
        
            
                
            
        

    

 




 


[image: ]




 


 


 


Dominique’s Hotwife Cruise

[image: ]

Written by Thomas Roberts

 


Artwork by Moira Nelligar

 


Edited by Carson McCullen

 


Copyright Thomas Roberts
2020

 


This book is
intended for ADULTS
ONLY all characters are over 18 years of age.

 


This is an erotic work of fiction. Any
resemblance to persons living or dead is accidental and damned
amazing.

 


There is sex, lots of it. There is wife cheating and all kinds of goings-on. If that
offends you, please don’t read this book. But if you’re looking for
a fun, dirty read, this is it. If you are offended by violence,
particularly violence against women, consider yourself warned.

 





Prologue

 


The world’s cruise ships weren’t sailing.
Some sat at anchor while hired crews, in hazmat suits, scrubbed
every inch. Some owners had given up — their property abandoned for
now. Maybe better days would come, or maybe they wouldn’t.

The Carbone wasn’t a cruise ship. It
was a superyacht capable of sleeping forty guests and a crew of
thirty. The elegantly appointed Carbone wasn’t anywhere near
the size of the vacation companies' enormous floating cities. But,
it was perfect for an invitation-only cruise with the suggestive
name of “No Holes Barred – Hotwife’s Only.”




Chapter 1 - Dominique and Steve

 


Dominique hadn’t actually lied to her
husband-to-be. He’d assumed she was a virgin, and she’d let him.
Dominique went to church twice a week, preyed often, dressed
conservatively, and generally acted as though she’d never been with
a man. It seemed as though she were wearing man-repellent.

Besides, why would it matter to a man if a
woman was a virgin? It was hard to believe that Steve, being a
Marine, hadn’t been with a woman. But, Dominique had been with
another man, and her body ached to be with him again.

Dominique knew she was beautiful. But not in
a conceited way. She loved her body, and she knew the pleasure it
could give her if she let it.

Even standing in the small, poorly lit church
basement, Dominique looked radiant in her borrowed white wedding
dress. She’d been looking forward to this day ever since she’d
finally given in to Steve’s kisses. Dominique had wanted to be pure
for him in body and soul, but purity had come at a price paid in
frustration and increasing need.

The day had seemed like a freeway mirage,
making her wedding appear further off with every day that passed,
and then, just as suddenly, it was here.

Dominique had dreamed of the magical moment
when she’d kiss the man she would marry. But the reality, the
overwhelming realness of the kiss, had surprised her. The
touch of Steve’s lips on hers had sent a spark through her body as
if she’d touched a downed wire. She’d jerked away and looked at him
in surprise.

“What?” Steve had asked. “Did I do something
wrong?” He knew damn well he hadn’t. Dominique wasn’t the first
girl he’d ever kissed.

“No, I don’t think you did anything wrong at
all,” Dominique was having a hard time catching her breath. “I’m
just not sure …maybe we shouldn’t.”

Having soothed her conscience, she’d leaned
back in, her head cocked to the left, and her lips slightly parted.
Steve had taken the hint, and he’d kissed her again. Softly at
first with their lips barely touching, then harder, and finally
demanding. Dominique had groaned. Something was happening to her —
she felt pressure in her lower body and tingling between her
thighs. Dominique squeezed her legs together to make the feeling
stop, but the pressure only made matters worse.

That’s all the couple had done on that night
and for months following. Dominique had grown to need the sudden
rush of warm excitement and the wetness it created. She yearned for
the delightful spasms that traveled through her when Steve’s lips
touched hers. The first time their tongues had touched, Dominique
had nearly crawled onto his lap in her excitement. She’d felt his
desire for her hard against her butt, and Dominique had thrills
deep inside.

Dominique’s sleep had been troubled after
each date with Steve. She’d had crazy erotic dreams. Dreams of
Steve putting his hardness inside her, and the crazy part had been
that it hadn’t always been Steve. Sometimes it had been a large
dark man, and try as she might, she couldn’t see his face as he lay
on top of her, his penis taking her innocence. In the morning,
she’d awakened to find herself lying on wet sheets.

Dominique hadn't been truthful, with herself
or with Steve. She’d never explained why she’d dropped out of
college. She didn’t need to see the face of the man in her dreams
to know who it was because the face belonged to the man who’d taken
her virginity.

Movie star gorgeous with a shy smile, even
her modest dress couldn’t conceal her shape or her large breasts.
Dominique had been a magnet to men. Without being aware, she’d put
out the hormonal scent of a woman in heat, and the men wanted to
get in her pants. But Dominique had been the girl who went to
church in the campus chapel every Sunday. She’d smiled shyly,
promising something in the future, maybe, as she turned down every
man who asked her out.

It was a fraternity party off campus that
ended Dominique’s college career. The guys had worked hard to get
her there, even enlisting girlfriends to help make sure the new
girl attended.

“I’m sorry, I don’t drink or smoke,”
Dominique had told Alan, the fraternity president. She had been
feeling lonely, missing her friends, and everyone was having such a
good time. Dominique wanted to fit in, and Alan was so cute.

“Then let me get you some punch.” The punch
was heavily spiked while tasting like innocent fruit juices. The
hot, crowded house and the humid night resulted in Dominique
drinking a lot of punch.

As she danced and talked to Alan, she
couldn’t ignore the strange, sweet-smelling smoke hanging in the
air. As the sun set and the house darkened, she found herself alone
in a room with him.

She felt happy and loose. She was the girl
talking to the fraternity president and varsity football player. He
was interested in her. She knew her friends back home would never
believe it. Dominique felt her body reacting when he kissed
her.

She had no idea what was happening to her.
Dominique had never been with any man before, much less a black
man. There weren’t any blacks in her little town, and if there had
been, her mother wouldn’t have approved of them.

Dominique loved Alan’s deep kisses in a way
she couldn’t have prepared for, she wanted more of them, and she
didn’t object when Alan opened her blouse and eased his hand under
her bra to caress her breasts. She’d never allowed a guy to touch
her most private areas, and now she couldn’t remember why. It felt
good when he stroked her nipples. Her breath caught, and she
frantically kissed him. Even drunk, she knew Alan was a catch; all
the girls said so, and anyway, she just didn’t have the will to
resist him.

It was easy being alone with him; together
they generated incredible energy, letting loose a force that had
been pent up inside Dominique for so long it threatened to explode.
She knew her pussy was dripping wet, although she didn’t know how
she knew. Her body felt indescribably hot, and she desperately
wanted more of him.

Dominique felt accepted and turned on by his
attention. She loved the feelings Alan awoke inside her, and she
loved the way he kissed and sucked her nipples.

Her world was spinning, yet she felt relaxed
and safe when Alan helped her remove her panties. Dominique decided
she wanted nothing so much as for Alan to be the first man to make
love to her.

He was a large man, and with Dominique
exposed, he stopped being gentle. He spread Dominique’s legs apart
and stuffed his immense cock inside her. Dominique’s copious
lubrication and excitement made it possible for her to accommodate
his girth and length. Even as large as he was.

Dominique’s virginity was now a thing of the
past. She was being fucked aggressively by a strong young man with
an immense cock, and Dominique found that she loved it. He was
touching something deep inside her and filling a space she hadn’t
known was empty. She fucked back at him and groaned. Her scream,
when she orgasmed, was heard over the noise of the party. When his
cock jerked inside her and he came, she felt powerful.

The next week, without a word from Alan, a
guilt-ridden Dominique left school and returned home with her
secret. Still a virgin to the world that knew her, she kept inside
herself the memory of the best night of her life.

“You mustn’t expect too much,” her mother was
saying, jerking Dominique back to the reality of the church
basement. “You know, dear, tonight when you’re in bed with
Steve.”

“I don’t understand,” Dominique had answered.
She’d been daydreaming of Alan, who had somehow become mixed in
with her wedding night. She knew there’d be more than kissing, and
maybe Steve would be larger than Dominique thought he probably was.
Her mother had been like this since Dominique was little and her
father had disappeared. Her mother had discovered religion and had
latched onto the idea that since sex was all men cared about, only
whores enjoyed it, too.

Sex confused Dominique. She’d enjoyed it, and
she’d wanted to see him, but Alan had avoided her after the party,
and they’d never spoken again. It had hurt. She’d cried for days
before dropping out of school and going home. Not wanting to tell
anyone about him, she’d told people Steve was her first real
boyfriend. Now they were getting married, and she was a harlot with
a guilty secret.

Dominique wanted to erase the memory of Alan,
but she couldn’t. It had felt so good to release the energy trapped
inside herself, and she’d lied for so long. It was no wonder she
was confused.

On the morning of her wedding, Dominique woke
lying in a wet spot on the sheets again. The rapidly receding dream
had been about Alan this time.

Back in the church basement, Dominique’s
mother was saying, “He’ll want to put his …I call it his ‘bobby,’
inside you.” She was embarrassed to be talking about a man’s
penis.

“His ‘bobby?’” Dominique asked, although
she’d heard her mother use this term for a man’s penis before.
Usually said in a whisper.

“His penis,” she whispered, looking around to
make sure no one could overhear her.

“Oh.”

“Don’t be surprised if it hurts at first, but
you must let him do it,” her mother said sternly. “Try to think of
nice things, and it’ll soon pass. Now, this is very important, are
you listening?”

“Yes,” Dominique had heard it all before. Her
mother had warned her about becoming a whore. She wasn’t sure what
a whore did exactly, except enjoy sex.

“Put some of this on yourself when you get
into bed,” Dominique’s mother was trying to hide a small bottle of
lubrication in her hand. “It’ll help if you’re not wet enough down
there.”

“Whatever you do, pretend it was wonderful,”
Dominique’s aunt had joined them. “You must never refuse him, and
you must always tell him what a wonderful husband he is and how
good it felt. It’s just another thing women must endure. Also, try
squeezing your muscles, like you just pooped.”

Dominique held her gloved hand over her
mouth, her eyes wide, unable to believe what she was being told.
‘Squeeze her muscles like she’d just pooped?’ who were these people
that looked like her mother and her aunt?

“Seriously, do it,” her mother agreed. “It’ll
make you tighter inside, and he’ll finish quicker. Then soon you’ll
give me beautiful grandchildren.” Her mother smiled happily at the
thought.

That night Steve had indeed put his ‘bobby’
inside Dominique, and she hadn’t needed lubrication; she’d had
plenty of her own. There’d been no pain, perhaps because his cock
wasn’t very large compared to what she’d already experienced, and
she hadn’t needed to think of anything except fucking. Dominique
decided that she loved the word, and she’d begged Steve to fuck her
again, and when he said he couldn’t, she’d touched his cock and
kissed him eagerly. She decided she loved the word ‘cock,’ too.

In the morning, Steve’s cock was so red and
swollen he’d dipped it into a glass of ice water while Dominique
held him and smiled. “What was that thing you did? It felt like you
were gripping me when I was inside you.”

“Did you like it?” Dominique wanted him
inside her again. She wanted to take him in her hand. She wanted to
kiss his wonderful cock, and maybe this time he’d be able to make
her cum.

Dominique asked herself if wanting to have
sex with her husband so much could be a sin? She promptly dismissed
the idea. She didn’t think it could be a sin to want her husband to
make love to her and give her mother beautiful grandchildren.

“It was almost too much,” Steve was having a
hard time believing how lucky he was.

“Could we do it again?” Dominique said,
holding his cock and admiring it. “Would it be okay if I kissed
it?”

Steve thought it would be just fine.

“Would you like to kiss me …you know, down
there?” Dominique didn’t know how she could be so brave.

On one of Steve’s deployments he’d talked to
a prostitute. They were in Italy, or at least Steve thought that’s
where they were, but he wasn’t sure. Steve had a reputation in his
unit as a 
poindexter, a guy who
acted smart but was just socially awkward. Steve always stayed on
board; he didn’t go on liberty, and he never got his dick wet.
They’d all seen the pictures of Dominique and her letters, so they
were pretty sure he wasn’t gay. Just weird.

This time, he went with them because Steve
had some things he wanted to know, and he could think of no better
way to get answers. He even had a few drinks before he allowed the
others to drag him to a brothel.

Aurora was beautiful and reminded him a lot
of Dominique, or perhaps a young Sophia Loren. Like Sophia Loren,
Dominique had dark, shiny hair, regular features, and full, plump,
kissable lips more full on the bottom than on the top. She had a
direct wide-eyed gaze, large breasts, and a body that promised
everything. When he looked at Aurora, he thought of Dominique.

Steve couldn’t help himself. He fought the
urge to throw Aurora down and fuck her until …he didn’t know. Until
he came, maybe? He just knew he wanted her, and he’d paid for her,
but he couldn’t let himself go.

“I just want to talk,” he told her when they
were alone in her room.

“There is something wrong with you?”

“No. I have a girlfriend, and we’re going to
get married. I don’t want to cheat on her.”

Aurora's English was good, and now she was
looking at him, considering him. “Talk or fuck costs the same. What
do you want to talk about?”

“Sex, there are things I want to know,”
Steve began, then the blush started, and he became tongue-tied. “I
don’t have much experience, and I hope you’re the right person to
…you know, to ask.” He was embarrassed now; he’d just called the
woman a prostitute.

Aurora smiled, the American was cute, and he
was trying to hide a growing hard-on. “You can ask me anything, and
I’ll tell you the truth. But, let me guess, your first question
will be, why does Aurora do this?”

Steve’s blush deepened.

Aurora put her hand on his thigh. “I love to
fuck.” Steve looked at her in disbelieve. Women didn’t love to
fuck. Women just tolerated it when they weren’t doing it for other
reasons. Like to have a baby or to trap a man. “Bullshit,” he
said.

“You don’t think a woman can enjoy sex? Not
with every man, I’m not saying that, but when the time is right,
you don’t think a woman can enjoy fucking?”

“I’m not saying that, exactly. But everyone
knows women just tolerate our lusts …” Aurora started to laugh.

“Why is she laughing? Is she laughing at
your dick?” The voice came through the door, accompanied by male
laughter.

Aurora sat next to him and draped one long
naked leg across his lap exposing her engorged, red-rimmed pussy.
“I want you to touch my leg. Yes, right there. Just use your
fingertips and nails, lightly. It’s safe for you to touch me there.
That’s it.”

Steve ran his hands over Aurora’s soft,
smooth, white thigh just as she’d ordered. His cock filled the
tight space inside his left pant leg.

“It makes you hard, no?”

“Yes,” Steve was finding it difficult to
breathe.

“It makes me wet. Did you know that, too?”
Aurora said. “Sometimes I like a hard touch, but not today. Today I
want my big, strong Marine to touch me everywhere, just like
that.”

Aurora could feel the young man’s cock
throbbing against her leg. “I want you to touch me like that on my
back and my ass. Oh, my ass is very sensitive. Do you touch your
girlfriend’s ass?”

“Na ...na …or, I mean…no. I’ve never touched
her there,” Steve’s hand was still lightly caressing Aurora’s soft
thigh. He could see drops of clear liquid gathering at her hole
before running to her ass. He was so focused on the drops that his
hand was only inches from touching her pussy.

“You should touch her ass just like this and
her breasts,” Aurora said excitedly. “Would you touch my breasts
like this? Please, just your fingernails and the very tips of your
fingers. Please? you’d be doing it for me.”

Aurora had opened her negligee style top and
exposed her large breasts and pale nipples. She looked to be about
the same size as Dominique, and Steve was afraid he might cum in
his pants. It all felt so good.

Steve adjusted himself to run the tips of his
fingers and his nails lightly over Aurora’s right tit as she
sighed. “That feels so good, what you do. You’re very good at
this.”

Later, “Do you want to know what I really
like? What I like more than anything in the world?”

“What would that be?” Steve choked on the
words. Aurora’s full breasts were so soft and yet firm at the same
time. His cock had never felt so hard.

“I like cock,” Aurora said dreamily. “Hard
cocks. Best of all, I like big, hard cocks.”

Steve’s hand had faltered.

“Do you think they’ll have church services on
the cruise?” Dominique asked. She was sorting bathing suits, trying
to decide what to pack. One was a gift from her mother, a
conservative one-piece that did nothing for her perfect figure. She
thought it was dowdy, as were most of her clothes. The bathing suit
was also snug in the chest. Dominique’s breasts were too large for
it, or perhaps her mother wanted to flatten her.

The other suit was a modest two-piece
allowing a tantalizing glimpse of her flat stomach. But again, the
top was too tight, and it pinched her uncomfortably.

“What do you think, Steve?” Dominique was
trembling with excitement. They were finally going on a honeymoon,
after postponing it for two years. They wouldn’t have much spending
money, in fact, almost none. But Dominique was determined to have a
good time, alone with her husband.

She’d poured over the information available
on the web, but there was nothing for the cruise they’d be on. To
Dominique, an ‘adult’ cruise meant there wouldn’t be children.
Since the other passengers would all be adults, maybe there would
even be a few older couples enjoying an escape from daily life for
two weeks. No matter, there would be people to get to know, and
Dominique was excited.

Stops at Caribbean destinations made her
think of tropical settings from Hollywood movies. Dominique
pictured colorful friendly natives and busy markets where she might
find inexpensive gifts and keepsakes; it would be such fun.

That night they made love like they did every
Saturday and Wednesday. Dominique prepared herself in the bathroom,
and Steve made himself comfortable in bed, with the lights off.
These were the best days of the week for Dominique. She really
loved the word ‘fuck.’

Dominique left the bathroom light on when she
stepped out into the bedroom. With the door opened slightly, the
light would provide a faint glow. Steve had seen his beautiful,
modest wife in the brief flash of light. Her long dark hair hung to
her shoulders, and her cotton nightgown covered her body from neck
to ankles. In two years of marriage, Steve had only seen his wife
naked one time, and then by accident. It was a sight he’d never
forget. She’d been dazzling. Her large breasts sat high on her
chest, and her ass was firm and tight, his wife’s stomach was flat,
and high between her thighs was a wild patch of dark, curly pubic
hair.

It had excited her to be completely naked
with Alan, but Steve was different. He was her husband, for one
thing. If she showed herself off, he might think he’d married a
whore.

They fit well together as a couple. Dominique
was tall for a woman, and she held herself upright, but still, the
top of her head only came to her husband’s shoulder.

Dominique had only been eighteen, and Steve
had been a few years older when he’d enlisted right out of ROTC.
He’d decided to make the Marine Corp a career, and the couple had
finally married after Steve’s first two-year deployment when
Dominique was twenty-three. She had only a vague idea of her
husband's job in the Corp. He commanded some men, and he’d
committed himself.

Dominique slipped into bed, surprised that
her husband was already naked. Her breath caught, her pussy
fluttered, and she felt tight with excitement. He touched her, and
she felt his touch travel along her body and straight between her
legs. There was something about how her husband stroked her; it
relaxed and excited her at the same time. She desired him.

Dominique pressed her mouth to her husband’s.
She wanted him inside her. It wasn’t very modest of her, but he was
her husband, and the bliss she felt when he entered her washed away
any lingering shyness.

Her body tightened like a spring, and the
pressure built as he pounded inside. Steve had pushed her modest
nightgown above her breasts so he could lick and suck her
nipples.

When her husband burst inside her, Dominique
nearly blacked out. Her vagina spasmed, and the waves pounded her
young body. She loved the feel of Steve cumming inside her. Maybe
next time would be her turn.

They held each other and kissed before Steve
climbed out from between her legs. Dominique used tissues and
pulled her gown down to cover her body again, modestly.

“I need some new clothes,” Dominique said.
“Most of my things are too heavy for where we’re going, and neither
bathing suit fits properly.”

“How about if you pick up a few things here,
and then we’ll see what they have onboard or where we dock?”

Steve had stationed aboard Navy ships, where
clothing wasn’t an issue; this was his first time on a civilian
vessel. Dominique picked a light-colored, summer-weight dress with
buttons on the front for the Uber ride to the pier.

In the crew quarters, Bunny was going over a
copy of the manifest. Bunny, a steward, saw only a passenger named
Steve, with no indication of his job. His was just a name that ran
together with many other names, such as James.

But Bunny stopped when his finger, which had
been slowly working its way down the list of new passengers,
touched a familiar name: Hawk. Bunny stopped scrolling, the finger
with “K” tattooed on it, marking his spot. The other fingers on his
fat hand were tattooed with capital: F, U, and C. The name ‘Hawk’
set off warning bells.

Bunny scratched his chin with his left hand,
the fingers tattooed: Y, O, and U. A man named Hawk had been in the
news as part of the BaMa crime syndicate. But there was no way he
could be free and taking a cruise using his real name. It couldn’t
be the same guy.

Could it?




Chapter 2 - Arriving at the Port

 


The sun was barely up, and Bunny, along with
Winston were wrestling a heavy crate up the gangway. They’d taken a
break when a car arrived with an Uber sign taped to the inside of
the windshield. Balancing the full crate, they stopped to stare as
the exquisite looking brunette unfolded herself from the rear of
the small car. Her olive beauty, and her resemblance to a
half-remembered glamorous movie star, stopped them cold. As she
tried to slide out, the seat's fabric caught her skirt and pulled
it up, exposing long legs until the men caught a glimpse of her
panties.

“I’d fuck her,” Winston said, staring between
Dominique’s legs without blinking. Winston was tall and well built,
in addition to being strong, with long ropy muscles. “I’d fuck her
and ruin her little twat for that guy.”

“What do you guess?” Bunny said. “Six feet
tall?”

“Maybe taller,” Winston agreed. “What isn’t
leg — is boobs.”

Her husband, wearing a garishly colored
Hawaiian shirt, his hair in a buzz cut with white sidewalls, made
almost no impression.

“The guy’s probably her husband,” Bunny was
smart enough to know what he had in Winston. A man with a strong,
‘bad boy’ personality who thought he was too smart to need someone
else to do his thinking. Bunny wanted to keep him out of
trouble.

“I’ll make a deal with you.”

“What kind of a deal?” Winston's voice was
pitched so low Bunny could feel the vibrations in his chest.

“You can fuck her and ruin her. But, only
after we get what we came for.”

“You want me to be a good boy, don’t you,
Bunny?” Winston sounded menacing. He was pleased with the
result.

Not too stupid, after all, Bunny thought.
Even if Winston’s deep voice made everything sound like a threat.
“Yes, be a good boy, remember who’s boss, and you can fuck all the
bitches you want.”

“I want to bend her over with her face on her
wimpy husband’s shoulder and fuck her until her cunt’s useless to
anyone but me,” Winston was still watching Dominique.

“They’re staring at me,” Dominique said.
She’d faced away from the two crew members, not wanting them to see
the heat their stares generated in her.

“Ignore them,” Steve said, not caring if they
saw his lips move or not. “Guys like that talk about every woman
they see.”

“I’m sorry, honey. It just makes me
uncomfortable.” Dominique didn’t mention that the discomfort was
between her legs. Their stares made her feel tingly, like pinpricks
of heat on her skin. She felt as though the men were looking right
through her clothing and assessing her naked body.

The First Mate was well-tanned and looked
smart in a crisp white tropical uniform with short pants and long
white stockings. A look of confusion colored his face as he
examined their documents and consulted a computer screen. Dominique
watched him and pressed her legs together, pinching her pussy, and
sending a thrill through her body. Her imagination was beginning to
run wild.

Those men wanted her, and they wanted to do
unspeakable things to her. They were so big there would be nothing
she could do to stop them. She’d just have to let them ravish her.
Dominique stood up even straighter and pressed her thighs together
even harder.

The men were probably just dock rats. But the
First Mate wasn’t, and it felt like he was looking right through
her clothing and lusting after her, too.

The Carbone was technically a
superyacht — basically, it was a small cruise ship perfect for an
anything goes event. Her silhouette even looked like a miniature,
privately owned cruise ship. The passengers were all known to the
owner, and he’d invited them individually. Tickets were not
available for purchase.

Nguyen Lee, the vessel owner, sat on several
boards, including a small nonprofit organization that held an
annual golf tournament. Raffle prizes had been solicited from the
board members, and Mr. Lee’s temporary assistant had fulfilled the
routine request. Not knowing the nature of the cruise, she’d made a
mistake.

Steve was a terrible golfer, he hadn’t wanted
to use one of his few days at home to play best ball golf for
charity, and then his friends had made him feel guilty for not
buying a raffle ticket. So, that’s what he bought — one ticket.

His one ticket had won the golf tournament
raffle. Steve had won a two-week Caribbean cruise for two.
Dominique had been so excited and proud of her husband she’d gone
down on him to celebrate. Maybe it was her full lips and dancing
tongue, or perhaps it was just her happiness, but his wife had
swallowed for the first time in their marriage. Steve felt as
though he’d won twice.

There was no brochure, and nobody had thought
to check with Mr. Lee over such a trivial matter. The temporary
assistant booked the new couple on the cruise and was gone the next
week. The chief stewardess slash Purser didn’t recognize Steve and
Dominique as invited guests and did not book a stateroom for them.
That’s where things stood when Steve and Dominique arrived at the
yacht, excited and with their luggage in tow.

The handsome mate and Buffy, the blonde
Cruise Director, welcomed the couple aboard and indicated that they
should make themselves comfortable until a stateroom could be
assigned. Buffy had been wearing a men’s-style shirt that was so
sheer Steve could see her pale nipples.

The mate suggested the couple should wait in
the cozy lounge, and they both watched Dominique’s ass sway as she
walked away. The mate and Buffy looked at each other as if sharing
a thought — this spectacular woman might not be on the guest list,
but nobody would object to her joining the party.

Before picking up the top sheaf of a stack of
ordinary stapled paper prepared for arriving guests, Dominique
reminded her husband of their agreement.

“It’s our honeymoon, and we’re going to enjoy
ourselves. Right, honey?” she said.

Steve looked uncomfortable. “You mean we’re
going to eat junk food, and drink alcohol, and not worry about your
mother’s approval.”

Dominique smiled and looked at the pages,
printed on both sides, probably on a typical office LaserJet. The
stapled pages had been left in a small pile on the counter behind
the stewardesses’ podium.

After reviewing all the things Dominique’s
mother would disapprove of, Steve sat uncomfortably. He distracted
himself by watching the young, skimpily dressed Buffy talk on the
telephone. She was speaking rapidly with whoever was on the other
end, occasionally sneaking glances at the couple sitting alone in
the lounge area.

“Steve, listen to this,” Dominique’s face was
white, and her voice quivered. “These are the rules. Are you
ready?” Her hands trembled, and she looked near tears as she
read:

Welcome, my friends, to the cruise of a lifetime
aboard my yacht, the Carbone. I wish to
get the necessary out of the way first, so there are only a few
simple rules we should observe all.

“Sounds like it was written in some other
language and then translated into English,” Steve said.

This very important. You are part of couple, or you
not here. Except single people I know and invite, just for fun.
This cruise we all have fun and explore hotwife (and maybe a little
swinging) lifestyle. You not here to fall in love, except with
spouse. So, no falling in love, no jealousy, no anger, no hurt
feelings. Just have fun.


	
There no nudity in dining room for sanitation
purpose.



	
Sex in public is not discouraged but use please
discretion.



	
Guests should dress while we in port to comply with
local laws. I can’t afford bail you all out of jail.



	
This should not need to be said, but remember,
please always, no means no!





Dominique dropped the papers, but not before
spotting the cruise motto printed on the last page:

No Hole Barred

“Steve, I think this is a sex cruise!”
Dominique was beginning to hyperventilate. Not just because she now
knew what “adult” meant, but also because of the sudden wave of
deprave excitement she felt.

At first, she’d thought her period might have
started early, judging by the flooding wetness between her legs.
But the timing was all wrong. She was ashamed to realize how turned
on she was by the forbidden nature of the things she’d read. After
all, she was a healthy young woman in the prime of life, and she
was sexually frustrated. They made love twice a week, as was her
duty. But all it did was satisfy Steve and leave her
frustrated.

The thought of thirty or forty people naked,
or at least clothing optional, and having random sex with each
other, regardless of who they were married to, was pressing some of
Dominique’s forbidden buttons.

Steve put a comforting arm around her, which
only made things worse. Dominique wanted her husband. She wanted to
strip off her clothes and make love to Steve right there in the
lounge. She was quivering with anticipation as she looked at him
with longing, imploring eyes.

This was all wrong. Dominique stood
straighter, trying to control herself. ‘I’m a Christian woman
and a wife. The idea of making love with another man is repulsive.
It’s wrong,’ she thought, then. ‘Why do I feel all tingly
down there?’

As Buffy approached, she carefully assessed
them. They were undoubtedly good looking enough for the cruise. The
men would love Dominique. If it came to that, she loved
Dominique, and Steve wasn’t bad at all. Buffy wondered what
he’d look like naked. The thought caused her erect nipples to poke
through her thin shirt.

The sun behind her made Buffy’s long, tan
legs clearly visible. It was almost as though she wasn’t wearing
the sheer white mid-calf length skirt. As she drew closer, Steve
could tell she wasn’t wearing panties, and she didn’t have pubic
hair. He felt his dick begin to thicken.

A large black gentleman, dressed in an
impressively starched white tropical uniform, and holding a hat
with a lot of gold trim, had joined her.

After introducing herself again as the Cruise
Director, Buffy said in a soft, soothing voice, “I’d like to
introduce you to the ship’s Captain.” She flashed the Captain a
bright smile that lingered just a beat too long.

“Thank you, Buffy,” he said and shook hands
with Steve and then with Dominique. He held Dominique’s hand just a
moment longer than was necessary. “I hope to be able to help.”
Steve was fascinated by the sight of his wife’s soft white hand
swallowed by the Captain’s large black one.

“Your reservation has been accounted for,” he
continued. “But, there was no cabin booked.” The Captain sat beside
Dominique and laid his gleaming white hat on the next chair.

Dominique’s body flushed — the black man
radiated command and primitive heat. He even smelled hot. She
couldn’t look at Steve, wondering what he thought of her. The back
of her dress, touching the plastic-covered chair, was smeared with
hot wetness. Without Dominique knowing, her dress was becoming
transparent.

“This resulted in a stateroom not being
reserved for you.” The Captain continued, looking honestly unhappy.
A mix-up like this was bad; Mr. Lee would be angry.

“We’re trying to find a solution, but short
of a last-minute cancellation, there is no room,” the Captain’s
voice transmitted the hurt he felt at the mix-up.

When he stood, Steve asked, “May I talk to
you for a minute, sir, just the two of us?” They moved off, leaving
Dominique sitting alone near tears, the stapled papers shaking in
her hand.

It might be for the best if their trip were
canceled. People would be going without clothing and doing things
in public, and they’d expect her to be naked also. It was all
wrong.

The thought of what might happen was causing
more spasms in her pussy. Wonderful feelings she didn’t try to
deny. The whole idea of the cruise had been so exciting for just
the two of them, and now she felt more aroused than she had in
years. Maybe ever.

“I have an idea,” the Captain said, returning
with a grinning Steve. “Your husband has explained the importance
of this cruise to you. Imagine, a woman on her honeymoon on our
cruise, you’ll be treated like royalty.”

“We have a guest — an important man and a
personal friend of mine and Mr. Lee’s — with an extra room attached
to his suite, and I propose to ask him for a favor.”

Tania stroked James’s mammoth cock as she
read from the same sheet of guidelines Dominique had seen. Tim,
Tania’s husband, watched, his smaller cock growing hard, as their
Bentley glided toward the port.

“So, I can suck your cock in public,” she
said to him, as her husband looked on.

“No means no,” James answered.

“But you don’t mean no, do you?” Tania licked
the underside of his enormous cock head.

“I most certainly do not mean no,” James
loved the feel of Tania’s soft wet tongue on his prick.

“How do you know Mr. Lee?” James asked,
grabbing a fistful of Tania’s blonde hair and shoving his cock
further into her mouth until she gagged.

“We do a lot of business together,” Tim kept
his eyes glued to his wife’s face. It amazed him how wide her mouth
could stretch when she took James’s cock down her throat. Tania’s
eyes were rolling up in her head, and a line of droll extended from
her lower lip to James’s balls.

Tania held his massive cock deep in her mouth
and swallowed, causing her throat to massage his sensitive dick.
This went on for a full minute while Tania didn’t breathe. James
played with her hair, enjoying the sensations.

“So, you know him well.” Tania sucked in air
before smiling at Tim and going back down on James’s erection once
more. She’d buried her nose in his kinky pubic hair, his huge cock
deep in her throat. “I think your wife likes my cock.”

Tim laughed, “I think she does.”

Tania wanted to smile, but her mouth was
stretched far too wide. James tried not to come; he took pride in
his ability to control his orgasms but being buried in Tania’s
throat for a minute at a time finally became too much.

The big, dark silver Bentley glided silently
to a stop just as James erupted down Tania’s throat. She couldn’t
smile, her mouth was too distended, but she felt the satisfaction
of pleasing one of the few men capable of fulfilling her.

Tania sat up straight and swallowed so her
husband could see; at the same time, James pulled up his shorts.
His cock created a long visible pipe down the inside of the left
pant leg; the head just peeked out the bottom, still shiny wet from
Tania’s mouth.

Dominique and Steve followed the Captain
through the impressive yacht to a small private elevator with
polished mahogany doors. The entire ship was done in understated,
luxurious elegance.

The carpeted corridors were soft under their
feet. The decorations were coordinated tones of blue and gold.
Fresh flowers were on tables or cut-outs in the walls every ten
feet to add a touch of elegance.

“It’s a shame the flowers will die when we’re
at sea,” Dominique said, caressing a rose peddle.

