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Arrival

Steve dropped the suitcases onto the bed and exhaled — a long, slow release of every airport queue, every security line, every hour of recycled cabin air.

"It's perfect," he said, turning slowly to take it all in.

He'd booked this cruise almost nine months ago, a few weeks before a certain website had quietly reordered the priorities of their lives. Becca's birthday had been the official reason — two weeks in the Caribbean, a suite with a private balcony, the kind of trip they'd been promising themselves for years. What had started as a straightforward birthday gift had, over the months that followed, accumulated a rather more elaborate set of intentions.

Becca set her case down beside his and let herself fall backward onto the bed with the boneless abandon of someone who had been travelling for the better part of a day. "It's gorgeous," she agreed, speaking mostly to the ceiling.

Steve crossed to the balcony doors and pushed them open.

The Caribbean hit him all at once — the heat, the light, the vast blue expanse of the harbour stretching out below. He leaned against the railing and looked down. The sea was a long way beneath them, nearly a hundred feet, the water catching the late afternoon sun in shifting fragments of gold. Across the harbour, another cruise ship sat docked — vast and white and slightly absurd in its scale, the kind of thing that shouldn't float but did.

He stood there for a long moment, both hands on the railing, feeling the warmth on his face.

He'd upgraded specifically for this balcony. He'd been telling Becca that for weeks — dropping hints with the particular transparency of a man who thinks he's being subtle. The photos he was going to take of her out here. The things he was going to do to her with nothing but open water and Caribbean sky for miles. The possibility — the very appealing possibility — that the occupants of the adjoining suites might hear rather more than they'd anticipated over the next fortnight.

He smiled to himself and went back inside to unpack.

Steve settled into one of the balcony chairs and let the afternoon sun do its work, listening to the sounds of Becca reorganising the suitcases inside with the focused intensity she always brought to unpacking. He didn't offer to help. He'd learned, over twenty years, that this was a solitary process she preferred to manage alone.

He was happy to wait. They were in paradise. Rushing felt like an insult to the scenery.

He sat with his thoughts and the warm Caribbean air and found himself reflecting, not for the first time, on how dramatically the landscape of their relationship had shifted over the past several months. It had started with a watermark on a porn video and a website neither of them had heard of before that evening. What had followed had been, by any measure, the most surprising and intimate period of their marriage.

The photographs, first — Becca's body, carefully anonymised, offered up to the quiet judgement of strangers who had responded with an enthusiasm that had genuinely startled her. Then the couple in the park, the balcony of their ordinary suburban life suddenly opening onto something considerably less ordinary. The webcam sessions — Becca playing with herself for an audience of hundreds, then growing bold enough to take him in her mouth on camera, her face briefly, deliberately visible at the end as he finished across it.

Each thing had led to the next with a naturalness that still slightly amazed him.

And the conversations — perhaps more than anything else, the conversations. The fantasies they'd excavated from years of careful silence and laid out between them without shame. Some they'd already lived. Others were still waiting, patient and vivid, for the right moment.

He had a feeling this trip might provide several of those moments.

Becca's confidence had transformed in ways that continued to catch him off guard. The comments on the website had done something fundamental to her self-image — all those strangers, unprompted and unambiguous in their appreciation, saying the things Steve had been saying for years but that she'd somehow needed to hear from elsewhere before she could fully believe them. She carried herself differently now. Dressed differently. And she had begun, with increasing frequency, to notice other people — pointing out a woman across a restaurant, a couple on the beach — with the easy candour of someone who had stopped pretending certain things weren't true about herself.

Steve found that particular development almost unbearably exciting.

He poured himself a glass of water from the jug on the table and looked out over the harbour, already making quiet plans.

Steve was a realist about it. Becca had come further in the past several months than he could ever have predicted — further than she'd have predicted herself — but there remained a gap between fantasy and reality that she hadn't yet fully crossed. She would talk about other people. She would imagine, and narrate, and inhabit those scenarios in the heat of the moment with extraordinary vividness. But when it came to actually making them happen, with real people in a real room, she always pulled back just short of the threshold.

He understood it. He didn't resent it. But he did hope, quietly and persistently, that this trip might shift something.

