be and felt and could feel intertwined at the juncture of her heart and loins, tears shed, smiling, grimacing, laughing, sobbing, she was a goddess she was unstoppable, she was perfect she was deserving she was broken she was worthless she was a whore she wanted cock, she wanted Brett she wanted Roy she wanted it all, she deserved it, she should have it.

She caught herself as she slunk against the wall, her arms numb as the world tilted and spun, she gritted her teeth as she fell back to reality, head throbbing, mouth dry, sobbing uncontrollably. She wiped her hands across her cheeks. Her internal thoughts wouldn't cease, wouldn't end.

Her son would hate her and always would like she hated herself, her husband would love her forever like she would hate herself, she felt him, like she never could, she never felt anything anymore a memory, a long light that stretched down a valley of pine as he pinned her, she moaned and her breath hitched and the smell of whiskey flooded her nose, drunk and giggling as the warmth of Brett's seed filled her.

This was now. She sat, in an alley where no one knew she was, shadows cast along her slumped form as she sobbed, head between her legs, eventually yelling into the crook of her arm, a muffled roar, kicking her feet against the wall, pedicure ruined as she slammed her head back, pain, pressure angular throbbing against her neck. The panic and anxiety subsided, the attack, once ceaseless, ended.

Alicia stood, trying to be strong, she dragged the snot from her nose off with the back of her hand, cleared her throat, adjusted her posture and walked back into the world as if nothing had even happened, she was sure nothing happened. She told herself she was just tired, too excited, had too much to drink. She walked towards a shop of convincing luxury bootlegs, bags shirts, watches, all the things she came to recognize as signs of value, class, and all she knew to be meaningless products stitched and assembled by the broken hands of broken people in places she never even heard of.

So she went, inside and smiled at fake luxury sunglasses, ran her fingers along the bags, the owner said something to her, she ignored it, she stepped out reached into her own bag, and slung the authentic Saint Laurent bag around her dainty chest. Her reflection in the gold buckle made her chuckle and than felt tears form at the corners of her eyes as she discarded the other yarn bag into the trash. She looked up. There he was. Roy, wearing a wide grin, stomach covering his barely buttoned shorts, dirtied flip flops clinging to his hairy feet, toothpick in his teeth smug and evidently satisfied. Roy spoke.

"Nice bag. You wear it like a friggin' runway model"

"You scared the shit out of me."

"Well, apologies. Feels good don't it?"

"What?"

"Having that."

Roy gestured to the bag as Alicia put her hand on her hip turning slightly to show it hang properly, accenting her slender shoulder.

"It's...nice yes. Yes it does feel good."

"Surprised Brett ain't never bought you a bag like that"

"I don't really like gifts. He knows that."

"You like this one."

"I just...it was unexpected and I would never have asked for it otherwise."

"Unexpected gifts can sometimes be the best gifts of all, hehe. Gifts can be opportunities. Like the little gift Tania showed you last night."

Alicia knew that what he wanted, what he was doing. She couldn't deny it anymore. She didn't know if that was what sparked her anxiety attacks, her panic. She knew she was tired, stuck in a long cycle of depression and anxiety, of denial, she was coming to embrace that part of her wanted this badly.



Roy stood, his length still visibly hard inside his stained shorts, she couldn't doubt what it was, she knew it's shape from the hot tub. She tried to avert her eyes, barely. Roy spoke adjusting himself explicitly.

"So, Tania told me. About last night. What did you think?"

"What do you mean?"

"I mean what did you think about what you saw?"

"I don't know. I don't know what I think anymore." She knew. She liked it. The look on Tania's face, the casual frankness of it, her performance. He spoke, slow and quiet.

"You don't gotta think all the time. Gives you wrinkles hehe. Bet you got a lot of tension. Too much."

Roy stepped forward, he slid his hand under her chin and raised her head. He spoke.

"I can help with that."

She pushed his hand aside, not with force, delicately.

"I don't need your help. I don't need anyone's help."

Roy nodded. He cleared some snot out of his nose on the ground.

"So, let me ask you a question sweetie. Same one I asked Tania."

She looked at him, the sun just a razor of light cutting between the two buildings they stood below. He spoke.

"How much?"

Alicia went to speak. She opened her mouth. She closed it and leaned back against the wall. The world around her grew dim she dug deeper than she ever had, finding the last shard of herself, her dignity, her pride.

"You can't buy me."

"25K. One hour."

The shard that was Alicia broke instantly. She was still, she then nodded, as her mouth hung open. She grabbed her sandals, turned and began speedily walking away shaking her head. Roy grinned as he, watched her lithe form break away from dark, tan skin radiant as she blended back into the crowd. She was his.

The price tag in Roy's mind was excessive. Alicia was no young model, adult film star, or OnlyFans idol, but Roy wanted to savor, to claim, to conquer. She would be worth every penny, he was sure of it. He wondered if he should make a movie with her. Just to remember the occasion, he always loved mementos after all.

***

Back on board, Brett still had trouble believing what had happened, he didn't want them to regress, and it burned to keep it inside, to tell her what she made him feel today, wanting to ask her every question he could. Dinner was held in silence. He noticed that Alicia looked disheveled, tired, tears grasped at her eyes randomly. They retired, to their cabin, held each other, Brett fell fast asleep, trying to hold her close, bring her comfort as he grew increasingly worried about her. Alicia didn't want to go out, didn't want to explore, didn't want to exist. She nestled her head onto Brett's shoulder. She kissed his forehead, she closed her eyes, and didn't sleep. Her mind spiraled, raced, thunderclaps of emotions tugged at her brain, she felt it again, her heartbeat too loud, percussive, drowning out the teetering hum of the ship. For hours she laid awake, staring at the ceiling, sometimes moving her hand between her thighs, clenching, unwilling to embrace her own need. She gave up, stood, and dressed, grabbing a babydoll romper, flowing and effortless, with a scooped neckline and required bike shorts below, it's hem too high for her comfort. It was in black, her favorite color, she slipped on cork soled Mary Janes, also black. She looked in the mirror, let her hair flow and noticed her sunken eyes, she wondered if she slept in days.

In the early morning, she headed up to the top deck, the sun combed through the ashen clouds, a spectacle that stilled her for a moment, as she held her phone to her ear and called Noah. The signal was poor. He answered to her astonishment, his voice hushed and full of laughter, busy in his own life.

"Hey ma."

"Noah...oh my gosh I wanted to talk to you! I'm so so, so so so sorry for before."