“We replace the flowers every morning,” the
Captain smiled. “Even at sea. Mr. Lee wants his ship to be perfect
for his guests, and you truly are his guests. Not just passengers,
and certainly not customers. You are his guests.”

Dominique was quivering with excitement, and
not just from being surrounded by such perfection.

The elevator dinged behind them.




Chapter 3 – The Stateroom

 


The owner’s stateroom was located on the
ship's second-highest level, just below the bridge, and had the
same beautiful view. It stood out, even from the remainder of the
yacht, for its elegance.

The elevator opened into a tiny anteroom
facing a polished mahogany double door. The Captain used his
keycard, and the couple stepped into an opulent sitting room.
Couches and chairs trimmed in blue and gold sat on a royal blue
carpet. Floor to ceiling glass walls overlooked the ocean and the
deck far below.

To their left was a polished baby grand
piano, and to their right, a small bar with a beaten copper top.
Next was a stairway to a partial deck above. Beyond the bar were
blue and gold couches and chairs.

The sitting room was divided by a
partitioning wall, with a passage to the master bedroom on the
right. The wall held an eighty-inch television and a door leading
into one of the stateroom’s toilets and the only shower. The
bathroom had 18-carat gold fixtures and a shower that blasted the
occupant from five directions at once.

Upstairs, in a partial deck that overhung the
sitting room, were two smaller bedrooms. One featured a double bed
on one wall and waist-high built-in drawers on the other. The
smaller bedroom also had a chest of drawers, but at eye level built
along the windowless hull. The last large drawer pulled out into a
single bed. The two beds were next to the wall shared by the
bedrooms.

Back downstairs, the windows in the owner’s
bedroom provided a 180-degree view of the helipad, the sun deck,
and the ocean beyond. The circular bed was more extensive than a
king-size with an equally large mirror mounted above it.

As an honored guest of Mr. Lee, Tim’s group
was escorted up the gangway and directly to their suite. When the
door opened, Tania smiled at the accommodations. Everywhere was
polished teak, mahogany, and brass. Light from the immense windows
glinted off the elegant glassware hanging above the bar.

While Dominique and Steve waited in the
lounge three decks below them, Tania roamed the stateroom. She
walked past the bar and ran her hand over the baby grand's shining,
mahogany surface. After opening every door, she walked up the
narrow stairs to the sleeping quarters.

“Perhaps I may help you, ma’am. My name is
Roscoe, and I’m your exclusive cabin steward for the voyage,”
Roscoe was a tall, elegant black man, not old, but not too young
either. Tania had the impression of a man who should have been
wearing formal clothing. Roscoe instead wore a mischievous smile
and was dressed in form-fitting shorts and a suggestive island
tee-shirt.

“You’re wearing flip-flops, Roscoe,” she
observed.

“Indeed, I am, ma’am. May I show you
around?”

“What else does a cabin steward do,” Tania
asked. “Just keep us out of trouble?”

“Heavens no. If anything, my job is to
facilitate trouble. I’m here to make your voyage as enjoyable as
possible. Anything you need, I’m your man,” Roscoe said. “Also,
you’ll have Joy, your personal maid, and lady-in-waiting.”

“Waiting for what?”

“To satisfy your every desire.”

“So,” Tania said, a finger under her chin.
“If I wake up horny at 2:00 in the morning, you’d find somebody to
eat my pussy until I fell asleep again?”

“It would be my honor,” Roscoe was
grinning.

Tania smiled and linked her arm with his. “I
think we’re going to be great friends, Roscoe.”

“It’s my fondest wish,” his flip-flops made
slapping noises as they walked the stateroom.

The owner’s bedroom was immaculate, but Tania
didn’t like the idea that the bathroom had a door from the sitting
room and one from her bedroom. In the end, she decided it was a
minor detail she could do nothing about, and since there were only
three of them, it probably wouldn’t be a problem, anyway.

Tania heard a commotion by the elevator and
hurried to open the door, followed by Roscoe. Outside were Tim,
James, and two porters pushing a cart with their luggage.

“Why did we bring so much shit if you’re
going to be naked most of the time?” Tim asked. A reasonable
question, he thought.

Tania considered it a silly question, but
then, Tim was a man. “Some are near empty, so I can fill them when
I shop.”

Roscoe directed the porters, and everything
disappeared into appropriate closets. In the process, Tania
assigned James to the second bedroom.

“Holy shit,” Tim was standing behind the bar
and had been caught by surprise when Tania walked out of their
sleeping quarters topless and wearing only a tiny bikini bottom.
James just smiled at her in appreciation.

Tania still hosted a cable television show
selling miscellaneous clothing and trinkets. Although considered on
the short side at 5’2”, Tania was a naturally perky blonde with
large, perfectly formed, tear-drop breasts. She was likable, with
an outgoing, fun personality and the ability to make lifelong
friends of people she’d just met.

Ever since her kidnapping, she’d been
continuously horny. She thought the bastard might have turned her
into a nymphomaniac, if that meant she judged every man she met by
how large his hands were.

Tim was not wholly comfortable being married
to a hotwife. On the one hand, he found it incredibly exciting to
watch, or listen, as another man took his wife. On the other hand,
the men almost always had much larger cocks than he did. On the
other hand, if Tim had a third hand, he felt jealous and
suspiciously fearful every time Tania strayed, which added to his
excitement and pleasure.

Tim knew he could lose her, and the fear
served to increase his pleasure. He considered himself a fucked-up
mess of a man, it was a good thing he was rich, and Tim was very
wealthy. He didn’t know how much money he had — accountants and
managers did the counting.

James was looking through the vast window at
the sunbathers below. In port the guests were to stay dressed, but
some ignored the rule. James had his eye on a spectacular redhead
lying on her back. Her perfect boobs, which should have been
sliding off her chest, weren’t. Either they were man-made,
store-bought bolt-ons, or nature had truly blessed the redhead.
Either way, James was wondering how she felt about fucking a black
man with a big cock.

“James, what are you looking at?” Tania was
standing beside him. “Holy shit, do you see that redhead?”

James just grinned. “How do you think she’d
feel about us double-teaming her?”

“I like the way you think,” Tania said. “How
about the couple in the shade under the lifeboat. They couldn’t
wait until we sailed.”

The elevator dinged, and they all watched as
the Captain stepped out, trailed by a nervous-looking young
couple.

“Tim,” he said, flashing his warmest
smile.

“Hello, Tania.” His eyes lingered for a long
moment on her breasts.

Turning back to Tim, he said, “I need a
moment of your time to ask a huge favor.”

Tim led him, along with Tania and James, into
the master, yelling for Roscoe to bring drinks for everyone.

“We’re all here, Captain, ask away.”

“I have a delicate problem. The couple
outside, Dominique and her husband Steve, won a cruise at some golf
tournament,” the Captain began.

“Good for them; how may I help?” Tim
asked.

“They’re using the cruise as a delayed
honeymoon. Apparently, they couldn’t afford one when they were
married, and Steve’s in the service on leave. Here’s where the
problem comes in. Whatever organization sponsored the trip paid for
a cabin. No problem there, except this cruise is invitation only,
and no payment is required. However, someone at corporate booked
them anyway. They weren't invited, yet here they are. The real
problem is that because of the mix-up, our people didn’t make
sleeping arrangements for them — Dominique and Steve are here with
their luggage — and the only bedroom left on the entire vessel is
your spare,” the Captain stopped talking and just looked at his
hands, glum and embarrassed.

Tim was jolted from his thoughts when he
heard Tania’s voice in the sitting room where Dominique and Steve
waited. A moment ago, Tania had been standing beside him. Tim
hadn’t heard her leave.

“You’re going to be staying with us. This is
so exciting. My name’s Tania, Tim’s my husband,” she linked her
left arm through Dominique’s right. “And James is our friend.” She
had to hold her right arm higher to fit through James’s elbow.

Dominique was so surprised she was
speechless. The couple had expected a tiny cabin in the ship's
bowels and instead were in a large stateroom with an expansive view
of the harbor. It was a room more richly furnished than any she’d
been in before. It was like something out of a fairytale. And the
person welcoming her was a beautiful blonde she thought she’d seen
on television. Oh, and her breasts were bare. Dominique was unable
to take it all in at once. Her heart was pounding.

Steve stepped forward out of habit to shake
hands and make the introductions. He tried to hide his growing
erection when Tania hugged him, pressing her large, soft breasts
against his thin shirt. He could feel her hard nipples.

Dominique snapped out of it when Tania hugged
her, too. The kiss on her cheek, near her mouth, woke her and sent
a slight twinge to her pussy. “You’re naked,” she said.

Tania laughed and used her bare arm to direct
Dominique toward the master bedroom. “Oh, silly. Everybody will be
naked soon; it’s an almost no clothing cruise.”

Dominique’s step faltered. The men heard her
say, “… it’s a what kind of cruise?” As if surprised that
the papers she’d read had been accurate.

Steve was shell-shocked. “I didn’t know about
the clothing …nobody told me.” The sudden movement of the craft
caught everyone by surprise, and they all turned to look as the
tugs pushed the vessel out to sea. “What are we going to do?”

James handed him a full glass of something
amber. “My advice is just to lay back and enjoy the view.”

Steve first looked at James’s tattoos, some
the same as his own, before taking a large swallow. “What is this?
I don’t drink. What did you give me?”

“You about to either have the time of your
life or y’all just going to be looking at the walls of your cabin
for the next two weeks,” James told him. “With Tania around, I
wouldn’t count on just sitting in your cabin.”

Tim and the Captain were sitting in a corner
talking, and James was trying to calm Steve when the bedroom door
opened, and Tania walked out still arm in arm with Dominique. The
women were smiling at each other, and Tania announced that James
was taking the smaller cabin so the married couple could have the
larger one.

“It’s already done, Tania,” Roscoe said.

“Tania wants us to stay with them, honey.
We’ll be in the best stateroom on the ship, with a billionaire.
We’ll have our own steward, and best of all, Tania says they’ll pay
for everything.”

Steve just looked at his wife, his mouth
hanging open. “But, what about the clothing. Dominique, she doesn’t
have clothes on.” He took another swallow of the amber-colored
liquid and felt it burn on the way down.

“We really want the two of you to stay with
us,” Tania was standing in front of Steve, and he tried not to
stare at her spectacular breasts, which seemed to be wobbling with
the movement of the ship. Her nipples were hard, and the crotch of
her tiny bikini bottoms looked damp. Steve had no control of his
erection; he felt himself thicken and harden. It felt terrific but
was wildly inappropriate.

Tania just smiled as though she knew what he
was thinking, and she was thinking the same thing. Steve turned to
his wife, but Dominique was staring at James and the thick tube his
cock made in his swimsuit.

It seemed impossible to Steve that Dominique
would be naked in front of another man. Just the thought of James
fucking his wife caused him to burn with resentment. If another man
so much as touched his Dominique, he’d …what would he do? Kill him?
His cock grew more formidable.

Steve turned away to hide the anger and fear
showing on his face and the hard erection that had grown down his
pant leg. This was all so strange.

Dominique turned to Tania, thinking only of
James’s cock. She’d forgotten her new friend was almost bare.

“Don’t worry about it now,” Tania told her.
“Go unpack your things, and when you’re ready, I’ll put something
on, and we’ll either order to eat here, or we’ll tour the
boat.”

“Ship,” the Captain said.

“Aren’t you supposed to be doing something on
the bridgy-thing?” Tania asked.

“Yes, my presence is needed on the bridgy. If
everyone is settled here, I’ll excuse myself,” the Captain saluted
Tania and Dominique before turning to the door.

Tim caught up with him at the elevator. “Is
there anything I should know about my new visitors?”

“Dominique is very conservative, as I
understand it,” the Captain looked embarrassed. “I’m sorry, Tim.
There just wasn’t another option.”

“One last question,” Tim asked. “Can she
swim?”

“Not funny, Tim. Not funny at all,” the
Captain stepped toward the elevator just as the door opened for a
room-service steward. His name tag read:

Hello, My Name Is

Ajay

How May I Serve You Today?

The Captain nodded at him, and Ajay first
looked surprised and then stood at something resembling attention
until the elevator doors closed behind his Captain.

Like most of the stewards and galley staff,
Ajay was a Caribbean native. His skin was dark, showing his African
ancestry, and he seemed friendly enough on the outside.

Ajay had just come from serving other cabins,
and his thoughts were on the riches he’d seen. His mind cleared
when he caught sight of the topless Tania. Ajay was too smart to
stare at her; people would remember him staring. He took a mental
snapshot, a picture he could think back on when he was alone. He
wanted this one.

Ajay did the same thing with the
nervous-looking brunette standing slightly behind the topless
blonde. The brunette was almost as beautiful, but why was she
wearing such modest clothing? She looked dingy in comparison.

He made a quick appraisal of the men in the
most expensive stateroom on the vessel. The two white men were
unremarkable, and they paid no attention to him.

As Ajay worked setting up the refreshments,
the hair stood up on the back of his neck, and he shivered. He
turned to find a tall, strong-looking black man standing perfectly
still and looking straight at him without blinking. Ajay tried
smiling, but the man just stared, as though he could read Ajay’s
thoughts.

Ajay went back to setting up the snacks on
the bar, wondering if the tall black man might be a bodyguard. It
would make sense. The couple had to be very rich to have this
stateroom and host a Captain's visit as the vessel was getting
underway. He wondered what they had of value on board, but the
black man worried him.

It didn’t occur to Ajay that James might be
armed.




Chapter 4 - Shopping

 


Dominique was embarrassed and a little
ashamed. She’d put on her best swimming suit, the two-piece her
mother had given her especially for the cruise, and Tania had made
an involuntary face of disapproval. As cute as Dominique thought
the suit was, women dress for other women, and seeing Tania’s look
had caused Dominique to second guess her appearance.

“What’s wrong with it, Tania? Please, help
me. We’ve never been on something like …” Dominique flapped her
hands in the air at the elegance of the owner’s suite. Lost for
words, she finished lamely. “…. this.”

“It’s just not right for you, Dominique. It’s
a little too old looking; besides, the top doesn’t fit you right,”
Tania answered. “We’ll look for something else.”

Dominique looked down at herself before
standing in front of a mirror. She turned this way, and that, to
get the full picture. Finally, pleading. “Help me, Tania.
Please.”

“Let’s go shopping,” Tania directed. “Just
don’t wear the top.”

Dominique looked at her in disbelief,
“Topless? I can’t do that.”

“First, the top doesn’t fit, and it looks
painful. It’s at least two sizes too small. Second, the world’s
going to see your boobies sometime and you might as well start now.
Third, you want to.”

Dominique’s face was pink when she walked out
of her cabin wearing the bottom to the two-piece suit, an
unbuttoned blouse, and tennis shoes. Despite being covered, she
held her arms across her chest, making sure to hide her breasts
from view.

Tania had been right. The top didn’t fit, but
more importantly, she found the idea of going out topless exciting.
It was something Dominique could never have done at home, but
things were different here. She’d already seen women half-dressed.
Maybe if everyone were undressed, it wouldn’t be so important.

Tania led the way to one of the bars, already
up and running. “Mai Tai's,” She ordered.

“We’re drinking already? It’s only 9:00 in
the morning,” Tania just shrugged, and Dominique took a tentative
sip of her cold drink using her right hand. Dominique had large
boobs — each almost the size of Tania’s head, and she’d always been
embarrassed by their prominence and the attention people gave them.
To make things worse, she’d never before worn anything so revealing
in public as an unbuttoned blouse. Dominique comically held her
left arm over her left breast and used her left hand to cover her
right, causing the soft flesh of her left tit to bulge into view on
the top and bottom. Finally, she gave up and dropped her arms to
look around.

Next to them, a young blonde woman was lying
on a lounge chair, deep in conversation with an older woman lying
next to her. The older woman, who appeared to be in her forties,
had small pointy breasts shaped like small cones and consisting
mostly of her nipples.

“I have a question, but I don’t know how to
ask it,” Dominique began. She blushed a deeper pink and looked
around again.

The younger woman was now kneeling between
the older woman’s legs. They smiled at each other, and the younger
woman pulled the older woman’s suit aside and bent to run her
tongue the entire length of the newly visible slit. The sight
transfixed Dominique.

“What’s the question?” Tania asked.

“I wonder what they said to each other,”
Tania followed Dominique’s gaze and understood what she wanted.

“Do you want to know how women make love to
each other, or how they start?” she asked.

Dominique turned her head in Tania’s
direction; her eyes, directed at the two lovers, were the last part
of her head to move. She was absorbed in the scene playing out next
to her.

“Tell me about yourself,” Tania asked after
the second Mai Tai. “All the good stuff, like how old were you when
you lost your cherry?”

“My cherry?”

“Your virginity,” Tania clarified.

“Oh,” Dominique could feel the sugary drink
loosening her tongue. She tried to remember when she’d stop
covering her breasts, but it didn’t seem to matter.

“I was nineteen.” She sounded proud and
chanced another glance at the couple next to her. The younger woman
was lying on her stomach to push the older woman’s legs back toward
her shoulders so she could lick the exposed asshole. “Oh, my.”

“Here’s to you,” Tania said and clinked her
glass with Dominique’s before ordering another round.

Dominique couldn’t stop grinning. She felt
relaxed for the first time since they’d come aboard; she’d even
found a friend on this outlandish ship. She was in desperate need
of a friend who knew the strange customs of an ‘anything goes’
cruise.

“It was my wedding night.”

Tania leaned in close. Dominique could feel
the thrill of Tania’s nipple brushing her bare arm. She was puzzled
by the erotic sensation and the sound of moaning next to her. Why
was her heart beating faster?

“You were a virgin when you married Steve?”
Tania asked, and Dominique nodded. “What did you know about
sex?”

Dominique giggled. “Next to nothing.” Then
she whispered dramatically and pointed toward her crotch. “I knew
where babies came out, but I wasn’t sure how they got in
there.”

She laughed at herself and tried to touch
Tania’s arm, but Tania had turned to look at the couple, and
Dominique’s hand landed on her new friend’s right breast. Dominique
looked down at her hand in wonder.

“You’ve got beautiful breasts,” her breathing
quickened, but she didn’t remove her hand. Tania’s nipple grew hard
against her palm.

“What did you think when you found out about
cocks?” Tania asked, moving closer. She rested her boob on the top
of the bar and put her hand over Dominique’s, trapping it against
her breast. Dominique’s warm touch felt just right to her.

“I was shocked, horrified. A man was going to
put his thing inside me. I wouldn’t let him,” Dominique’s face was
inches from Tania’s. She looked scared and aroused. “When Steve
made love to me on our wedding night, I understood what the big
deal was.”

“It did something for you?” Tania asked.

Dominique took a long drink, emptying the
glass while studying her hand resting on another woman’s soft, warm
breast. “Yes, it did something for me,” she raised her eyes to
Tania’s. “It was the most wonderful feeling in the world. This hard
…thing, inside me …rubbing my little bud …then exploding hot
…deep,” Dominique’s fingers squeezed Tania’s breast rhythmically as
her excitement built. Her lips were inches away from Tania’s.

“The church said we could only do it to make
a baby, but I wanted it all the time. I still do,” her eyes were
wide, and she licked her lips. Her face was so close to Tania’s it
seemed as though she were licking both mouths.

“You’re making me wet,” Tania said. “How old
are you now?”

“I’m twenty-five.”

Tania caressed the back of Dominique’s hand,
the one resting on her breast. “Do you ever wonder what it would be
like with another man …or maybe a woman?”

“May I tell you a story?” Dominique asked,
sitting back.

“Of course,” Tania hoped it would be a dirty
story. If not, she hoped it would be a short one.

“I walk with three other women. You know, for
exercise,” Dominique began. “We walk four or five miles, in hot
weather and cold. Just not in the rain.”

“That sounds good for you,” Tania was already
losing interest.

“We’re all about the same age, and when it
gets hot, we dress for the weather. We wear shorts and small little
cute tops,” Dominique wanted Tania to look at her. “Men slow down
and stare when they see us.”

“What do you think they see?” Tania’s
interest had picked up.

“They see four young women showing a lot of
skin. They see …well, it makes them slow down,” Dominique finished
lamely. “But that’s not my story.”

“Four younger, good looking women, walking
along showing skin,” Tania said. “Got it.”

“So, one day, Judith said, I mean, right out
of nowhere, she’d been a LUG in college.”

“A LUG?” Tania asked.

“That’s what we said. It turned out Judith
was a lesbian until graduation, a LUG. She and her roommate were
lesbians,” Dominique was whispering and looking at Tania from
inches away. She was so close she appeared to be cross-eyed, and
her mouth was opened wide. “Can you believe it, a married woman
with children was telling us she used to be …well, gay.”

Tania put her hand behind Dominique’s head
and caress the back of her neck, under her hair. “Did it turn you
on?”

“A little,” Dominique liked the feel of
Tania’s fingers.

“Then what happened?” Tania asked, making
sure their lips almost touched.

“One of the other girls said she’d done the
same thing and she kind of missed it,” Dominique whispered. “She
said she liked cock; that’s how she said it. ‘She liked cock — but
she missed pussy.’”

“Then what happened?” Tania’s lips were
lightly touching Dominique’s, and the younger woman swallowed
hard.

“Judith said, ‘I have a pussy.’ Just like
that, we all looked at her.” Dominique couldn’t catch her breath.
Her words came out sounding pinched for lack of air. “Then the two
of them went to Judith’s house instead of walking with us, and we
wondered what they did to each other.”

“What did you decide they did?”

“We decided they touched each other.” Tania
touched Dominique’s lip with her tongue. “And, maybe licked each
other.”

“You mean, they licked pussy’s?”

“Yes.”

“Do you think your pussy’s wet right
now?”

“Yes. What are you doing to me, Tania?”
Dominique asked without moving away.

“I’m trying to seduce you. Am I doing it
wrong?” Tania asked. “Do you think about what they did to each
other?”

“Sometimes.” Dominique tried to remove her
hand and sit back, but Tania lifted it to her mouth and sucked the
fingers, one at a time. “I dream about it.”

“Do you masturbate?” Tania spread her legs
and moved Dominique’s wet fingers to her bare thigh, near her
visible pussy. “And think about other men …or women?”

“I shouldn’t say,” Dominique was staring at
her hand, less than an inch from another woman’s pussy. “It’s wrong
to want another …”

“This must seem like a strange vacation for
you,” Tania was using Dominique’s hand to caress her thigh. Using
the other woman’s fingers to lightly brush her increasingly wet
pussy.

“I’m excited …and afraid,” Dominique’s pussy
was throbbing. “I don’t know what to do about Steve.”

“What do you want to do?” Tania asked. Her
eyes fixed on Dominique’s.

Tania was so beautiful, and she was rich and
somewhat famous. Tania was on television. Dominique had watched her
on the shopping channel. She’d even bought clothing just because
they looked good on Tania. She was in awe of the older woman, and
Tania was so good to her.

“I don’t know. What should I do, Tania?” She
was mildly surprised to realize Tania was moving her pointer finger
against the crotch of Dominique’s suit.

“Both of you will see a lot of naked bodies
over the next few days,” Tania sighed. “And people fucking. You
don’t have a choice, nor does Steve. Do you think it’ll turn him
on?”

“Yes,” Dominique sat frozen, not sure what to
do.

“People will want to fuck you,” Tania pressed
down on her fingers and moved them in a small circle.

“People will see me completely naked?”
Dominique wasn’t sure something like that would happen. “What some
guy wants to …do it?”

“What if you let some hot guy fuck you?”
Tania’s eyes were closed as she concentrated on trying to make a
camel toe through Dominique’s pubic hair.

“Yes. What if I let some strange guy …do it
to me, Tania? Steve would divorce me.” Dominique looked down at
Tania’s hand. The sensations were making her feel hot and
needy.

“I might be able to help you handle
Steve.”

“Yes?” Dominique was amazed at her own
daring.

The women next to them had finished, and the
younger one was walking away; the movement of her ass was hypnotic.
The older woman laid back with a sigh and smiled in Dominique’s
direction.

“Have you ever eaten pussy?”

Dominique pretended not to hear. Instead, she
looked around at the naked men and spotted James talking to a young
woman with white hair and almost translucent skin. “His cock is so
big,” she whispered.

“Who?” Tania was immediately interested.
Thoughts of fucking Dominique were replaced with dreams of huge,
erect dicks. “Oh, James. Yes, he’s big, and he knows how to use
it.”

“Have you been to bed with James?”
Dominique’s face had brightened. “Please tell me what it's like
with him.”

Tania studied Dominique’s face before
answering. “You’ve never had a whale, have you?”

“If you mean a big cock — then no, I
haven’t.”

“I’ve been to bed with James. I’ve also been
on the floor with James and on furniture. I think I’ve even been
with James in a car,” Tania was laughing and ordering another
drink.

“Did it …did it hurt?”

“It was uncomfortable at first. James
stretched me so much I was sore for two days,” she laughed.

“No!” Dominique’s said.

“Don’t get me wrong. I loved it. I love how
big and aggressive James is. He fucked me hard, and it felt like I
came for hours,” Dominique’s eyes were opened wide, and her breath
had caught.

“But I’m a size queen,” Tania added.

“Size queen?”

“I like big cocks. I prefer them. I want to
be fucked by guys with huge dicks. There, I told you something
about me,” Tania finished.

“Is his cock too big for me?” Dominique’s
hand flew to cover her mouth. What had made her say that?

“There’s only one way to find out. Now, let’s
do some shopping,” Tania could feel moisture running down her
thighs.

Tania’s lips tasted salty when she tried to
kiss Dominique in the small dressing room for women. The boutique
was in an unused stateroom with a corner separated by a curtain for
trying on clothing. Next to it was a smaller room converted to a
one-chair beauty salon.

The swimsuit Tania picked out for Dominique
wasn’t much of a suit at all. The bottom consisted of two purple
triangles that only covered Dominique from the top of her pubic
mound in front to the top of her butt crack in the back. Three thin
strips of the same material held them together. One on each side
and one in the middle that slid between the lips of her pussy,
leaving her dark pubic hair exposed.

The top consisted of two purple triangles,
providing no support, just covering little more than Dominique’s
sensitive nipples. The same small strips of like material connected
the triangles and tied in the back. Dominique felt naked.

“What do I do with this one?” Dominique held
up the dowdy suit she’d worn to the bar.

“I don’t know. Leave it here, or take it with
you,” Tania’s evident arousal caused Dominique to quiver.

When they left, Dominique was wearing the new
top along with a pair of cut-off jeans. She wasn’t yet ready for
the revealing bottoms.

Ignoring the knowing smile from the clerk,
Dominique noticed a line of something honey-like but clear, running
down the inside of Tania’s leg. It caused a warm sensation in the
pit of her being, and when no one was looking she touched her own
thigh to check if the same thing was happening to her. Her finger
came away wet.

Five men sat around a rickety table near the
vessel's bowels, a table created by using the empty wooden spool
electrical wiring had come on.

Four of the men were black natives of the
islands. Three had galley jobs, one was a deckhand, and the fifth
was a knowledgeable and trained seaman, although he’d never get
credit for his know-how on this craft.

Ajay knew there was a fortune for the taking
on the cruise. He’d seen what the passengers had brought on board
and the jewels they were wearing.

Bunny was the tallest of the four, hired just
before the vessel sailed. Winston was strong and dangerous, and
Lloyd was small and wiry. As young as he was, Lloyd was an
accomplished thief, able to move almost silently.

Moses was a knowledgeable and trained seaman
and as the oldest. Moses knew this cruise was his last chance. He’d
been on the needle for years, and the effect was showing. Moses
could no longer be trusted, it was just a matter of time before he
lost his license or Winston killed him, but he needed the
money.




Chapter 5 – Dinner

 


The only meal that would have assigned
seating was the Captain’s Welcome Aboard Dinner held the
first night at sea. For the occasion, Tania covered herself in a
virtually transparent, white wrap-around dress, worn without
underwear.

In contrast, Dominique wore a pair of denim
old lady walking shorts, a conservative blouse, and a solid white
bra. She hadn’t even considered wearing her new swimming suit,
although many of the women wore even less. Dominique wasn’t sure if
she’d ever be able to wear something so revealing in public,
although the thought excited her. She was sure Steve wouldn’t
approve, but if she were wrong, and he did approve of her wearing
the suit in public, she would wear it.

They were seated at the Captain’s table, set
among other closely packed round tables full of loud, excited
couples. Some of the couples had already been naked by the pool,
taking time out to fuck under the lifeboats.

The cruise would be open seating, except for
special occasions such as tonight. Seats at the Captain’s table
appeared to have been assigned based on net worth, which put Tim in
the seat to the Captain’s right.

The lights dimmed except for a spotlight on a
woman who had won a televised singing competition. Wearing an
extremely low-cut sequined gown and a new hickey near her visible
nipple, she sang something that might have been the National Anthem
but probably wasn’t.

“I’d fuck him, and him,” Tania had leaned
into Dominique’s space. “Oh, and her. I’d totally fuck her. She
can’t sing for shit, but I’d do her anyway. What about you,
Dominique. Who would you do?”

Dominique didn’t know how to answer. It was
all so wrong, but her day with Tania had opened her to new
experiences and feelings. Feelings she didn’t even know she had.
She looked at Steve sitting next to her, but he was no help. He
appeared frozen, sitting at attention, his eyes straight ahead as
though frightened. What did he have to be scared of anyway?
Dominique wondered. She was the one with the vagina.

Dominique thought her world had changed in
just one day. For her entire life, she’d seen the world in black
and white, never knowing colors even existed. Now, while her world
was still mostly in black and white, she was catching glimpses of
color — and Dominique was eager to see more. She hadn’t known what
she’d been missing.

Dominique felt the now familiar buzz starting
in her pussy before moving to her arms and legs. When she’d visited
the restroom, she’d needed a lot of toilet paper to mop up her
flowing lubrication. Dominique had never before experienced this
level of excitement, and it horrified her and made her smile with
happiness at the same time.

“I’m married, Tania,” she said. Then pointed
at her husband, “But, I’d do him.”

“Oh, hell, girl. I’m married too. In fact,
all these women are married, and before we dock, almost all of them
will have fucked strange men. The rest will have fucked strange
women,” Tania wasn’t whispering now.

Steve looked around the room, his eyes moving
while his body stayed rigidly at attention. He wondered which men
attracted his wife; it wasn’t wrong to wonder, he thought. Steve
wasn’t thinking of her having sex with anyone — just who she found
attractive. He could feel blood filling his cock as it climbed to
full erection, and he imagined Dominique with the big, bearded guy
between her legs.

How would it be? His wife would be on her
back, her legs spread wide apart, her pussy gleaming. She’d be
naked, so maybe she’d be on top where he could see her breasts?
Yes, that would be better. He loved her breasts, and she’d be
fucking him so hard her boobs would be wobbling. No, Dominique
couldn’t be on top. James had to be fucking her. Maybe she’d be on
her hands and knees, her big tits hanging almost to the floor, and
James would be fucking her from behind, his big black hands on her
hips…

Steve remembered himself and looked at his
wife in shame, his cock achingly hard, only to find Dominique
looking back at him with her eyebrows raised. Then, as if she’d
suddenly realized what her husband had been thinking, her eyes grew
large, and the warm wetness between her legs increased. Dominique
thought her husband was wondering who she would fuck. She was
having a hard time sitting still.

“Well, Steve. Which man did you pick to fuck
your wife?” Tania was relentless.

“I could never …” Steve started.

“Bullshit,” but Tania was smiling. “We both
saw you looking, and I can see your hard-on from here.”

“Tania!” Dominique began.

“And I can smell your wife’s twat getting all
creamy. I bet you picked that guy with the beard.” The large guy
with the full beard met Dominique’s eyes when she turned to look at
him. She thought he was handsome, and she usually wasn’t attracted
to blonde men or beards. When he smiled at her, Dominique pressed
her legs together and felt her pussy melting. Could Tania actually
smell her?

“Captain,” Dominique said, trying to change
the subject from the man with the beard and the smell of her …god,
twat. “What activities do you have planned for us?”

Steve had noticed how the bearded man looked
at his wife. He felt jealous and thought he should do something,
but the silent exchange had sent signals from his erection to his
brain, making thinking difficult. A man wanted to fuck his wife,
and the flush on her chest had deepened in color because she knew
it, too.

“Buffy,” the Captain gestured the
young-looking, perky blonde to the table. Buffy could have been
Tania’s younger, slightly taller, sister. “You’ve met Buffy, our
Cruise Director. Dominique was just wondering what fun activities
you have planned for our guests.”

“We have some wonderful events planned,”
Buffy knew Dominique and Steve were first-timers, and she planned
to have some fun with them. “We’ll have game nights, and of course,
we’re bringing back the popular party rooms.”

“Party rooms sound like such fun,” Dominique
sat forward in her chair, looking interested. “What kind of
parties?”

“For instance,” Buffy began. “There will be a
room for ‘Threesome's and More-some’s.’ Which is always a popular
party room, as is ‘Let’s Gangbang,’ where we pick a guest of honor
at random. On some cruises, the interest has been so great we’ve
had several ‘guests of honor.’ One could be you if you’re
lucky.”

“No party night would be complete without a
‘BDSM’ room,” Buffy continued, staring at Dominique’s chest.
“Naturally, we’ll have the all cruise nicest boobs competition. I’d
guess that you or Tania have a strong shot at winning.”

Dominique blushed an even brighter shade of
red. Steve had always said she had beautiful breasts, but what did
he know? She looked up to catch her husband smiling at her. His
eyes were flashing to her chest.