The three bottles of champagne he'd arranged to have waiting in their suite were, he freely admitted, not entirely altruistic.

Becca appeared on the balcony after about ten minutes, freshly changed — a pair of shorts that fitted her in all the right places and a loose white sun top that moved pleasantly in the harbour breeze. "Shall we explore?" she said. "And find a bar somewhere in the process?"

"Food first," Steve said, standing. "I'm starving."

He followed her down the corridor, watching the way she moved in those shorts — the easy sway of her hips, the length of her legs, the complete absence of any visible panty line that suggested she'd either gone without or opted for something that barely counted. He filed that observation away with interest.

They spent the next couple of hours getting their bearings — the ship was vast in the way that always took a moment to accept, a small floating city with its own internal logic. They found the buffet and helped themselves to something light, a glass of cold white wine alongside it, before taking the lift to the top deck to properly take stock of what they had access to for the next fortnight. Three pools, an outdoor cinema, a sports deck, a games area. The Caribbean sun still fierce at nearly five in the afternoon, the temperature sitting comfortably in the mid-eighties, the sky an unreasonable shade of blue.

They wandered into the bar beside the main pool and settled at a table with a view over the water. A waiter materialised almost immediately. Steve ordered a beer, Becca a Southern Comfort and lemonade, and they sat back and let the warmth and the view and the collective exhale of finally being here wash over them.

Steve took his beer and settled back, spending a few minutes simply watching the world of the ship organise itself around them. The pool area was busy but not overcrowded — people moving between sunbeds and water with the unhurried ease of those who had nowhere else to be and knew it.

He'd expected older. That had been his assumption going in — that a Caribbean cruise would skew toward the recently retired, couples in their sixties treating themselves to something well-earned. The reality was considerably more varied. Most of the people he could see appeared to be around their own age, some perhaps slightly younger, and the overall atmosphere was livelier than he'd anticipated.

He glanced across at Becca and found her attention had been claimed entirely by something else.

She was watching a woman on the far side of the pool — tall, slim, hair pulled back in a high ponytail, wearing a simple black bikini that she carried with complete, unself-conscious ease. She was standing at the pool's edge, testing the temperature with one foot, apparently deliberating. Becca's straw was between her lips, her drink entirely forgotten, her eyes tracking the woman with a focused, unguarded attention that Steve recognised immediately.

The woman made her decision, stepped back, and dived in cleanly, surfacing several metres away with her hair dark and slick against her shoulders.

Becca still hadn't looked away.

Since her confession on the park bench — the quiet, mortified admission that she wanted to know what it would be like to be with a woman — she had become considerably more open about it. She'd started pointing women out to Steve with an honesty that had initially surprised her more than him. He'd noticed her patterns quickly. She gravitated toward women in their late thirties, slim but athletic, with a physical confidence that suggested they were comfortable in their own bodies. Very young women didn't seem to interest her particularly. Younger than thirty and Becca's gaze tended to move on.

The woman in the black bikini looked to be about the right age.

Steve smiled to himself and took a long pull of his beer, thinking about the Scarlett Johansson comment Becca had made a few weeks earlier — delivered without preamble, completely deadpan, during an otherwise unremarkable film night. He'd replayed it more than once since.

"See something you like?" he asked.

The "would you?" game had become a comfortable fixture of their evenings together — Steve's preferred method of nudging the conversation toward territory he found endlessly interesting. He'd deploy it lightly, almost casually, whenever a woman caught his eye who he thought might catch Becca's too.

Becca's standard response was "perhaps," delivered with the particular amused patience of someone who had made their peace with being married to an enthusiast. The exception had been Scarlett Johansson, whose appearances onscreen reliably produced something considerably more definitive.

Steve remained undeterred.

They'd talked about this trip extensively in the weeks leading up to it — what it might offer, what they might allow themselves. Steve had been unambiguous about what he wanted. The park had stayed with him in vivid detail for months — the couple crouching on the grass, Becca's knees slowly parting, the particular expression on her face when she'd finally opened herself completely to three sets of hungry eyes. He wanted more of that. The cruise, he'd argued, was perfectly designed for it — strangers in an enclosed world, the warm loosening effect of sunshine and cocktails, and the clean getaway of a ship that would eventually dock and disperse its passengers to all corners of the world, none of whom they'd ever see again.