"Ma...I don't get it, sorry for what?"

"For...for what I said about Reagan she's a bitch and a loser and it's not fair, because well you know, I'm not like her so I don't approve, shes not very good for you. She's just not good, but it's ok! I'm ready to listen now. Pa is right she loves you so so so so much. And it's amazing! It's so amazing, and I'm so happy for you both. And I want you to know I'm sorry ok? Please forgive me. I need you to tell me you forgive me."

"Ma...thanks I guess, but I'm really worried about you. You don't sound right. Can I talk to Pa?"

"No no, he's sick I'm ok it's alright. I want to talk to you how's school? Have I ever told you how proud I am of you? How is Reagan? She's well right? I thought I could pay for your wedding, as a token, as a way of saying I approve, I'm so sorry about what I said, I really, really am. I know I said it for years and years I called her a lot of names and I'm so sorry."

Noah spoke, cold and distant.

"Ma that's super generous and we can talk about it later, but I gotta go. Could you have Pa call me later?"

The line went dead.

She grasped the phone and held it between her hands as if to break it, she fell to her knees and screamed at the blank screen before a staff member asked if she was alright. She ignored them and walked away.

She stood and walked to the rail, watching the waves cut below the ship. Against a mass of burning light and length of day, the ship teetered, skipped, embraced every wave, astride every mile of the ocean gone to a blue void. She wished she could jump in, let the undertow steal her breath. Instead, she studied her bank account, thought of all the good she could do, thought of all she deserved, all Brett deserved, all Noah deserved. She texted Roy.

"Hey."

In Roy's room, Tania was on her knees, still wearing her uniform, blue heels dug into the ground as she serviced every inch of Roy's cock. Licked and lavished, twisted her filler accented lips into a spiral as she cupped his heavy balls, her mascara two long black streams that ran down her glowing cheeks. Her forced Tania's head down his improbable hilt as she gagged more, snot dragged from her skinny nose across his shaft, sliding down to rest on the bed below. He forced her further, pace slow, fucking her face as she choked, balls slapping against her angular chin. He texted Alicia back.

"change ur mind?"

Alicia slunk down into a nearby deck chair. She agonized. She texted back.

"Maybe."

Tania slurped and winced, her bloodshot eyes wincing shut against the light of the cabin. Roy slapped her hard as she tried to regain her breath, her head tilting to the side with a crack. Roy growled.

"I didn't say stop you dumb fucking whore. Better hurry so you can get a new shirt, gonna have to look presentable to those stupid fucks out there." Roy grabbed a fistful of Tania's hair and impaled his cock down her throat, it bulged. With one hand, Roy texted Alicia back as he had firmly held across Tania's head as she choked and kicked her legs, heels scraping against the floor.

"don't got time for games. what's ur price?"

He sent the message with relish, as he jerked Tania's head back, angling his swollen cockhead at her face, blasting a series of violent thin jets of cum on her brow and up her nostrils as she recoiled, gagging. He let the rest spill unto her cleavage, flinging drops on her neck, he slapped her hard after, bruising her cheek.

"I'll give you a tip, don't worry. Now get the fuck out of my sight." Tania stood adjusting her blouse, the cruise line logo marbled in thick cum paste and drool. She looked at Roy, angry, but remembered what she had already earned. In her mind, it was worth it. It was always worth it, as she licked part of his cum, feeling her thighs clench. After a minute, Alicia texted back.

"Meet me at the deck."

Full of barely contained rage even with his balls drained, Roy dressed hurriedly, sick of Alicia's games.

On the top deck, Roy emerged, looking through the crowds, and seeing Alicia looking off the side of the boat. He walked up, his dirty shirt buttoned only at the waist. He spoke.

"Well. I'm here."

Alicia didn't look at him. She took to the ocean, breathed in the salt, saw a gust that carried a flock of birds on it, fighting back the inevitable. She spoke.

"One hour?"

Roy nodded, he could feel his cock stiffen already.

'Yeah. One hour. Whenever you want."

"25K?"

Roy nodded and spoke.

"Expensive. Don't go thinking those are average friggin rates." He roared and laughed, she waited, the silence threatening. He spoke.

"I was just messin' around. Besides, I can tell you're worth every penny. I love a woman who values herself."

"Pay me."

"I don't pay before I get what I want."

"Pay me 5K."

"You aint no friggin negotiator I can tell you that. I'll do Bitcoin."

"No. You can for the rest. I want 5K now. Like...a down-payment. Whatever app we need to get it done."

Roy grimaced, he grabbed his phone, quickly sending her the payments, she saw the deposits made. She felt woozy, there was no going back. Her skin grew cold, she felt like a ghost, she dry heaved over the side of the ship, nothing but bile. She gasped and held her breath, cheeks bulging as she leaned back. Roy spoke.

"Hey, ease down. You look sick."

"I'M FINE."

Her head buzzed, heart fluttered, pressure innate, spread through her stomach and up her throat, she thought this must be what it's like to die, she was sure she would. Than she laughed, stifling herself and eventually biting into her hand and spoke after.

"How can I explain this money? How would I? I just what, found it? Won a lotto ticket?"

Roy shrugged. He spoke plainly.

"He doesn't have to know. Get your own bank account. Get more crypto. Just for you. Buy whatever you want...do whatever you want."

She remained silent. He was smug, but firm, his confidence and relaxed tone only adding to his authority. He spoke.

"You know, not everything needs to be known. Some secrets, stay secrets. They don't hurt no one."

"You think he'd be ok with this?"

"Fuck no. What man would? Well, I mean there are some twisted fucks out there, trust me, I would know, hehe."

"Why am I doing this?"

"Because you want to do it. I can tell. You know..."

"What?"

"I got friends all over. Business partners. Imagine making more money in a month than you made all year."

"I'm not going to become a whore if that's what you're implying."

"No, no. An entrepreneur. An opportunist. A short term gig, for the longest term value you could ever imagine. Think of this...like a trial run."

He looked at her, his cold eyes wandering over her body, devouring every inch. She didn't entirely dismiss the thought. She spoke softly.

"Brett's a good man. He doesn't..."

"Have to know. Yeah. I'm sure he's a good guy. Seems like it."

"You don't feel bad in the slightest?"

"Maybe a little" he didn't feel bad even one bit, in fact it was a tremendous motivating factor for him.

"Only a little?"