“We’ll also have the longest, thickest cock
contest. James won that last year, and he’ll be hard to
beat,” Buffy laughed at her own joke. Dominique held her hand to
her throat as though clutching imaginary pearls. Steve looked
interested.

“Um …I know James.”

“I’d say his cock is somewhere between ten
and eleven inches long,” Buffy had a dreamy smile and seemed to be
talking to herself. “And as thick as …well, thicker than my fist.
Maybe not quite as thick as the Captain’s fist.” Buffy held up the
Captain's hand and urged him to make a fist. It looked huge to
Dominique. How could something that large fit inside her? She
squirmed in her chair before catching herself and blushing anew.
She thought about the Captain’s fist stretching her tight vaginal
opening. A new release of pussy cream dripped down her thighs.

Dominique irrationally thought of Alan
calling it ‘slut butter,’ and she’d gulped.

“He’s fucking my wife right now.” It was a
small man sitting on the far side of Steve. Peter’s bald head just
peeked over the edge of the table. “James is with my wife, Pat.
She’s the pretty redhead with the nice pale boobs. My cock is too
small for her; she says it's too small to even feel. I can’t wait
to see what James does to her,” Peter smiled happily.

“You should encourage your beautiful young
wife to do it,” he said to Steve while pointing at Dominique.
“There’s nothing like the wonder of your wife coming home to you
with her pussy all stretched out and wet with another man’s
cum.”

“Buffy,” Dominique’s mouth was dry, and she
was finding it difficult to swallow. “What other things might you
have planned?”

Peter continued as though he hadn’t heard.
“Pat’s cunt will be so sensitive. She’ll orgasm as soon as I lick
her hard, throbbing clit. It’s the most incredible experience. I
wish she’d let me watch her with him, or at least tell me more
about her time with James. But, just seeing what he’s done to her
has to be enough.”

Peter had Dominique’s attention; she didn’t
understand why what he said added to her excitement. As he talked,
Dominique put her hand on her husband’s thigh for support. But
instead of his thigh, her hand landed on Steve’s hard, pulsing
erection. The inadvertent feel sent a thrill, in a wet wave,
straight to her pussy.

“A man couldn’t possibly want his wife to do
that with another man, could he?” she whispered, almost to
herself.

Then to Steve, “Why does this excite
you?”

“No …no, it doesn’t …of course not.” But his
hard cock throbbed against the palm of her hand, like a lie
detector.

“It’ll be like nothing else,” Peter seemed to
be in a world of his own. “It’s something we’ll remember when we’re
old together.”

“Aren’t you afraid she’ll leave you for him?”
Steve asked, and his cock jerked hard against the palm of his
wife’s hand.

“Oh, yes,” Peter almost seemed to bend in
half. “The fear is so exciting, and you just said it. I may …oh,
dear …oh, dear.”

“What happened?” Dominique wanted to stand,
but she couldn’t bear to stop stroking her husband’s hard-on.

“I came …right here, I’m so jealous,” Peter
seemed even happier than before as he turned toward Dominique. “And
without anyone touching me.”

“Don’t forget The Swing,” Tania said, as
Buffy smiled. “The guys put a woman in a swing, tie her arms and
legs, and line up to take turns fucking her.”

“A swing, like a child’s swing?” Dominique
asked.

“They use the swing meant to move people from
our boat to a rescue boat in an emergency.”

“Ship,” the Captain corrected her.

“Whatever,” Tania said. “One year, it was me.
They put a blindfold on me and made the swing ...”

Buffy cut in, and Tania fell silent, looking
directly at Dominique. “The Swing isn’t on the scheduled this year
because we’re saving up another special surprise for a lucky guest.
We’ll be at ‘Lesbo Island’ in a few days. You might enjoy the
opportunity to lay on the fine white sand with Tania.”

“White sand sounds nice,” she and Tania
traded smiles. “What does lesbo mean?”

“Lesbian.”

The smile faded from Dominique’s face only to
brighten Tania’s. She lay a hand on the soft skin of her friend’s
thigh. “I think we’ll have a world of fun on Lesbo Island.”

“Excuse me, please,” Dominique stood, as
though jumping away from Tania’s hand. She motioned Steve to stay
where he was.

“Her pussy will be pulsing; she’ll still be
climaxing …” Peter hadn’t stopped. “He’ll have been so deep inside,
opening her up as nobody else can.”

“What size are you, Peter?” the
Captain asked before Dominique could turn away.

Peter held up his dainty hand. “About the
size of my thumb when I’m hard. James fucks her so good with his
huge cock. She’ll reward me when she comes home…”

Dominique was hyperventilating by the time
she’d locked herself inside the tiny restroom. Holding onto the
sink with both hands, she studied her face in the mirror. She was
blushing pink, and her eyes had a wild look.

“An eleven-inch penis …an eleven-inch penis
…deep inside her …eleven …” oh god, she had to stop. A voice was
repeating in her head as though on an endless loop. “… eleven-inch
cock …deep…”

Dominique pulled down her shorts and drenched
panties before sitting on the toilet. She was swollen and wet; her
clitoris was sending pleasure signals throughout her body.
Dominique had only rarely masturbated, and she’d felt shame and
remorse each time. Now she couldn’t help touching herself. Putting
a finger beside her clitoris, Dominique moved her hand as fast as
she could. She was so close …close to release …a pleasure wave was
about to crash over her — when someone knocked loudly on the
door.

Dominique sat up straight, suddenly
embarrassed. It was as if she’d been seen. Her pussy was pounding —
demanding attention. The feeling was so intense and new to her; she
wanted to finish.

“Dominique, it's me. Steve, Your
husband.”

Oh god. “Okay, okay, I’m opening the
door.”

Dominique stood and opened the door just
enough for him to squeeze inside. Her shorts were around her
ankles, and her pussy was exposed to Steve as he eased the door
closed. She hugged him tight, her pussy pushed hard against the
bulge in his pants. His hands caressed her naked ass.

Dominique had never wanted her husband this
much. The feel of the rigid bulge in his board trunks pressing
against her was wonderful. An orgasmic feeling grew again inside
her.

Steve groaned, and his bulge throbbed. The
front of his shorts grew damp with his cum and from pressing
against his wife’s wet-on. Dominique had been so close. Close to
something big, and she hadn’t even thought about her husband.

Steve held her at arm’s length. His harsh
breathing seemed to fill the room.

“I’m sorry, Dominique. I couldn’t stop
it.”

“It’s this place, these people,” Dominique
said. “That little man, I could feel his excitement in my … in my
body.”

“I could feel it too,” Steve kissed her
passionately. First, her lips, then her face and throat, and
finally, her chest. “He wants his wife to do it, to do it with
another guy and then come home to him. Used like a …I don’t know.
Like a whore,” Steve sounded wild and excited.

“I can’t do that,” Dominique held his head to
her throat. She was so sensitive there. “I couldn’t be a whore, not
like that.”

“I know,” Steve was kissing her wildly.
Dominique had sounded unsure of herself — did she want to be a
whore? “It’s just so hot.”

“Oh, Steve. Are you hard again?”

“Yes.”

Dominique turned her back to him so she could
hold onto the sink. She kicked off her panties and spread her legs
as far apart as she could, and her husband slipped inside her
dripping hole. He’d never felt his wife open and soggy like this;
it felt like he was pushing his cock into a hot, wet, soft pool.
Incredible sensations exploded in his brain.

“Would you come home to me, stretched and wet
like this, if I asked you to do it. Would you?” Steve was fucking
his wife as fast and as hard as he could. Her ass cheeks took the
blows of his hips.

Dominique had never felt like this before.
The sensations coming from between her legs consumed her and drove
all thought from her head except: “ … eleven-inch cock …deep inside
…so deep in my cunt.” Dominique’s pussy was on fire, her pussy, her
cunt. “I’ll do anything for you, Steve.”

Dominique surrendered to his needs and the
voice in her head. Steve came hard, leaving his wife hanging — not
for the first time.

Dominique vaguely remembered what she’d
promised, except “Eleven-inch cock — I’ll do anything for you,
Steve — eleven-inch cock — deep inside.”

Her husband remembered. Dominique had
promised to fuck another man for him. Anger and jealousy clouded
his vision, and his cock was hard once more.

When the couple returned from the restroom,
music had started, and the lights were low. The famous singer was
on her knees in front of the Captain.

Rather than pushing their way through the
dancers, Steve and Dominique joined them. This, dining followed by
dancing, was what she thought of as a cruise holiday.

Tania danced by, her body molded to James.
Peter was rubbing himself against his tall redheaded wife, the top
of his bald head barely reaching her chin. He was smiling
contentedly, but Pat ignored him and smiled at James.

When Dominique spotted Tania, her friend
pulled away so Dominique could see James’s thick hose of a cock.
Dominique’s wet unsatisfied pussy made her thighs quiver. She
kissed her husband as hard as she could and moved against him,
transmitting her need.

“Would you, Dominique. If I asked, would
you?” He watched James rub his massive erection against Tania. What
would it be like if he were watching Dominique? He felt both desire
and pain.

Steve’s cock was swelling against her hip,
and all Dominique could think of was having her husband back inside
her. “I’d do anything for you; I love you.”

What Steve heard was: ‘Yes.’

“Let’s switch.” Tania looked at him in
surprise. It was the last thing she expected from Steve. Dominique
just stood as if lost until James took her in his arms.

The switch from her husband to James confused
her. Although Steve was strong, James was taller and even more
muscular. His legs, when they touched hers, felt like rigid
telephone poles. When he held her close and his solid cock pressed
against her stomach, Dominique couldn’t catch her breath.

His cock was enormous, and it throbbed in
time to the visible pulse in his throat. The uninvited phrase
reoccurred to Dominique. “Eleven-inch cock …touched deep.” James's
throat was smooth and a light chocolate color. What would it be
like to kiss him there? She jumped when James repositioned his cock
so it pressed directly against her pussy.

Dominique pressed her lips against the
throbbing vein in his throat. The beat of James’s pulse matched the
pounding in her pussy. The rhythm of his cock beat between her
legs. Lust saturated her brain.

His wife’s moan caused Steve to shift his
attention from Tania. Dominique was standing still with her legs
spread and her back arched — she was pressing her pussy against her
dance partner. Her eyes were open, staring up at James, who was
moving sideways and back and forth, rubbing his erection against
Steve’s wife.

Dominique was so close …the pleasure was
building in her like water in a glass …it would overflow, and
…Steve pulled her away and toward the door.

In their cabin, he pulled off her shorts,
amazed at the sight of his wife’s swollen, wet labia. Her clitoris,
usually difficult for him to find, was engorged and pink with
need.

“What if I’d let you fuck him?”

“Oh, Steve.” Dominique’s smile was so bright
it seemed as though the lights had all turned on at once. She’d
smiled just for him.




Chapter 6 - After the Dinner

 


Until she’d gone shopping with Tania,
Dominique hadn’t had a drink since the night with Alan. Yet here
she was, another morning, another Mai Tai. Roscoe had made this for
her. Dominique and Steve were in their small cabin, still buzzing
from the evening before.

Was Steve examining her …down there?
Dominique sipped her drink and decided if that’s what he was doing,
she might as well try to enjoy it. Steve had spread her legs wide
and was looking at her hairy pussy. Being so obviously ready for
sex felt humiliating to her. Her husband had used his fingers on
her wet lower lips. Why was he grinning at her?

“Why are you grinning at me?” her tongue felt
furry and thick.

“Because I love you. You’ve never even let me
see you naked before, and now you’re letting me see everything,”
Steve was doting on her, and Dominique decided she liked it.

“Show me how you masturbate,” he begged.

“No, I’d be embarrassed,” Dominique tried to
close her legs. They were leaning against the headboard, both of
them naked with the lights low. Dominique had never really seen her
husband hard before last night.

“If you do it — if you touch yourself. I’ll
show you how I whack off,” Steve offered.

Dominique was horny as hell, and Steve’s
suggestion gave her a thrill. She’d been close, three or four times
since the dinner began her muscles had tightened, and the explosion
had felt like it was starting. She’d been on the edge, and now she
hurt with the need to finish.

“You’ll make yourself cum?” she asked, her
voice sounded shaky to her.

“Yes,” Steve was already touching his
cock.

“Okay. You start, and then I’ll join
you.”

Dominique was using her fingers to spread her
natural wetness to her clitoris when they were interrupted by
noises coming from James’s tiny cabin next to theirs.

[Tania] James, god, fuck me. Use me like the whore I
am.

Steve’s hand froze on his cock, but Dominique
continued spreading pussy juices on her fingers and over her
clitoris.

[Tania] Yes. Like that. Oh, god. Oh, god. Your cock
is so big. Yes!

“He’s fucking her,” Steve whispered and
looked at his wife in time to see her eyes close and her finger
move in her slit. As he watched, Dominique opened her eyes and
looked at him.

“You’re not doing it.”

Steve started whacking in time with his wife
and the pounding next door.

Dominique couldn’t help herself, and Tania
soon copied Dominique’s loud moans as they came through the thin
cabin wall. Dominique was moaning because of the sensations her
fingers were providing. Tania was groaning because James had her on
her back with her calves on his shoulders and was pounding her cunt
as hard as possible.

[Tania]. Hard. Fuck me hard. That’s it, baby.

[Dominique]. Steve. Look at what you’re making me
do.

[Steve] Moan.

Dominique had never masturbated to orgasm.
She wasn’t even sure she’d ever cum, except with Alan. Dominique
loved making love with her husband. She loved the pleasure and the
closeness she felt with him. But now, something was beginning to
happen. She was so close, and she wasn’t going to stop.

[Tania] Come inside me, baby. I want to feel your
hot cum. Please, James. Please, please, please.

[Dominique] Oh, oh.

[Steve] Now, Dominique. Now. Now.

Dominique stared, her orgasm forgotten, as
Steve’s cock seemed to swell and then erupt. Lines of cum roped up
his belly.

She was still staring at Steve’s dripping
cock, cum running down his stiff shaft, when Tania climaxed next
door.

[Tania] Inside me. So deep inside me. Yess.

Dominique was close, but Steve was already
growing soft, and all she could hear from the cabin next to theirs
was the sound of happy kissing.

“What are you doing?” Steve had crawled
between her thighs and was kissing his way up her leg, catching her
by surprise.

“I’m going down on you.”

“You’re going where on me?” Dominique wanted
him to stop, except it felt kind of nice. She took a long swallow
of her drink and felt herself relax.

“I’m going to lick your pussy,” Steve
said with emphasis. “So, you just lay back and enjoy it.”

Steve didn’t know what he was doing, so he
first licked the length of his wife’s slit. His tongue gathered her
surprisingly good-tasting juices before lapping the bud of flesh at
the very top.

“There …oh, shit. Steve. Go back. There,”
Dominique had him by the hair and was trying to drag his head back
to the tiny bud. “Oh, Steve. Oh, praise him …keep doing that.” And
she screamed. Dominique had experienced her first married orgasm
with her husband’s tongue.

“How come you never go down on me?” Tania
asked next door.

“Your job is to go down on me,” James
answered, waving his giant cock at her.

“Maybe someday you’ll return the favor?”
Tania pulled his arm around her shoulder so she could get close to
him.

“Maybe when I’m old and can’t fuck
anymore.”

“Don’t say that. I want you to fuck me
forever.”

Steve was just sitting down next to Tim in
the stateroom when Tania said she wanted to fuck James forever. Tim
had his swimsuit pushed down and was jacking his hard cock.

“Doesn’t that hurt?” Steve asked. “Hearing
your wife say those things?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t understand,” Steve was confused.

“Let me try to explain,” Tim began. “When you
went down on your wife, did she cum?”

“Yes.”

“Did you like making her cum?”

“You know I did,” Steve said.

“Did you enjoy it because she enjoyed
it?”

“Yes,” Steve answered.

“What if it had been someone else’s tongue
that made her cum? Then how would you have felt?”

“Angry that she was cheating on me.”

“Let’s pretend you’d told her to cheat on you
because the other guy could give her something you couldn’t. Like
he had a twelve-inch tongue and could breathe through his ears.”
Steve laughed with him. “He had something special that would make
your wife so happy the happiness would just grow inside her, and
she’d give it right back to you.”

“I don’t think I understand,” Steve looked
like a man concentrating.

“Let’s say another man made your wife cum
tonight. It wasn’t you in there. It was another man,” Tim said.

“Okay, and I’m sitting out here listening,”
Steve said.

“Right. You’re out here listening, and the
sound your wife makes when she cums has you as hard as you’ve ever
been,” Tim said.

“But I’d be angry and jealous,” Steve
replied.

“Yes, you would be. But you’d also be erect.
Do you follow me?”

“Yes,” Steve had already experienced the
feeling.

“Then, the other guy leaves, and Dominique
comes out to you,” Tim went on.

“So, she’s been with the other guy, but now
she’s back with me?”

“Right. And, when your wife comes back to
you, she’s so happy and so much in love with you that you get twice
as much loving as you’ve ever received in your life. She knows that
you’re the one who really gave her all that pleasure. Without you,
it couldn’t have happened,” Tim said.

At that moment, Tania walked down the stairs
from James’s cabin. Her breasts looked swollen, and he’d sucked her
nipples to hard nubs. James’s cum, mixed with her honey, ran down
her thighs. Even from a distance, Steve could see her clef was
swollen and red.

Tania smiled broadly and knelt on the floor
between Tim’s thighs. “Did you miss me, husband?” she asked, trying
to bend his rock-hard cock so she could take it in her mouth.

“Yes,” Tim said, smiling.

“I’m too sore to fuck. James thoroughly
pounded me.”

“I know, I heard.”

“But you can fuck me in the ass if you want.”
Tania licked Tim from his balls to the tip of his dick.

“I might come in your mouth.”

“That’s okay. I’ll get you hard again so you
can take my ass.”

“How about Steve?”

“Do you want him to come in my mouth, too?”
Tania asked. “I’ll do anything for my husband tonight.”

“No, thank you,” Steve’s cock was straining
hard. “I’m going to go back to my own wife.”

“Do you want me to go down on her, too?”
Tania asked, hopefully.




Chapter 7 – The Next Day

 


When Dominique woke, Steve was watching her
from the side of the bed. She’d lost her nightgown somewhere, and
her bare tits pulled upward as she stretched. “Oops, I’m
naked.”

Steve grinned and yanked the sheet from her
body. Dominique squealed and tried to cover herself, but she didn’t
really mean it. She squealed louder when Steve grabbed his wife’s
ankles and pulled her legs apart to kiss her inner thighs.

“I’m hungry,” Dominique wiggled from his
grasp and grabbed her nightgown from the floor, then headed for the
bathroom.

“What do you want to do today?” Dominique
asked Steve as she drank a cup of Jamaican roast and waited for the
breakfast service.

“I want to go back to bed and finish what I
started,” Steve pretended to leer at his wife.

“You were watching me sleep; what did you
see?” Dominique asked.

“This is hard for me to say, so let me start
with this. I was looking at the woman I love,” Steve began, then
stopped. “You’re just so incredibly beautiful.”

Dominique smiled before saying, “Ah.”

“I’m beginning to understand why I want to
see you with another man.”

Dominique drew back in surprise. It was clear
that she hadn’t expected her husband to just come out with it. “You
really want me to cheat on you? Do you mean it?”

“I want to watch the most beautiful woman I
know, the woman I love, the woman who also happens to be my wife,
have sex with another man — for me. Because she wants to make me
happy.”

Dominique turned her head and swallowed her
tears. Her eyes had grown moist as she considered this new way of
thinking about her husband’s desire. She did want to make Steve
happy and, she suddenly realized, there was no reason she couldn’t
make herself happy at the same time. Dominique was sure that James
could make her very happy.

She was still working on the new idea when a
couple walked up to their table and introduced themselves. “Hi, I’m
Angela, and this is my husband, Tony. Could we join you?”

Angela and Tony had dark classic Italian good
looks. Tony wasn’t tall, but he was buff from hours spent working
out. Angela was tiny. Steve guessed she was less than five feet
tall and thin, with almost non-existent breasts. Even her voice
sounded young.

“What have you been up to this morning?” Tony
asked them.

“We just woke up and came for breakfast,”
Dominique said, thankful for the interruption. “My husband tried to
have his way with me first, but hunger won out.”

“Hunger didn’t win with us,” Tony and Angela
grinned at each other. “My wife has been looking for a playmate all
morning.”

“What …you have?” Dominique turned her
attention to Angela. “Were you really trying to attract a man?”

“You bet I was,” Angela smiled. “I was so
horny this morning I did everything but beg men to fuck me while my
husband watched. I went so far as to tell a man that Tony was a
sissy and couldn’t take care of me himself.”

“A sissy?” Dominique was confused.

“A girly-man. It was a lie, of course. Tony
even acted like a sissy and told one guy he couldn’t get it up for
me. It was wonderful,” Angela reached across the table to stroke
her husband’s hand. “Have you ever gone slutty, Dominique?”

Dominique was staring, her view shifting
between Tony and Angela. The woman had been purposely trying to
find another man to have sex with, and she seemed happy. So did her
husband.

“Dominique?” Angela gave her a fake slap.

“What? Oh, no …I’ve never …how was it …I mean
…did it work?” The familiar urge to squeeze her legs together had
returned.

Angela leaned forward in her chair. “Kind of,
some guys want to meet me later. I have the feeling my tits aren’t
big enough. Tell me if I’m offending you.”

“I will.” Far from offended, Dominique was
intrigued.

“I’m always happy to talk about tits,” Steve
said, causing Dominique to give him a sharp look.

“Tits? Really, Steve.”

Angela was smiling when she continued, “I’m
just going to blurt this out. You’re so beautiful, and your body …I
prayed for a figure like you have when I was growing up. Instead, I
got a great personality.”

“Angela, you’re beautiful,” Dominique said in
the way women have of overlooking the obvious.

“I have a favor to ask of you,” Angela took a
deep breath and continued in a rush. “Will you help me find a man?
Maybe if a man gets all excited, thinking he’s going to fuck you,
he’ll settle for me. Please, Dominique. We came on this cruise for
a reason, and we don’t want to go home disappointed.”

Dominique hadn’t expected this and didn’t
have a ready answer. She looked to Steve, who didn’t understand
what was happening exactly, except it seemed possible that his wife
would get laid.

“What was the reason,” Steve began. “For
coming on the cruise?”

Tony and Angela exchanged looks before Tony
answered. “For a long time, I’ve wanted to share my wife with other
men. I read hotwife stories and looked at clips of husbands
watching their wives and jacking-off. It’s hard to describe what it
did to me. I’d get a tight feeling in my chest, and I’d want to
stop reading or turn off the video, but I couldn’t do it.”

“’Cause he’d have a big ol’ erection,” Angela
laughed.

“It’s true,” Tony continued. “Then one day,
Angela walked in on me and wanted to know what I was reading that
had me so …hard.”

“He showed you?” Dominique asked.

“I made him show me,” Angela said. “He was
reading an ebook, and it was scalding hot. I made him eat me while
I read, then I made him fuck me.”

“That was the beginning,” Tony interjected.
“Angela started reading the same things and watching the same
clips.”

“Then one day, Tony showed me how we might be
able to go on a cruise if I really wanted to be a hotwife,” Angela
smiled at her husband and took his hand before turning to
Dominique. “Now, I’m so horny I’m about to slide out of this chair.
So, will you help a desperate woman get laid?”

“You’ll have to help me, I don't know what to
do, but I’ll try,” Dominique said, sounding uncertain.

Angela broke into a broad smile and pulled
back to stare at Dominique’s breasts. “Let’s go to your cabin, and
I’ll help you change.”

Telling their husbands to wait, the women
left together. The men talked about sports, where they were from,
and finally, their wives.

Steve explained how they came to be on the
cruise, and he tried to explain the changes in his wife. With his
head resting on his fist, and a baffled expression on his face, he
said, “The idea of women having sex with other men, with their
husband’s permission, was so strange to us at first. We couldn’t
understand it. I have to tell you the truth, we still don’t
understand it, or at least Dominique doesn’t, and now I think I’ve
really fucked up.”

“Isn’t that exciting?” Tony said. “Angela
loves this cruise. She wants to be naughty.”

“Doesn’t it scare you?”

“Yes, but that adds to the excitement for me,
I think. This morning, I wanted to hear my wife moaning for another
guy.” Tony looked excited.

The two women had been gone for a long time
when Angela sat down beside her husband and hugged his arm. “You
won’t believe their stateroom. They’re in the owner's suite at the
top of the ship.” Angela used her tiny fists to pound on her
husband’s arm. “I’m so fucking turned on right now.”

Dominique was trying to hold her arm over her
breasts. She was wearing her new purple bathing suit, a matching
cover-up, and sandals. Her hard nipples made points in the
triangles covering her mounds.

“Isn’t she beautiful, Tony? If I were a man,
I’d want to fuck her right now. Shit, I’m not a man, and I still
want to fuck her.”

As they talked, Angela ate like a horse. She
was wearing a long white men’s tee-shirt, and when she’d finally
made her way through one of everything on the menu, she used the
tail to wipe her mouth, exposing her body. Her bald pussy, looking
as though she were fifteen years younger than her chronological
age, was bright red. Girl juices were collecting at the bottom of
her slit and dripping on the plastic-covered chair. “We need to do
it, Dominique. Don’t you think your wife is hot, Steve?”

Steve stuttered before finally saying, “I’ve
never seen her look more beautiful.”

“Really, Steve?” Dominique wanted to make
sure he hadn’t changed his mind. He still wanted her to sleep with
another man. “You’re okay with me acting slutty and picking up a
guy for Angela?”

“Of course he is, aren’t you, Steve?” Without
waiting for an answer, Angela charged ahead. “It’s why we’re here.
Look at it this way, she’ll have the sexual experience of a
lifetime, and at the end of it, she’ll still have her pussy. A man
won’t have taken anything, but he’ll have given her something.”

“What would he give me?” Dominique asked, her
interest partially driven by the urgent and overwhelming quiver
from her pussy spreading up her body.

“Besides the orgasms, you mean. He’ll have
given you power, Dominique. You’ll have the power to excite big,
strong, dominant men so much they give you control over
themselves,” she paused for a moment. “Then you’ll use that control
to give some to me. Tony, we need to leave right now.”

“Do you want to come with us,” Dominique
asked her husband. “Or, would you rather have me tell you about it
later?”

Steve didn’t want to miss a thing.

Before they made it to the pool, Angela
switched her long tee-shirt for a bathing suit, which was even more
revealing than Dominique’s. They’d just settled on chairs when the
public address system interrupted them.

“May I have your attention, please,”

Buffy’s said.

“We’re going to play ‘People Bingo,’ this
afternoon. Stewards are passing out playing cards and
pencils.

“The cards are divided into twelve boxes, with a
description of a guest in each square. The goal is to collect the
autographs of the guests who are the answer to each question. The
winner will fill their entire card. Each card is
different.”

“For example, if your card had a square reading:
‘the wife of a famous musician,’ you’d want Angela Rossi to sign
your card on that square.”

Dominique lazily turned over her card, read
it, smiled, and handed the card to Angela. “Please sign my
card.”

“You have ‘wife of a famous musician?’” She
was breathing fast as she studied the card. “Shit, you do.”

“Your husband’s a famous musician? Have I
heard of him?” An older man asked.

“He’s only famous in his own mind,” Angela
answered.

Angela held her mouth close to Dominique’s
ear. Her hot breath made the younger woman tremble. “This old man
has a nice cock.”

“He’s all yours,” Dominique whispered back.
Steve looked relieved.

Two men were talking as they walked past, “My
card has a square saying, ‘Near virgin wife on her honeymoon.’”

“Shit!” he continued. “I want to find her.
Can you imagine taking some guy's near virgin wife away from him on
their honeymoon and then sending her back full of your cum? I’m
getting a stiffy just thinking about it.”

Dominique and Steve looked at each other, and
Angela caught on immediately. “You’re on your honeymoon?”

“Yeah, but we’ve been married for a while,”
Steve told her.

“Still, guys are going to be all over you,
Dominique, if they find out who you are.”

“They’ll be all over her anyway,” Steve
looked concerned.

The guests wandered the ship throughout the
day, collecting autographs on their cards. Dominique questioned
every person who wanted to fuck her and soon knew individual breast
and cock sizes and who had starred in a pornographic movie.
Meanwhile, Steve had discovered a gay male guest, and which of the
women preferred anal. It was easy to find the guest who liked to
flash. They only had to locate Tania.

A man, so handsome he could have posed for
masculine magazine ads, sat next to Dominique. It was obvious what
he wanted, and Dominique found it difficult to resist him as he
nuzzled her neck and ran his fingers lightly over her almost
exposed breasts, causing both nipples to harden.

“I can’t, Danny,” Dominique said for the
third, or was it the fourth time. Steve was watching her with a
strange, hopeful expression and a hard-on.

Danny moved his hand to Dominique’s pussy.
His finger slid easily along the slippery, smooth fabric — the
explosion of sensations made Dominique fold at the waist and gasp.
She gripped his arm, her legs fell open, and she involuntarily slid
down in her seat to give him better access. Dominique kissed him,
hard, on the lips.

“You want to fuck me, don’t you,
Dominique?”

“Maybe when my friend is happy,” she moaned,
grateful to turn the small group's attention to Angela. “We made a
deal, and she has to go first.”

Steve and Tony moved to the forward bar and
continued filling out their ‘people bingo’ cards while they
talked.

“This is just what Angela wanted,” Tony said.
His cock was still partially erect from watching his wife. “What
about Dominique?”

Steve didn’t like that he couldn’t see his
wife and felt a sense of panic. His blood was pounding in his ears
and in his cock. He felt hot and feverish with worry as he wondered
if this was what it was like to lose her. Why had he confessed his
fantasy to her? Why hadn’t he kept his big, stupid mouth shut?

“What do you suppose has happened to our
wives?” Steve asked, looking worried.

“Angela is hopefully getting laid; I don’t
know about Dominique,” Tony answered, looking around. “I have to
wonder …”

“Wonder what?” Steve asked when Tony didn’t
finish his thought.

“Your wife is perhaps the most stunning
looking woman I’ve ever seen in person,” Tony said. Steve signaled
with his beer for Tony to finish his thought.

“Sharing her has to tear you up inside.
Watching another man put his dick inside your woman, your
breathtaking woman. Your wife on her back, her legs spread wide, a
smile on her face, welcoming him …” Tony shoved back from the
table, and Steve caught a glimpse of the bulge in Tony’s trunks.
Steve had a difficult time sorting through the emotions he felt.
Jealousy, to be sure. But also pride that Dominique was married to
him and fear that she’d find someone better.

They thought about what Tony had said for a
moment before Steve asked. “Maybe we should go looking for
them.”

“No, you don’t want to do that, dude. We
might find them, and if we fuck things up for them, we’ll be paying
for it for the rest of the cruise,” Tony rested back in his chair.
“Why don’t you find a willing partner? You’re good looking
enough.”

“I promised Dominique,” Steve didn’t want to
get into their entire history. “How about you?”

“The same thing,” Tony laughed ruefully. “I
guess we’re stuck.”

Standing outside the elevator to the owner’s
suite, Angela hugged Dominique and kissed her on the lips. “Thanks,
I owe you.”

“You’re the one who inspired him,” Dominique
said, confused by Angela’s kiss. Why did a woman’s soft lips feel
so good? Was she attracted to another woman again? Could it be
because Angela looked and sounded so young? Was she overthinking
this?

“My guy was looking at you every chance he
got. How did you not give in? Your guy was hot,” Angela kissed her
again. Dominique thought she’d never been kissed with such hunger
before. She hugged Angela hard before realizing what she was
doing.

Angela marveled at Dominique’s full mouth.
She traced the sensitive lips with the tip of her tongue.

“Can I tell you a secret?” Dominique asked as
they continued to hold each other.

“Of course.”

“He got me off with his finger and didn’t
even know it.” Angela looked at Dominique in surprise and started
to laugh. “What’s so funny?”

“My guy was already starting to fuck me, and
we were both looking at you,” Angela began, still holding
Dominique. “He wanted to fuck you, and I decided that I wanted you
more than I wanted him. But we went through with it, anyway.”

“Is that the truth, Angela? Did you want
another woman? Are you a lesbian?” Dominique asked.

“No, I mean, yes. I really did want you, and
no, I’m not a lesbian. Another woman has never attracted me
before,” Angela’s lips were more demanding this time. “We’ll be at
Lesbo Island soon. Would you consider me?”

Dominique took a step back. She couldn’t deny
her excitement. “I’m so confused.”

“Do you like me?” Angela asked, a hurt look
forming on her face.

“Yes, of course, I like you,” Dominique
tentatively put her arms around Angela again. “I’ve just never …you
know …been with another woman, and suddenly, here you are.”

Angela smiled at the unintended compliment.
She kissed Dominique one more time, tenderly. “You know where to
find me.”

Steve was in the stateroom when his wife came
through the door. He marveled at how wonderful she looked wearing
her purple swimsuit and cover-up. She was not conscious of her
breasts' movements as she walked, and the effect their wobbles,
even under the cover-up, had on any man watching.

“Did you have fun?” he tried to hide his
concern.

“Yes, we had a great time together.”

“Were you successful? For Angela, I mean,” he
actually meant was she successful for herself.

“Yes, we were.” Dominique smiled and kissed
him before walking up the stairs to their bedroom.

Steve moaned and tried to push his erection
down before walking up behind her.