Becca had been genuinely enthusiastic about the exhibitionism. That part of herself had been uncaged now and showed no interest in going back. The idea of flashing on the balcony, on the pool deck, somewhere unexpected — that lit something up in her that was unmistakable.

Sharing herself with someone else entirely was a more complicated conversation.

It wasn't that she doubted she'd enjoy it — she'd moved well past that particular self-deception. Her body had been making its preferences clear for months. What lingered was something older and more stubborn: the fear that enjoyment itself was the danger. That if she crossed that line and loved it, something between her and Steve would shift irrevocably. That he would say he was fine and discover, too late, that he wasn't.

Steve had offered every reassurance available to him. She heard them, and loved him for them, and wasn't entirely convinced.

For now, though, none of that needed resolving. They were sitting in warm Caribbean sunshine with cold drinks in their hands, the harbour spread out below them, two weeks of open water ahead.

The ship's PA system crackled to life, a calm voice directing all passengers to their muster stations for the mandatory safety briefing before departure.

Steve drained the last of his beer and stood up. "Duty calls," he said, extending his hand.

Becca took it, and they went to learn where the lifeboats were.

Back in the cabin, Steve took his customary position on the balcony while Becca showered — close enough to see through the open bedroom doors, comfortable enough to appreciate the view when it presented itself.

It presented itself almost immediately.

Becca emerged from the bathroom in a cloud of warm steam, entirely naked, towelling her hair with the unselfconsciousness that had become increasingly natural to her over the past several months. Two days before the cruise she'd visited a salon for a full bikini wax — a first, on the recommendation of a friend who'd assured her the result was worth the experience. The friend had not been wrong.

Steve forgot what he'd been thinking about.

She was extraordinary. The wax had left her completely smooth in a way that shaving never quite achieved — flawless and soft, her lips naturally slightly fuller than average and entirely visible as she moved around the room, her legs carrying the easy confidence of a woman who knew she looked good and had recently started believing it. When she lifted her left foot onto the bed to dry her leg, the angle gave him an unobstructed view that made it genuinely difficult to remain seated on the balcony.

He didn't remain seated.

He was beside her before he'd entirely decided to move, his hand travelling up the inside of her thigh until his palm curved gently over her, feeling the extraordinary warmth and smoothness of her against his hand. He held it there for a moment, just feeling her — running his thumb slowly over her mound, exploring the softness of it.

"We don't have time," Becca said, laughing, and removed his hand with the firm patience of someone who has been here before. "After dinner."

Steve accepted his dismissal with a playful smack across her ass as she turned away — earning a sharp, delighted squeal — and went to find a shirt.

The spanking had been another discovery of recent months, filed alongside several others under things Becca had been certain weren't for her before finding out definitively that they were. The helplessness of being restrained, the sharp sting of his palm — they produced in her a response that she still found faintly surprising, given how naturally she gravitated toward control in other aspects of their sex life. The contradiction didn't bother her. If anything, she found it interesting.

What Steve didn't know — and what Becca had taken considerable satisfaction in keeping from him — was that somewhere between her shoes and her sundresses, tucked carefully into the corner of her suitcase, was a riding crop.

She'd packed it deliberately, with the specific intention of surprising him. It felt like a statement of something — of how far she'd come from the woman who had once needed the lights low and the duvet pulled up. That woman felt like someone she'd read about rather than someone she'd been. The past several months had rewritten something fundamental in her, not just in the bedroom but in the quiet, daily texture of their marriage. The openness between them had done that. The conversations they should have been having for years, finally happening, had brought them closer in ways she hadn't anticipated and couldn't quite articulate but felt constantly.

She was looking forward to seeing his face when he found it.

Steve sat on the edge of the bed, patient in the way of a man who had learned which battles weren't worth having, while Becca worked through the considerable options she'd assembled for this trip. For their first evening she chose a black dress — thin straps, a deep V neckline that drew the eye downward to where the fabric gave way to the upper curves of her breasts, the hem falling a good six inches above her knees. She turned to face him.

"Too short?" she asked, the old anxiety surfacing briefly.

Steve looked at her for a long, appreciative moment. "Not even slightly."