"Listen I've slept with plenty of wives, girlfriends, whatever. It doesn't matter. It's business. Think about the things he does you don't know."

She did. She knew most of them, especially the emotional affair that lurched dangerously close to physical. She believed him when he said nothing had happened. She never knew if he was being truthful, she always suspected more. She knew that what she was about to do, was something she would never want Brett to know, she loved him. Roy spoke.

"Text me an hour before you want to arrive. Nothing fancy. I don't give a shit about any of that."

Roy lit his cigar. Alicia grinned, thin lips peeled back, eyes widened, predatory, she spoke.

"You want to gamble?"

"Huh? At the casino?"

She cut him off.

"No. I have a proposal."

"Oh?"

"Double it."

"Double what, the money?50K? Hehe, that would be a record for me. Ain't never spent that much."

"You like gambling, right? You even told me, there are "winners and losers" right? You know exactly which one you are. You're a winner. Right?"

Roy paused for a minute. He glanced around, not concerned about the context of their conversation, but rather how deprived she looked. He spoke.

"Pretty bold. Pretty friggin' bold. What's your game?"

"You have to watch. You have to watch Brett have sex with me."

Roy nearly choked.

"HA! You're kidding right? Friggin' Romeo? Can he even get hard anymore? I can tell, you keep that sissy locked away without a cage don't ya?"

"I'll stream it. You can watch. Wouldn't you like to watch me? Don't you want to watch me? Wouldn't it be fun? You ever watch a woman with her husband who she loves and you ever seen someone make love? Have you ever been in love? I have. I am. Imagine how good it would look...how good I would look."

Roy stepped back. He wondered if he had pushed her too far. But, it was appealing. Both the wager, and a manic woman, desperate, even easier to persuade, to do horrible things. He wanted her for himself though. But it was a curious wager, one he'd never truly experienced. He clapped his hand against the rail.

"Hubby may be dumb, but he ain't an idiot, what are you gonna do? Blindfold the fucker?"

"He's not dumb. At all. And yes I am."

"Interesting. Yeah, I'm friggin in. But I determine the conditions."

"Fine."

"First, he has to last twenty minutes. Minimum. Four positions. If he can't make it twenty friggin' minutes, with four positions? It's over. I win. And I'm gonna time this shit. And just so you know, a fucking blowjob don't count as a position. So what do I get if I win?"

"He has to watch you fuck me."

"Oh now that is a really good friggin' deal. Hehe. I'm in. Don't worry though, I'll still pay you. Less of course. But I'm a man of my word, 15K total. But I get to tie him up if I win, got it?"

"Deal. 9:00 I'll stream. I hope you're ready."

"Ready to win? I always win."

***

The day languished for Alicia, she steeled her nerves, disappeared from Brett after dinner to his frustration, his worry about her mounting, she headed to the bar on the lowest deck, sat down, ordered the same martini, familiar, plain, soothing, constant. A young woman sat next to her cradling her head on the verge of tears. Alicia immediately recognized her, the young ballerina she saw in the hall during her act of voyeurism, from the studio. The young woman's eyes widened as she saw Alicia and immediately blushed in guilt, she had seen Alicia earlier at the buffet. Alicia tried to produce a smile, awkward and pained, not knowing what to say to comfort the young woman, she made an attempt.

"You go to the same...studio right? I'm so sorry I know we've spoke before I can't remember your name."

The young red headed woman grimaced as she bit her lip.

"Mia. My name is Mia. I really didn't expect to see you here. Small uhhh world I guess. Like I'm so sorry but your name is..."

"It's Alicia. It's ok it's not like we've talked much. We mostly just shared tips, I think I coached you for a session, maybe two. You're a very talented ballerina."

"And a shitty fucking girlfriend."

"Come again?"

"You saw me. I know you saw me. I don't need to like, go over it. We were both so shitfaced and I thought he was hot, and it got so out of hand. I would normally never like...do something like that in public. I fucked up so bad and my boyfriend was sent that video from that fucking asshole. I feel like a piece of shit. Fuck my life."

Alicia nodded, she stared at her wedding ring before speaking.

"We all make mistakes. It will hurt but, you can move on."

"I really like appreciate the advice but I don't need it. Not trying to be like rude, I just, I know I fucked up. I fucked up so bad. And that fucker didn't even like say anything after, he just walked away. I felt so fucking used. No, like I was used."

Alicia bit her tongue and spoke to Mia.

"What did you get out of it?"

"What?"

"What did you get out of it? I mean, being with him. That man."

Mia paused she looked around the room.

"I don't know you well enough to tell you that ok?"

Alicia nodded. Mia's gesture indicated everything. Alicia saw Mia's thigh quivering orgasm firsthand. That's what she got, moments of bliss, to lose everything else.

Alicia finished her drink and gently placed her hand on Mia's shoulder.

'It's going to be ok. I promise. Hey, let me give you my number ok? We can just talk about ballet, or something. I know it's a lot what you're going through."

To Alicia's surprise, Mia accepted, they traded contacts, Alicia bought her a drink and left abruptly. She felt woozy, finding it hard to swallow, she almost fell twice, but made it back to the cabin. It was 8:50. She slammed the door behind her, Brett nearly jumped off the bed. He exclaimed.

"Shit! You scared me! Where have you been? I sent you a bunch of texts. What's going on? Are you alright?"

"I'm fine. I am, really."

Alicia turned off the TV, it's screen dulled to a shimmering black. She grabbed her black stockings from her lingerie and began wrapping it around tightly Brett's eyes, he didn't offer resistance, he wouldn't dream. He smirked and spoke.

"What's gotten into you?"

She placed her finger across his lips, and stripped him down.

"I want you to fuck me. Like you used to. Like when you knocked me up."

Brett felt his cock twitch, that was over twenty years ago. He tried to stay calm, he wanted to remain stoic, proud, defined, he felt himself flex his muscles, his posture adjusted, his mindset fixated, this was his chance. This was his chance to reclaim her, from the void that lied between.

The timer started. First position.

Alicia took her phone, pressed it to mute, began streaming to Roy, stripping, pressing her small breasts together and bending over towards the phone to tease and mock, seeing Roy's face calmly stare back at her. She set the phone down on the edge of the bed. It showed Brett, hard as a diamond. She straddled him as she pushed him back, long nails tracing his chin. He gripped her waist tight, hands strong, clutching her naked form, he thought she was too skinny, fasting from life, he would fill her. She straddled him, and lowered herself down slowly on his length. He kept still, let her ride.