Chapter 8 – The Introductory Meeting

 


The helipad was suspended high above the bow
just before the sun deck. Dominique and Tania stepped through the
hatch with Steve, Tim and James following.

Most of the guests were already there, either
standing by the temporary bars or milling around with drinks in
hand. The muted roar of the wind, and the waves' pounding at the
bow far below made conversations difficult until the breeze died.
People stood close to one another and shouted.

Dominique stopped, surprised by how many
women were wearing almost no clothing. The moist tropical heat,
combined with the breeze, must have felt good on their bare bodies.
Dominique thought some of the women were using the excuse to show
off for potential dates. Many of the men were either naked or
wearing so little that it amounted to the same thing.

James was wearing his usual tight,
knee-length bathing suit. It adhered to his thick hosepipe of a
dick like shrinkwrap. His suit was so tight Dominique could see
that James was circumcised. Steve wore board shorts that extended
to his knees. His muscular build, sleeve tattoos, and white
sidewall haircut marked him for what he was. Tim wore a standard
boxer-style swimming suit and a green golf shirt. He wasn’t trying
to stand out from the crowd.

Tania was topless, and her firm, white
teardrop-shaped breasts seemed to pop from her tanned body. After
her experiences with Angela, Dominique had insisted on wearing her
cut-off shorts made from an old pair of jeans, along with a lowcut,
v-neck, tee-shirt. She’d compromised with Steve and gone without a
bra.

Tania was soon in deep conversation with two
men, their heads close to one another so they could be heard. They
looked much younger than her. The men’s wives stood talking, arms
crossed beneath their breasts and above stomachs they’d worked so
hard to keep flat.

The tall, black Captain tapped his microphone
for attention to welcome the guests.

Welcome to our fifth annual erotic, anything goes,
Caribbean cruise. Unfortunately, Mr. Lee will not be with us this
year, but please join me in thanking him for letting us use his
beautiful yacht.

For those who have sailed with us in the past —
welcome back. For those new to our party — we’re thrilled to have
you with us.

In a minute, I’m going to turn the microphone over
to Buffy, who is, among her other duties, our Cruise Director, to
tell you the exciting events she and her people have planned for us
this year.

Again, welcome, and if I can ever be of service,
please let me know.

Buffy, the young-looking blonde with
close-set breasts, took the microphone next, looking even more like
Tania’s younger sister. Except instead of being topless, Buffy was
wearing a tee-shirt cut-off two inches below her nipples, leaving
the bottom of her breasts exposed.

Welcome! I have a few announcements before I tell
you about the exciting activities we have planned for our cruise—No
Hole Barred

We’ll be in international waters through much of the
cruise, so you all know what that means!

Buffy smiled broadly and drew out the word
‘so.’

Anything other than no means Yesssss!

I do hope nobody here has anything against PDA.

Yells and hooting noises greeted the question
as Buffy pretended to scan the crowd.

No? Public Displays of Affection are okay?

Just remember the few rules. There aren’t many, but
they are important. So, listen up, and Marvin, keep your hands to
yourself for the next few minutes.

A man they all presumed was Marvin hugged his
hands to his armpits and looked sheepish. The woman in front of him
looked disappointed that he’d stopped whatever he’d been doing.

Number one. Please be respectful of others in all
things, but especially if you just can’t wait to be alone.

Number two. Please remember to dress when the ship
is docked. Local authorities do not always understand us.

Number three. While at sea, clothing is optional,
meaning we have the option of taking it off you.

Cheers from both sexes met the last
announcement.

Seriously, clothing is optional. Wear what you’d
like, or wear nothing at all.

We have some exciting activities planned for you. Of
course, the ever-popular playrooms will return, and the playrooms
wouldn’t be complete without the …

Her voice lowered for dramatic effect.

The BDSM experience.

The crowd clapped and howled.

A few of the women were in deep conversations
with their husbands. Buffy waited until she had everyone’s
attention before continuing.

We have a very special room this year — Mr. Lee’s
gift.

The heliport deck grew quiet. Couples smiled
at each other, their eyes glittering in the reflection of the
landing lights.

We will select a woman at random to be …

Buffy tried to sound conspiratorial.

Auctioned

Three women will be selected at random and made
available to potential bidders.

Now, before you get too excited, the women won’t be
available for sex. They’ll only be available to be examined by
interested bidders.

In the past, examinations have been rather
intimate.

After two rounds, we’ll auction one of the lucky
women with proceeds going to charity.

Every woman's name will go into the fishbowl with a
chance to be pulled as one of the lucky three.

We believe that no means no, so please see me if you
don’t want your name in the bowl.

“Can we choose you, Buffy?”

“No, Marvin. I’m not a guest.” Buffy was
breathing hard. The microphone picked up the loud sounds of her
exhales. She felt damp all over, and the microphone felt slippery
in her hand. The tropical air suddenly felt too warm. Some knew
that Buffy, then a guest, had been auctioned the first year. Some
were even aware that Buffy had stayed with the man for the
remainder of the cruise.

We’ll be making a port call or two to places that
allow gambling and nude amateur dancing. A few of our ladies seem
to like that — I see you, Margot.

We also have a new and extraordinary adventure
activity. I’ll keep it a surprise except to say there might be
‘carpet munching’ involved.

A few of the ladies put their hands over
their mouths, their eyes wide. Buffy knew Lesbo Island was an open
secret. Two women who had just met held hands and together made
their way toward the exit to the hot tub.

The young men talking to Tania wanted her to
take off the suit bottoms she was wearing. Their wives looked away
with their arms still crossed under their breasts.

The young men stopped smiling when James
approached, his cock still covered but visible. They laughed at
something he said, and James ordered drinks for them before moving
over to their now excited wives. It was the turn of the young men
to feel apprehensive.

“Don’t worry, guys,” Tania said. “You can
play with me for a while, and if James wants your wives, there’s
nothing you can do.”

When they looked at their wives again, they
found them pressed under James’s arms and smiling broadly.

Steve and Dominique felt strangely aroused.
He took his wife’s hand and asked, “Are we allowed to touch each
other?”

“I’m not sure,” Dominique answered. “I wonder
what it would be like to …you know, to do it in public?”

Steve looked at his wife in wonder. What had
happened when he’d been talking to Tony? He’d lost track of her and
Angela — was Dominique already a hotwife?

At that moment, she looked over at him,
curious that he hadn’t said anything. It looked like her husband
had gone into a fugue state. His eyes were blank, and he was
staring at something a long way off.

Dominique squeezed his hand and asked, “What
are you so thoughtful about?”

“Are you thinking about doing it with another
man so I can watch?”

“Yes, I mean …I don’t know, maybe.” Dominique
felt pressured by her husband and the crowd of people who thought
nothing of sleeping with each other. Even though Dominique had lied
to her husband by not telling him about Alan, she took her marriage
vows seriously. Steve thought he’d married a virgin, and the lie
had been eating at Dominique. Now he wanted her to let another man
fuck her, with no emotional connection between them, while he
watched.

While they talked, Dominique looked over her
husband’s shoulders. One of the wives was pulling down James’s
swimsuit, and his immense cock sprang free looking as fat as a wine
bottle. Dominique’s body tingled, and her skin felt extra
sensitive. Something was happening to her pussy, and she
reflectively squeezed her thighs together again. James’s skin was
the color of light chocolate; he was so large, well built, and
handsome. Dominique needed to touch her open mouth to check for
leaking drool that would have matched the froth from her pussy.

Steve hadn’t seen James’s cock because he’d
been looking at a sea of breasts in the opposite direction. Breasts
large and small, firm and floppy, it was a paradise for breast
lovers, and Steve loved breasts.

“Maybe he’ll buy me if I’m in the auction,”
Dominique said without looking at her husband. Steve looked up
quickly, but Dominique was already walking away from him. Would his
wife be in the auction? His erection felt uncomfortable in his
board suit. He had the urge to take it out.

Two half-naked women walked up to him.
“Hello, I’m Cynthia, and this is my friend Margot,” one said,
introducing her prettier friend. Both were topless, and Margot’s
bell-shaped breasts were smooth, firm, and full on her slight
frame. Both women were in their mid-thirties.

“Have you ever been in bed with two women at
the same time?” Margot asked and then buried her shyly grinning
face in Cynthia’s shoulder.

“Have you ever seen a woman climax from being
disciplined?” Cynthia asked, slapping Margot on her round bottom.
Margot smiled and looked eager.

“Um …er, no, I haven’t,” Steve answered, his
eyes glued to their tits, and he thought, ‘disciplined?’

“Wouldn’t you like to have two sets of
boobies to play with?”

“And two wet pussies to fuck?”

“Um …have you seen my wife?” Steve
stammered.

“No, but our offer is open. You can even
watch two women making love to each other,” Cynthia was the brave
one. “Think about it.”

“What happened to discipline?” Margot asked
as she turned to walk away.

Cynthia smiled and squeezed Steve’s totally
hard cock as she passed him.

‘Oh god,’ he thought. ‘What was happening to
him?’ Steve’s cock was throbbing and aching. He decided he wanted
to fuck the two women. But when he turned to follow them his wife
was standing in his way.

“I want to answer your question with complete
honesty,” she began.

“What question?” Steve asked stupidly, his
mind still on Cynthia and Margot.

“About …you know, sleeping with another
man.”

“Oh, that question. What’s your answer?”
Steve caught a glimpse of Margot in the crowd.

“I might,” Dominique said. Steve was
speechless — his wife might sleep with another man.

Steve thought ‘sleeping’ with someone meant
an emotional connection, like making love with them. Making love
with someone was completely different from just fucking. It was all
so confusing. Maybe she hadn’t realized the difference, and it was
just an honest mistake. His head was spinning when Dominique
suddenly changed the subject by asking, “Why is she staring at
me?”

“Maybe you look familiar,”
Steve answered, distracted by his wife confusing sleeping with
fucking.

“Are you, like someone
famous? You are, aren’t you? You’re so much prettier in person.” A
young-looking woman, her body quivering with excitement, was
holding out a torn piece of paper and a pencil. “Can I have your
autograph?”

“I’m not famous,” Dominique
was dumbfounded.

“Your tits are beautiful.”
The young woman was staring at Dominique’s breasts. “They’re
perfect …you’re perfect. I want to be your sex slave …please.
You’re allowed to have one. It's in the rules someplace. Pick me.
I’ll do anything for you.”

She stood as though frozen
as the young woman stroked the erect nipple poking at the front of
Dominique’s shirt. “I’m allowed to have a …?” Dominique looked at
Steve in confusion.

“A sex slave,” Steve said
helpfully.

The young woman had knelt
between Dominique’s legs and was caressing her mound. Even through
her cut-off jeans, Dominique felt aroused.

“Maybe you could use a
slave for a little while,” Steve offered.

“Okay,” Dominique spoke in
a far-away sounding voice.

“What you said earlier, Dominique, you might
…what?” Steve’s thoughts had returned to his wife’s statement that
she might be willing to consider fucking another man while he
watched, but he was distracted by the sight of the young woman
rubbing her face on his wife’s crotch.

“I might be thinking about doing it with
another man,” Dominique continued in a rush. “It wouldn’t mean I
didn’t love you or that I loved you less. I love you with all my
heart; you’ve got to believe me. It’s just …this boat and these
people — say something.”

Instead, he turned his attention to
Dominique’s potential slave, “What’s your name?”

“Laquinta.” She had blond hair, highlighted
with pink streaks.

“You mean, okay, I should do it?”

“Okay, you should think about doing it,”
Steve thought he’d climbed out of the hole he’d created for
himself.

Dominique nodded her head hard, once, her
dark hair flying. “Okay, I’m thinking about …you know, um, fucking
…another man.”

“Or a woman,” Laquinta added, hopefully.

“Okay,” he said.

“But if I catch you thinking about another
woman, I’ll cut your …you know what off.”

To get better acquainted…

The sound system made a series of popping
noises, and Buffy was back.

“We’re going to play a game. First, my assistants
and I will organize you into small groups of four to six people.
Then we’ll start.”

The assistants moved through the crowd,
randomly forming people into groups with equal numbers of men and
women who were not related to each other.

Dominique joined a group of four, plus
Laquinta. She was unsure of herself but strangely excited to be
without her husband, surrounded by so many people set on fucking
each other. She wasn’t even with Tania or Angela. The excitement
caused her heart to feel as though it were being clutched and
squeezed by a strong male fist. She was suddenly grateful for
Laquinta smiling up at her.

“Hello, I’m Anna, and you’re Dominique. What
a pretty name.” Anna was a tall, skinny woman with a broad smile.
Dominique guessed Anna was at least thirty years old.

Laquinta was holding Dominique tightly. “I’m
Dominique’s sex slave,” she said.

“No. You’re not my slave. For sex or anything
else.”

“She acts like a slave,” Anna observed. Then
to Laquinta, “Would you do anything for your mistress?”

“Of course, she’s a famous actress — or
something.”

Anna looked back at Dominique in surprise.
“You do look familiar.”

“She’s famous,” Laquinta said, stroking her
mistresses’ arm.

“No, I’m not famous; Laquinta, stop doing
that.”

“Yes, mistress,” Laquinta went back to
smiling happily and holding Dominique with both arms.

Dominique greeted the people joining their
circle. Two, a man and a woman, were already naked. They all took
in Laquinta and chose to say nothing.

When the guests were in, more or less, equal
groups, Buffy continued.

We’re going to play a game of “Two Truths and a
Lie.”

This cruise is all about the hotwife and swinging
lifestyles, and this little game is my way of helping you break the
ice.

I’m sure many of you have played this game before,
but our rules are slightly different.

Each group picks a person who is ‘it.’ I don’t care
how you do it, play Rock, Scissors, Paper, or something. Just
choose a person to be ‘it.’ You’ll have about one minute.

The person who is ‘it’ must think of two truths and
a lie about themselves.

The rest of you will decide which statement is a
lie.

Here’s where it gets fun. Are you ready?

A chorus of yells and hooting greeted Buffy’s
question.

“If the group exposes the lie, the person who is
‘it’ must strip off their remaining clothing and perform any sex
act the group desires.”

Another loud chorus and a shouted question,
from a female voice:

“What if a woman wants to do more?”

“That’s an excellent question. I’m changing the
rules. A person who is it may do more, but not less.

Now, what if the lie isn’t exposed? I know you’ve
been asking yourselves. ‘But Buffy, what if we’re wrong and we
can’t spot the lie.’

In that case, the entire group must bare themselves,
and the person who was ‘it’ tells the group what to do.”

Another voice yelled out, a man this time,
someone standing close to Dominique.

“Give us an example.”

There were a lot of smiles and some
clapping.

“Okay. A woman is ‘it,’ and her lie is exposed,
everybody with me so far?

The group decides the woman who was ‘it’ should go
down on the woman who was instrumental in uncovering the lie.

But the woman who was ‘it’ wants to go down on the
men, too.”

“Sounds good to me,” the same male voice
yelled. “Let’s play.”

Her audience clapped at the announcement.
“What about you?” a male voice wondered.

“I’ll be keeping my clothing on tonight, Marvin.
But thanks for the thought.

Are we ready? There is no time limit. Go.”

With Laquinta attached to her arm, Dominique
moved to the center, unsure how she’d become ‘it’ for the small
group. Perhaps because she was ‘famous’ and Laquinta had lobbied
for her. The others formed a semi-circle around her.

In the group next to Dominique’s, Tania
volunteered to be ‘it.’ Meanwhile, Steve had quietly moved to stand
next to James. He wasn’t sure how to begin. “I like your tats.”

James studied Steve’s arms, his face serious.
“I don’t mean to insult you, man. But I gotta ask. Are they for
real?”

“No offense taken. I’m not a poser. I’m for
real.”

“It’s great to meet you, man,” James held out
his hand. “It looks like we’ve been in some of the same
suckfests.”

Steve was smiling. He felt he’d made a
connection in this strange place. “Now I gotta ask you, is this
place for real?”

“Yeah, dude. Do you know the number one
fantasy of married men? To watch their wives have sex with another
guy. Usually one with a bigger cock, and often, a black guy,” James
laughed. “So here I am — a black guy with a big dick. Then, after
she’s had her fill, the wife goes home to her husband with her
pussy full of another man’s cum so he can reclaim her. It’s a
powerful fantasy.”

Steve hadn’t known, and he was embarrassed by
the tight feeling of excitement in his dick. “What if his wife
decides to leave her husband? What if she runs off with the other
guy? How do they handle the jealousy?”

“That’s the beauty of this setup,” James
said. “Nobody running off with anyone on this boat, and the
jealousy. Oh man, the jealousy is the hot sauce that makes it all
so good. After they watch their wives, these guys will be packing
boners like they’ve never had before. And the ladies know it, too.
They count on it; they want it. For two weeks, the women have a
hall pass, and they’ll use it.”

“A ‘hall pass?’” Steve asked.

“Like a get-out-of-jail-free card. They can
have their fun without consequences,” James said.

“I don’t want to watch Dominique …” Steve
began, but a picture had been planted in his brain of his wife on
her back, looking at him while James pushed his giant black
eggplant of a cock into her. It didn’t take much for Steve to get
an erection, and he had one now.

“Dominique forgot her birth control pills.
Her pharmacy called, wondering why she hadn’t picked them up. She
hasn’t taken one for more than a month,” Steve said in a rush.

James didn’t move; he appeared to be
thinking. “Some hotwife couples are into what they call ‘breeding.’
It’s all about having a baby with the bull who fucked the
wife.”

Steve looked surprised.

James continued, “It’s a popular fantasy, and
for some reason, the bull is always a black guy. I don’t think many
actually go through with it, although some do.”

Steve didn’t understand why he was getting
excited again. He could feel his cock throb.

“Jesus … She couldn’t have forgotten her
pills on purpose to have some guy knock her up. We thought it was
just going to be the two of us.” Steve stopped suddenly and looked
at James. “She thought it was just going to be the two of us.” He
said again.

Dominique was ‘it,’ and her heart felt as
though something was squeezing it again. Harder this time. Her
pussy grew wetter as she walked to the center of the circle, trying
to think of two truths and a lie.

“Okay, I think I’m ready,” she said, looking
at the group; her pussy felt slippery.

“Here we go,” she said. “I’ve been married
for two years. I’m not wearing panties, and I’m so wet I can’t
stand it.”

Dominique didn’t know where her statements
had come from; she’d just opened her mouth, and two truths and a
lie had spilled out without conscious thought. She did wish she
hadn’t told the lie about her panties.

A pair of rusted gardening scissors had
hacked off the legs of an old pair of jeans to make her cut-offs,
and over time the edges had frayed until nothing remained to
surround the seam at her crotch.

The rest of the group started talking about
her, with the women taking the lead. Dominique became even more
uncomfortable. She could feel sweat dripping down her face and on
the underside of her breasts. Dominique was panting.

“Don’t worry, mistress. I’m here for you,”
Laquinta said, holding her hand. Dominique was oddly grateful for
her new slave.

Lucy had appointed herself the leader of the
little group, and she’d finally had enough. Ignoring the others and
looking straight at Dominique, she said. “There’s no way she isn’t
wearing panties. Hell, I can see them sticking out from between her
legs. That’s our answer, now show us, honey. Prove me wrong.”

Dominique stood immobile, unsure of what to
do.

“Show us your panties, dear,” Lucy said.
“Just open your cute little retro cut-offs and let us see.”

Dominique’s hand shook as she unzipped her
jeans. She closed her eyes tight and pulled her shorts open,
revealing white panties too big for her cut-offs.

“Hah, I knew it. Since your shorts are open,
why don’t you just take those damp panties off?” Lucy
suggested.

Dominique couldn’t catch her breath, and she
was becoming dizzy. She’d have to remove her cut-off jeans and
stand naked from the waist down for everyone to see. She put a hand
on Laquinta’s shoulder to steady herself as together they worked
her tight cut-offs down her hips. It felt strangely exciting for
another woman to pull her pants off, leaving her nearly naked on
the converted helipad full of people.

Steve watched in amazement. He’d seen his own
wife entirely naked for the first time just the day before. Now
dozens of people could see her pussy. Steve looked around and saw
that virtually all activity had stopped as the guests watched his
spectacular wife.

Dominique hadn’t anticipated how wet and
excited she was. Her panties stuck to her pussy before Laquinta
pulled them free with a wet sucking sound.

Lucy held the sodden underwear up in triumph.
“What were you going to show?” she asked, throwing the panties on
the deck where they landed with a wet smack. “You’ve got so much
hair on your snatch we can’t see a thing.”

“Spread her legs,” a male voice suggested.
Laquinta, breathing heavily, urged Dominique’s legs apart. Long
strings of lubrication were running from her twat.

“She’s turned on,” Randy said. “Who do you
want to fuck first?”

“I found the lie — I name the punishment,”
Lucy proclaimed while rummaging in her bag. Finally, holding up an
oddly shaped piece of rubber, she announced, “Your punishment is to
wear this plug in your butt for the night.”

Dominique was trembling. The flesh colored
plug looked too big to fit up her backside. It started at a blunt
point and flared into a broad mass above a flat plate.

“No way, you’re not putting that thing in
me,” Dominique tried to back away, bent at the waist, her legs
close together. Her hands held out as if to ward Lucy off. “Steve,
help me.”

But Steve’s cock was too hard, and he didn’t
want to help.

Dominique backed into Laquinta, hoping for
assistance, but Laquinta had plans of her own. While Dominique held
Lucy off in the front, Laquinta had a hand between Dominique’s
thighs, stroking her mistress’s wet clitoris.

Damn, that felt good. Still, Dominique
couldn’t let them put that thing in her butt.

It felt even better when Laquinta, standing
behind her, sunk a finger in Dominique’s pussy, and inserted
another thin finger in her mistress’s ass. Dominique could feel
them rubbing against each other inside herself and was surprised
when it felt good.

“Stop fighting it, mistress,” Laquinta
whispered, adding more fingers to each hole along with warm oily
lubricant. “I’ve done this with cocks. It feels delicious.”

Dominique forced her body to relax, possibly
aided by the drinks she’d had earlier. Then Laquinta’s soft tongue
was lapping at her swollen clit; her fingers still sawing inside
her mistress.

Dominique was horrified to be naked from the
waist down in front of strangers. It was like some bad old high
school dream of showing up naked for a big test.

To make it even more horrific, Laquinta, with
pink streaks in her blonde hair, was between her legs, licking her
clit. At the same time, her slave’s fingers were in Dominique’s
pussy and ass, and they felt good. She stopped fighting it
and dropped her hands to her knees.

She hardly noticed the thin, blunt point of
the butt plug as it was pushed into her ass. She felt the plug
widen uncomfortably, but there was more lubrication, and Laquinta
was sucking Dominique’s clit deep inside her mouth, where she
lapped at it with her tongue.

Then the plug was all the way inside; the
plate flat against her asshole. Dominique stood up straight and
took a few shaky steps before bending again, her hands back on her
knees. She’d never before felt so full. Laquinta was stroking her
clit, and the thrill was almost too much. Dominique’s entire body
felt like it was vibrating — her pussy was exposed to a group of
strangers, and she wanted — no needed, something or someone inside
to rub against that thing in her ass. Her vagina felt strangely
empty. She turned, trying to find her husband, but instead saw
James looking directly at her, a small smile on his face.

James had exposed his massive rod to relieve
the pressure from cramming it inside his tight suit. His group had
guessed wrong. Their breasts or pussies exposed, several women were
vying for his attention. But James was looking at Dominique.

“James,” she said as if calling for him.

Lucy looked around wildly. “Who’s James?”

Laquinta followed her gaze, and seeing James,
sucked in a ragged breath. “Oh, man.”

Dominique, wearing only her tee-shirt, walked
toward the hatch. The butt plug felt strange in her ass, and
Laquinta, carrying Dominique’s cut-offs, followed by James, and
Steve were close behind.

“Hey, I wanted to make her fuck us,” Randy
complained.

Tania watched them go, her group standing
around her. She felt happy for Dominique but concerned for Steve.
‘Oh, well,’ she thought. ‘He’s a big boy,’ and turned back to her
group with a smile, her eyes wandering from prick to prick. Tania’s
breasts were bare, and her lace skirt did nothing to hide her bald
slit. She purposely moved so her breasts would wobble for the
guys.

“I used to run a gang that made their money
from drugs and women. I was once held captive by a guy named Bear,
who had a huge, hairy, monster cock that I grew to love. My
husband’s kind of rich, not a billionaire or anything, but rich
enough.”

Listening to people talk about her made Tania
want to fuck someone. She crossed one leg over the other as she
stood in front of the group and squeezed rhythmically. When her
muscles tightened, she felt it in her pussy. Tania checked out the
men, judging and ranking them according to which one she wanted to
fuck first since James had gone with Dominique.

Lindy had dark red hair, and she blushed
easily. Freckles covered her face and extended down her chest,
making her pale, round, perfectly soft breasts prominent. She
started to speak, then stopped and turned to the man beside her.
“Are you sure? It seems so obvious.” He nudged her and pointed
toward Tania as if to say, ‘go on.’

“Okay, I think we’re wrong, but here we go.
You never ran a gang making money from drugs and women.”

Hawk, listening from the group next to them,
laughed at their guess. “Our girl Tania was El Jefe of the BaMa for
a while.”

They all turned to look at him and then at
Tania. “Thanks, Hawk. I was going to have some fun with that little
factoid.”

“Is it true, you really ran an outlaw gang?”
Lindy’s face had blushed an even darker shade of pink than usual as
the thought aroused her. She would gladly volunteer to be held
captive by Tania. The rest of the group smiled at each other. “I
thought it was so outlandish it had to be true. Which was the
lie?”

Tania could see the desire in her face. This
woman was turned on. “The thing about my husband. He really is a
billionaire.”

Moses was standing behind the group, working
for Buffy. The news of a billionaire on board caused him to stop
what he was doing. Later he’d meet with Bunny to tell him what he’d
just learned.

Their clothing rustled as the group finished
stripping. Tim's cock was hard, and he had to resist the urge to
touch himself as he watched the cluster of people surrounding his
wife. She was in charge, and nothing was impossible. He knew if he
touched his erection even once, he wouldn’t be able to stop.

“What’s our punishment for guessing wrong,”
Lindy asked, trying to stand close to Tania. Her husband wandered
over, looking concerned. He didn’t have experience being married to
a hotwife with a hall pass.

“The men are all going to satisfy Lindy,”
Tania announced. “You’re going to eat her, and you’re going to fuck
her. Emily is going to suck every cock to make sure it's hard for
my girl Lindy.”

Lindy seemed shocked; her body trembled. She
was Tania’s girl? It was an inspired punishment. “How do we start?”
she asked, standing as close to Tania as she dared.

“Like this,” Tania held Lindy by the
shoulders and kissed her passionately before lowering her onto a
yoga mat. “Who’s first?”

Lindy’s gangbang was still going on, two of
the guys fucking her for the second time after her husband had
taken a turn. Another knot of people, including Margot and Cynthia,
left for the oversized hot tub near the fantail. Cynthia beckoned
for Steve and Dominique to join them.

Women were groaning, and men were grunting as
the punishments continued.

The seven, four men and three women, shed
what little remained of their clothing and climbed into the
steaming water. Dominique had struggled back into her cut-offs, her
panties lost, and now stood next to Steve and Laquinta at the
portable bar watching the action.

Ajay was bartending, and he wanted to watch,
too. But Bunny would like to hear about the tattoos on the guest in
front of him, so Ajay studied them carefully, particularly the
large:

USMC

He thought he knew what it stood for, but to
be sure, Ajay wrote the initials on the white palm of his otherwise
dark hand in ballpoint ink. The woman was exotically gorgeous,
tall, and much better looking than any other woman on the cruise,
and he’d seen her in the owner’s suite. She was even better looking
than any actress he’d seen in the movies. He wondered why she
wasn’t naked.

Dominique was sure the black bartender’s
interest was different from the other men. For one thing, he smiled
at her and held her eyes with his. He was the first man she’d met
on the boat who didn’t first look at her body. Dominique knew her
nipples were straining erect, begging for attention.

She made a point of standing sideways to him,
daring him to look. She wasn’t actually doing anything wrong, she
thought. Dominique sucked in her stomach before speaking. His
interest in her felt like a compliment.

“Where are you from,” she bent to look at his
nametag, causing her breasts to swing forward, straining the neck
of her tee-shirt, and exposing more of her boobs. Exposing herself
made Dominique feel a little tipsy. “Ajay?”

“Jamaica, ma’am,” his accent was sounding
much more robust.

“What are the women like in Jamaica?”
Dominique liked the way he focused on her, and she loved his
accent.

“Not like you. I’ve never seen a woman like
you. Not in real life, maybe in the movies,” Ajay’s tongue felt
thick. Steve had seen Cynthia crawl between Margot’s legs and had
moved in for a closer look.

“Those women are naked, Ajay. Why aren’t you
looking at them?” Dominique decided some flirting would be okay.
After all, it wasn’t as though he were one of the guests, and the
butt plug was making it hard to concentrate on anything else.

“Because they are good-looking, and they have
nice bodies, but even with that silly shirt on, you are more
lovely,” Ajay was known for his success with women at home. He
found that all he had to do was listen to them carefully and show
interest in them as people. After showing that he cared what they
thought, not just their breast size, it was easier to get even the
married women into bed. Maybe the same thing would work here. After
all, the women were all on this cruise for sex, so part of his work
was already done.

“You think my tee-shirt is silly?” Dominique
smiled and looked down at her cleavage. Using her thumbs and
forefingers, she pulled at the fabric covering her nipples. She
looked back at him and decided she liked his face.

“Yes, ma’am. You should be naked like the
others. But they would be jealous, I think. You are so much more
lovely.” He replaced Dominique’s watery drink with a full plastic
cup.

“Are you trying to get me drunk and naked,
Ajay?” Dominique’s slur was growing worse.

“Yes, ma’am.” He had a nice smile. His teeth
were gleaming white, and his face was almost black. Outside the
circle of lights from the hot tub, the stars seemed bright in the
dark sky.

Margot was moaning loudly with Cynthia’s face
buried in her pussy. Tania was with the two younger men. One had
his cock in her mouth while the other fucked her from behind. Their
wives were nowhere in sight.

Steve had his hand in his pocket, squeezing
his erection as he watched them fucking. It was wrong, all of it
was terribly wrong, but Dominique thought how wonderful it would be
to take Tania’s place between the two men.

“Come here, Ajay,” Dominique said. He hadn’t
once looked at the naked women in the hot tub. His eyes had been on
Dominique’s face the entire time. He hadn’t even looked down the
open front of her shirt to judge the size of her boobs. She
couldn’t remember a time when a man hadn’t been first interested in
getting her into bed. “Are you gay, Ajay?”

“No, absolutely not,” Ajay smiled, his eyes
focused on hers. “I very much am liking women. Did I say that
right, ma’am?”

With Ajay following her, Dominique moved to
the edge of the bar furthest from the tub. She’d moved where the
shadows were darkest. “Don’t tell my husband.”

Laquinta pushed a hand between her own legs
and watched intently as Dominique pulled her tee-shirt up slowly,
her breasts resisting gravity momentarily before falling into view.
Ajay’s eyes went wide — his dark pupils surrounded by white. He’d
never seen breasts like these. They were each as large as a small
woman’s head. He itched to touch them. Laquinta stared in awe.

Dominique didn’t know where her bravery had
come from or how long it would last. They were just tits; she
didn’t understand the fascination men had with them. The look on
Ajay’s face caused her head to swim and made her intensely aware of
her pussy.

“May I touch?” Ajay’s hand was already moving
to caress her. He’d learned to ask permission first. Once a woman
said yes, he could touch her anywhere he wanted. Dominique seemed
to be nodding; her eyes were large and unblinking. Then his dark
hand was on her pale left breast. He seemed to be judging its
weight in his palm, and Dominique looked down in wonder.

“Oh, god,” Dominique’s conscience told her to
cover herself, but her hands wouldn’t obey. A man and Laquinta were
fondling her at the same time, sending bursts of adrenaline to her
pussy. Their hands felt different; one was small and soft while the
other was hard and calloused. Laquinta stroked her nipple softly;
Ajay pinched the other nipple between his thumb and forefinger.

Dominique gave in to the fantastic sensations
they aroused in her. Then they heard someone coming, and she moved,
as if in a daze, back to the guest's side of the bar.

“It was nice meeting you, Ajay,” she said
formally, just as a couple arrived to order. “I’ll come back to
finish my drink.”

Ajay’s cock was throbbing hard in his loose,
white cotton pants. He could still feel Dominique’s boob in his
hand. The hand he was using to jack-off behind the bar. His heavy
pre-cum smeared the ink on his palm, making the four letters
impossible to read.

James joined Dominique, and they moved to
leave. Steve didn’t follow; he was engrossed, for now, in the hot
tub action.

Dominique could still feel the heat of Ajay’s
hand holding her breast and testing its weight. Despite her thighs
being so wet they slid together, guilt overcame her. She’d cheated
on her husband, she’d not only allowed other people to see her
naked body, but she’d let a man fondle her. What she’d done was
horribly wrong, and now she was going to compound her guilt by
sleeping with James. She needed to save her marriage.

On the deck, Dominique stopped suddenly and
turned. “I can’t do it. I’m sorry, James.” She expected him to
argue, or maybe even be angry. Instead, James hugged her, and his
insanely large cock pressed against her stomach. Dominique wrapped
her arms around him and snuggled tighter against the heat of his
dick. ‘What would it be like to fuck a man like this?’ she thought
again.