"You're sure? It's not—"

"Bec." He stood up. "You look extraordinary. Now let's go before you talk yourself out of it."

She laughed despite herself, slipping her shoes on, and followed him out the door before the nerves could regroup.


The Walk

Becca tucked her hand into the crook of Steve's arm as they made their way along the corridor toward the lifts, her heels clicking a confident rhythm that didn't entirely match how she felt inside. The dress still felt like a risk. A considered, deliberate risk, but a risk nonetheless.

The first couple they passed in the corridor went some way toward settling her nerves. The man's eyes moved to her immediately — a quick, involuntary sweep from her legs upward — before he corrected himself and looked away with the guilty efficiency of someone who hoped nobody had noticed. Steve noticed. He said nothing, just smiled to himself and kept walking.

By the time they reached the restaurant, Becca had collected several more of these reactions and was beginning to stand slightly taller in response to them.

The waiter led them to a table for two — their deliberate choice, an intimate corner rather than one of the larger shared tables. They were here for each other first. Strangers could come second.

Steve followed Becca across the restaurant and allowed himself the considerable pleasure of watching the room respond to her. Heads turned with the subtle, hopeful casualness of people who didn't want to be caught looking but couldn't quite stop themselves. Her walk had changed somewhere between the corridor and here — her hips carrying a little more intention, her shoulders back, performing for her audience with a naturalness that suggested she wasn't entirely aware she was doing it.

He was also fairly certain she wasn't wearing anything beneath that dress. The fabric fell over the curves of her ass with a flawless, uninterrupted smoothness that made that conclusion essentially unavoidable.

When she sat down the hem rode high on her thighs, and she made only a token effort to manage it before picking up her menu and using it as a partial shield for her flushed face.

"I feel like everyone in here is looking at me," she said quietly.

"That would be because they are," Steve said, opening his own menu with complete composure.

Their waiter appeared within minutes — young, attentive, professionally composed right up until the moment he looked at Becca and lost a significant portion of that composure.

She was leaning forward, elbows on the table, the neckline of her dress falling away from her chest in a way that left her bra entirely visible — thin black lace that covered the absolute minimum, her nipples pressing clearly against the fabric. The waiter's eyes went there immediately, with the involuntary honesty of someone whose professionalism had been genuinely ambushed. He caught himself, looked away, found Steve watching him with an expression of complete and friendly calm, and turned a controlled shade of pink as he took their wine order and retreated.

"He could see straight down your dress," Steve said, leaning forward once the waiter had gone.

"I have a bra on," Becca said, in the tone of someone making a perfectly reasonable legal argument. The small smile playing at the corner of her mouth somewhat undermined it.

Steve knew that smile. She knew exactly what she'd done, had done it deliberately, and was enjoying the power of it in that particular quiet way she'd discovered over the past several months.

When the waiter returned with their wine, Becca shifted her chair back just slightly — a movement so small it could have been entirely innocent, her dress riding another inch up her thighs as she did. The waiter moved to her side of the table to pour, and from his angle, looking down, the view into her lap would have been considerable.

Becca looked up to thank him at precisely the wrong — or right — moment, catching him mid-stare. He looked away so fast he nearly overfilled Steve's glass, finished pouring with the careful concentration of a man trying to recover his dignity, and left the table at a pace that bordered on retreat.

Steve laughed. "You're completely ruthless. That poor man is going to have a very uncomfortable rest of the evening."

"He didn't have to look," Becca said primly, taking a sip of her wine with an expression of absolute innocence.

"No," Steve agreed. "He absolutely did not." He looked at her across the table. "I've got a list of my own things I'd like to tick off on this trip, for the record."

Becca raised an eyebrow. "Such as?"

"You'll find out," he said, picking up his menu. "In due course."

The rest of dinner passed pleasantly — easy conversation, good food, a second glass of wine. Steve caught several pairs of eyes drifting to Becca's legs over the course of the meal, and Becca, who was very much aware of each one, made not the slightest effort to pull her dress down. She had discovered the particular pleasure of being looked at in a room full of people who didn't know she wanted them to look, and she wore it comfortably now, like something she'd always owned.