Brett's head fell back against the pillow, her slender hands fell on his chest, grasping, leaving red prints he was still, a toy for her. She squeezed her thighs together, her cunt gripped, she was tighter than he remembered, a soft grunt escaped his lips. He ran his hand against her stomach, running across her minor scars, across her navel, up to her breasts. He cupped them firmly as she leaned over, her breathing hurried. Roy watched, curious, surprised even. Alicia's tight ass lifted and slammed down, on the cusp of Brett's cock, eclipsing his pink cockhead, a translucent slickness running down her thighs.

Brett remained silent. He was focused, driven. His hands squeezed her tits roughly, he pressed them together as he lurched upright, his hands pulling her towards his groin blindly. He bit her neck and pulled at her arms, throwing her down against the bed. He lifted her ass, bringing her cunt's brown lips to his cock, he thrust in as he grabbed her waist a rhythm, slow, deep, burying himself, grinding his teeth.

Five minutes. Second position.

Roy was convinced he had been cheated. He wasn't nervous, he knew he was going to win. Yet still, he remained furious that such a weak, average cocked man was dominating her She belonged to him. He crossed his arms, watching Alicia, knowing he was going to gape her so bad she'd never do ballet again. Besides, he had plenty of time left.

Brett held Alicia's face down into the pillow, she drooled as she sucked in air through her teeth, each thrust from him was from hilt to tip, he ran his fingers across her back, loving, bending down to kiss her from behind as he pressed her flat against the bed. He locked his fingers around hers and stretched her arms towards the headboard, their tongues intertwined, and she moaned into his mouth, a stirring vibration, he almost felt himself loose it, he held and flexed. She sounded like she always had, like how he remembered. Grasping, he pulled her shoulders, her ass flush against his waist as he parked himself in her.



Ten minutes. Third position.

He caught his breath, this time he felt her turn back over, and hoisted her ankles over his shoulders, she was so light, her calves so strong, but her touch, the feel of her soft olive skin, all was familiar, all that he yearned for. He leaned over, and licked her ankles, up to her toes, she giggled, and moaned as he sucked. He fumbled, still adjusting, and thrust into her, his strong arms beside her head, stable pillars, she wrapped her fingers around his forearms, she adored his forearms as she always had, so very rigid and firm.

Roy wasn't nervous, he could tell this worthless loser was close, he could see it on the sissy's face. There was no way Brett had the stamina to last. He had bested better, and bigger men with ease. He felt his own cock harden, stir, unusual, but attributed it to seeing Alicia beginning to show who she was beneath her shell of ice.

Brett fell to his side, he was hungry, he needed no permissions, she was his, and always would be.

Fifteen minutes. Fourth position.

Brett pulled her close, her leg swung back, draped over his waist as he spooned her from behind, his hand slid across her soft skin, her stomach, the small hole where she used to have her navel ring, down past her pubic hair to her clit, engorged and full, and pressed softly with each thrust. She moaned, undeniable, authentic, she grabbed his wrist, his wedding band caught the low light, as it slid between her slender thighs. She placed his fingers exactly where she needed them, forceful in her guidance, wanting success. She looked at the phone, her eyes locked with Roy, mocking, wide and stung with allure. She could see his anger, low and simmering. She moaned aloud, to taunt them both, yet Brett remained resilient to her voice.

She rolled and grasped Brett's wrist, there was no denying he was already starting to cum, thick beads poured from his tip, yet he refused, he fought, she pulled him off the bed and kicked out a small stool, she knelt over it, kneeling, waist bent, she grabbed his wrist, and he took her from behind, deeper in every penetration she had felt thus far, close, slow, intimate. Alicia grabbed her phone off the counter, angling it so Roy could see Brett's deep, steady thrusts. Roy was furious, angry enough to slam his large fist against the table he rested his phone on, causing it to buckle.

Eighteen minutes. Fifth position.

Like an animal, Brett rutted with her, raw, giving, she received, keened, her taut back flexed as she flung her hips back and deep, he remained inside.

Twenty minutes.

Brett grabbed the back of her hair and forced her face to the side, he kissed her deeply, tongue lavish, thorough, gracing hers, her brow full of sweat, hair matted and clumped, that familiar white streak in his grip as he tensed and slowed, each thrust deep and consistent, meaning behind it, shared memories and hopes, he wanted her only to feel, what she never felt. He did it without words.

Brett was relentless, he had already started to cum, her cunt was already full, he clenched, and gripped, years of anguish, of lust built, he grabbed her throat delicately, and kissed her again, pulling her hair. She knew what it meant. She thrust back and forced him back, she dismounted and knelt, pulling Brett close.

Twenty two minutes.

She stuck her tongue out, Brett still couldn't see, but he felt her, every subtle movement, he didn't try to find her lips, he sprayed an abundance. Ribbons of hot seed coated her face, every sharp angle, her rounded Slavic nose, her delicate eyelids, wide brown eyes, forever, in service to him, she grasped at his base and guided the rest of the flood inside her mouth, gulping. She let go of Brett, turned to her stream, her face covered and mimed to the screen of Roy's furious face:

"You lost" her lips, wide, square teeth covered in cum, as she licked the rest of Brett's deep and voluminous load off her face, and smeared it all over so Roy could see clearly the bubbles of Brett's cum between her lips as they pursed together. She texted quickly.

"Think you can do better?"

Roy texted back.

"clean up and get over here now u fucking lucky bitch."

Roy had never been more angry in his entire life. He lost.

Brett collapsed to his side. He would spare himself any words, let the moment hang, the lack of communication a constant in their intimacy. He was softening, still blindfolded. She wiped her face roughly with a hand towel, still shimmering in a glaze, she mounted him again, and with every last vestige left of lust and youth, of heart she rode him till hard again and whispered, while he was still blindfolded, quiet, meek, yet demanding, "Cum inside me...please".

He didn't question, he knew the risks, she was still fertile, he didn't care, he was hard again, she gripped his thighs with her toes, pelvis tilting to the maximize the space between, her leg an arrow, her neck its string, her back the bow, sending off an arrow of their passion. She moaned loudly, it took her, aimless, wandering, to grasp her heart and cunt as she moaned even louder, her toes curled, her face rammed against the pillow, her heart soared, her body weighed and measured with everyone of his thrusts, needing to be claimed. She wanted it, more than she had ever thought, her orgasm was seismic, for the first time ever, Brett's own load was substantial almost as much as his first. He nearly roared as he came, wanting to breed her, against all logic, he knew there were options, he couldn't stop himself even if he tried. She wiped her still cum covered face on the pillow, and kissed Brett on the forehead.