“I’m so sorry, James. I can’t do this to
Steve; please don’t hate me,” she murmured into his chest.

“It’s okay, Dominique,” James held her by the
shoulders so he could look at her face and smile. “It’s a long
cruise, and you know where to find me.”

He was smiling at her — that had to be a good
thing, and Dominique weakly smiled back. She wanted him even more
now that she’d told him she couldn’t do it.

Dominique kissed James on the cheek, holding
her lips against his scratchy skin longer than necessary. She
inhaled deeply, the scent of him making her even more aroused.
Dominique fought the insane urge to rub her pussy against his
prick.

Instead, she thanked him for understanding
and left. Turning into the corridor leading to the elevator,
Dominique almost collided with her husband. He was holding his
finger against his lips, urging her to be silent.

“What are you doing?” Dominique whispered.
“Were you spying on me?”

“Yes,” Steve didn’t look embarrassed.

“Why?” Dominique looked back the way she’d
come, confused for a moment before realization dawned on her. “You
wanted to watch me with James. You thought he was going to … do me,
and you wanted to watch.”

“Yes,” Steve was smiling at her. “I saw you
with the bartender, you didn’t think I was looking, but I was. Do
you have any idea how much you turn me on?”

Dominique smiled. She didn’t really know why
she should have been angry. Instead, she hugged her husband close,
his hard-on poking her hip. “How about if I make love with my
husband instead, and he can tell me what he hoped to see?”

Steve came inside his wife as he finished
telling her how he’d hoped to see her stretched by James’s huge
cock. Dominique was left hanging and even more turned on and
frustrated, humping herself against her husband’s softening
dick.

Winston and Bunny, wearing waiter uniforms
and standing near a refreshment stand, watched the other couples.
None of the guests would have approved of their plans.

“I want the one showed her tits to Ajay.
She’s mine, Bunny. I kill that little fucker you don’t let me have
her.” He meant it, and Bunny knew he meant it.




Chapter 9 - Back in the Room

 


Dominique had planned to wear her sexy
lingerie for her husband on their honeymoon. She remembered the
thrill it gave her when she’d tried it on, thinking of the look on
Steve’s face when he saw her wearing something so revealing. Maybe
he’d think she was a slut for wearing something so bold, and she’d
almost chickened out. But the wedding was years ago, and they were
on an erotic cruise. Dominique thought it would be fun for Steve to
think of her as a sex object.

It was just a wispy thing, so light she could
barely feel it on herself. It was light purple to match her eyes,
and the top was so short it ended several inches above the top of
the low-slung matching panties exposing several inches of skin. She
loved the color — it was her favorite; she loved how the top seemed
to dangle from her erect nipples.

Dominique felt some of the old shame
returning when she slipped it on. She could never tell Steve how
she immodestly loved the way the negligee accented her curves. It
was exciting to imagine how her husband would react when he saw her
wearing it.

The couple usually dressed for bed in the
dark. Steve would slip on his pajamas while Dominique changed in
the bathroom. The thought made her stop suddenly, her body bare,
still holding the flimsy negligee. What would they do here? The
bathroom was downstairs off the stateroom, and it was open to
all.

Dominique smiled to herself; maybe tomorrow
she’d change downstairs. Steve wouldn’t be the only one to see her
new negligee.

Leaving the lights turned down low, Dominique
slipped into bed and propped herself against the headboard to wait
for her husband. Laquinta snuck in silently a moment later and made
herself comfortable on the floor next to her mistress.

Dominique was happy to see her; in the last
few hours she’d grown accustomed to Laquinta being near. She
dangled her arm off the side of the bed, and Laquinta hugged the
hand to her cheek. Dominique could feel her slave’s smile, and it
made her smile too.

“Good night.” Laquinta pressed the hand to
her lips. Dominique wondered, just before falling asleep, what was
taking Steve so long.

Hours later, the sound of a woman’s voice in
James’s cabin woke them. “Oh, James. I love your black cock.” It
sounded like Lucy, and she wasn’t trying to be quiet.

“I kind of like your pussy, too,” James’s
voice was low and intense. “I’m going to push all the way up inside
you, white gurl.”

A series of high-pitched feminine grunts made
Steve’s cock harden, and he pulled it through the flap in the front
of his pajama bottoms. Dominique felt a pleasing pressure building
behind her clit, and she became very aware of the plug still in her
ass. She snuggled up to her husband.

“You’re …so hard,” Dominique whispered while
wrapping her fist around Steve’s erection. Holding her husband’s
cock increased the pressure behind her clitoris. “Do you want to
…?”

Steve ached from what he’d seen as well as
what he was hearing. Dominique’s hand only intensified the urge. He
humped against her fingers and pulled his wife’s head to his own;
their kisses were hot; tongues were touching tongues. He’d never
been so demanding.

Next door, Lucy’s rhythmic grunts had turned
to loud cries. “Please, no deeper, you’re too big,” Lucy had
sounded alarmed. Then, when he’d pulled out a little, “Oh, James.
Fuck me, James.”

Dominique spread her legs wide and pulled
Steve on top of herself, and pushed Steve’s throbbing meat inside
her wet, swollen pussy — she was more aggressive than ever before.
The sensations caused by her husband’s cock rubbing against the
plug in her ass swamped her, and her clitoris began vibrating with
a feeling that wouldn’t leave her until well after the cruise was
over. Dominique wrapped her legs around her husband’s thin waist,
locked her ankles together, and pulled him tight. She forgot about
her sexy new negligee.

“Steve, oh, baby. Go deeper,” she wailed.

In the next room, James fucked Lucy even
harder, aroused by Dominique’s cries. He wanted to hear more from
her. James wanted to hear her cum. What if he’d been in her room
with his enormous cock buried in her near virgin pussy?

He cruelly fucked Lucy to make her scream. He
wanted Dominique to hear the sounds he could tear from another
woman’s throat. On the floor, Laquinta moaned loudly, and Steve
couldn’t restrain himself. Steve moved faster and thrust deeper
inside his wife than he ever had before.

Dominique didn’t care why her husband was
fucking her so hard, and she wouldn’t have cared if she’d known the
reason. Dominique was in a sexual daze, only vaguely becoming aware
of Laquinta’s urgent kisses and Steve straining face. Her pussy
contracted around Steve’s cock, and her ass tightened hard around
the thick butt plug. Each new contraction made her feel intense
warm pleasure throughout her body. She owned her man and the
pleasure he gave her. The sounds of Lucy’s seemingly endless orgasm
made her scream for release into Laquinta’s mouth, then Steve’s hot
cum exploded inside her, and Dominique kissed him wildly as he
came. She pulled her head back, surprised when she opened her eyes
that the man she was kissing was Steve and not James.

She hadn’t climaxed, and it had been the best
sex she’d ever had with Steve. She hugged her husband close,
wishing, ‘if he could fuck me for just one more minute.’ But
Steve’s cock was beginning to soften.

For a moment, Dominique’s body went stiff.
She’d thought the word ‘fuck.’ It was becoming a habit. Then she
heard James start up again. His short refractory period, his need for almost no rest, amazed
her. ‘What if Steve could fuck me again right now instead of
waiting until tomorrow?’

Dominique shivered at the thought. She
was ready to go again. Instead, she held her husband inside herself
and felt his warmth. Maybe he’d become aroused — maybe he’d fuck
her and tell her how much he loved her. Even thinking once
forbidden words were making her flow and causing her clitoris to
throb. She’d never been aware of these things happening before.
Dominique caressed Steve’s thighs, hoping he’d take the hint.

He didn’t. Instead, Steve kissed her quickly
in a perfunctory way. Then he slipped out of bed, put on a pair of
shorts, and went out the door to find Tim again, closing it behind
himself. He walked down the stairs and into the stateroom, his
flaccid cock still hanging out the front of his pajamas. Dominique
sighed and touched her needy pussy.

Laquinta kissed her mistress on the shoulder
and waited for an invitation to stay. Dominique knew why Laquinta
was waiting, and her pussy fluttered at the thought of her slave's
hot mouth on her sex, but she wouldn’t ease her guilt by cheating
with Laquinta. Soon, Laquinta moved back to her nest on the floor
and used her fingers to find relief.

There was nobody in the sitting room or the
master bedroom. Steve wondered if Tim might be in James’s tiny
room, along with Lucy. Giving up, he walked out the stateroom door
and took the elevator down to the 24-hour lounge.

He only wanted to clear his head of what
James had told him. ‘The number one fantasy of married men is to
watch their wives having sex with another guy.’

He thought of Lucy's groans and wondered what
noises Dominique would make if she were in the same situation.
Would he be able to bear the jealousy he’d feel? It was all he
could do to handle the jealousy he felt at the mere thought of his
wife with another man.

Tim was sitting alone at the bar, nursing an
amber-colored liquor in a shot glass.

“May I join you?” Steve asked.

Tim gave him a weary smile and made an
open-handed gesture toward the vacant stool. The universal sign of
welcome.

“How’s your evening?” Tim asked, smiling.

“Lucy’s with James,” he blurted. He hadn’t
planned to mention it, but it was on his mind.

“I know,” Tim said. “Did it sound like she
was enjoying herself?”

“Yes,” Steve answered.

“How did Dominique take it?” Tim cut to the
chase.

“I think it …um …inspired her.”

“Lucky you,” Tim said, taking a sip.

“May I ask you a question?”

“Sure,” Tim answered. “You can always
ask.”

“James told me there are three kinds of men
on this cruise, and I’m wondering what the third kind is.”

“Tell me what James said,” Tim asked. “He’s
usually very perceptive.”

“He told me there were husbands who enjoyed
the thrill and jealousy of watching their wives with other men.
This type of husband is exclusive to their wives.”

“Just so you know, that describes me,” Tim
said and signaled for another drink.

“There are swingers, both husband and wife
swing with other people,” Steve continued. “What’s the third
type?

“Sounds like he got it right. What do you
think the third type could be?” Tim asked.

“Men who don’t do anything because they
believe they’re better than everybody else,” Steve said. “It seems
unlikely, but maybe some men came on an erotic cruise to shame
people.”

Tim swiveled in his expensive bar stool and
stared. “Is that what you’re doing, Steve? Are you trying to shame
us?”

“No …god, no,” Steve was horrified.

“But here you are, sometimes fully dressed,
acting like a missionary.”

“It’s our honeymoon …I don’t know what else
to do.” Steve looked distressed.

“Do you think Dominique …no, forget I asked,”
Tim turned to thank the bartender for his new drink and to signal
the same for Steve.

“Do I think Dominique would …fuck another man
while I watched?” his voice was so soft Tim had to strain to hear
him. “That’s the question, isn’t it?”

“It’s part of the question,” Tim said, and
Steve’s eyes shifted from staring at the bar top to study Tim’s
face. “Could you tolerate it if she did?”

Steve hadn’t drank this much since his
wedding. When the bartender set the glass in front of him, he
downed it in one long swallow.

“I need to talk to Dominique. Thank you,
Tim.”

“And Steve, before you go,” Tim held out a
hand. “The third type are the husbands of wives who like to watch
their man.”

Steve sat back down and stared at Tim without
blinking. “There are wives who like to watch their husbands get
…with other women?”

“Lucky them,” Tim answered, not sure if they
were lucky or not.

After Steve had gone, Tim finished his drink
and went back to the empty master bedroom. He was vaguely aware of
the bed settling when Tania joined him near dawn.

When Steve hadn’t returned from the bathroom,
Dominique went to look for him. She was still horny, despite
polishing her clitoris and the orgasm that had consumed her as a
result. She was even thinking about putting Steve’s cock in her
mouth, if that’s what it took to get him hard again. Dominique
found it easy to blame everything on the damn butt plug.

She’d stumbled over Laquinta, asleep in her
nest on the floor next to her mistress. Dominique’s accidental kick
hadn’t awakened her.

Dominique walked the decks in her nearly
transparent purple nightwear, politely smiling as she turned down
invitations from men, but not because she wasn’t interested; she
was. Outside an open door, Dominique heard Pat groan as another man
entered her. Pat’s groan was cut short by an aroused pussy pressed
against her mouth.

“These people must sleep by the pool during
the day,” Dominique thought. The sounds of sex filled her
brain.

Like most women, Dominique was mostly aware
of her pussy when she was horny. She suspected that something
similar was true of men. At that moment, continuously aware of the
plug up her ass, Dominique was horny and endlessly aware of her
pussy.

She retreated from a group of men walking
toward her by opening the door to the beauty salon. “We’re not
actually open,” a pretty beautician said politely. “I’m just
getting some things ready for tomorrow.”

“I just ...” Dominique looked around
hopelessly and read aloud the first item on the posted list of
prices. “Need my pussy waxed.”

Dominique was horrified by what she’d said.
Why had waxing been at the top of the price list?

“Would you like your asshole bleached, too,”
the woman asked calmly. “We often do them together.”

“I …I …”

“I’m Janice,” the beautician said. “Come into
the back, I’ll just turn the sign around, and maybe I can help
you.”

Dominique’s brain refused to work. She
couldn’t summon the words to correct her mistake, and when the
woman took her elbow, Dominique just walked where Janice
directed.

Her purple lingerie gone, Dominique looked
down her naked body at the pretty girl combing out her pubic hair.
When Janice smiled, deep dimples appeared on her cheeks, and for
some reason, Dominique wondered what Janice would look like eating
her pussy.

“Good news, you don’t need your asshole
bleached. I can remove the butt plug for you, if you like. It’s
easier if someone else takes it out for you. Don’t worry; I’m good
at this. My clients tell me they hardly feel any pain at all. I’m
just going to give you these headphones …so you can listen to music
while I work.”

Dominique moaned as the stylist removed the
plug from her ass; she’d forgotten just how wide it was. “I’ll
clean this for you, and it’ll be good to use again. Aren’t these
things wonderful?”

The hot wax and the tugs on her pubic hair
aroused Dominique even more. She obeyed instructions when it was
time to get on her hands and knees so Janice could finish her work.
Lubrication dripped from her pussy in long, white strings.

Janice became aroused as she worked near her
dripping client. Dominique’s pussy had swollen to a dark purple
color, and the smell of her excitement filled the air. The table
was just the right height for the corner to rub between the
beautician's legs as she worked. Janice wondered, as she rubbed the
corner against her clitoris, if it would be wrong for her to eat
Dominique’s pussy.

Dominique sighed, still in her relaxed state,
and turned to walk out of the salon. She felt different. It was
more than the unfamiliar sensation of air on her pussy. The
pressure building behind her clitoris had become greater and more
demanding. Dominique felt alive and very, very horny.

Janice watched her go and sighed. The owner’s
suite number was on the charge slip, and she wondered how she’d be
able to see Dominique again.

When Dominique walked back into their cabin,
Steve was waiting for her. “We need to talk.”

“Not now, whatever it is, the answer is yes.
I need you to fuck me,” Dominique was stripping off her lingerie in
front of him. Steve had so rarely seen his wife naked; it took a
moment before he noticed her bare pussy.

His shock was total when Dominique crawled
between his legs and put his cock in her mouth. It was so rare for
his wife to go down on him; her enthusiasm made up for her lack of
experience. Steve enjoyed the incredible sensation of growing hard
in his wife’s mouth.

“I want to watch you fuck another man,” he
couldn’t hold the words inside.

Dominique groaned loudly and sucked him even
harder. In the next cabin, the noise woke Lucy, and she reached for
James’s cock.

Roscoe had just delivered a nightcap to Tim
in the stateroom when they heard the moans from both bedrooms. Tim
was sure he’d heard Dominique agree to fuck another man, and it
caused his cock to harden.

All but Dominique were finally asleep. She
was in the stateroom where Tim had been sitting with the lights
off, admiring the magnificent view through the large windows. The
full moon reflected off the Caribbean Sea as the yacht sped through
the dark. It was a perfect time, and the perfect view, for
reflection.

She wondered what was happening to her —
Dominique had tried so hard to be a good girl and a clean, upright,
moral wife. She’d wanted to live right, despite the hunger hidden
inside her hiding just beneath the surface. Dominique was ashamed
of her lusts, and she tried to deny them, or at least keep them
hidden, except sometimes with her husband. But he had a right,
didn’t he?

On the yacht, her self-control was shredding.
It was different for the other women, Dominique thought. They’d
known what they were getting into; they’d had months to prepare
their minds and bodies. But it had all been sprung on Dominique.
She hadn’t known what kind of cruise it was or that she’d be naked
in front of people having sex until she’d picked up the stapled
papers after they’d come aboard. She remembered how the words had
rattled her before settling between her legs.

Now she was surrounded by sex. Everywhere she
turned, people were fucking …or doing …something. She couldn’t
escape it, and she didn’t want to.

Even the smells assaulted her. Dominique
swore she could smell James and his meaty cock in the bedroom next
to theirs. It was why she was up, the odor of his large male body,
mixed with Lucy’s feminine bouquet.

A sudden tap on her shoulder sent her
spinning around, her balance lost, and she fell into Laquinta’s
arms. “Mistress, I missed you.” Laquinta was nude, and her slight
body felt hot against Dominique’s. The kiss surprised them both,
and Dominique lost herself in the soft, moist feel of the woman’s
lips.

“Laquinta. I told my husband I’d let him
watch another man fuck me,” she felt comforted by Laquinta’s
fingers stroking her hair. “What have I done?”

“You’ve made him very happy,” Laquinta
answered, offering her throat to be kissed.

“Steve?” Dominique was looking at herself
under the covers. “I’m bald down there, and the sheet under me is
wet.”

Laquinta stretched and yawned before kissing
Dominique and crawling over her and out of bed. Dominique watched
her smooth pale ass as Laquinta walked out of the room.

“You had your pussy waxed last night,” Steve
was standing at the foot of the bed without his pajama bottoms, and
his prick looked red as he watched Laquinta’s ass.

“You’re naked,” Dominique observed. “How
often did we do it last night?”

“Do you remember begging me, and I quote to
‘fuck me stupid?’” Steve asked.

Dominique blushed. “I might have said
something along those lines. I don’t recall.”

“But you do recall,” Steve asked, lying next
to his wife and lightly caressing her sensitive nipples. “Agreeing
to fuck another man while I watched?”

A thrill went through Dominique’s body, and
she again felt drunk with lust. How could something that would feel
so wonderful be wrong? A part of her brain was banging its fists on
the inside of her skull, reminding her that it was a sin for a
married woman to have sex with a man who wasn’t her husband. A
separate part of her brain argued that it couldn’t be a sin if her
husband wanted her to do it and was there with her. While her brain
argued with itself, her body wanted James.

In the end, a still sleepy Dominique decided
that fucking another man couldn’t possibly be cheating if her
husband wanted her to do it and if it made him happy. According to
the church, women were put on earth to have babies and make their
men happy.

Steve had progressed to stroking her dripping
pussy, and when he put his head between her thighs, Dominique
forgot her argument and gave in to her need for him.

Dominique soon discovered that the absence of
pubic hair made a big difference. When Steve guided his hard and
needy cock inside her, she could feel his body pressed against her
skin. His pubic bone rubbed directly on her exposed clit.

Dominique climaxed for the first time before
he was even all the way inside. And she realized how empty she was
without him to fill her. Dominique’s body shook, and she babbled as
she tried to beg him to fuck her stupid, again.

“Will you …do you promise …to fuck another
man …so I can watch?” Steve spoke through gritted teeth to his
wide-eyed, quaking wife. He wasn’t sure he could handle watching
his wife with another man, but he felt the excitement of the moment
in his balls.

“Yes …I’ll do it,” just the thought of
another man, maybe James, fucking her was enough. Dominique’s legs
and toes pointed at the ceiling and shook wildly as she came.

Tania, Lucy, Tim, Laquinta, and James looked
at each other, sitting in the stateroom, and smiled. They’d all
heard Dominique’s promise.

Lloyd and Winston sat with Bunny in the
crew’s mess. They’d worked late into the evening and were
tired.

“We searched most of the cabins on the upper
decks,” Lloyd reported. “There’s plenty, but not as much as I’d
hope. The women didn’t bring all their gold and diamond shit, what
with being naked and all.”

“What about that rich guy with the owner’s
stateroom and three bedrooms?” Bunny was the opposite of what his
name implied.

“Some good stuff and a weird thing,” Winston
looked disinterested. Like a rock singer after he’d been told his
song was now number 2 — no big deal.

“Speak to me about the weird thing,” Bunny
said patiently. He was tolerant of Winston because he didn’t know
what the man was capable of — and he didn’t want to find out.

“It’s this case, big metal thing shaped like,
maybe, a footlocker — shiny aluminum. I could see my face in it,”
Winston combed his hair back with his fingers as though
illustrating his good looks. “And it was heavy. I could lift it,
but it was heavy.”

“Could you get into it?”

“No. Like a telephone, the lock had all these
numbers, and the hinges are hidden by steel. I couldn’t get at
them,” Winston looked puzzled. “Maybe destroying the thing is the
only way.” He smiled his creepy smile at Bunny.

Bunny sat back in his chair. “We don’t even
know if it would be worth the effort. What the fuck?” he
wondered.




Chapter 10 - Lesbo Island

 


Tim rolled on his side, and to his relief,
Tania was lying on top of the covers next to him. He paused to
admire his wife’s exquisite heart-shaped ass before rolling out of
bed.

Roscoe handed him a fresh cup of Jamaican
coffee and wished him a cheery ‘good morning.’ Being naked in front
of the black porter was no longer jarring. However, he was
unaccustomed to seeing Dominique, wearing a flimsy nightgown,
sitting at the same table, especially while he was still sporting
morning wood.

“It’s Sunday, can you believe it?” Dominique
said. “This is the first Sunday I’ve missed church since I was…”
She held a finger to her chin, her forearm pushing against her soft
breast as she thought. “Since I was 6.”

“Why did you miss it then?” Tim was just
making conversation. He knew if he continued to look at Dominique’s
long legs and perfect tits, his erection would never subside.

“My mother was sick,” Dominique looked sad
for just a moment. “Let’s talk about something else.”

“Okay.”

“I can tell you’re happy to see me,”
Dominique was grinning at his hard-on.

“How about if I drink my coffee and just look
at you?”

“Are you staring at my wife,” Steve asked,
coming down the stairs.

“You caught him, honey,” Dominique’s grin had
widened. “He was caressing me with his eyes. Look at his
boner.”

Tim couldn’t help himself. His morning wood
was beginning to throb with need. “Me want,” he grunted.

“It still feels so strange to me,” Dominique
grew serious. “I’m exposed in front of my husband and a man I
barely know.”

“Is it making your pussy all dewy?” James
asked, coming down from the small cabin. His black cock hung
halfway to his knees.

Dominique stared at him; her face showed
hunger.

The same thunderbolt of jealousy and arousal
Steve had felt the night before struck again. ‘It’s the hot sauce
that makes everything better,’ he thought. Then, how could his
church-going, Bible-study leading wife have done the things he’d
seen her do the night before. His need almost overwhelmed him. He
wanted to stroke his cock again.

Tania wandered into the main cabin, rubbing
sleep from her eyes. “James, be a dear, and fuck me awake.” Tim
shared the jealous thunderbolt.

Good morning. Stand by for your Sunday morning
‘cruise news.’

The Captain’s voice came through the speaker
after the ringing of a well-mannered warning chime. Unexpectedly
they heard Lucy moaning in the background.

If you look off the port side, you’ll see the
beautiful Lesbo Isle. Port is the left side for those of you not
yet accustomed to ye ol seafaring talk.

They gathered at the master bedroom's huge
windows to see a small picturesque island of blazing white sand.
Running down the middle of the island was an overgrowth of palm
trees and wild green native plants, which neatly divided the island
in two.

“That’s beautiful,” Tania sighed. Tim didn’t
know if she was talking about the island or James's cock.

Dominique found herself standing in front of
James. While she held her husband’s hand, she took a half step back
to see the island better, and in the process, pressed her ass hard
against James’s long cock. She squeezed her husband’s hand while
wondering what it would be like to fuck a man like James.

We’ll anchor here today, and our activities will be
ashore. As you can see, the island is divided neatly in half. Our
female guests will have the island's left side to themselves to
enjoy each other’s company. Buffy has devised unique games for the
lesbo in each of you.

Male spouses and spoilsport women are on the right
side of the island. Husbands are encouraged to relax, enjoy the sun
and sand. Women not on the left side of the isle should contemplate
the error of their ways.

They could hear moans through the open
portholes.

A party room for men only will be open in the main
salon for those who wish to stay aboard and enjoy male
companionship.

I know a few of our wives would like to see their
husbands' play, and now’s their chance.

Shuttles will be leaving from the ‘B’ deck in sixty
minutes. Don’t forget to bring sunscreen.

Lunch today is served on the island, and portable
bars are ready to go with cold drinks.

“Do we have to?” Dominique asked, looking
directly at Tania.

Tania looked at James’s cock growing hard
against Dominique’s perfect ass. “Oh yes, it’s a dark and lonely
business, but we have to do it.”

There was no question the guys were going
ashore. They didn’t want to be caught in a men only party room.

“We have time for a quickie,” Tim said back
in their cabin.

“No, we don’t,” Tania was already in the
shower. “I want to be fresh and clean.”

One shuttle had already left for the beach by
the time Tim and Tania arrived. Hawk and Alice were waiting for
them.

“The shuttles deliver to both sides of the
island, so it doesn’t matter which one you take,” Hawk told them.
“James and Pat have already gone in.”

“Is Pat the cute redhead?” Tania asked before
turning to Tim. “You remember, bright red pubes and big pink
nipples? Her husband is Peter of the tiny dickie.”

Tim pretended to think about it, but his
twitching cock gave him away. He was regretting the agreement he’d
made with his wife to watch only for the entire cruise unless Tania
offered herself to him. There was so much sex going on around him,
and he was not allowed to partake. His cock ached; at least he was
allowed to whack-off.

Tania laughed and shook his half-erect
Willie. “Bet you’re regretting our deal, aren’t you?”

A card game had started in the upper salon.
The Captain and First Mate were playing poker with Margot and
Cynthia. The Captain had to stay on the ship, so why not?

“What are we playing for,” Cynthia asked.

“Go back to your cabin and put on ten pieces
of clothing, and we’ll play old fashion strip poker,” the mate
suggested. These cruises always had a strange effect on him.

The women left, giggling, for their cabins,
and the Captain turned to his number two. “It wouldn’t be a good
idea if we were both naked at the same time.”

“It’s okay,” the mate answered. “I’m wearing
twelve things, and I’m a better player than you are.”

“That’s true,” the Captain seemed to be
thinking things over before paging Moses to the bridge. “Only in an
emergency, Moses.”

Dominique didn’t understand what was
happening to her. She took in the sight of fine white sand, covered
entirely with naked women. Most of the ladies were just talking to
each other, and some were rubbing sunscreen on their bodies.
Dominique watched hypnotically as small, feminine hands stroked
soft skin. She shook her head and picked up one of the small paper
bags, wondering what was happening to her?

Two of the women were standing near the
portable bar, deep in a kiss. One knee was bent by the tallest to
rub between the other’s legs.

Dominique felt a tingling sensation in her
pussy. She thought she might already be getting wet.

“I’m going to fuck you,” Tania whispered in
her ear, giving Dominique goosebumps. She hadn’t told Steve about
the shopping she’d done with Tania. She couldn’t have imagined a
few days ago that her husband would have approved of lesbian
sex.

“Ladies, if I can have your attention,”

Buffy was standing on the portable bar.

“We’re going to be playing a game. Each of you is
now a member of the Purple, Red, Yellow, or Green teams.

We have provided each of you with a colorful elastic
band to wear, along with the tasks you are to perform, and a small
pencil to check off each task as it is completed.”

“Here’s how the game works. The first person to
complete all their tasks wins for their team. Simple,
right?”

“The game starts when I ring this bell.”

Tania snapped a yellow band on her tanned
thigh before looking at Dominique.

“I’m purple. I guess we’re not together,”
Dominique said.

Tania was scanning the instructions. “Good.
My first task is to eat the pussy of a member of the purple
team.”

“Oh, no, please don’t do it,” Dominique was
trying to hold Tania off as the bell rang. “Not with all these
people around.”

“Most of your teammates are on their backs
already,” Tania was trying to get Dominique on their blanket.

“My first task is to rub my …oh, no. It says
to ‘rub my cunt on a green member’s pussy,’” Dominique looked
scandalized, but she allowed Tania to maneuver her toward the
blanket.

The microphone was still open, and they could
all hear Buffy squealing and trying to stop a muscular Mountain of
a woman who was lifting her off the bar. “I’m not part of the
game.”

“You are to me,” Alice said. “And I’m going
to fuck you.”

Dominique looked around the beach, trying to
focus on Buffy, who had stopped struggling. Buffy’s captor had
stripped off the slender blonde’s uniform and had buried her face
in Buffy’s smooth waxed pussy.

Tania lay on her back and urged Dominique to
sit on her face. Women were doing things to each other that
Dominique had never imagined before today. Right next to them, a
couple with their legs spread wide were rapidly grinding their
pussies together and moaning.

She’d never even heard of such a thing, and
she wondered how it would feel. The skin was so soft there, and the
women’s pussies were making a wet, squishy noise audible above the
sound of the waves as they rubbed against each other.

Dominique didn’t wonder about it for long,
she bent her knees to the sand without thinking, and Tania lapped
the length of her pussy. A wave of pleasure made her groan. “Oh,
Tania.”

An orgasmic cry from the blanket next to them
was echoed by another couple on the far side of the beach. Soon,
other couples had taken up the cry.

Tania had her hand on Dominique’s’ hips,
urging her to slide her pussy over Tania’s busy tongue. Dominique
could feel intense pleasure building in her arms and legs and
moving toward her center. Then she was pulled off by a larger
blonde woman with a green team armband. “I can’t wait any longer. I
need to rub myself on someone purple, and you’re it.”

Nobody saw Steve partly hidden by the giant
palm trees and the green ferns with immense leaves. He was stroking
his cock and watching his wife, who was now laying on her back with
her legs raised as a blonde-haired older woman scissored her,
frantically rubbing her bald pussy against Dominique’s.

His wife had her mouth open, and he thought
he could separate the sound of her cries from the chorus of moans.
His cock throbbed in his hand when Dominique grabbed the other
woman’s hips to mesh their bodies together even tighter.

He thought he could tell that Dominique was
about to climax when the blonde woman was pulled off her by a
beautiful redhead wearing a blue tag on her upper arm.

His wife lay panting, her arms spread wide,
as her former blonde lover orgasmed from the redhead's enthusiastic
pussy eating. Dominique had little time to rest as a large woman,
her salt and pepper hair trailing behind her in a ponytail, sat on
her face. Dominique had no choice but to eat the woman’s thick,
thoroughly soaked pussy.

Tania saw her opportunity and crawled between
Dominique’s spread thighs and started licking her friend. This time
Steve was sure he’d heard his wife’s scream of pleasure.

“Christ, Steve. Can you believe this shit,”
Tim’s voice startled him, but he quickly looked away. Tim was
jacking off as fast as he could. “I knew Tania would fuck another
woman, but I would never have suspected that Dominique would
too.”

“Me neither,” Steve responded, feeling Tim’s
eyes on him.

The crowd parted just enough for the two guys
to see the large woman leave Buffy looking dazed. Then, wearing a
fat strap-on, begin fucking Tania hard from the rear. Buffy looked
at the huge woman and her massive strap-on with something
approaching love. She’d never been fucked like this. Not by any
man, and she’d never before been with a woman.

Alice was stretching Tania. It felt to her
like a warm cock, and it was good. The immense woman, her gigantic
tits jiggling wildly, had a death grip on Tania’s hips, jerking her
back and forth with the force of her thrusts. Tania had been fucked
hard before, but the massive, muscular woman was ruthless and never
required a break. Tania thought Alice was wrecking her pussy, as
much as she could think at all.

Buffy was rubbing her hands over Alice’s huge
body. The force of her fucking made Alice’s tits slam against her
chest, and Buffy had a hard time capturing a nipple in her
mouth.

She was suckling another woman’s boob! It
felt so different than her own, not as firm, and the nipple felt
rougher. But still, she wanted it.

The woman fucking Tania stopped for a moment
and smiled down at Buffy. “You want a tit, don’t you, little
girl?”

“Yes,” Buffy’s voice cracked.

“You belong to me now, don’t you, little
girl?”

“Yes,” Buffy licked the much larger woman’s
rough nipple.

On the other side of the island, Lindy was
doing everything she could think of, short of actual begging, to
get James to fuck her. His thick, long, battering-ram of a cock had
seemed to become thicker, but not longer when he looked at her.

“What will it take to get you to fuck me,”
she asked, rubbing her tits against his heavily muscled and
tattooed arm.

“I’ll be your slut. I’ll be your dirty,
nasty, needy slut.” Lindy had spread her legs and rubbed her pussy
on James, making his thigh shiny with her juices. Her arms were
wrapped around James’s body, at least as far as she could reach,
while she humped his leg.

James used half his strength to pick her up,
and her legs wrapped around his hips. She held his towering cock as
he lowered her and pushed inside her.

“Holy shit,” his cock was stretching Lindy’s
pussy wide. “I love big cocks, big, black cocks.”

James bounced her on his dick and marveled at
the velvety feel of her. He caught sight of Hawk lying on his back
on one of the many blankets. James gently laid Lindy down so Hawk
could work his thick erection into her backside while James
continued to fuck her pussy.

Lindy’s howls were loud enough to be heard by
Tania on the women’s beach. They only increased when Pat lowered
herself onto Hawk’s face. The women were back to back.