Afterward they explored — the ship revealing more of itself with each corridor and staircase, a small city still in the process of being understood. They eventually found their way into one of the bars, a warm, low-lit space with a stage at one end where a four-piece band was working their way through a Motown set with considerable enthusiasm. Steve found them a table with a good view of the small dance floor and flagged down a waitress.

It was early enough that the bar hadn't filled up yet, the atmosphere relaxed and unhurried. They ordered cocktails without deliberating — they were on a Caribbean cruise, certain decisions made themselves.

Steve watched the waitress head back toward the bar, noting the way her uniform fitted her, the generous and impressively shaped figure it was doing its best to contain. Then he turned back to Becca and found her watching exactly the same thing, her eyes tracking the waitress's retreat with an attention she hadn't quite thought to disguise.

She realised he'd caught her approximately one second too late.

"I see something caught your eye," Steve said pleasantly.

"Perhaps," Becca said, with the particular smile she deployed when she wanted to acknowledge something without fully committing to it. The subject of women still produced a residual flutter of self-consciousness in her — not shame exactly, more the lingering surprise of someone still getting used to a truth about themselves they'd only recently accepted.

Steve's enthusiasm on the subject, by contrast, had only grown. He thought about it with considerable frequency and made no real effort to pretend otherwise.

They settled into the music and their cocktails, both quietly watching the bar fill up around them — the particular people-watching pleasure of a ship where everyone was a stranger and likely to remain one.

It was Steve who noticed the man first. Across the small dance floor, a table for two — a couple, well-dressed, somewhere in their early forties, the kind of put-together that suggested money worn comfortably rather than displayed. The man had been glancing their way with the careful intermittency of someone trying not to be caught, looking away each time Steve's gaze moved in his direction. From his angle, with Becca's dress where it was and the table between them offering minimal coverage, Steve had a reasonable idea of what was keeping his attention.

"That man across the floor," Steve said quietly. "He's been looking at your legs since we sat down."

Becca's eyes moved in that direction with studied casualness. "The one with the wife?"

"That's the one."

She looked for a moment longer, taking him in. Then she turned back to her cocktail with a small, decided smile. "He looks nice," she said simply.

Steve raised an eyebrow. "Does he."

"You wanted me to enjoy myself on this trip, didn't you?" she said lightly, reaching for her straw. "So I'm enjoying myself."

Steve watched as Becca shifted in her chair — a small, deliberate repositioning that caused her legs to part briefly before she crossed them again, the movement riding her dress up until the hem barely grazed the bottom of her ass. Casual, unhurried, entirely plausible as innocent fidgeting to anyone who didn't know her.

Steve knew her.

The small grin that broke across her face a second later confirmed that the man across the dance floor had been watching at exactly the right moment. Steve felt his cock respond immediately to the sight of her — the quiet confidence of it, the enjoyment she was so clearly taking in her own power over a stranger who didn't even know her name.

Her nipples were visible through the fabric of her dress now, pressing against the material with the unmistakable clarity of someone whose body was keeping score of the evening's events.

"I bet you'd like to sit on his face," Steve said, keeping his voice low, unable to entirely keep the wanting out of it.

Becca raised her glass to her lips, using it as partial cover, her eyes moving across the dance floor with unhurried interest. "I think I'd rather sit on his wife's face, actually," she said, and took a sip with perfect composure.

Steve turned to look properly at the woman for the first time.

She was worth looking at. Late thirties or thereabouts, tall and slim, highlighted hair falling to her shoulders, wearing a blue dress with a neckline that did full justice to what was beneath it. Her legs were crossed beneath the table — long and toned, the kind of legs that drew the eye without apology.

And she was looking directly at them.

Not with the guilty, intermittent glancing of her husband. Steadily, with a composed and open curiosity that didn't flinch when Steve met her gaze.

He felt his cock twitch with considerable purpose.

"Holy fuck, Bec—" Steve turned back to her, and she was already wearing the expression he loved most on her — that slow, dangerous smile that meant she'd made a decision and was enjoying the consequences of it.

The wine at dinner, the cocktail just finished — something had loosened the last of her hesitation. She uncrossed her legs, letting them part — wider this time, deliberate and unhurried — and held the position for a long moment before slowly crossing them again. The sheer black G-string she was wearing left very little to the imagination under the bar's warm lighting, and both of them knew exactly what the couple across the dance floor would be looking at.