She stood, clenched her Kegels harder than she ever had, bringing to bear all her training, she had to bring her gift to Roy. As Brett, exhausted turned his head, she was quickly getting dressed, putting her panties back on without even cleaning, pulling a dirtied gray sundress over her head and grabbing her bag and phone barefoot. She spoke rapidly.

"I have to get some fresh air ok? I need to. I'm really confused. It was really good, I just need to breathe I'm sorry it's so cold in here and I'm so hot right now and..."

Brett nodded slowly, he figured she needed the space, it was intense and sudden and although her behavior unexpected, he loved her, respected her. He spoke softly.

"Ok. It's fine. I'll see you soon ok? Keep in touch. I'll always be here."

"Love you."

"Love you too babe."

Brett remained still, chest slowing, he rolled over and his eyes closed, all he felt was her.

Alicia briskly walked through the halls, to the VIP floor, towards Roy's room. She was still sweating, her face flush, Brett's cum still deep inside her. She was going to do this, no going back. She needed this. She wanted this, more than ever. She knocked on the door.

The heavy door opened slowly, Roy stood there half in the dark, a hulking form rich with rage, the private balcony door open on in the luxury suite behind him. The scent of sea spray filled the room, a mixture of cigars coating the natural world with the artificial.

She stepped through, not a word uttered. Her eyes spoke every intention, every bit of her victory and her intent. Roy remained silent as well. He had been anticipating this moment, waiting to savor it, no matter his loss. He would take Alicia, and Brett never even know, she was his, for a sum and a price he was willing to pay. Money spoke louder than any loyalties, he would enjoy his prey after hunting for so long.

She took her wedding ring off, setting it  down, as if it would absolve her from what would transpire. It couldn't. If anything it was a permanent reminder now of a broken vow clad in gold and nestled with a shining diamond, buttressed by emeralds, her birthstone. Brett had worked so hard to get the ring for her, against her wishes, insisting he had to "make it proper" even when Noah was on the way. She placed it in a small dish that had another diamond ring in it, heavy, triangular stones circled in a gold clasp, a championship college football ring. It was undoubtedly Roy's, gaudy, old, yet celebrated, an esteem prescribed to the ring that remained from a glorious faded youth, just like him.

When he turned off the room lights, all that remained was a small desk lamp and pathway lights. He was fully naked, rotund stomach moved out of the way by his forearm. He didn't waste time. He already had what he wanted in front of him. She felt her nerves fray and charge, a shock that pulsed through her head and heart and settled in her stomach. She could leave. There was no reason to stay. None. Brett was waiting back in their room, sleeping, his arm ready for her, his familiar scent and warmth. His strong arms, and sparkling eyes, his cum already inside her swollen cunt. Yet she remained, affixed in place by chains of guilt, the allure, prospect and prestige of acquiring such a large sum of money for owning someone else even at the cost of her soul.

He didn't waste time. He stepped forward, cock flaccid, locking the door behind her. Stepping back she saw his hanging weight, it was thick, weathered, stout and exceedingly far, far above average. As he grasped his heavy shaft he started to slowly work a grip around it. He looked at her barely, concealing his rage from losing, remaining silent as he stroked it, deep spiraled movements with a clenched fist, adding his other hand as it grew and he coaxed it into muscular trunk, yielding a steep curve and thick ridge, protruding veins heavy corded over a mottled shaft. She had never seen a cock that big in person, never. Even in the low light, it was a virile column, producing below it a wide shadow of his flared and swollen cockhead. His arrogance, combined with his bank account, made a lot more sense to her now. The size didn't matter to her, she found it intriguing, intimidating, but she wanted him to taste her, to taste Brett, she stepped forward, discarding her sundress and panties. She beckoned to him with her finger.

Roy shoved her hard against the wall, first he'd take care of her, after he would have everything he wanted. he wouldn't leave a single hole unused. He knelt as threw her leg over his shoulder, surprised at how dense and muscular her thigh was, he leaned his face into her already soaked cunt, not knowing that as he began licking and swirling his tongue deep inside her, he was eating Brett's pooled essence, salty and metallic taste unfamiliar to him, his wide tongue lapping in ignorance.

Roy's beard scratched against her thighs as his mouth puckered and sucked at her clit, he was precise. She could feel her core grow warmer, bore her eyes steady on the ceiling. The rows or patterns and baseboards above, sequences of minor details, a crack, a blemish, could be all she remembered from this night and the feeling of release. As her eyes closed, the room spun, she curled her toes and grabbed his head, pressing it deep against her sex, quieting a laugh as she realized how much she could control him, or thought she could, she let out a long moan, sure to be heard outside the door, slamming her head back in savage satisfaction, yelping. Roy's tongue pressed and folded against her clit, deep pressure, angling his face just enough, his fingers slid inside her, spun, hithering against her canal simultaneously with his whipping tongue, lighting her up like a match against tinder. She burned and gasped. Her orgasm was brutal, unyielding, making her back rigid, her calf tense around his hefty neck, her palms planted against the wall, she wanted him to worship her. He didn't, and never would, he offered himself to no one. He stood, content with her joy, and grabbed her by the throat, throwing her to her knees.

He held his threatening roped trunk against her face, she gawked at it as he slapped the side of her face, with it, a puckered clap against her cheek. She fought back, slapping his cock back, till his large hand grabbed her thin throat and bent her head over the desk nearby, he fed his bulging purple head past her lips. Her eyes widened in fear and excitement, her tongue pressed against his shaft, as she squirmed, her throat soon bulging grotesquely from the outside as she felt his massive stomach fold against her face. She raised her palms and pressed back against him, it meant nothing.

He suffocated her, neck bent against the desk, her throat closed, full, he slapped her again with his large hand, across the side of her face, a dead thud, red fingerprints. Her breathing slowed, she was stronger, she knew she, she grasped at breath through her nostrils, face reddened, eyes drained of tears, her struggle made Roy even angrier. She clenched her jaw, hard enough for him to slap the back of her head, he expressed all his rage by grasping under her narrow jaw, his other hand on the back of her head, grabbing a fist full of black hair, slamming his entire length down her throat. The only sound was the wind, and her throat full, gagging as she thrashed and clawed at his thighs.