Hawk was sucking Pat’s clitoris harder than
he’d intended. The sensation of fucking Lindy’s ass and the feel of
James’s thick length in her pussy, were almost too much for him. He
felt Pat squirming on his face, and he pulled out of Lindy’s tight
grip.

“Clean me up, Pat. I want you.”

Only then could he see Lindy riding cowgirl
on James, her hips moving fast, and her orgasms coming one after
the other. He briefly wondered how she could take James’s immense
length so far inside and how James could delay his orgasm for so
long.

Pat dodged other men to grab a damp towel
from the bar. She needed Hawk, and she only stopped long enough to
kiss her husband on the way past him.

Peter was standing by the bar, his miniature
cock at half-mast. He was almost in tears at the sight of his wife
so anxious to have sex with another man. They’d been married for
fifteen years, and in all that time, Pat had never even hinted that
she was unsatisfied with him. He marveled at the sight.

His wife was taking her time with Hawk’s long
cock. She held him low, both hands trying and failing to wrap
around him. The mushroom-shaped head poked out, leaving plenty of
cock for Pat to run her tongue over in long wet swipes. She was
smiling up at Hawk and occasionally putting as much of the head in
her mouth as would fit.

Peter’s small cock grew hard until it was
almost the length of his thumb. Hard and leaking pre-cum. He loved
seeing his wife act so naughty. He wasn’t surprised when, holding
Hawk’s cock straight up, his wife threw one leg over his hips and
rubbed the head over her clit.

Pat’s head dropped to her breast, and her
long groan of pleasure was like a knife in Peter’s heart. He used
two fingers to stroke his cock.

His wife’s breasts were flapping, and Hawk’s
erection was only about halfway in her pussy. Pat had never felt
such delight except with James, and she wanted him all the way
inside her. She wanted to feel his pubic bone mashed against her
clit.

Pat could hear someone screaming with
pleasure. It was only when the noise suddenly stopped that she
realized she’d been the one screaming. Peter hadn’t been able to
resist. He was cumming and cumming hard-onto the island’s sand.

Tania had to be helped into the shuttle back
to the yacht. In addition to too much sun and alcohol, her pussy
and anus were so sore she was finding it difficult to walk. Tania
had draped her arms around Dominique and Steve so they could help
her move. She wore a goofy grin, even as she moaned with each
step.

Dominique focused on Tania. If she thought
about what her husband might have seen, she felt her marriage would
be over. How could Steve ever forgive her for what she’d done?

Tania could feel the combination of cum and
her lubrication running down her thigh. Her swollen clitoris felt
like it was rubbing against her legs with every step. The
sensations were overwhelming her body.

Once in the shuttle, she had to support
herself against the gunwale because of the orgasm that overwhelmed
her.

“It won’t stop, Dominique. Help me,” Tania
looked desperate.

Tim walked on at the last possible minute and
held his wife against his erection. “I was naughty, honey. Please
help me.” Tim held an ice-cold beer can between Tania’s legs, hard
against her clitoris, as she moaned.

Dominique sat quietly with Steve beside her.
As the crew worked, Steve took his wife’s hand in his. “What are
you thinking?” he asked.

“That I’m a slut, a whore. I think I’m not
worthy of a sweet man like you,” Dominique felt like crying. “When
we get back, I’ll move my things — somewhere. You’re too good for
me.” The excitement of the island had turned to remorse for what
she’d done. The higher she’d been on the island, the lower she felt
sitting next to her husband.

“Was it because Tania rubbed her pussy
against yours?” Steve asked.

Dominique looked at him in surprise. “You
know about that?”

“Or maybe it was when that woman sat on your
face, and you had to eat her,” Steve put on a mock look of deep
thinking. “I know, it was when Tania made you orgasm with her
mouth. That was it, wasn’t it?”

“It’s not funny, Steve,” now tears were
running down his wife’s cheeks. “I was a whore, just how my mother
said I’d turn out, and you watched me do it.”

Steve held his wife close, her shoulders
hunched. “Tell you a secret?” He said.

“What?” Dominique sounded miserable.

Steve looked around, as though checking that
no one could overhear him. “You made me cum.”

“What are you talking about, Steve?”

Steve picked up his wife’s hand and put it on
his swollen dick. “I came watching you. I wanted someone to fuck
you and give you pleasure so I could watch it,” he whispered in her
ear.

“You didn’t,” Dominique looked at him in
surprise and relief. His cock was jerking in her hand. “You wanted
me to cheat on you?”

“Is it still cheating if I want you to do it?
I’m pretty sure it’s not cheating if I want to watch,” Steve seemed
to be working out a deep philosophical puzzle.

Dominique’s voice shook a little. “Let me get
this straight,” the small craft was bumping up against the stern of
the yacht. “You want to watch another man fuck me.”

“Yes,” Steve said. “Or woman, I’m not
fussy.”

It seemed like only yesterday that Steve had
counted himself lucky if he saw his wife’s naked body. He hid his
shaking hand under his leg. His mouth felt dry.

“My husband has a screw loose,” but Dominique
was smiling as she kissed him.

The thieves had stayed on board, busy in the
hold. Several innocent-looking packages had been found and moved
where they could find them again, quickly and easily.

“Where have you been?” Bunny was trying to
glower at Winston, but Winston just stared back, his face impassive
and his eyes dark deep pools that gave away nothing.

After a long few minutes, Winston finally
answered. “I was just snooping around.”

“Did you go into any rooms?”

“Yep, I did.”

“What did you see?” Bunny asked, interested
now.

“I saw some women I want to fuck.”

“You were in the room with them?” Bunny
asked. He was afraid that Winston could get caught while wanting to
know what the man had seen.

“I was. I was even in a room when they were
fucking. She was screaming and begging him to make her cum.”

“Which one, which woman was it?” Bunny had
forgotten all about the valuables.

“Margot.”

“Shit. Everyone’s seen her,” Bunny was
dismissive.

“She’s different when she’s with Cynthia,”
Winston turned his back. If Bunny didn’t want to know, he wouldn’t
tell him.

“I think I should bring her down here.”




Chapter 11 – Party Rooms

 


The day had dawned cloudy and wet with the
smell of rain in the air, the sky and the ocean were a matching
shade of slate gray. Few people were on the sundeck, most of them
wearing rain gear when Hawk emerged from the hatch. James stood
alone at the rail, looking out at the sea.

“It’s good to see you, James,” he said.

“Hawk,” James didn’t bother turning his head.
They had developed a good relationship when forced to work together
in the past, and James recognized Hawk’s deft movements. “You still
in the business?”

“Retired,” Hawk stood alongside James at the
rail and looked out at the water. “I got out before we were busted,
along with Tania. I have no interest in going to prison.”

“Wise man,” James was smiling when he finally
turned to look at his friend. “Funny we should be on this cruise
together. If you weren’t retired, I’d think you were planning some
caper.”

“I’m one of Mr. Lee’s extra men just here to
satisfy a need,” Hawk looked solemn. “But I will tell you, there
are a couple of crew members I’ve been watching.”

James nodded his head. He could guess who
they were. “I think we should keep an eye on them.”

Hawk said, almost under his breath. “I came
prepared for trouble.” Hawk always sounded like the straight-arrow
CPA he resembled, but his looks were deceiving. Not only was he
smart and clever, but James knew he was also a dangerous man.

“Good to know,” he replied while wondering if
Hawk was talking about guns or his sizable dick.

The forecast for today is more of the same, sorry,
sun-worshipers.

Buffy sounded anything but sorry.

Today is perfect for the fun and excitement of Party
Rooms. Even as I speak, crew members are setting up for your
pleasure.

Whether you prefer gangbangs or BDSM, I’m sure
you’ll find a party room made for you.

All party room doors will open at 2:00 and stay open
as long as the party lasts. Remember, you can check out more than
one room.

After all, we’re here to play all day.

James was opening a small envelope when
Dominique saw him in the lounge. She wanted to eat before Steve
joined her to check out the party rooms. Dominique wanted to look,
not party.

“What’s that?” Dominique asked.

“Someone wants to party with me today,” James
answered.

Dominique chuckled. “Do you know who?”

“It is a gamble,” James agreed. “But it’s a
private party, and I hate to disappoint.”

“Who else is invited?”

“Tania and Danny, for sure. John, who’s
he?”

“Barb’s husband,” Dominique answered,
interested now.

“Ann. Oh, here’s an interesting addition —
Buffy.”

“I thought Buffy put things together?”
Dominique added her name on the sheet for Blindman’s Bluff, then
stood back and studied it before turning the pencil around and
erasing her entry. “I don’t even know what this is.”

“Buffy wrote her name in herself. Don’t you
think that’s interesting?” James winked at Dominique. “I wish I
could join you and Steve in whatever you choose, but as you see,
I’m needed elsewhere.”

“I hope you and your giant cock have a
wonderful time,” Dominique winked back at him but felt sadly
neglected. Why couldn’t she be invited to party with James?

Steve had been watching.

Her name was Maria, and she was trembling,
her smile tentative. She looked younger than twenty-one, with light
blonde hair and a perfect, creamy complexion. Her eyes were sky
blue, and her lips were as full as Dominique’s. She wore only a
tee-shirt and skirt.

James wondered how she could possibly still
be a virgin until Buffy introduced her. Maria was a cheerleader for
women’s basketball at a notoriously strict, women-only,
religious-affiliated institution. There simply weren’t many males
around.

“Just to make sure, Maria. Do you know
what’s going to happen here today?” Buffy asked.

“I’m going to lose my virginity,” Maria
sounded excited.

“What else?”

“I’m going to have sex with everybody
here. Finally,” Maria said shyly.

“You know what you have to say,” Buffy
instructed her. “We can’t start until you say the magic
word.”

She was bashful, and for a long moment,
Buffy wasn’t sure she’d answer. Then Maria licked her full lips,
and on her second attempt, said, “Please fuck me.”

Buffy leaned close to Maria’s face. Her
kisses were sweet and tender. Her tongue was followed by a
forefinger tracing the virgin’s wet lips. Maria shuttered. “Should
I take my clothes off?”

“We’ll help you with those,” Buffy
answered, helping the trembling, pale beauty slip her low-neck
tee-shirt over her head. Maria felt the sudden loosening of her bra
as Tania unhooked the back and pulled the straps down her arms.
Maria’s exposed breasts were perky, pale, and firm. Her nipples
made hard eraser points in her excitement.

“I’ve never been interested in other women
before,” she gasped and tried a shaky smile.

“Are you excited now?” Tania whispered in
her ear before using her tongue.

“Oh, oh, yes.” Buffy pulled the virgin’s
skirt down her long, athletic legs, exposing a cleanly waxed slit
between her thighs. “I had a wax. I hope that’s okay,” the young
woman asked. “I was so …so, hairy before.”

Tania was using her tongue from the rear,
and Buffy licked and sucked Maria’s erect nipples and trailed
kisses down the length of her quivering body before they laid her
down and spread her legs.

“Are you going to fuck me now? I’ve been
using my dildo so I wouldn’t be so tight, you know?” Then, “What
are you doing, oh god, oh god.”

Buffy had been the first between Maria’s
thighs. Using her thumbs to spread the young woman’s labia, Buffy
lapped at her wet, trembling clitoris, preparing her for the
battering to come. Maria had been so wet from her excitement that
Buffy’s tongue hadn’t been needed. Maria flooded Buffy’s mouth;
she’d made her thighs so wet they slid against Buffy’s cheeks.

Tania eased Maria’s head onto a pillow and
sat on the young woman’s chest, her pussy touching Maria’s chin.
“Concentrate on my cunt,” Tania told her.

Maria tasted her first pussy as Buffy spread
her labia, and Danny pushed an inch or two of his fat prick inside
her. John had the smaller cock and would have gone first, but he
was saving himself for Maria’s introduction to anal.

“Oh …oh, shit …he’s fucking me,” Maria
almost screamed before Tania eased Maria’s head back between her
thighs. Danny added lubrication and pushed his cock further inside,
and Maria licked Tania’s pussy with even greater enthusiasm. Her
long-held dream was coming true; she was finally being fucked and
eating pussy at the same time. It got even better when Buffy licked
Maria’s trembling clitoris as Danny fucked her. Maria had never
imagined such pleasure. How could anything feel so good? Maria was
afraid that this was as good as it got until her entire body
stiffened and her first orgasm washed through her.

It had already been a long day for Maria
when James picked her up and set her down on her hands and knees.
Maria felt an overwhelming sensation of fullness when James
penetrated her. For the first time, she was aware of the itch deep
inside herself as it was finally scratched. She might have passed
out for a moment — the pleasure was unbearable.

The temptation to watch the BDSM party was
too great for Dominique and Steve to resist. The couple sat at a
table near the back of the twenty-four-hour lounge in time to watch
a naked Margot tied to an aluminum frame by four men wearing black
hoods. Before they left, the structure was set so she’d face her
audience. Margot smiled at them, her breasts quivering as her body
shook in anticipation.

The first strike of the whip laced her back,
and Margot moaned. The man holding the whip wore a black hood, too,
adding to the dark atmosphere. He worked his way over Margot’s back
with the whip wrapping itself around her sides to leave thin red
lines across her breasts, causing her to whimper.

He worked slowly at first and then faster as
both he and Margot warmed up. Then, with precision, he suddenly
wrapped the whip between Margot’s legs, and the longest cat cracked
against her enflamed clitoris.

Margot thrust her hips forward and screamed.
A series of strikes followed the first crack, coming too quickly to
count, and Margot pumped her hips and cried as she neared
orgasm.

Her tormentor varied his blows to her pussy
with attacks on her sensitive nipples. Until Margot was desperate
with frustration and need.

The final assault on her clitoris were the
hardest blows of all. The crack of the whip sounded like a shot to
Dominique, and Margot came, screaming her release before slumping
in the frame. Only the ropes tied to her wrists and ankles held her
up.

After she was untied and curled in her
tormentor’s lap, he removed his dark hood. Hawk spent a lot of time
holding Margot and calming her.

Dominique grabbed her husband’s hand. The
sight had affected her more than she thought it would. “It’s not
for me, Steve. Not now, but maybe someday I’d like to try it.”

“Should I start practicing with one of those
whips?” Steve thought he was joking.

“Yes.”

They paused outside the owner’s cabin to read
the notice on the door just off the elevator.

Quiet, gangbang in process

Dominique heard Pat through the heavy door
begging a man to fuck her harder. Her voice sounded muffled as if
she were talking around a gag, or another cock.

Her husband, Peter, stepped out the door; his
forehead covered in sweat and his eyes wild. “The Mountain Woman is
fucking her with a giant strap-on,” he looked transported with
happiness. “Her pussy is ruined for me.”

“You’ve got to do it,” he tried to pull
Dominique through the partly open door.

Dominique could see Alice, the giant dildo
secured over her pubic mound with straps, pounding away at the
beautiful redhead. Pat was on her stomach, and the dildo pushed
into her pussy until she screamed and bowed her back, trying to get
away.

Peter walked around the table, trying to see
what was happening to his wife from every angle. Even from the
doorway, Dominique could see the dildo becoming wetter with each
massive stroke. Pat came, not for the first time, with her limbs
convulsing, and she appeared to pass out.

The Mountain unhooked the harness for the
dildo while Peter held his spent wife. Dominique and Steve snuck
into their cabin when Laquinta drew attention away from them by
volunteering to go next — making it clear that there could be no
strap-ons.

A long time later, Laquinta crawled back into
their cabin and tried to lay on her nest on the floor. Dominique
urged Laquinta to join her in bed, where she first held her
self-styled slave in her arms. Dominique shocked herself by
spreading Laquinta’s legs and tentatively licking the young woman’s
engorged clitoris. Laquinta moaned happily, and Steve
jacked-off.

“Laquinta,” Dominique began. “Where’s your
husband?”

“He only likes other men,” Laquinta said.
“But we’re not married or anything. Please don’t tell on us. One of
the husbands wanted him around, so I’m kind of his beard. I guess
that means two extra women, doesn’t it?”




Chapter 12 – The Auction

 


Dominique wasn’t crazy about the black bag
that someone had pulled over her head. Angela’s husband was one of
the men leading her, and he’d told her it was no big deal. She’d
had time to dress, more or less, before the bag had been placed
over her head and they’d left the cabin.

The men were talking to each other, but not
about anything important. They were just saying things like, ‘take
a right here’ and ‘we need to go down one level.’

Fortunately, the bag wasn’t cinched at the
bottom, so Dominique could at least watch her footing. The opening
also helped her orientate herself on the ship. They were heading
below decks, to an area Dominique had not explored.

Eventually, a hatch opened, and they were in
an open space far below decks. People have a hard time being
silent, and Dominique sensed a crowd of people surrounding her. She
heard people breathing and feet shuffling, and once someone near
her coughed, although he tried to mute the sound. Then Buffy was
there.

“The three of you have been selected to be
auctioned,” she began.

Dominique felt the words, each one like a
stab to the heart. She hadn’t wanted to be in the auction and, even
though Steve had reminded her to tell Buffy to remove her name, she
hadn’t gotten around to doing it.

She’d had a dream about the auction the night
before. She’d been very aware of the sensations in her sex as the
dream jumped around. First, she’d been on a stage while men had
inspected her naked body, then she’d felt a faceless man spreading
her pussy. As much as she’d pushed her hips toward him, willing it
to happen, he hadn’t penetrated her. Then she’d been talking to a
man who’d said he wanted to fuck her and make her cum. She’d known
she was dreaming, and she’d even been able to touch her drooling
wet pussy without waking.

Although she might have only been dreaming
for a few minutes, the images continued to jump around for what
seemed like a long time. Then the man was trying to fuck her again,
and she was helping. He was frustratingly close, and she could feel
his engorge penis at the mouth of her pussy. Just as he finally
penetrated her, Dominique saw James’s face, and she woke up.

The dream hadn’t left her. She’d had
breakfast and spent a lazy day with Steve, and all the while, the
dream had haunted her. Then, the men had pulled the bag over her
head.

She’d stood unresponsive, as though she were
sleeping, while the women were all dressed the same for the trip to
the main lounge. Dominique didn’t seem to notice Tania, despite her
friend’s efforts to get her attention. Pat was the third woman to
be auctioned, but Tania didn’t think much of her chances. She
didn’t think much of her own, either. The two of them had spread
themselves around. Any man who’d wanted them had probably already
had them.

But, as far as Tania knew, Dominique had kept
her legs together. At least for the men. Tania decided that her job
was to help drive up the bidding for Dominique.

The outfits they wore consisted of a plain
tan blouse, a white bra, white panties, and black conservative cut
shorts. The clothing adding nothing and took nothing away from
their looks. That was the point.

Dominique hadn’t been aware of the elevator
taking them from the lowest deck to the largest lounge. If she
wondered why they’d had to walk down so many steps when an elevator
was available, she didn’t voice it. She was in her own world,
remembering how frustrated she’d been dreaming of a large cock
trying to penetrate her and how much she wanted it to fill the need
inside her.

Suspended from the ceiling were three glider
style swings. Wide enough for two people to sit comfortably, the
audience could easily see what was happening. Dominique still felt
empty when Buffy introduced her last, and she walked unsmiling to
the stage.

Tania and Pat had smiled and waved to the
people they knew, and they each knew a lot of people. Heedless of
the rules, Tania had undone more than half the buttons on her
blouse. If that weren’t enough, she’d pulled a substantial amount
of each breast out of her bra on the way to the stage. The crowd
had rewarded her by clapping loudly.

Pat didn’t touch her blouse. Instead, she
stuck her hand down the front of her shorts and played with her
pussy so the men could see the material moving. Pat wasn’t
pretending, and the men knew it.

By contrast, Dominique walked straight to the
stage, sat on her glider, and collected the loudest welcome. Buffy
had introduced her as the virgin on her honeymoon, and that would
have been enough. Dominique was shockingly beautiful, and by not
smiling, she offered a challenge that was even more appealing.

Dominique seemed to be saying, “Come fuck me
if you dare, and if you’re man enough.”

“We’ve all been waiting for this — The charity
auction highlight — a newly married, near virgin hotwife on her
honeymoon cruise. A new bride who didn’t even know what a hotwife
was until we headed for open water — an innocent.”

The noise grew loud, sounding like “peas and
carrots.”

Buffy held the microphone to Dominique’s
face, who looked at it as if trying to make out what it was.

“Did you know what you were getting into when you
came on board?”

Dominique gasped.

“No, please …I’m…”

And she was cut-off.

“You heard that right, the lucky winner of this
year's auction could have the exclusive use of the new bride for
twenty-four hours, unless the winner wants to share her, of course.
Twenty-four hours alone, with nothing to do but fuck, is more time
than her husband has had with her.”

“Now, let’s take a look at her. Let’s see what
you’ll be getting.”

Buffy lifted each of Dominique’s breasts as
though presenting them to the crowd. Dominique groaned,
“Please.”

“These are nice tits—large, firm, and sensitive.
I was told each one was as large as my head. What do you
think?”

The crowd agreed.

“And look at that ass! And, she likes a buttplug,
already. Spread your legs, let’s get a look at your cunt.”

Dominique immediately reacted to the
word.

“See what I mean, she’s not even used to the word
‘cunt.’ It just means your pussy, sweet girl, or your girl, sweet
pussy.”

Buffy moved on to Pat. “Some of you have met
our second contestant. She was the guest of honor at the gangbang
party room,” Several men stood to applaud. “and everyone has met
her proud husband, Peter.”

“Before I forget, let’s all greet the husband
of our virgin bride.” Once again, the crowd’s attention swung back
to Dominique, and Buffy held the microphone up to Dominique’s
husband.

“Our serving Marine, Steve. You were also saving
yourself for your honeymoon, and now you could be losing your bride
to another man. How do you feel about that, Steve?”

“Scared.” Steve was visibly shaking.

“You also have quite the boner there, Steve. Are
you excited or just happy to meet me?”

“I’m happy to meet you, Buffy,” Steve’s smile
was strained. Dominique didn’t appear to be paying any attention.
She’d locked eyes with James in the audience.

Buffy moved on to Tania.

Our contestant from the Owner’s Suite, Tania’s met
many of you, and she’s been on the platform before. I had the
privilege of meeting Tania on Lesbo Isle, and I’m changing the
rules to bid on her.

Tania hopped off her swing and put her arm
around Buffy. “You don’t need to bid to spend time with me, Buffy.”
Their kiss stopped everything and didn’t end until Tania’s blouse
and bra were on the stage.

Pat had smiled at Buffy and Tania and
squirmed on her glider. Dominique’s gaze had remained fixed on the
crowd.

After catching her breath, Buffy had
continued.

There was supposed to be a clothing auction first,
but you got Tania’s top for free.

So, let’s bid on the total clothing package. What do
you bid to make Pat naked? I know everyone wants to see her
beautiful body.

Everyone had seen Pat’s body. But in the best
nature of the charity auction, her clothing was finally bid on and
sold. There was no need to hype the opportunity to strip
Dominique.

The bidding started high and became
frenzied.

Dominique was amazed by the dollar amounts
offered just to get her naked. Sitting on the glider, knowing she
would, in all likelihood, be fucking James soon — she squirted.
Dominique felt it go. The crowd saw it too. A thick stream soaked
her panties and went through the slates to pool on the stage. It
wasn’t exactly like an orgasm, but it was a release and Dominique
bent forward and moaned.

Then she was naked, and people were staring
at her, lusting for her. Dominique wanted to hide.

“We want to inspect her before we bid,” a
loud male voice yelled.

“Yeah, we want to make sure she’s …you know
…worth it,” the men laughed.

“It’s in the rules,” Buffy whispered to
Dominique before using the microphone to invite the two men on
stage.

“Anyone else?” half the audience wanted to
inspect Dominique.

“You have ten minutes, then the auction
begins,” Buffy announced.

Dominique felt humiliated surrounded by
people, both men, and women, while she stood utterly exposed. She
wanted to run when the first man touched her breast, but there were
so many. She tried to keep her legs closed, but soon she felt
fingers on her pussy, then another finger was caressing her
asshole, and it felt good. Dominique lost track of which fingers
were male and which were female.

She was breathing hard but no longer from
embarrassment. These were people who knew what they were doing.

“Oh …gosh …what you’re doing …please don’t,”
Dominique begged.

“Is our girl getting close?” a female voice
whispered in her ear. “Wouldn’t you like to cum for us? After all,
we’re your admirers.”

“Please …don’t make me …please,” Dominique
begged.

Steve had lost sight of his wife among the
crowd of people inspecting and stroking her body. He thought he
heard her begging them above all the other noise. It was bad enough
that someone would be taking her away from him for twenty-four
hours. Dominique had been his alone just days before, now people
had their hands all over her, and someone else would be fucking
her. His cock had turned against him and was dripping pre-cum.

“Please …don’t make me …” Dominique wailed,
but it was too late. She held on to two of her admirers as she
slowly sunk to her knees, her orgasm overcoming her.

When the crowd parted, Dominique was on her
hands and knees, her head raised, looking directly at her husband
but not seeing him.

“Ten thousand dollars for a day with
Dominique,” a man yelled.

“Fifteen thousand.”

Dominique was still on her hands and knees,
her breasts almost reaching the floor as she looked out at the
audience, looking back at her. Each bid sent an electric charge
directly to her clitoris. The bidding was soon more than Steve made
in a year, then more than that plus their car. It ended at the cost
of a house, but Dominique wasn’t looking. She opened her mouth and
moaned. Her pussy leaked freely onto the growing puddle on the
stage.

The crotch of Steve’s shorts was wet, and his
cock was jumping as he watched his young wife. All the while, his
stomach felt as though he’d swallowed a rock. He wanted to throw
up, and he wanted to cum, but most of all, he wanted to watch his
wife with another man’s cock buried inside her.

Several men pooled their money to bid. They
thought twenty-four hours was long enough for each of them to have
more than one turn.

“The bidding’s over,” Buffy said. “You can
look,”

Dominique was standing now but lost in her
arousal. “Oh god, please don’t make me,” then she thought to ask.
“Are you going to fuck me right now?”

“How about if we wait until we’re back in my
cabin?” James suggested.




Chapter 13 – Twenty-four Hours

 


Dominique moved as if she were in a trance —
all the strength had left her body.

James

James bought me! I’m his for the next twenty-four
hours, and he can do anything he wants.

The thought careened around her brain, and
blood flooded her pussy, reminding her of just how horny she was.
James kept his right arm around her shoulders, and Dominique felt
his power. She leaned into his body, to be even closer, and inhaled
deeply, intoxicated by his scent.

Steve watched his wife being led away by the
tall, strong black man, and just like the other men watching,
wondered what he’d do to her, but Dominique was his wife, and he
wanted her back. The signals radiating from his hard cock felt like
an approaching orgasm. She was so agonizingly beautiful, and she
was willing to give herself to another man as she clung to James
and kissed him on the side of the neck.

James wanted her so much he’d paid an obscene
amount of money to be with her, and Dominique wondered what it
could mean. Did he really want her body that much? James could have
just hired dozens of hookers. Had he overestimated how good she was
in bed? Is that all he wants?

Dominique stopped abruptly, feeling as though
lightning had struck her. She leaned against a bulkhead, suddenly
breathless, and studied him thinking. James couldn’t be in love
with her — could he? Maybe he wanted to protect her from the other
men who were bidding, and he knew Steve didn’t have enough
money.

“James,” she began.

He picked her up, one arm under her knees and
the other around her back. “Yes, dear?” he was smiling.

“Why did you …you know …” she began,
stumbling over her words.

“Why did I buy you?”

Dominique crinkled her nose. “Let’s not say
the word ‘buy.’ Why did you bid?”

“I like the word ‘buy.’ I bought you, and I
paid a lot,” James said in a sing-song voice to the tune: I Shot
the Sheriff. “I bought Dominique, but I passed on Steve.”

“It doesn’t work with that tune,” Dominique
pointed out.

“Have you ever been with a black man before?”
Dominique’s arms were still around James’s neck.

“I’ve only been with Steve.”

“Ah, yes. The husband. I know you want me,”
James pulled her close, with his massive cock thumping against her
pussy.

Dominique lowered her eyes and tried not to
excite him by moving her body against his. James held her pinned
until she softly moaned and began moving in small circles. “Damn
it, James,” she said in a tiny voice before pulling his lips down
to meet hers.

Dominique lost herself in the sensations. His
lips felt so warm and alive; she became lightheaded. Dominique felt
her pussy contracting against the stiff shaft of his cock. She
groaned and pressed herself hard against him — losing control.
She’d never wanted anything as much as she wanted him.

Steve was in his cabin. His and Dominique’s
cabin, to be precise. His ear pressed against the shared wall. He
could only listen, his hand down the front of his trunks, squeezing
his erection. He moved to put both hands on the bulkhead and press
his forehead to the cool steel. His cock was throbbing, and if he
continued touching himself, he’d cum.

“Do you like having your tits played with?”
James asked.

Dominique giggled, even though she was
finding it nearly impossible to breathe. “Yes.”

“Do you like it better when I squeeze them,
like this?”

“Oh, James.”

“Maybe you’d like me to whip them like I’ve
whipped Margot?”

“You’ve whipped Margot?” Dominique asked.
“Don’t stop.”

“I taught Hawk to whip her.”

“I …I mean, we watched. Margot seemed to
enjoy it.”

“She came, didn’t she?”

“Yes.”

“Do you think you’ll cum when I’m all the way
inside you?” James asked.

“Are you going to fuck me?” to Steve,
Dominique sounded halfway between scared and excited.

“Yes, I’m going to fuck you all night.”

“Shut up, James. You can’t last all
night.”

But Dominique and Steve weren’t too sure that
he couldn’t.

“I’ve wanted to fuck you for days,”
Dominique’s face was open. It was clear she was telling him the
truth.

In his cabin, Steve’s heart was beating so
fast he felt as though he might be sick.

Screams of pleasure made Steve want to rush
into James’s small cabin and rescue his wife. Jealousy clouded his
vision, but before he did any saving, he had to make sure, he had
to see her face. Anticipation made his stomach clench, along with
his hard cock.

James’s broad black back covered the woman
beneath him. Steve only knew she was white because of the color of
her legs wrapped around his waist with her ankles locked to hold
him tight. Her white arms circled his neck as they kissed, and he
fucked her with long, deep strokes exposing her ass and the rubber
plate at the bottom of the butt plug. Then Dominique moved her head
to the side and moaned, and Steve knew without a doubt that James
was fucking his wife. He wondered when she’d reinserted the butt
plug.

“I’m all the way inside your pussy. Can you
feel me,” James growled. “Do you want it?”

Dominique moaned and hugged him tighter. She
was fucking back at him. “I want it, James …yes, I want it …I need
it …I need what you do to me …I’ve never wanted anything more …”
Her voice trailed off in a loud groan, made shaky by the strength
of his thrusts.

“I’m going to cum inside you, all the way
inside you. I’m going to give you a black baby.”

“Yes, do it, James.” With his giant cock, and
the plug in her ass, Dominique not only felt full. She also felt
tingles throughout her body, making her feel like a visitor to a
planet of pure pleasure. Her vision blurred, and amazing sensations
spread from her clitoris.

Steve saw the thick tendon at the base of
James’s cock throb rhythmically as he filled another man’s wife
with sperm. They kissed as he came, a hot, torrid kiss filled with
more than just passion, and then Dominique came, too. It was the
only time in her life when she couldn’t have thought of anything
outside that very moment.

Her groans of pleasure were blows to Steve’s
heart. Dominique had never been that enthusiastic with him. It was
an agony he thought he’d never get over.

Watching his wife cum was an excruciatingly
pleasurable experience. Steve was fascinated as much as repulsed by
the sight. He felt exhilaration and a tender sadness — a hot
pleasure to go along with the pain.

James had cum once — but he
didn’t stop. White cum foamed on his dick and ran down Dominique’s
body to dampen the sheets. He continued to plunge in and out of
her, and her orgasms came as often as his. Dominique entered a zone
where the only thing that existed was the thrill of her orgasms and
the urgency of his large cock throbbing deep inside her. Muscle
spasms pulled her skin tight until she could see his thick dick
swelling her stomach. Dominique watched his cock throb rhythmically
as it ejaculated more hot sperm directly into her cervix. Never
before had she been so turned on. She doubted anyone ever had.
Every pull of his cock, every touch on her clitoris, set her off
again.

Her legs were sticking
straight up in the air, quivering uncontrollably along with the
rest of her body. Their eyes were open, locked on each other when
Dominique pulled James in for a long, hot, passionate
kiss.

Steve saw it all, tears
filling his eyes. How could his wife ever come back to him? How
could she return to the ordinary after experiencing the
extraordinary lovemaking James was giving her? She’d be a fool, and
Dominique was not a fool. Heartbreaking excitement and jealousy
overwhelmed him, and his cum splashed on the wall and ran
down the teak to drip finally to the floor, just outside James’s
small cabin.

The couple was still locked together,
murmuring and kissing passionately, when Steve left. He’d been back
in the cabin he shared with Dominique, laying on his back with his
head resting on his crossed arms when his wife crept in to join
him.

“Do you still love me?” Steve asked.
Dominique was on her side, pressed against him.

“Of course, I love you. Why would you
ask?”

“I saw you with James. You seemed to have …I
don’t know. Fallen for him.”

“Fallen for him?” Dominique smiled at her
husband’s choice of words.

“Well?”

Dominique grew serious. “I’ve never been
…I’ve never felt …”

“Are you going to leave me for him? Should I
find some other place to sleep?”