Becca re-crossed her legs with the composed patience of someone who had all evening.

She looked at Steve and read his face easily — the brightness in his eyes, the particular tension in his jaw that she'd learned to recognise. She knew what watching her do this did to him, knew with comfortable certainty that the evening would end very well regardless of what else happened. But something else was happening tonight. The woman across the dance floor kept drawing her attention back in a way she wasn't inclined to resist.

"You like her," Steve said quietly. Not a question.

"She's beautiful," Becca said simply, honestly. A pause. "Would you really want to watch me with a woman? Actually, in real life?"

"You know I would."

"Talking about it is one thing." She turned her glass slowly on the table. "Actually doing it is completely different."

Steve reached across and took her hand. "I would love to watch you with someone else," he said, holding her gaze steadily. He paused, then added, "Man or woman." His heart was going considerably faster than his expression suggested.

Becca looked at him. "You'd genuinely be comfortable with that? With me being with another man?"

"Only if I'm there with you," he said. "That way it's something we're doing together, not something happening behind each other's backs." He squeezed her hand. "And only ever if you genuinely wanted it."

They sat quietly for a moment, the Motown band filling the silence between them, the dance floor gradually drawing more people in from the edges of the room.

Becca turned it over in her mind with the careful honesty she'd learned to apply to these conversations. The fantasy of it had always been extraordinary — that much was beyond question. When they talked about it in bed, when Steve encouraged her to describe it in detail, the specificity of her own imagination reliably astonished her. She knew exactly what she wanted and exactly how she wanted it. The gap between knowing and doing was the part she hadn't yet crossed.

She looked across the dance floor.

The woman was already looking back. Not with the self-conscious flicker of someone caught staring — steadily, warmly, with a directness that sent a flutter through Becca's chest that had nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to do with want.

"What about him?" Steve asked quietly. "Do you like the look of him too?"

Becca let her gaze move to the man beside her. Broad shoulders, muscular arms, the kind of physical ease that came from actually using a body rather than just maintaining it. "Yeah," she said simply. "I do."

"Would you want both of them?" The excitement in Steve's voice was impossible to miss.

"Would you want that?" she countered, watching his face.

"I'd love it," he said, and she could hear the absolute truth of it.

Becca leaned forward across the table, entirely unconcerned about the view this afforded anyone who cared to look — her dress falling open, her bra visible, her nipples clearly outlined against the thin lace. She held Steve's eyes.

"Would you like to watch him hold my hips and fuck me from behind," she said quietly, "while she holds my hair and makes me lick her pussy?"

Steve's hand tightened around his glass.

"Because I'd like that," Becca said. "I'd really like that."

"I'd love every second of it," Steve said, his voice low and entirely certain.

Becca glanced back across the dance floor and found both pairs of eyes on her — the man and woman making no particular effort to pretend otherwise, their attention moving between Becca's face and the view down her dress with the comfortable openness of people who had decided, somewhere in the last few minutes, that pretence wasn't worth the effort. Neither seemed concerned that the other was looking. If anything, they appeared to be enjoying the shared experience of it.

Becca felt their eyes on her like warmth on skin.

She sat back, turned her body slightly toward them, and let her legs fall open — wider than before, the most unambiguous invitation she'd offered all evening. She was past caring who else in the bar might have a view. Past caring about anything except the rushing, flooding sense of power that came with being wanted this openly by people she'd never spoken to.

She didn't just want to be seen anymore. She needed it — the desire in other people's eyes, the way it moved through her like a current, the absolute certainty of her own effect on them. Her pulse was in her throat and lower, and the thin fabric of her G-string was doing nothing useful.

She closed her legs, smoothed her dress with one hand, and looked at Steve.

"Take me back to the room," she said. "Right now."

He was on his feet before she'd finished the sentence.

As they navigated between the tables, Steve glanced back at the couple. The man caught his eye and raised his glass — a small, unhurried gesture of acknowledgement, man to man, entirely eloquent. Steve nodded back with a smile and followed his wife out of the bar, watching two more sets of male eyes track her exit as they went.