Roy held her there, admiring her as she shivered and shook, it was the first time he felt anything resembling concern for her, wondering if she would pass out. Unable to take it anymore, she bit down, hard enough to draw blood, the scent of rust flooding her palette, scraping her teeth against his foreskin, like a wild animal, Roy enjoyed it. He grabbed the back of her head again, after a hard slap, raised her from her feet, breathless and worn and threw her onto the bed, she landed on her back. Roy's pipe protruded under his stomach as he stepped forward, he licked his chapped lips and lifted her legs, one over another across his shoulder, as he stood he licked the side of her feet, and sucked on her toes savoring, he saw her delicate pedicure and wanted a ballerina's feet on his cock. He licked her other sole and slid her legs down and forced her feet around his shaft, putting both of her small feet around them.

She knew what to do, it was instinct. She pulled her legs back and gripped his girth hard with her toes, guiding it with her soles, curving them around the top and sides of his shaft, even spreading her toes to service the protruding ridge underneath his cockhead, clasping, struggling to spread her toes wide enough, unable to even get halfway. He grimaced, smirked. He leaned forward, fists plunged into the bed, as if to speak, instead he spit in her face.

She immediately slapped him back, firm, her long nails grazing beneath his eyes as to slice his vision. He leaned as she grasped his cheeks and spit in his face. He reached for her tits, tore at her brown nipples and collapsed on her purposefully, her legs spread, elegant, shaped, his true bounty as his foul weight smothered her.

She couldn't prepare, only anticipate, her thighs stretched, she tilted her pelvis, tightened her core for what was coming. She felt her glistening lips spread, inner walls expand in pain, discomfort, anterior struggling, g-spot sparked, a feeling she had never knew, Roy's cock scraping against zones inside her that were uncharted, now claimed by him. A deep breath, ceaseless burning, she clutched at his hairy shoulders for support, She spread her legs wider, thighs knotted and shivering with extension, forcing her pelvic floor into relaxation as her ballet training arched her back instinctively, she felt every challenging inch of him disappearing slowly among her wetness, she wondered when it would end, unable to count the inches, focusing so much against his cock, she ached, grit her teeth, and finally felt his hilt.

That's when she felt it.

To her astonishment, and horror, she felt the sensation of a bulge stretch across her abdominal wall as she looked down below Roy's mass, an imprint formed ever so lightly across her lower abs from his conclusion, her thin frame tilted up like her exertion during ballet she could feel her abdominal wall press from the pressure inside her canal, her cervix scraping against his cockhead in pain unable to go back any further, her trained yoga pushing back, with nerves her hand rubbed against the thinnest distention, awe and pain took her.

He began pounding mercilessly, he could feel her lungs tighten with each rapid thrust, he didn't care, as the bed shook, snarling as he moved his hand up, grabbing her black hair at it's roots, pulling her head violently to the side, and spitting in her eye. He turned her head back, and forced her to stare at his weathered, sun beaten old face, bulbous nose, his face a gruesome expression, her delicate body bowed, he let go of her hair and slapped her hard, before his thick fingers closed on her throat, lifting himself up, letting her take in barely any breath as her face reddened. He sheathed himself fully in her, studying her face as she drooled and eyes watered, bubbles of spit spilling down his hand as it clasped tighter. She was pinned, spread, dominated. He felt her waist shift as she tried to turn, but legs were too far spread, she grasped at his wrist, begging for mercy, which he would never offer. He paused, enjoying studying her eyes roll back, her arousal evident as her she grew closer to pleasure, pain her escort her senses heightened. He let go, ripped himself out, and stood off the bed.

She coughed and gasped, color returning to her face, as she pulled her legs back in, the sound of her emptied and gaped cunt low and wet, drawn. She rolled to her side. Roy wouldn't wait, he rolled her onto all fours, she stared out at the balcony from the bed, seeing the peace of the night sky. She felt her ass pulled up, her gaped cunt spread, and Roy's intense thrust create a loud pop as she felt her pussy squelch, the vacuum he made, filled again.

She heard Roy's heavy, shallow, wheezing He groaned, his calloused thick fingers gripped her hips hungrily, drawing her sex towards with hunger, more anger for losing than lust. He was punishing her. His hips began to piston, a wet slapping sound filled the room traveling out onto the balcony. To her own astonishment, she moaned. Roy didn't offer any words, or commands, he was focused, his large gut sliding against the small of her back with each deep thrust. He was a conqueror, taking someone and something that didn't belong to him.

As he built his own pleasure with each deep thrust, he fondly recalled shaking hands with Brett. He didn't have any animosity towards Brett. The poor bastard was just unlucky in Roy's mind. Roy thought that Brett should have done a better job protecting her, she was a prize for men like him. And there were far more men like Roy than Brett would ever know. He enjoyed Alicia's hesitance, her defiance, savoring her now broken form as he gripped her stomach tightly from behind, wide hands clasped around her entirety, cinching and breathing her in, she smelled dirty, a musk, of sex and sweat, contempt. He licked the side of her neck, himself reeking as she grimaced, but than licked her lips, the fullness unbearable, her core tightening, Roy leaned back, stood on the bed above her and took her like a dog, like how he took Tania.

Roy licked his lips, hoping that somehow Brett would know in his heart what happened this night, even if he never found out the truth. It was nature, the law of dominance intervening in the paltry contract and security of marriage, a sham of an institution if there ever was one, thinking of his four ex-wives laughing inside for another lie that Alicia bought, as if he had never been married. Roy felt commanding as he thrust, the memory of Brett's warm smile and firm handshake of the younger man a catalyst for his own pleasure.

Roy was silent, only his hips spoke, his grotesque thickness plummeted past her swollen lips, over and over, spreading her wider with each thrust, a rhythm of experience and size beset his every move. This was easy for him, and all too pleasurable for her. His balls slapped hard against his own jiggling thighs, as he increased his speed, a rapid pace, her head driven into the bed as she moaned loudly, and screamed, her body breaking in orgasmic euphoria.



"OH GOD FUCK ME!"

He winced, through gritted teeth, he relinquished his lust, a purchase of his hunt, paid and delivered. He planted himself deep, with one last thrust, and came. Alicia felt the familiar feeling of being filled, owned completely dominated in a way she never had. His abundant load was torrential, a viscous blast of potent thin rivers, she felt even heavier ropes of his viscous load kiss, and clump against her cervix, forced in deep with each thrust. He slowed, his hands trembling slightly as his grip loosened. He grabbed his hilt and pulled out, angling it against her cheek, admiring his work as he saw her cunt gaped into a swollen, reddened chasm, labia stretched, the remnants of his brutality were full, streaks of dense cum that dredged down her thighs. It might have been his biggest load yet, he was impressed by himself.