“No, Steve, I love you. I’m just having a
hard time finding the words I want to say,” Dominique pulled
herself up to sit cross-legged. Steve could see the red, swollen
stretch of her pussy, leaking James’s white cum. Steve was growing
hard again.

“I’m not leaving you for James. It’s just
that, I’ve never felt …what I mean is …”

“He fucked your brains out, and it felt
better than anything ever has before. You didn’t know orgasms could
be so good. You felt as one with him. He touched your soul.
Something like that?” Steve finished for her.

Dominique used her hand to scoop up some cum
leaking from her pussy. “Pretty much, yes,” she said before tasting
the white goop with the tip of her tongue.

“It’s more like being hungry,” she said after
a while.

“What is?” Steve asked.

“I thought it was like being in a black and
white world, and then seeing colors after … well, after being
really fucked,” Dominique tasted more of the cum on her fingers.
“And, it is like that, but it’s more like not knowing you’re
hungry, then tasting a juicy steak and realizing that you’re near
starving.”

“And, you’re still hungry?” Steve asked.

His wife smiled at him before wiping her hand
on a towel and laying on her back with her legs spread wide. “I’m
‘near starving’ hungry for James. Are you jealous?”

“Yes,” Steve answered.

“Good. Because the twenty-four hours aren’t
over, and I have to go back for more steak.” She was smiling as she
ran eagerly to the door, leaving Steve feeling even more alone than
he had felt before her visit.

“Where are you taking me, Winston?” Lindy
asked. She’d been in the galley getting a late-night snack. A girl
had to keep her energy up on a cruise like this. Winston had
startled her, but he was so tall, dark, and good looking. Besides,
his eyes looked evil, and he had a pentagram tattooed on the back
of one hand. Lindy had always been drawn to bad boys.

“I’m going to show you the crew quarters, and
then I’m going to rip your clothes off and fuck you,” Winston had
her cornered, and Lindy could feel his strength. He meant what he
said. Lindy felt a tremor in her pussy.

“You’re going to suck my cock now.” Winston
put his hands on her shoulders and pushed her down, and Lindy
wondered why he was pushing. She’d sucked plenty of pricks; he
didn’t have to force her.

Then she had his cock in her hand, and she
knew why he was holding her down.




Chapter 14 – In Port

 


Buffy woke in her own bed to the sounds of
dockworkers and crew securing the yacht to a long pier. Alice
walked to the window, her massive, muscular shape darkening the
room. Buffy stretched and sighed as she watched. The night before
had been the best sex of her life.

High above them, Steve heard the noises and
reached for his wife. His cock was hard, but Dominique wasn’t
there. He tried to remember what had happened the night before. He
was about to get up when Margot, wearing one of Steve’s tee shirts,
came in with a cup of coffee.

“Oh, baby. It looks like you’re ready to go
again,” she dropped the shirt and crawled in with Steve.

“Where’s Dominique?” he asked.

“She’s with someone else,” Margot was moaning
around Steve’s morning wood. She held his cock deep in her
throat.

Steve was conflicted. He wanted to know where
his wife was, but his cock was in Margot's mouth, and he decided he
liked it there.

In the next room, Dominique didn’t want to
open her eyes. The bed she was in smelled wrong. It was warm and
comfortable but too masculine. Had she cheated on her husband?

Her pussy felt wet and needy, and the smell
of another man wasn’t helping. She could hear someone moving around
the bedroom, but she kept her eyes closed and tried to make her
breathing deep and regular.

“I know you’re awake,” it was a deep male
voice. Was it James?

“Don’t worry. We only fucked three or four
times last night, and damn if you didn’t give me another boner this
morning, girl. You’ve been pushing your ass against me and wiggling
around. Look at this thing,” definitely James.

Dominique cracked one eyelid, then opened her
eyes wide. His cock was massive. “I caused that?”

“Yes. Do you remember begging me to fuck
you?”

Dominique gulped. “I did, didn’t I?”

“Yes. Do you still feel that way?”

“Yes …I mean, no. Where’s Steve?” Dominique
sat up, clutching the sheet to her chest.

“In your cabin with Margot. Want to
watch?”

“No.” But after some thought. “Can you see
into our cabin?”

“Come with me, little girl. Forget that
sheet. I’ve seen everything you’ve got. Why do you think I got this
hard-on?”

A naked Dominique and James crept to the
partly opened door in time to see Steve, his eyes closed, holding
Margot’s mouth over his erection. Dominique knew she should have
been angry, but she had to admit, it was the most arousing thing
she’d ever seen. Her husband was about to climax with another
woman.

Her hand drifted to James’s black cock. It
was so hard, hot, and long. She wanted to rub her ass against it,
again.

Margot had stopped sucking her husband’s cock
and was trying to mount him when Steve saw his wife in the doorway.
“It’s okay, Steve. Don’t leave her hanging. Finish what you
started.”

Margot smiled at her and moaned as Steve sank
inside her needy pussy. How could watching her husband fuck another
woman be so arousing? Dominique’s hips moved without conscious
thought. James’s cock inflated even more at the sight.

Tania and Tim woke in the master bedroom to
the same sounds of deckhands tying the big ship to a pier. Tania
pulled the curtains and turned to asked Tim why they tied up in
Santa Monica.

Tim started laughing at her and couldn’t
stop. It was Marvin lying on the far edge of the bed who finally
said. “It’s not Santa Monica. We’re in the Caribbean.”

“Well, it looks like Santa Monica,” Tania
said, stomping in her bare feet to the washroom door. “James, if
you’re there, don’t put it away — I’m coming in.”

A grunt answered her.

Marvin went flying off the bed and onto the
floor, pushed by Tim. “Time to go fuck someone else’s wife.”

“Shit, man, no hard feelings. I need to use
the can,” Marvin was whiny.

“Use someone else’s can, Marvin.”

“May I assist, sir?” Roscoe asked from the
doorway.

“Yes, help Marvin find the elevator and bring
me some coffee,” Tim said.

“Happy to help,” Roscoe had his large black
hand under Marvin’s armpit. “I believe the elevator is this
way.”

“Okay …okay, I’m going,” Marvin was trying to
find his clothing, except he hadn’t been wearing any. “Tell Tania
I’ll see her later.” Tim had no intention of telling his wife
anything of the sort. He wasn’t even sure how Marvin had wormed his
way into their bed.

“Is Tania here?” Dominique asked from the
doorway. She wore a completely transparent purple nightgown. The
purple worked well with her dark hair, Tim thought. He wasn’t a bit
put off that Dominique was scratching her ass.

“She’s in the head with James.”

“Are they?” Dominique started.

“I don’t think so. Just go in if you want.” A
moment later, he heard Tania and James welcoming her to the only
bathroom. An odd omission, Tim thought, not for the first time. How
did it happen that a man built a yacht like this and only put one
head in the owner’s suite?

“Christ, James. Is your cock always hard?” he
heard Dominique ask. “Can’t I piss in peace …” his answer was
abruptly cut-off.

Tania crawled under the covers and took Tim’s
cock in her mouth. “Did you decide it was my turn?” he asked,
stroking his wife’s hair. Her mouth felt incredible. He hadn’t lost
his erection in days. Watching Tania with a variety of men…and
women had kept him hard. Watching Dominique change from the
uptight, church-going prude she’d been just a few days ago helped
him understand what Steve must be feeling. Jealousy, hurt, anger,
sadness, and intense arousal.

Dominique held her water up to the faint
light over the bar. It would have been much easier if she hadn’t
been swaying from being on dry land and wanting a drink. She wanted
to get drunk, but the barmaid was avoiding her, too.

It had been a rough day for her. The
twenty-four hours had ended, and she’d made up with her husband,
and still, her body yearned for James. At first, Dominique had
thought it was a simple coincidence that she couldn’t find him.
Then, when she had found him and had sat next to him, James had
abruptly stood and walked away. The second time something similar
happened, she’d had to admit to herself that James was avoiding
her.

Maybe it was for the best, she told herself.
Maybe if all she’d wanted was the sex, it was best if they made a
clean break after the intensity of the last day together. Besides,
it wasn’t just the fucking, as fantastic as that had been.
Dominique wasn’t the sort of woman who thought things such as
‘souls destined for each other.’ Yet, that described exactly what
she’d been thinking.

To make things worse, Steve had gone into
some kind of post-fuck funk. He’d become quiet, refusing to talk.
She’d caught him studying her as if looking for physical evidence
of her day with James, and there had been some. Her face was red
from rubbing against his rough cheeks, and her pussy was a red,
wet, swollen hole that hungered for another man.

Dominique had given up on both and gone into
town with Lucy intending to get drunk and put the whole thing
behind her. ‘Hole thing,’ she’d thought and laughed to herself. ‘I
was such an innocent. Poor stupid Dominique, thought she could
cheat on her husband and not pay for it. She might as well fuck
every man on the boat.’

She was surprised when Steve sat beside her
and smiled. It was a weak smile, but he made up for it by putting
his arm around her and holding her tight.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Getting drunk. At least I will if I can ever
get a drink around here,” Dominique answered, a little too
loudly.

The barmaid, a heavy woman in her 50’s
sporting a brown mustache, lumbered over and stood next to
Steve.

“What can I get you, Marine,” she asked. When
she smiled at him, Dominique registered the missing teeth.

“Just coffee for both of us, please,” he
ordered.

“Hey, how am I going to get drunk on coffee?”
Dominique looked put out.

“Something is going on that we need to talk
about,” Steve said after the barmaid had retreated.

“I know. I spent twenty-four hours with
another man and did despicable, disloyal things with him, and now
he won’t talk to me. But, my husband, my loving husband, says,
‘something is going on, and we need to talk.’ So, lay it on me
while I get wasted on coffee.”

“You want it easy, or should I just blurt it
out?” Steve asked.

“You want a divorce. Ha …I blurted it first,”
Dominique turned away from her husband.

Steve physically recoiled in shock. “I don’t
want a divorce. That’s not what’s going on at all. Dominique,
please look at me.”

Dominique rested her beautiful face on the
palm of her left hand and looked up at him from under her eyebrows.
“Here I am, lay it on me.”

“Do you remember taking your birth control
pills since we’ve been on the ship?” Steve asked.

Dominique looked surprised, then thoughtful,
then her head was up, and she said much too loud, “Oh shit …I
forgot them, Steve.”

“I know. I received a message from the
pharmacy, and they’ve been trying to reach you to pick up your
prescription. You haven’t taken one all month.” Dominique was
sitting up straight. Her face had gone white.

“I could be …” she began.

“Yes, you could be,” Steve agreed,
smiling.

“But, it might not be your’s,” Dominique
clinched Steve’s arm with both her hands.

“No, it might not be. It might even be
half-black, but do you want to know something else?” Steve
asked.

Dominique looked ready for the next piece of
bad news.

“I don’t care. I love you, and if you’re
pregnant, no matter what color the baby is, I’ll love him or her,
too.”

“So, what do you want to do now?” he
continued.

“You mean about a baby, or just for
today?”

“For today, we’ve got a lot of time to talk
about the baby. If there even is one to talk about,” Steve
answered.

“I want to watch Lucy take her clothes off
for these guys. Why is James avoiding me?”

The last had come out of nowhere, but Steve
had been ready for it. “Remember the rule, ‘’You’re not here to
fall in love, so no jealousy, and no anger.’”

“Yes.”

“James doesn’t want to break the rules.”
Dominique smiled for the first time and hugged her husband.




Chapter 15 – The Robbery

 


The Carbone had docked near an old
settlement with a history of lawlessness. The place had been build
on hillsides, and the streets seemed to wind aimlessly. It was the
perfect place to get lost in, if necessary. Bunny called his guys
together.

“Dawn,” he told them. “Lloyd, Winston, and I
will take the owner’s stateroom. Ajay and Moses take the Purser.
Then we run. We’ll meet again at The Cove at 11:00 tomorrow night.
This is important, do not come if you think they’re on to you.
Split everything between you, so if one guy is taken, we don’t lose
everything. Do you all know where The Cove is?”

The Cove was a bar that would have had to
improve to qualify as a dive. It was a dark, dingy, dirty hole of a
place off highway 1, along the North Shore. Surrounded by broken
down mobile homes and caravans that hadn’t run in years, even the
police avoided it. The Cove was put together with old used and
warped plywood, tarpaper, and where necessary, cardboard. There
were no windows, but the badly damaged plywood sheets allowed in
some light.

At night the owner played music loud enough
to drown out the howls of women being fucked in the dank corners.
Too often, they were howling because they hadn’t been paid.

It was still dark, dawn a long way off, when
Steve and James sat down together in the ship’s main salon,
drinking coffee. It had been a long night, and they’d met by
accident. Both had been happy for some quiet time.

James sensed Steve’s need to talk and
understand Dominique's changes. Maybe if he understood the wife
he’d left sleeping, he’d be better able to understand what was
happening to him.

“What did my wife whisper to you?” Steve
asked.

“Did you ask her?”

“No, I don’t want to make her uncomfortable.
She means the world to me, James. I’ve got to know what she said,”
Steve looked pained. “It’s driving me crazy.”

“I’m going to sound egotistical, and I don’t
mean to come off like that,” James said.

“You’ve got a big cock, I get it,” Steve was
smiling.

“Some women, and your wife is one of them,
could go through life being happy without ever experiencing a cock
like mine,” James continued. “It’s nothing I did; I was just born
with this.”

“But you know how to use it,” Steve was
becoming fascinated, despite himself.

“What I know has been taught to me by women.
One of the things I’ve learned is that there are women like
Dominique. As I said, she could have gone happily through life and
never missed what she didn’t have.”

Steve felt closer to losing his wife than he
had before.

“Dominique is one of only a few women who can
take all of me. In the end, I wasn’t moving; she was fucking me,
pulling her own pussy inside out,” James wasn’t sure how Steve
would take the last. “So, what she said was ‘Thank you, James. I’ve
never felt anything like this before. I’m not finished with
you.’”

“I’m sorry, Steve,” he continued. “I’ll stay
away from her for the rest of the cruise. But it would be best if
you talked with her. You two need to decide what you’re going to do
next.”

“You think she’s going to be looking for
another big dick if I’m not careful?”

James sounded matter-of-fact when he said.
“Think of it this way, if it helps. She’s like a woman who’s never
had pizza, so she doesn’t miss it. Then one day, she’s offered a
piece, and her taste buds go a little bit crazy. She loves pizza,
and she wants it with every meal.”

“Dominique said the same thing. Only she used
a juicy steak. She didn’t know she loved a big cock until she had
one,” Steve said.

“A lot of women don’t like a big cock. It can
be uncomfortable, not only because of how it stretches them but
because it hurts the cervix. They see me and run the other way,”
James said. “Maybe only the minority are attracted to it, and only
a tiny minority of them really get off on it.”

“You’re telling me Dominique is in that tiny
minority?” Steve asked miserably.

James put his hand on Steve’s shoulder.
“Sorry.”

Then James saw Hawk moving gracefully toward
them. The way Hawk moved had always amazed him. The man seemed to
glide without making a sound while entirely aware of his
surroundings. “Hawk and I know each other. We haven’t always been
on the same side, but that’s behind us now, and we’re friends.”

Steve openly appraised Hawk while answering
James’s earlier question about his tats. “It used to be called
‘seeing the elephant.’”

“I’ve heard that,” Hawk said. “In the Civil
War, if one had been in combat, they’d say they’d ‘seen the
elephant.”

“Hawk and I have seen the elephant, and I’m
guessing you have, too,” James said.

“I have,” Steve acknowledged.

“You know what else I’ve seen,” Hawk was
looking over his shoulder. “A few members of our crew acting
squirrely.”

James looked interested. “What are you
thinking, Hawk?”

“I think a few of the fuckers may be planning
a rob and run.”

James was silent for a moment, thinking. “It
would make sense that a robbery would target the owner’s suite.
We’re the obvious target.”

“Along with the Purser,” Hawk added.

“How many members of the crew are in on this,
do you think?” Steve interjected.

Hawk and James assessed him for a moment
before Hawk answered. “Best guess is three if the target is just
the owner’s suite or the Purser, double that if they plan to take
down both of them.”

“If it helps, I have throw-away phones in my
cabin,” Hawk offered.

“Why?” Steve asked.

“So we can talk to each other,” Hawk
responded, ignoring the real reason for Steve’s question.

“I have a Sig with me, and more in a
footlocker in my cabin,” James pushed out of his chair. He knew
better than to expect a direct answer from Hawk regarding the
phones, but he wondered anyway. Why did Hawk have throw away
phones?

“Where do we meet?”

“Here, for now,” Hawk said.

Steve moved to a table where he could sit
with his back to the bulkhead. Hawk was back minutes later with the
phones. Each was at least half charged.

James took longer. “Bunny and the one they
call Winston are planning to go to the owner’s suite. I heard them
talking, but they didn’t see me. I was only able to carry two small
Glocks.”

Hawk seemed slightly offended when James
handed him a Glock 19. Steve just checked the magazine, jacked a
round in the chamber, and asked about spare rounds.

“You know the rules,” James said. “Don‘t
shoot unless you absolutely have to, and then only to protect a
life. Careful of the background, we don’t need someone hit by
accident.”

They had a plan only minutes later.

Dominique thought grinding her pussy against
another woman’s felt wonderful. ‘Scissoring,’ Tania had called it.
‘Amazing,’ was all Dominique could think as the sensations drove
all thought from her brain.

She was on her back, her left leg bent at the
knee, held flat on the mattress, and her right leg straight up in
the air, clutched by Tania. Tim’s wife had one leg pressed against
Dominique’s back and the other against her breasts as she sawed
their pussies together.

The wet, squishing sound of two pussies
brushing against each other was arousing by itself. But Oh, the
feeling! Tania’s pussy was wet and soft against hers and so warm
and …and alive. She’d even caught Dominique’s clitoris between her
labia, somehow. The sensations were astounding.

Dominique’s hands held Tania’s thighs, the
better to get closer to those miracle sensations. She wanted more.
A woman’s vulva had far more nerve endings than a man’s cock, and
rubbing against another pussy lit up all of their pleasure
centers.

Dominique was only aware of her pussy. Even
Tania’s fingernails cutting her leg as the older woman cried with
pleasure couldn’t penetrate Dominique’s consciousness. She was
hanging on the very edge of a massive orgasm, a climax she wanted
with all her heart, but one she wanted to delay as the intense
pleasure continued to build. The sensations were so incredible, so
irresistible she didn’t realize anyone else was with them until
…

“I wanna fuck ‘em,” Winston growled. He was
fondling his cock. Winston had forgotten about the money, pussy was
far more interesting.

Tania finally looked up, and the barrel of a
large, ugly semi-automatic pistol was looking down at her. “Holy
shit …Christ …fuck …don’t shoot,” she screamed.

“What are you going on about?” Dominique’s
smile faded as she looked over her shoulder. “Oh, no.”

“Do we finally have your attention, ladies?”
Bunny was large, black, and fierce. He’d been robbing tourists in
one port or another for years, interrupted only by stretches in
jail, one time with Winston.

The two women clawed their way to the head of
the bed, as far from the guns as they could get, and sat trembling
with their arms held over their breasts.

“What do you want?” Tania asked.

“Please, don’t kill us,” Dominique whined.
“You can have anything you want …just please don’t kill me.”

Tania assessed the two men. The gun was real
and threatening, but were these the type of men who would use it?
Did they want something in her power to provide, and would they
then leave?

“I’ll suck your cocks, if you want,” Tania
offered, lowering her arms to reveal her full breasts. “Or you can
fuck me. Each of you. I’m a good fuck.”

Dominique looked at her friend and got the
idea. She tried to smile as she spread her legs, revealing her wet,
swollen pussy. Dominique’s mouth was too dry for her to speak.

“We’ll fuck you any time we want,” Bunny
growled, and then waving his cock, he asked. “Do you know what this
is?”

Maybe it was the sudden fear because, without
thinking, Tania said the punch line to an old joke. “It looks like
a penis, only smaller.”

Bunny went into a rage, ready to kill the
bitch, until Winston growled, “I’ll take care of her, boss.”

“Where’s your money and pretty, shiny
baubles?” Bunny said through clenched teeth.

Bunny’s grin was pure evil, and Tania took no
more chances. She first pointed and then climbed off the bed to
retrieve the small amount of cash in the cabin, and the jewelry
she’d brought on board.

“It’s mostly in the safe, with the Purser,”
she said. Tania was afraid now, and it showed.

Bunny was an experienced thief, and after
first putting the cash in his pocket. He used a thick forefinger to
push through the jewelry. Not much there, but what there was, was
expensive. No costume jewelry and no fakes either, he thought.

Dominique tried not to look at Winston, but
he had an animal mystic. When she did look at him, he was smirking.
He still managed to look predatory and handsome like a bad boy,
except with a gun — the gun made his smile look dangerous.

 





Chapter 16 – The Men with Buffy

 


The men caught Buffy by surprise as she
stepped out of her small shower. Ajay grabbed her, his hand over
her mouth, and her body still dripping wet. She could feel his
erection pushing against her ass as he carried her into her
cabin.

“I’m going to fuck you, bitch. But first,
you’ll open the safe,” his breath was hot on Buffy’s face. He’d
been eating onions the night before.

“Please, don’t hurt me,” Buffy’s hand shook
as she worked the combination. No one had robbed Buffy before
today, and these men had guns. She felt the urge to pee.

When the safe door swung open, Ajay gave her
to Moses to hold, already missing the feel of her ass. He
concentrated on the contents of the safe. Besides cash, the safe
contained labeled boxes holding mostly jewelry, more money,
passports, and traveler’s checks.

“Who uses these shitty checks anymore?” he
chucked them onto the bed.

He had all this, plus the pretty young blonde
chick with the tight asshole; Ajay absentmindedly rubbed his cock
through his pants. Then he felt the gun barrel against the back of
his head.

“Stop fucking around, Moses. We’ve got work
to do.”

“It isn’t Moses, and I’m not fucking
around.”

Ajay recognized Hawk’s voice. Shit and double
shit. The fucking BaMa guy.

Ajay considered his chances. He usually
wouldn’t be too worried about some guy who got close enough to
actually touch him with the barrel of his weapon. He only needed to
move slightly to gain the advantage, and this wasn’t the first time
a gun barrel had pressed into Ajay’s head. But this wasn’t some
hick — this was Hawk.

“Where’s Moses?” The dumb shit had been
behind him just moments before.

“Get this fucker off me,” Buffy started
screaming.

Was Moses fucking Buffy? “What the hell you
doing, Moses?”

“Oh, poor Ajay.” Hawk took Ajay’s gun from
his front right pocket. “And things were going so well for
you.”

“What the fuck?” Ajay tried to spin and duck
fast enough to knock Hawk’s gun aside. All he needed was an extra
second, and he might have succeeded if Hawk hadn’t seen it coming.
Still, Ajay moved fast enough that he almost caught Hawk by
surprise.

In the end, all he got for his trouble was a
headache and a long, bloody scrape from the weapon’s front
sight.

Moses was lying between Buffy’s spread legs,
pants around his ankles, and his wrists cuffed behind his back. A
grinning James was standing over him.

Buffy’s screams had become fainter. “Why
aren’t you screaming?” Hawk asked her as James shoved Moses’s inert
form to the side. They started laughing when they saw Buffy’s bare
pussy and Moses' wet dick.

“I pushed that bastard right into your pussy,
didn’t I?”

Buffy pulled her legs together and looked
eagerly up at James. “This fucking ship does something with my
head. You could finish the job if you wanted.”

“I’m going to check on Tania and Dominique.”
Hawk went to the deck locker after collecting both weapons. They’d
made much better deckhands than robbers, and they’d been shitty
deckhands.

“I’ll take care of Buffy and meet up with
you,” James said.

“’By take care of Buffy’ do you mean …?”
Buffy asked.

“I mean to untie you and make sure these guys
are secure,” James said.

The two might have been poor deckhands, but
they had learned how to tie knots. He gave up on Buffy’s arms. Then
the two of them turned to Ajay and Moses.

When they had them tied, the still nude and
tied Purser stood looking at their flaccid cocks. “James, they’re
looking at me without getting hard-ons. I’m a little insulted.
Don’t tell me you’re soft, too.”

“No, I could never go limp around you.”

“Prove it.”

“There are other pirates, and Hawk may need
my help,” James said, sounding weak even to himself.

“I’ve never been with a black guy,” Buffy
said, running her hand over the outline of James’s stiffening
cock.

“What about Moses?” James asked.

“Yeah, what about me?” Moses said from the
floor. “I’m ready for you.”

“It’s true,” James said. “He is ready for
you, and it is impressive.”

Buffy gave his cock a soft push with her foot
and smiled as his erection swung back at her. “I’ve never had a
tied up man before.”

“Now’s your chance.”

“What about me,” Ajay asked.

“Shut up.” Buffy pulled a pair of dirty
panties over Ajay’s head before turning her attention to Moses;
Ajay seemed happy.




Chapter 17 – Winston

 


Bunny had wanted to go first with Dominique.
Tania had so aroused Dominique that she wanted hard fucking. She
knew what could happen. It would cause her vision to blur and make
her lightheaded. She tried to distract herself by thinking of her
husband and how much it meant to her to be his wife.

But Winston wouldn’t let Bunny go first, and
as Winston eye fucked her with his dark, bottomless eyes, she found
it increasingly hard to remember what Steve looked like without
thinking about the picture she kept in her purse.

Winston held Dominique by her long dark hair
as he unzipped his pants. Dominique was scared. The man was using
her hair to pull her head close to his crotch, and it hurt. ‘Is
that all he wants, a few dollars and a blow job?’ Dominique thought
as she stopped fighting him and fumbled with his zipper.

Winston’s cock was circumcised and very
white, almost transparent, with blue veins running through it. His
cock wasn’t particularly long, but it was very thick, resembling a
soup can wearing a hat. Dominique’s mouth watered, and she
tentatively licked, her tongue a vivid shade of pink next to his
prick. ‘It’s not bad,’ she thought. ‘Spongy, like all cocks, and
clean.’ A week and a half earlier, Dominique had barely known what
a blow job was, exactly, and now she could judge the difference
between pricks.

Winston roughly pushed Dominique onto her
back with her legs spread and her head on the floor. He held her
arms above her head with one hand, the other gripping her hair as
he blindly tried to find her opening with his cock.

“Help me, cunt. Damn it,” Winston released
Dominique’s right hand so she could use it to line his soup-can
cock up with her pussy. She loudly groaned when he penetrated her
by pushing his oversized cock into her flowing slit. Dominique used
her forefinger to stroke her clit. She’d never realized before how
much she needed a big cock. She felt her vagina passage expand to
accommodate his width. It felt as though her clitoris was grinding
against his prick as he fucked her. The world outside her pussy
ceased to exist for her again. Dominique felt herself
surrender.

Then the overwhelming feeling of fullness
became so great that Dominique wrapped her arms around Winston’s
neck and mashed her lips against his. It didn’t matter who he was.
At that moment, all that mattered to Dominique was a fantastic
feeling that everything was right with her world.

She screamed, but not in discomfort.
Dominique had been too lubricated and aroused to feel anything but
hedonistic carnality. She screamed because Winston’s immense cock
had flooded her brain with dopamine and oxytocin. Her entire
consciousness centered on her engorged clitoris, which contracted
rhythmically as he fucked her. Dominique had never imagined such
pleasure could exist except with James. She was experiencing an
almost continuous orgasm.

Steve’s erection hurt. Not just because he
was painfully hard watching what was happening to his young wife,
but because he was hiding in the suite’s small bathroom with a gun
in his waistband. He’d come through the stateroom, slipping past
the piano and a couch. He’d resisted the temptation to look
directly into the master bedroom; instead, he’d crept into the
bathroom. The sounds his wife was making caused him to stop moving
so he could listen.

When he’d finally opened the door from the
bathroom to the master bedroom, he’d seen his wife with a fat white
cock in her pussy and Bunny pawing a small pile of money and
jewelry.

Steve stood with his ass pressed against the
sink with gold fixtures and tried to hold his breath. He’d seen
things he’d never forget on this trip. Would he ever be able to
forgive Dominique? More importantly, had he lost her forever?

Steve wanted to step out of the bathroom, gun
blazing, to protect his moaning wife. But his training stopped him.
There was no guarantee that he wouldn’t hit Tania or Dominique by
mistake. Besides, it was hard to make the case that he needed to
shoot someone for fucking his wife when his own cock was so hard it
ached.

Winston balanced on his hands and knees, and
she held him by the hips and fucked him hard by pounding her pussy
into his fat cock.

Steve didn’t feel jealousy or hurt. He was as
turned on and excited as he’d ever been in his life. His gorgeous
wife was madly fucking a handsome psychopath of a man, scratching
an itch inside herself with each thrust, and screeching like a
wounded animal when she came.

He felt the cheap cell phone vibrate silently
in his pocket.

[James] Where are you?

He fumbled with the phone, almost dropped it,
and recovered.

[Steve] Bathroom off the stateroom

[James] How many are there?

[Steve] It looks like 2.

[James] What are they doing?

[Steve] Fucking my wife

[James] Sorry…

And the phone died.

“Steve can’t shoot with Tania and his wife in
the room,” James said. “All he can do is watch until there’s
separation. Let’s check on Buffy on our way up.”

Winston grunted in surprise; no woman had
ever kissed him. He thrust even harder, drawing his cock completely
out of Dominique’s pussy before driving it deep inside her. Winston
was surprised when Dominique matched his lunges with lurching
thrusts of her own. This woman was as greedy for sex as he was.
Winston decided to keep her.

He drove his cock as deep inside her as he
could, and answered Dominique’s cries by exploding load after load
directly into her cervix. When Dominique recovered, she was in his
strong arms, and he was lowering her onto the sun-bleached pier.
There was the sound of gunfire in the distance, but Dominique was
in a dreamland of strong arms, a huge cock, and endless
orgasms.

Steve watched helplessly. His prick was still
erect, despite the overpowering orgasm he’d had in the tiny
washroom. The bastard had taken his wife, and James hadn’t arrived
with more firepower.

Tania raced down the aluminum gangway
barefoot, with her arm cocked under her breasts to control their
wild bouncing. “Leave her alone, you fucking cocksucker!”

Winston turned in surprise. He’d been
untieing a small tender and standing almost ten feet away from the
woman he wanted to keep for himself. He forgot the rope lying
coiled on the pier at his feet. It was too much to expect a man to
remember everything.

“What the fuck,” he yelled and lunged toward
the crazy, naked, white woman who was now between him and
Dominique. He’d just throw the naked bitch in the bay, or maybe
he’d take them both. He liked the idea of having spare pussy
around.

Before he could get to her, the forgotten
rigging got him. He’d stepped without looking into the middle of
the coil and fell. The heavy rope wrapped around his ankle and
tripped him again when he tried to stand, and Winston screamed in
frustration.

He heard heavy footfalls on the gangway. The
white fucker with the tattoos covering his arms was coming, and the
son-of-a-bitch had a gun.

Steve quieted himself and took a careful
two-handed aim, the butt of the gun above the gangway railing.
Steve centered the front sight on Winston’s chest, his center of
mass, breathed out, and started firing. Breathe and squeeze, just
like he’d been taught. Dominique’s husband stopped firing after
hitting Winston in the chest four times.

The loud explosions felt like physical slaps
to Dominique. They came too fast for her to react to each one. The
repeating echoes from the surrounding buildings snapped her back to
reality. Dominique looked around in surprise and just in time to
see Winston, his black, evil eyes going blank as he slowly toppled
backward over the side of the pier. In what seemed like a long
minute later, he splashed into the water below.

The shots had sounded like angry bees to
Tania, who froze in shocked disbelief when Winston disappeared over
the side of the pier. She was still standing, unblinking, her arms
under her bare breasts when Tim put a blanket over her shoulders
and held her tightly.

In the owner’s stateroom, James heard the
shots and knew what they meant. The shit would hit the fan now.

Bunny, his pockets bulging with plunder, had
taken the stairs down. He’d carefully checked the main deck when he
heard the gunshots and the splash.

He stood still and stupidly looked at the
firearm in his hand, wondering what to do next. There was no room
for it in his stuffed pockets, but he felt naked without a gun.
Along the passageway doors opened and slammed shut when he was
seen. Bunny forced his way into the next door to open.

Margot backed into a corner, her eyes wild
with fear mixed with excitement. The sight of a large black man
with a gun turned the masochist into a wet pool.

“What are you going to do to me?” she sounded
oddly hopeful. Bunny looked at the woman, not understanding at
first. Then he recognized her.

“Turn and face the corner, cunt,” he hissed.
A germ of an idea was forming in his mind. “I’ve been shooting
people, and you’re next unless you do exactly as I say.”

“Please don’t shoot me, mister. I’ll be
good,” Margot liked this game. She was so excited her legs began
shaking.

Bunny gathered her long hair in his hand and
forced her head back. The crotch of his pants pressed against
Margot’s firm ass.

“What are you going to do, bitch?” His mouth
touched Margot’s ear, and electricity exploded in her pussy.

“Anything you say, I’ll be good. Promise,”
Margot thought she might cum from excitement.

Bunny pushed her onto the bed, and with her
legs spread wide, held the barrel of his weapon to her pussy.
Margot felt the cold steel pressing inside her vagina and scraping
against her aroused clitoris. Nobody had ever done anything like
this before. Her pussy was lubricating freely, soaking the
barrel.