Becca looked back at the couple as she rose from her chair and found them both still watching — warm, open, entirely unashamed of it. She held the woman's gaze for just a moment before looking away, her heart doing something complicated in her chest.

She still couldn't entirely make sense of it. That was the honest truth. Despite everything — the website, the comments, the park, the webcam sessions, the bar tonight — some stubborn, unconvinced part of her still looked in the mirror and saw an ordinary middle-aged woman wondering what all the fuss was about. She would ask Steve, sometimes, why anyone would bother — why a stranger would stop scrolling, why a man across a dance floor would spend an entire evening trying to see up her dress, why any of it, when the world was full of younger and more conventionally perfect options.

Steve's answers were always patient and always the same. That attractiveness wasn't a hierarchy she seemed to understand she was near the top of. That the comments weren't charity — nobody typed those things out of politeness. That the reactions she kept provoking in strangers weren't accidents.

She heard him. She was working on believing him.

Tonight had helped.

As they made their way out of the bar and into the corridor beyond, the warmth of the evening still on her skin, the memory of four eyes watching her with undisguised wanting, Becca felt the doubt recede a little further than it had before.

"Do you think they were actually interested?" she asked Steve as they reached the lift. "Both of them, I mean. Or just being polite?"

Steve looked at her for a moment with an expression that sat somewhere between amusement and exasperation and love.

"Bec," he said. "Nobody raises a glass like that to be polite."


Falling in Behind

Steve fell into step behind her as they made their way through the ship's narrow corridors, letting other passengers pass, watching the way her dress moved with each step. The fabric was so light it followed every contour — dropping between her ass cheeks, lifting slightly with each stride, the shape of her entirely apparent beneath it. He understood completely why the bar had watched her leave.

He reached out and placed his hand over her ass, feeling the warmth of her through the thin material — barely there, like touching her directly. She didn't slow down or look back, just tilted her hips slightly in acknowledgement.

He moved his hand inward, running his fingers slowly down between her cheeks and further, pressing against her from behind until he felt the heat of her through the damp fabric of her G-string.

Becca glanced back over her shoulder with a slow smile and pressed herself against his hand.

He kept his fingers moving against her as they walked, the wet warmth of the material telling him everything he needed to know about how the evening had affected her.

"You loved every second of them watching you, didn't you," he said quietly.

"Perhaps," she said, in the tone that meant yes and they both knew it.

"You love it," he said. "Admit it."

She laughed softly and said nothing, which was its own admission.

They reached the door to their suite and Becca turned to face it, placed both hands flat against the surface — arms raised, legs slightly parted — and pressed her hips backward with an expression of complete, comfortable invitation.

Steve brought his palm down across her ass through the dress. The sound of it carried down the empty corridor with startling clarity, and he caught the movement of the steward they'd passed earlier turning to look. Steve held his gaze evenly and brought his hand down again, then left it there, fingers curling possessively around her.

Becca pressed her ass back against his hand with a low, satisfied sound. "I've been such a bad girl," she murmured, her cheek against the door. "Your little slut wife really needs to be punished."

Steve glanced down the corridor. The steward hadn't moved — hadn't even attempted to pretend he wasn't watching, which Steve found he respected. He was crouching beside the room service tray three doors down, a tall, broad-shouldered Scandinavian type, blonde and blue-eyed and somewhere around thirty-five, wearing an expression that had moved well past professional neutrality into something considerably more candid. When Becca's words reached him his mouth had broken into a slow, appreciative grin.

Steve held his gaze and reached down to gather the hem of Becca's dress in his fist, lifting it deliberately up over her ass, exposing her completely — the thin strip of her G-string disappearing between her cheeks, nothing else.

The steward went very still.

Becca was pressed forward into the alcove, hands flat against the door, her body angled at forty-five degrees — a position that meant she couldn't see along the corridor without pushing herself upright. Steve kept one hand holding the dress, used the other to press his fingers against her from behind, feeling the soaking fabric of her panties, hearing her breath change.

He spanked her — firm and unhurried — and her squeal carried down the empty corridor with impressive clarity. The steward nodded slowly, appreciatively, showing no sign of embarrassment whatsoever. A man, Steve thought, who had clearly seen a great deal during his time at sea.