He leaned forward and tapped his fat cockhead on her shapely rear, splattering a thick rivulet of heavy cum across her red cheeks as he dragged it down, and thrust back in, not wanting to waste a single drop of his seed, he slid in with a lazy thrust, a prominent showing of his claim. He rocked her hips against his as he slowly pushing his load back in, keeping it pressed deep inside her, holding her hips flush against his overflow that remained a testament to his power. Finally he pulled out, her lips slid along his shaft as they parted, a long wide crescent strand of cum hung off her cunt, which swung low off his cockhead, and loosened against the comforter below with a plop that soon formed into a wet stain.

He laid back, falling on the pillow behind him, a dry smile across his face. He grabbed his pack of cigars and offered one to her in silence. She looked at him through a post orgasmic haze, still on all fours, breathing rapid, her skin on fire, her refusal of the cigar being silence. She knew this feeling. She could feel her body crave, like she did with Brett, the need to ingest, to become, to form union with their seed, she grimaced and felt weak, she turned and spread her cunt, it was leaking still, some of her sex covered in a webbed glaze, like graphs of her cunt's vulnerability, digesting, needing, wanting both Brett and Roy, wanting to gamble.

She stared at the wall, her heart broke.

It was a moment of brutal clarity. Twenty one years thrown away in the course of twenty five minutes. There was an abject horror that cleared her mind, pushed and folded through her tears, the taste of salt clearing her parted lips as she was left in recollection of times past, the memories that lived and thrived and those that decayed in disappointment and were abstained from connection. Her claimed still fertile cunt let loose a series of sounds, wet and deep, soft and loose as she turned to her side, her thighs slick with spit and  his seed as she grabbed at a hand towel nearby to clean herself off. She slid her long acrylic nails inside and scooped the remnants of Roy out onto the towel along with her own nectar, leaving a creamy sheen on her tan nails. Fascination and fear paled her, her breath was increasingly shallow. Not a word had been spoken of this. No plan or placement, boundaries, or permissions. Roy did what he wanted, and worse she let him, she didn't protest. She let the thick strand run down her nail onto the towel, observing it, studying the yellowness, and volume. She tasted it, absentmindedly, it was positively revolting, sour even.

Roy stepped back and shrugged, sure she was entering another weird episode. He didn't care. He got what he wanted. He wrapped a crisp white towel across his waist he stepped out onto his balcony, lit his cigar and began smoking. Unassuming and stoic, he reflected. He might think about Alicia when the cruise ended, or when he would speak to his son Troy about his latest fuck, logging another entry into their challenge log of who could bed the youngest woman for the least amount of money, this encounter a blemish for him which would make for a spirited and humorous discussion with Troy. He thought, maybe he would tell his neighbor if they had enough to drink. There was a BBQ coming up, he couldn't remember when. It was on the calendar at his townhouse. His neighbor's young second wife Savannah was going to be there, she loved her garden it was all she ever talked about, he grinned wondering if he could plant his seed in her garden, for a much smaller price, if anything at all, to ease the ache of his wallet.

To Roy's own dismay he was dissatisfied immensely, Alicia was beautiful, the hunt was enjoyable, but she was a boring lay. He had fucked women that were twice as exciting, sometimes older and for infinitely less, If anything he overpaid severely. Alicia had barely any initiative, her fighting was good, but she wasn't talented, she was too frail, too boring, not nearly as flexible as he thought she would be, nor as strong, the next cunt he would find would have bigger tits for sure, younger, like Savannah. However, she was tight, he did enjoy that, she wouldn't be again, maybe Brett would notice the next time she gave him a pity fuck. But Roy fancied himself a merciful man, and was willing to uphold his price, he did lose the gamble after all. For the briefest moment, he wondered if her poor performance was because of his anger at her. He dismissed it. It wasn't all bad, he had his biggest load in years, he wished he would have taken a photo. He thought it was amusing, how moments like this, after dumping his cum in a married woman, he could only think of what he would eat tomorrow morning.

In a grave form, Alicia wrapped one of the soft white blankets around herself and joined Roy on the balcony. The sky was blotted out, not a single star or planet was there to foster some notion of romance or kindness. Just dullness. The parting of deep blue water, white foam, and a lapping of an ocean's benevolence against the hull was all she heard. She stared at the water, the spiraling horizon clearing as a blurred field of choked satellites and clouds that passed with the parting wake the giant ship. She opened her mouth, yet no words or even sound escaped, just a mimicry of a feeling she had that could not be made whole.

She looked at his hollowed eyes, the scent of tobacco burning, a glowing orange ring framing his disgusting features, his parted mouth flooding forth a dark smoke that filled the balcony and drifted down the hull, passing into nothing. She observed him once more, knelt in front of him, her slender short fingers ran up his hairy legs under the towel which had grown damp. As she grabbed his now half flaccid member,  a pale pearl of cum leaked out the tip onto the chair below him. She labored to nurse him back to half fullness, her thin lips pursed and opened as she took him in, her short tongue swirling around the tip and slipping over his foreskin, with soft flicks.

He was cold, distant, a need he had was met, and like so many other pursuits, she was now boring to him. Yet still, he allowed her to proceed, he did find her beautiful, he ran his thick fingers through her hair and forced her head down further as he smoked his cigar. She grabbed his balls and cupped them, they felt heavy, potent and robust. She rubbed her thumb across across his shaft, long nails tapping it. Her efforts felt as blind as her defiant lust, unknowable, driven by a primitive base that only seemed to worsen with every growing second, maybe a need to justify the small fortune he just spent, maybe the allure of the power she had, power she was convinced she now knew, money she could indulge on her family, herself. In her mind, this was a transaction, she was earning her pay. As she sobbed and pulled her head back, she crying uncontrollably.

He looked down at her, with a dismissive glance, her large almond eyes locked with his, reverence affixed to her face, her clean olive skin still wearing his sweat and scent. He could easily fuck her again. He didn't want to. He was bored and pissed off. And tired of her, especially tired of her whining, her crying, especially now, his cock immediately flaccid from her outburst, as he watched her prone on the ground, snotty face, tears coating her entire cheeks, sucking in air through her mouth as she gasped and sobbed again.