Bunny moved the gun against Margot’s clit,
masturbating her with it while the woman moaned. “Are you going to
cum, cunt?”

“If you let me,” Margot panted. “Please, sir.
Nobody has ever done something like this to me before. It’s so
exciting.”

Bunny pulled the gun away, and Margot,
moaning, pushed her hips upward, trying to find it. Bunny brought
it down on her straining clitoris, just hard enough to hurt. Margot
moaned louder.

“You’re going to put on a dress and shoes,
nothing else,” Bunny pushed the weapon hard into Margot’s pussy.
“You’re going to do as I say when we leave here, or I’m going to
shoot off your clit.”

“Oh, god.” No one had ever threatened to
really hurt her before — spankings and whippings, but never
anything like this. Margot was quivering with excitement.

Bunny pushed her toward the tiny closet, and
Margot stepped into a red dress. She thought, as much as she could
think at all, that a red dress would hide the blood. Margot had
never had blood to hide before.

After stepping into a pair of sandals, Bunny
moved her to the door.

“There will be people around when we leave
the cabin. Some will be confused, wondering where the shots came
from and if they’re in danger. Some will be looking for the
shooter. Do you understand?”

Margot felt her pussy release even more honey
down her thigh. “Yes, sir.”

“If anyone stops us, we were fucking all
night because you love black dick. Do you understand?”

“I love black dick,” Margot wouldn’t be
lying.

“I’m crew, but you couldn’t resist me,” Bunny
continued. “You wanted an animal to fuck you. Someone rough.”

“I do; it’s the truth,” Margot was almost too
excited to speak. “Fuck me with your gun again, please. I’ll do
anything you want.”

Bunny had thought he’d have to kill her when
he got free of the boat, but she was changing his mind for him.
This bitch would be a lot of fun.

“When we get to the gangway, walk off the
boat. I’ll be right behind you the whole way, with my gun at your
back,” Bunny said. “I don’t want to shoot you — I want to whip you
and fuck you. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”




Chapter 18 - Lloyd

 


Lloyd had been behind the bar surveying the
liquor when Steve snuck through to the bathroom in the owner’s
suite. The bar and the elaborate plants made Lloyd virtually
invisible from the walk-through restroom. He thought of warning
Bunny until he heard Dominique’s screams as Winston fucked her. It
sounded like everyone was getting ass except Lloyd, and it pissed
him off. He made his way out the door to the suite and down the
stairs. He thought he knew where there were valuables Bunny had
overlooked.

A chicken wire enclosure in the vessel's hold
held empty luggage — such as suitcases and bags the guests hadn’t
needed in their small cabins. Lloyd knew that guests sometimes left
valuables in their luggage, thinking nobody would look there, and
mostly, they were right. But not today. Lloyd cut off the lock and
heard the faint sound of gunfire.

Lloyd was not a brave man. He was small
compared to the others, and he lacked Bunny’s fearlessness. But
Lloyd had been a brazen thieve since he was a young boy running the
capital’s streets. He’d always joined with older, stronger boys,
and later men, for protection. They tolerated him because he was
good at what he did, not because of his stature. Lloyd didn’t have
a gun; he wasn’t sure he’d be able to use one. But he did have a
suitcase crammed full of small valuables he’d found in the luggage
locker.

Lloyd was a brazen coward. It was what had
always saved him.

Nobody was in the main salon on the Lido
deck. The guests were either cowering in their cabins or lining the
rails along with the crew.

Pushing into the railing next to Pat and
Peter, Lloyd caught a glimpse of Bunny walking down the gangway
behind a pretty woman in a red dress. It looked like he had a gun
at her back. There was also a guy at the bottom of the gangway, a
passenger, holding a pistol against his thigh.

He watched long enough to see Bunny and the
woman climb into an SUV’s front seat and sit waiting. The guy with
the gun watched them but otherwise stood motionless. Lloyd couldn’t
see Winston, but two of the best looking women were naked on the
pier.

Lloyd had an idea. “What’s happening?” he
asked a crew member at the rail.

“Where you been, man? You miss the
excitement,” Lloyd knew the man slightly. They’d been on work
details together.

“In the hold, man. Can’t hear a thing down
there.”

“Winston tried to take that woman, the pretty
one with big tits. The other fella shot him dead.”

“They all pretty with big titties,” Lloyd
offered.

“Not like that one, there,” he pointed, and
the other crew members laughed. “She special, a’right.”

“Hey, aren’t you buddy-buddy with Bunny
there? And Winston, too.”

“I knew them from before, yeah. What they
do?”

“Rob the place, man, and take the woman. Some
other guys — they try to rob Buffy,” crew members had gathered
around, using Lloyd as an opportunity to tell their stories and
relive the excitement.

“What happened to them?” Lloyd asked,
round-eyed.

“They tied up, or maybe in the brig by now,”
the yacht had a cell built into a small space behind the
galley.

“What they waiting for, the police?”

“It’s complicated,” an older crew member
answered. He’d been on so many cruises the younger staff looked up
to him when they weren’t laughing behind his back. “Winston died on
the land, maybe in the water, but he shot from the ship. Ship tied
up to the land, so maybe land law, maybe not land law. Complicated.
Fools were robbing the Purser on the ship, maybe sea law — all
complicated.”

Lloyd picked up the handle to his rolling
suitcase and moved to the gangway. Nobody tried to stop him; most
didn’t know who he was or what he was doing. He just looked like a
crew member bringing someone their luggage. The wheeled bag rattled
over the safety strips in the gangway as Lloyd dragged it
behind.

It was simple after that. Lloyd walked past
Steve, opened the rear door to the SUV, and climbed in with the
bag. Bunny grinned at him in the rearview mirror.

Warbling sirens could be heard turning onto
the pier. Four police cars pulled up a moment later, and men jumped
out, their guns pointed at Steve. The SUV had gone.

Steve had no idea what they were shouting;
his gun was already on the ground. He found out when he was roughly
shoved to his knees and handcuffed, despite a naked Dominique
crying hysterically and hugging him.

One of the men, acting gallantly, draped a
blanket over her shoulders. A blanket she quickly threw off to rush
after her husband, insisting that they take her with them.

Around this time, the Captain, along with
Tim, began discussions with the officer in charge. The police
officer scratched his head: “A man is dead. The circumstances need
to be determined. It’s complicated.”

“He was kidnapping a woman, officer. Steve
fired in defense of human life,” the Captain explained for the
third or fourth time.

“I don’t know.”

“Have you reported it yet?” Tim asked.

“No, my radio isn’t working.”

“Tell him I’ll fuck him,” Dominique had
pushed her way into the conversation. The police commander didn’t
speak English, but he knew the word ‘fuck.’ He ran a practiced eye
over Dominique’s nude body before speaking quietly with the
Captain.

“What did he say?” Tim asked.

“He said maybe we could arrange something —
they’re known to take a bribe. But, it has to be right now before
there’s a record.”

“How much cash?”

The Captain told him. “Plus, two hours with
Dominique.”

“I’ll do it,” Dominique said. “If they let my
husband go.”

“We’ll have to sail immediately
afterward.”

The police commander wasn’t a large man, and
he needed a bath, as did his men. Dominique didn’t care. She also
didn’t care that Steve sat in a chair, still handcuffed, made to
watch.

It was the first time she’d been fucked in
the ass and the pussy simultaneously. Steve couldn’t help his
erection; he hadn’t expected his wife to be so enthusiastic. The
old Dominique was gone forever.

Tim would never miss the money.




Chapter 19 – The Escape

 


Once away from the port, Bunny pulled
Margot’s head down to his lap. He was stiff from excess adrenaline,
and he wanted a blow job. Also, he didn’t want Margot to see where
he was taking her.

“Are you married, Margot?” he asked.

“Yes,” her answer was partially garbled by
the black cock in her mouth.

“Is he rich?”

“Rich enough, I guess.”

“Does he know what a perverted slut you
are?”

Margot jacked his saliva-slick cock. “Why are
you asking me all these questions?”

“Because you’re a hostage, slut.”

Margot’s eyes brightened. “You’re going to
ransom me, and if he doesn’t pay, you’re going to sell me as a sex
slave. How exciting.”

Bunny and Lloyd looked at each other in the
rearview mirror. Margot wasn’t the brightest.

Neither paid any attention to the popping of
a small motor scooter behind them. The pesky little bikes were
everywhere in this place.

It had been difficult for James to cram the
black helmet on his head. The faceguard was dark, making him
invisible to the SUV people. Following was easy in the crowded
streets of the capital. There was so much traffic, James had no
trouble blending in with all the other riders, and there was only
one big black SUV.

At times he pulled up so close he almost
touched their bumper. At other times, he hung way back. Bunny
didn’t notice him, although Lloyd did.

“Suck my dick, whore.” He ordered, and Margot
obediently worked his pants loose and moaned as she sucked, her
head resting in his lap. “You want some of this, Lloyd?”

“Sure, Bunny. Whenever you’re finished,”
Lloyd didn’t want to make Bunny angry by turning him down. At the
same time, he had to be careful not to give the appearance of
expecting a gift like Margot. It was a fine line.

“I’ll trade you a blow job for some of that
powder you have,” Bunny stretched his arm out, his left hand in
front of Lloyd’s face. He couldn’t feel the line on the back of his
thumb, but he knew it was there when, after a loud snort, the drug
disappeared up his nose.

Bunny pulled Margot off his cock, saying.
“Get some of this shit from my friend Lloyd. Let’s get this party
going.” Bunny’s eyes had dilated, and he was feeling the
energy.

“I’ve never done this,” Margot wasn’t
whining, at least not yet. She bent into the backseat, her breasts
over the seatback, and snorted the white powder from Lloyd’s fist.
Margot giggled from the weird sensations when Lloyd rubbed some on
her nipple.

She toppled into the backseat when Bunny
slammed on the breaks and made a sudden left turn in front of a
honking lory. He was giggling madly.

Lloyd rubbed the powder on Margot’s clitoris
and felt it grow hard under his fingers. “Oh, shit. What are you
doing to me? It kind of burns.”

“I’m getting you warmed up for Bunny,” all
three were laughing when Lloyd, his finger coated in the drug,
stuck one in Margot’s ass.

“Go, shit. It’s hot, and it feels good. Stick
your dick in there,” Margot was fumbling with Lloyd’s belt when she
felt herself lifted and dropped down suddenly on Bunny’s
drug-coated erection.

Lloyd held his powder-coated hand up to
Margot’s nose before stuffing his much smaller cock in her
backside.

That’s how James found them. Bunny had his
pants around his ankles and was sitting on the backseat with Margot
madly humping his erection. Lloyd had his feet in the footwell and
his cock buried in Margot’s wildly thrusting ass.

James made himself comfortable and admired
how much faster and harder Margot fucked when Bunny pinched her
nipples. The woman wanted abuse.

When each had cum, and Margot was begging for
more, the two were suddenly aware of the tall man wearing a
motorcycle helmet that hid his eyes. He was holding a gun pointed
at Bunny’s head.

“I’ll buy her from you.”

“She’s not for sale.”

“Then I’ll just have to kill you and take
her.” Bunny saw the knuckle on James’s forefinger whiten as he
applied pressure to the trigger.

“Okay, okay. How much do you have?”

“$2,000, and you can keep the suitcase.”

“$2,000 US?”

“Yes.”

“Deal,” he failed to spoil the aim of the gun
pointed at his head when he pushed Margot out the door.

“I lied about paying — and the suitcase,”
James said.

Margot was still shaking when she climbed on
the small motorbike and held onto James’s back. They tied the
suitcase on the handlebars, and James threw his helmet over the
cliff’s edge and onto the rocks.

They had both lost track of Lloyd in all the
excitement. The small man had curled up in an almost invisible
black ball in the black footwell of the SUV. With Bunny’s body on
top of him. It wasn’t until Lloyd was miles away that he emptied
his pockets of the most precious gems.

“James, my pussy’s on fire.” Margot was
screaming as they sped over broken cobblestones, and the stimulant
inside her made the bike feel like an enormous vibrator. She
fumbled with her red dress, exposing herself as she thrust both
hands between her legs.

Men were laughing and pointing. But for the
bulk of James, Margot would have been lifted off the bike and
fucked on the road.

By the time they stopped next to the gangway,
Margot had James’s belt undone and was caressing his cock. As soon
as the bike stopped moving, Cynthia and the Mountain were wrapping
Margot in a blanket. Struggling, they carried her on board.

It wasn’t until Alice, the Mountain, sat on
Margot’s face while Cynthia ate her pussy, that she stopped
fighting them. “What the hell do you have on your pussy?” Cynthia
wondered. “It’s making my tongue tingle.”

Then, high from the powder, she started
laughing and repeating the words, “Tongue Tingle.” Until she
switched to a scissors position to capture whatever it was on
Margot’s pussy with her own.

Alice didn’t care. Margot was doing an
incredible job of eating her.

Hawk moved quickly to Buffy, her wrists still
tied before the police arrived to deal with Ajay and Moses. When he
opened the door, the naked blonde was lying next to a smiling
Moses.

“What the fuck are you smiling about,” he
said to Moses as he hoisted Buffy over his shoulder.

“Your Hawk, right? I remember you,” Buffy
said. “Where are you taking me?”

“To the fucking of your life.” In her pussy
Buffy felt Hawk’s strength in his shoulders and arms; he carried
her as though she were weightless. She didn’t fight it. She’d had
fun with Moses, but she’d had this fantasy before — the dream of
being tied up and taken by a muscular, handsome, and even dangerous
stranger. Buffy had heard people talk about Hawk and his ties to a
crime family and drugs.

She couldn’t help being excited. A dream was
coming true.

They heard sirens and yelling; heavy feet
pounded on the deck above their heads. Then Hawk opened a door, and
Buffy found herself lying face down on a small stateroom bed. She
turned her head and smiled when Hawk sat heavily next to her.

“I guess you’re mine now, Buffy,” he said,
caressing her perfect little ass. “I know I can sell you. BaMa had
some serious connections in this part of the world.” He leaned
close to Buffy’s ear, so close she felt his hot breath, causing her
to shiver with desire. “You want me to sell you, little girl?”

Buffy swallowed hard, hearing another of her
favorite masturbation fantasies. She ground her pussy against the
mattress. She knew that actually being sold would not be the
fantasy she’d imagined, but still….

“Please don’t sell me, Hawk. Sir, I’ll be a
good girl,” her pussy was tingling like crazy. She was a fully
liberated woman, a professional, yet she was begging a man to make
her his sex object. Buffy worked a leg over Hawk’s lap and moaned
as she rubbed her pussy directly on his muscular thigh.

“I need a whip in case my new slut doesn’t
please me,” he spanked her once. The crack sounded loud in the
small cabin, but he hadn’t intended it to hurt.

“How would I not please you, sir. Please tell
me,” Buffy was humping Hawk’s leg even faster.

“By not cumming,” Hawk explained.

Buffy smiled broadly. “I plan to please you a
lot, sir.”




Epilogue

 


Dominique woke confused the first morning
back in her old bed. She eventually knew where she was, but the
once comforting and familiar surroundings now depressed her. What
would she do with James to tease and lust over — for that matter,
would she be eating breakfast alone?

She covered her head with her pillow, not
wanting to face the empty hollow day that lay stretched out before
her. Dominique decided it wasn’t the sex she’d miss the most; it
was the people. She’d made friends on the cruise.

Feeling her smooth, hairless pussy, Dominique
marveled at the sensations that spread through her. Her touch
awakened memories and reminded her of how much life had changed.
She knew it was impossible to put the genie back in the bottle, and
she sighed. From the hallway, it sounded like a woman in pain.

Steve was on the base, and there was nothing
for her to do. She only had one email address from the cruise, and
James hadn’t responded. ‘I’d do almost anything to talk to him,’
she thought, before amending it. ‘I would do anything to be
in bed with James.’

Dominique lay on her back, her legs spread
wide, and masturbated thinking about James’s big cock. She wondered
what she might have that would be the same size. Then Dominique
wondered how Steve would react if he came home to find her fucking
a wine bottle.

Steve had saved her from Winston, he was her
hero, and she loved him more than ever. He wasn’t nearly as good a
fuck as Winston, but still — she loved him, and he was her
hero.

Dominique gave up. Her fingers weren’t doing
the job. She needed someone, or at least something, inside
herself.

By the time Steve was home, Dominique had
showered, but she was still listless. She greeted her husband
half-heartedly and suggested they order something to eat.

“Let’s go out this weekend,” Steve suggested
over underdone pizza. “I’ll take you out to eat and then to a club.
Maybe we can play.”

“Play?” Dominique was wondering if they had
any liquor in the house.

Steve hugged his wife close and whispered in
her ear. “Like we played on the cruise.”

“Eating out and going to a club sounds good,
but I don’t want to ‘play,’” Dominique leaned into his hug. “It
wouldn’t be the same.”

“Honey, I’m so fucking horny I hurt, and all
I can think about is watching you fucking some other guy,” Steve
tried rubbing his now flaccid dick against his wife’s ass.

“I miss it, Steve,” Dominique’s eyes were
welling up. “I was awful. I was the whore my mother always told me
I’d be. What’s wrong with us?”

“You miss being a whore, don’t you?” Steve’s
cock was hard now against his wife’s ass. He hugged her with both
arms and squeezed her tits. “You miss all those men trying to get
you into bed. You miss waking me up in the morning with your pussy
full of another man’s cum.”

“Steve, stop,” Dominique pulled away from
him, irritated even though every word was creating a hum in her
pussy. It was what she wanted.

“We’ll just drink, people watch, and maybe
dance a little ourselves.” Steve was walking toward their bedroom.
He wanted to hang his uniform before more wrinkles appeared.

Dominique had to admit that dining out with
her husband was something special. It wasn’t something they could
afford to do often.

Their date night allowed Dominique to wear a
daring outfit Tania had bought for her on the cruise. The tight
skirt ended just below her butt, and the shiny material of the top
drew attention to the vast expanse of her soft breasts. Before they
left the house, she allowed her husband to insert the butt plug —
another souvenir from the boat.

Dominique hadn’t been wearing a bra, and
she’d given in to her husband’s good-natured nagging and removed
her panties. Once they were seated, Steve moved close to his wife.
Dominique knew what her husband wanted as she spread her legs,
giving him access to her creamy pussy.

God, she was so wet. Her clear lubrication
coated Steve’s fingers and flowed down her leg. She was rubbing
Steve’s erection through his pants and added to her excitement.

Dancing in the corner of the club, Dominique
thrilled to the feel of her husband’s erection pressed against her
as they kissed. He held his wife tight when another man pushed
against her from the back, his cock much larger and thicker.

Dominique’s eyes opened wide, and she tried
to break free from Steve. But his kisses and his hard-on were too
demanding. Plus, the erection against her butt was large and
exciting. Dominique gave in to the pleasure the two men were giving
her. Soon, she was breathing hard.

As the song ended, a familiar voice whispered
in her ear. “Did you miss me?”

Dominique whirled, screaming, “James!”









 


 


Other Hotwife Books by Thomas Roberts

 


 


I Bet My Hotwife… and
Lost!

Book 1 of “I Bet My
Hotwife”

 


William committed professional suicide when
he took his dead-end job. Overworked, underpaid, and forced to put
up with his a-hole boss, all he could look forward to was drinking
himself into oblivion. That was until he met Kristen. Bubbly and
beautiful, she became the light in his darkness. No more lonely
nights spent in dive bars and hooking up with strangers, he knew
he'd found the one. She even shared his fetish for hotwifing. But as this loving couple give in to their
darkest desires, can their marriage survive its ultimate test?
Will's big black boss wants Kristen all to himself... and she won't
say no!

 


 


I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost
Again!

Book 2 of “I Bet My
Hotwife”

 


Will and Kristen finally take the honeymoon
they’ve been saving for. A few months have passed since their last
hotwife adventure and neither is sure where to go from this point.
Once they arrive in Jamaica, Will discovers a honeymoon isn’t
always just for two. Larry, Will's big black boss, is on the island
as well, and he won't be satisfied until he's cuckolded Will again.
It turns out paradise can be found or lost... depending on who
you’re with!

 


 


I Bet My Hotwife… and
Finally Won!

Book 3 of “I Bet My
Hotwife”

 


Kristen and Justine explore
their hot new lesbian relationship. Things get out of hand when
they attend a Ladies’ Only strip club, and Kristen finds herself
living out her favorite fantasy—being held captive by a gang of
horny black men while she satisfies their every perverse need. Will
is aroused beyond belief by the sight. Can he find a way to win her
back before it’s too late?

 


 


Katie’s Hotwife
Awakening

Book 1 of “Katie’s Hotwife
Adventures”

 


Katie loves Mack even
though he’s very small “down there.” She only has one stipulation
when they get married: if she ever meets her favorite actor, she
can have a wild no-holds-barred affair with him. Mack agrees, then
is stunned when a gorgeous lookalike enters their lives. Can he
keep his marriage intact when he learns that Katie’s wild fling
won’t be just a one-night stand?

 


 


Katie’s Hotwife
Reawakening

Book 2 of “Katie’s Hotwife
Adventures”

 


Katie absolutely loved
banging her sexy movie star, Brad Peterson! Now she’s so desperate
to experience more explosive climaxes, not even pregnancy can stop
her from experimenting with huge sex toys and wild public orgies.
Then Brad returns, and poor Mack must helplessly watch as his sexy
wife gleefully cuckolds him again!

 


 


Vacation Prey: A Different
Kind of Hotwife Adventure Story

 


When Carlo, a mob fix-it man, finds out his
wife has been kidnapped, he assumes it’s payback for a job. Little
does he know, the gang of black men who took his wife has no
interest in retaliation. Their interests lie strictly in pleasure.
Specifically, the pleasure that comes from reprogramming captive
white wives and turning them into insatiable sex slaves! When Carlo
is taken by the same group of men, he’s forced to watch his wife
degrade herself for her captors. Will Carlo lose her completely to
her newfound fetish and lifestyle, or is their marriage beyond
saving?

 


 


 


A
Hotwife’s BBC
Betrayal

 


After a laboratory meltdown, Ryan is forced
to stay in a glass-walled hospital room. For his wife Carrie, a
woman just discovering her sexuality, four months is an eternity.
Watching as they pleasure themselves through glass just isn’t
enough! Carrie finds Terrell, a large black man who gives her a
professional Brazilian and an ace of spades tattoo, and Ryan
discovers how much he loves to watch—and then participate!

 


 


Brianna's Hotwife
Offering

 


Brianna's stunning beauty is captivating, but
no one can shatter her ice-queen reserve until she falls in love
with Connor during an unexpected cross-country trip. But Brianna
will never be satisfied with just one man. Can Connor accept her
voracious hotwife lusts as she seduces both men and women right in
front of him?

 


 


Blackmailing My Internet
Hotwife

 


Jimmy and Annette grew up together, so it
seemed only natural for them to marry. They were the perfect
couple... until the stress of Jimmy's police work made him
impotent. When Jimmy discovers a video of his wife having sex with
a black man, he's shocked and hurt. Even more shockingly, he
becomes aroused! With newfound confidence (and an eagerness to
explore his new fetish), Jimmy sets out to win his wife back.

 


 


Sex Addict
Hotwife

 


Linda has a problem. She's always turned on!
Despite being in love with her husband, Linda's constant arousal
compels her to have sex with other people—sometimes even in front
of him! When she's introduced to Roger, her husband's billionaire
client, the man is eager to make a deal. He's just the lover to
satisfy Linda's carnal appetites and he wants her all to himself
for a week. When it's over, can Linda return to her loving husband?
If she does, will she stay?

 


 


A BBC Bull’s
Tale

 


By day, Darryl is a floor manager in a
manufacturing plant. By night, he’s a Bull: a seriously buff black
stud who lives to service married white women.
It’s amazing how many of their cuckold husbands want to watch! As
word spreads about his talent, Darryl finds himself in increasing
demand… and then he falls in love! How far will this Bull go to
satisfy his own needs and desires?

 


 


My Raunchy Hotwife
Adventures

 


Erica can’t understand why her husband looks
at erotic websites. Why does he ogle other naked women when he can
look at her? He’s particularly fascinated with hotwife movies, and
he won’t stop pushing until he can watch her having screaming hot
sex with a massive BBC bull! Will she give in to his perverse
desires? Does she really have any choice?

 


 


Hotwife Lexi Takes the
Challenge

Book 1 of “The Dare Bucket
Challenge”

 


When Hunter and Lexi’s
relationship gets stale, he suggests spicing things up with a Dare
Bucket. Half the dares are intensely sexual. Once a week, they draw
a random card… and the racy hotwife excitement begins! Can Lexi
handle a thrilling affair with a stunning dark lesbian while she’s
being roughly used by
a sexy black bull?

 


 


Hotwife Lexi Takes the BBC
Challenge

Book 2 of “The Dare Bucket
Challenge”

 


The Dare Bucket Challenge
continues! Willie, Lexi’s gorgeous BBC lover, takes her bareback in
a crowded bar, and shares her with another man. Then she discovers
an antique trunk filled with old bondage gear, and the Challenges
veers into new directions. Can she survive being gangbanged by
Willie and his big black--and very horny--friends?

 


 


Hotwife Lexi’s Rocker
Gangbang

Book 3 of “The Dare Bucket
Challenge”

 


Hotwife Lexi is at it again
when her sexy BBC lover takes her in exciting new ways that leave
her dazzled with raw passion. But her eager cuckold husband wants
to give her even more excitement and arranges for her favorite rock
band to gangbang her backstage! Lexi even seduces a young lesbian
virgin into her erotic lifestyle. How much lusty sex can even horny
Lexi handle?

 


 


My Smutty Hotwife
Confessions

 


Brooke is an innocent when
she marries one of her college instructors, but James wants a sexy,
exciting hotwife: a woman who will call the shots and let him watch
her on video chat as she has affairs with other men--and other
women. Brooke is taken by a virile roughneck and a horny English
lady before finally succumbing to her exciting alpha male black
boss.

 


 


My Illicit Hotwife
Gangbang

 


Beverly tells us how her husband seems more
interested in his smartphone than in her and how she flirted
outrageously with a black man in the bar. Soon she's in his room
having raunchy sex while her shocked and excited husband watches.
Now hooked on BBC, she tells us how it feels to be driven to
repeated orgasms by them. Her fun continues with a group of young
black men and a visit to a dirty country bar where she becomes the
guest of honor at another special party.

 


 


Naughty BBC Hotwife
Adventures #1

 


These three sexy hotwives
have one thing in common: a craving for BBC, sometimes with more
than one black man at a time! Their shocked husbands watch in
erotic ecstasy as their marital relationships are threatened—and
their horny wives fulfill their overpowering desires. Three of my
favorite books available at one time.

 


 


Hotwife Voyeur
Resort

Book 1 of “Hotwife Voyeur
Resort”

 


When Bill and Mary discover
that one of their close friends loves watching his wife having sex
with other men, their erotic imaginations go wild. Soon they’re
fantasizing about Mary having sex with total strangers. Then Bill
discovers a resort that caters to hotwives and voyeuristic
husbands! Will their marriage survive when their most exciting
erotic fantasies start to come true?




 


The Sybian
Explosion

Book 2 of “Hotwife Voyeur
Resort”

 


The Hotwife Resort was the
most exciting place in the world! “No holds barred” took on a whole
new meaning when Mary enjoyed explosive sex with hot black studs
while her husband eagerly watched. Now she can’t forget those
intensely erotic memories. In desperation, she finds satisfaction
on a Sybian machine, and encourages her girlfriends to take a ride
on the wild side while her husband watches!

 


 


Billionaire’s Reluctant
Hotwife

Book 1 of “Billionaire’s
Ravished Hotwife”

 


When Tania’s first husband
tried to coerce her into being a hotwife, she wanted nothing to do
with the lifestyle. But over time, the idea of being roughly taken
by sexy well-hung black men began to intrigue her. When she
mentioned it to her new husband, he was enthralled. Now Tania’s
about to get more than she bargained for when her devious
ex-husband promises her to a vicious outlaw gang!

 


 


Billionaire’s Captive
Hotwife

Book 2 of “Billionaire’s
Ravished Hotwife”

 


Gorgeous Tania has just
discovered the delights of being a devoted husband’s hotwife when
her treacherous ex-husband pledges her to the BaMa, a ruthless gang
of thugs, as collateral for his gambling debts. They don’t care
that she’s Tim’s wife now; she belongs to them. After they have
their own fun, they’ll sell her to the highest bidder! Can Tania
escape before she’s ravished by all of them?

 


 


Billionaire’s Defiant
Hotwife

Book 3 of “Billionaire’s
Ravished Hotwife”

 


When sexy hotwife Tania is captured by the
ruthless BaMa gang, she her lover, Sarah, are thrown into a dank
jail cell. Then she’s taken and violently used by Bear, their
powerful and grotesque leader. Can her devoted husband’s team of
hand-picked mercenaries rescue her in time? Or…now that she’s
finally experienced ultimate fulfillment…will she even want to be
rescued?

 


 


The Hotwife Hooker: A
Hotwife Fairytale

 


An innocent fantasy becomes
so much more! Jennifer has no idea how her life will change when
she discovers some racy hotwife movies and books. Suddenly she’s
obsessed with becoming a hotwife! But things get way out of control
when her husband uneasily suggests she pretend to be a hooker and
he’ll be her eager john. Instead of meeting him as planned, why has
she taken off with three huge black men?

 


 


Truth or Dare

Book 3 of “Hotwife Voyeur
Resort”

 


The no-holds-barred
Hotwife Resort caters to men yearning to watch their wives having
sex with other men…and women. Amanda and Josh think they know what
they’re getting into—until they play Extremely Erotic Truth and
Dare with two other couples and one well-endowed black man. But
when Amanda falls hard for her sexy bull, it breaks Josh’s heart.
Can he find a way to win her back?

 


 


Hotwife Karina:
Shared

 


Michael’s new job just has
one catch: He has to share his wife with the boss! Knowing Karina’s
having mind-blowing sex leaves him hurt, jealous, and unbearably
aroused…especially since he’s not even allowed to watch as his
gorgeous wife is gradually stolen from him. When Marshall shows her
off as his date, he knows he can never be her public husband again.
How can he manage to win her back again? 

 


 


Seduced by Her Husband’s
Bullying Boss

 


I can’t help myself around
my husband’s bullying boss…whatever he wants from me, he takes.
Then he demanded I take off my wet panties in the middle of a
crowded dance floor when my husband was only a few feet away. I
didn’t expect him to show them to Todd and brag about what he
planned to do to me! Why does the possibility of getting caught
excite me so much?

 


 


Corrupting The Innocent
Bride

 


Emily’s bachelorette party
gets a whole lot wilder than anyone expected, especially her
fiancé! Sure, they'd shared their mutual fantasies about her being
taken hard and unprotected by multiple men while he watched. But
they never really expected it to happen…did they? Then the sexy Las
Vegas strippers arrive, and all hell breaks loose! Will their love
survive?

 


 


The Ambitious Hotwife
Newscaster

 


We know who Savana
is--we’ve all seen her on cable news. She’s beautiful, single, and
smart. Her voice alone could seduce almost any man. But few people
know she’s actually a married hotwife. Even fewer people know her
husband watches over the internet as she’s taken hard by both
sexes. She’s sexy, famous, and available, but all she really wants
is the man she married.

 


 


My Stripper
Hotwife

 


He heard clothing being
stripped off, and his wife moaning. Knowing men were excited by her
beautiful body fulfilled a need deep inside her, an insatiable lust
to be taken and used. He’d started this, but how long can Ryan
battle his own jealousy, rage, and hot longing while she’s taken
hard and fast by multiple hot studs?




 


Hotwife Brittany: Ravished
in the Jungle

 


Brittany and I were the
perfect suburban couple until she took a high-paying engineering
job in the jungle. Her rugged black assistant, Amare, already had
several wives, but he wanted to add a beautiful sexy blonde to his
collection. Now I can only watch her online as she gives herself to
another man—until she needs rescuing from roving gangs.




 


Used and Abused by the
Mob

 


He didn’t have a choice
really, the mobster had him over a barrel. He could either give up
his wife or… he didn’t want to think about the ‘or.’ It was Candy
who made the decision for him. “Please don’t hurt my husband. We’ll
do anything you want. I’ll go with you.” Doug could only watch
helplessly as his beautiful wife walked away with the Russian
gangster.

 


 


Hotwife Karina:
Ravished

 


Marshall, Karina's well-endowed lover, is
about to be released from prison with his dangerous new friends,
and Karina's excited. She's been back with the husband she loves,
but her lust for other men has not abated--and Michael's perverted
desires to share her are as strong as ever. With Marshall free,
will Michael be able to keep her?

 


 


Hotwife Lexi: Dare Bucket
Trilogy

 


Get the entire hotwife
trilogy! Hunter and Lexi's relationship has grown stale when he
suggests spicing things up with a Dare Bucket. Half the dares must
be intensely sexual. Once a week, they draw a random card…and the
racy hotwife excitement begins! Can Lexi handle a thrilling affair
with a stunning blonde lesbian while a sexy black bull roughly uses
her?




 


Shhh! My Husband’s
Listening

 


The fall could have killed
me, and for now I was stuck in a hospital bed, unable to use my
arms or legs. I could only listen--frustrated and aroused--as horny
men used my gorgeous wife Adrianna. We'd talked about my strange
desire to share her, and now it was really happening! I've lost
count of the number of demanding bulls who have used her. Will she
ever be satisfied with just one man again?

== << || >> ==
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