Roy spoke purging her crying around them, his voice rough, choked with a dryness that was lost in the sounds of chop and engines drawing long hums. "Time for you to go." She looked up at him, still sobbing, eyes narrowed, grimacing. Roy spoke again.

"I said, time to go. Didn't you hear me? Look at your app, cyrpto has been sent. Who knows, maybe you're make some more friggin' money if you sell at the right time. There's a cash tip in the drawer, a little somethin' extra for the creampie."

She felt the ship slip and shudder back and forth, the waves pressing against the hull, rocking. She looked forwards, through him, her sight lost in the dark, unable to adjust. She stood and tightened the white towel around her frame. She stepped back inside the room, and saw her clothes. She first put her wedding ring back on, and dressed. She looked back at him again, and he waved her off, whistling an old song she didn't recognize, his feet kicked up on the railing. She grabbed the roll of cash from the drawer. She counted it out. 5K. She put it away within her Saint Laurent bag. For all her esteem, her dignity, her worth, she was a whore. Proven, paid, and discarded as such.

As she walked through the decks, an emptiness followed her that hollowed her out. There was no eyes to watch her, no hands to touch her, no voices of lovers or friends, a solipsistic long walk below shaded lights, past art deco reliefs. She put her keycard in their door, slunk into the bathroom and warmed her hands in the sink with water. She wiped away the still present remnants of Roy. She placed the roll of money deep in her luggage, careful to hide it in bundles of dirty clothes, she changed to her pajamas and slept beside Brett, first at the far side of the bed the distance between them a muted expression of what they had become and would remain even in denial. The guilt lanced at her very soul, and as the darkness of the room came to the stillness, she sobbed in silence, but she crept inch by inch, crossing that distance, bridging it with tears, to wrap her thin arms around Brett, breathing him deep, the ocean rocking her into a restless night.

The sun was blinding. Breakfast a dull buffet, of wet scrambled eggs, burnt toast, coffee that was pitilessly black in a plain cup. When Brett left to use the restroom in the buffet hall, he smiled at Alicia, warmly, an expression of their bond from the night before that he hoped strengthened them. Alicia offered a slight smile, only reminding her of her own weakness, by her own affair that she now barely even felt alive. She checked her phone. There was a single message from Roy no punctuation, crude and effortless:

"was fun, secret safe with me, sent u my son Troy's info, free to call him in NYC, he would love 2 show u around, fuck a whore like u, he wont pay as much tho...unless u show him more than u showed me, bye, tell the hubby hello for me hehe."

That was it. She closed her messenger, deleted Roy's contact information, her messages and purged the cloud that could have stored any evidence and sighed quietly into her long sweater. As she looked out towards the water, the shore of the bay lingered in sight, the growing skyline of Tampa emerging as if a mirage. She sat at the table, fork along her plate, glass of coffee now cold, isolated among the throngs of passengers in her own concentrated thoughts. She rubbed her thigh, feeling a series of bruises towards her hips, she hurt even to bend over this morning, pissing hurt, her pussy strained, torn, and bloodied. Her neck and shoulders ached, her abdominal wall forced her posture into a rigid line, it hurt to swallow, a reminder of her disloyalty, her shameful pleasure.

She spun the frayed fabric of her high waisted denim shorts around her finger, pulling at the strands in a trance. She thought of her career, her life, what she had, her son Noah, and the love she still felt for Brett, it was a betrayal that went too far, she didn't want the remnants of both men to compete for her still fertile womb. It was already too much, she grabbed her stomach and felt her eyes well up. The ship came to port, they left together, Brett's hand entwined around hers.

***

Alicia had already planned a burial in her mind of the experience with Roy, a way to sequester it to the past. A complete forfeiture of what happened, sewn together with her silence. On the way back from the port she stopped with Brett for a snack at a gas station. He politely waited in the car, she calmly walked into the station and immediately bought Plan B and went to the bathroom. She opened the package, and stared at the pill. She drank it down quickly with sink water. And with that spent lonely package in the dirty bathroom would remain the evidence of her tryst that was forged in regret, a break with reality, and an unhealthy, long desire for the horrible necessity of money and power.

The next week, after work, she deposited the money into a new account, cashed out her crypto payment, and was 55K richer. It was hers, and only hers. The numbers did little to assuage the guilt, it was a job, and she was compensated, and like all her other jobs, it was cold, and left her empty, no matter the quaking pleasure her body felt.. She as always performed well, thinking she exceeded Roy's expectations; she could never know just how disappointed he was. Even if she knew, she wouldn't even care.

She planned to never log this in a journal, write it in some anonymous forum, nor let any hint of it slip past her lips, no matter how many cocktails or desire could fill her need to speak of it, to let her guilt free. Any potential for the experience to be spake or illustrated she planned to die with her.

A week later, Brett sent Alicia a link to an article via text. It read:

"Remember Roy that weird old dude? You're never gonna believe this."

She was petrified to open it, thinking she had been exposed. Instead, it was from a local affiliate, the article headline read: "Well-Respected Businessman Attacked While Abroad". She read the rest:

"Local and beloved businessmen Roy Marino was the unfortunate victim of an attack while on a trip to Mexico. Authorities stated that Roy sustained multiple injuries, including the use of his left arm. As the community that he is beloved in comes together to support his recovery, we spoke with his oldest son Troy. "My father is a true fighter. A good man. He's been an inspiration to us all." Roy's local business partner has stated that Roy intends to do more "philanthropic" work, using his vast wealth and assets for vulnerable communities in select countries, stating that "I will make sure these communities are safer, so this doesn't happen again, I've spoke with some authorities and we're already coming up with plans. I may be hurt, but these countries are hurting more."

She went to the bathroom and threw up in disgust.

Over the next months, Brett never suspected anything of Alicia. He had some reluctance, some sense of something she hid, but couldn't disclose. He knew her, every inch of her, her smile and warmth, her laughter, which he wanted to hear everyday, betrayal wasn't in her character. Since the cruise, they were intimate more, he never understood her nightmares though, they seemed to happen nightly, he would hold her till she fell back asleep. He wondered however, about the bag. It looked so real. It was a great fake. She never lied either, she wasn't capable of it. The idea of some suitor, let alone Roy enticing her with such a gift was ridiculous. He always dismissed the notion as soon as it entered his thoughts. Alicia would insist when he confessed his doubts to her that he was "all she ever wanted", as she always said, and always would.
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