Then Becca pushed upright and looked.

She saw him immediately. Their eyes met for a fraction of a second before she turned back into the alcove, her heart hammering, her face pressed close to the door.

A long, charged beat of silence.

Then, slowly, deliberately, she shifted her hips — turning herself just enough, angling her ass outward toward the corridor, making the invitation unmistakable.

She didn't just want him to see her.

She wanted him to come closer.

Steve kept his fingers moving against her — tracing her inner thigh, pressing his knuckle against her through the soaking fabric, feeling her shift her weight in response each time he made contact. She was absolutely desperate, her body making its needs entirely clear.

He reached down and pulled the G-string aside.

Becca felt the cool air find her bare pussy and knew exactly what he'd done — her lips fully exposed, spread slightly open with her arousal, her swollen clit visible and her wetness glistening in the corridor light. She knew the steward now had a completely unobstructed view of every intimate detail of her — her smooth, freshly waxed pussy on full display in the corridor of a cruise ship on the first night of their holiday. The thought of it made her knees genuinely unreliable. She pressed her palms harder against the door to compensate.

When Steve's finger slid into her soaking wet pussy she bit down on her lip to contain the sound that wanted to escape, her hips rolling instinctively backward, taking him deeper, feeling him curl upward immediately to find her g-spot. She was so wet his finger moved inside her effortlessly, the soft sounds of her arousal audible in the quiet corridor.

She turned her hips further toward the steward, spreading her legs a little wider, her swollen pussy lips parting further around Steve's finger as he worked it slowly in and out of her. She wanted to be seen. Needed it — the knowledge of being watched, being wanted, her most intimate parts on full display for a complete stranger.

Steve reached down with his free hand and spread her ass cheeks wide apart, ensuring the steward's view left absolutely nothing to the imagination — her tight little asshole exposed above her glistening pussy, his finger moving steadily in and out of her dripping wet lips.

Then voices — a group of them, carrying from the far end of the corridor, getting closer quickly. Steve pulled her G-string back into place and smoothed her dress down in one swift motion, produced the key card from his pocket, and pressed it into Becca's hand. She had it in the lock before he'd finished the movement, the door open, stepping through.

Steve glanced back down the corridor one final time.

The steward was on his feet, tray held in front of him with the careful positioning of a man managing a significant and inconvenient problem. The fabric of his trousers left little doubt about the scale of it — the outline unmistakable, pressing visibly against the material, the head of his cock clearly defined against his hip.

Steve pulled the door closed behind him.

Steve followed Becca into the suite and pulled the door shut behind him, feeling the particular frustration of a man whose evening has been interrupted at precisely the wrong moment. The corridor show had ended prematurely, but it had confirmed something he'd suspected — the steward was a willing and appreciative audience, and this was a two-week cruise. There would be other opportunities. He was going to make certain of it.

What he didn't yet know was that Becca had already seen him.

"I've been such a bad girl," Becca said, with the coy, deliberate quality she brought to these moments — bending forward over the bed, palms flat on the mattress, her ass raised and angled back toward him in unmistakable invitation. As she leaned further forward her dress rode up, exposing the lower curves of her ass cheeks, the faint pink marks from the corridor still visible on her skin.

Steve came up behind her, placed both hands on her and squeezed firmly, pressing himself against her before stepping back and bringing his palm down across her ass. Then he gathered the fabric of her dress in his fist and pulled it up over her hips entirely, stepping back to look at her properly.

The G-string had pulled tight into her ass crack, barely covering her asshole, the thin black material stretched over her pussy and almost entirely transparent with how wet she was — a thin strip of smooth, bare skin visible on either side of the fabric. This was almost exactly what the steward had been looking at minutes ago.

No wonder, Steve thought.

Becca lowered herself further, dropping onto her elbows, her head well below the level of her raised ass — completely comfortable in the position, entirely at ease with what she was offering. It still struck him occasionally, this version of her. For years she had met any suggestion of spanking with a firm refusal and a pointed comment about dignity. Then one evening, after a glass or two of wine, he'd caught her across the ass during sex on pure instinct — and the sound she'd made had rewritten everything. She'd been the one asking for more before he'd had time to apologise.

She had that effect on him still. The surprise of her.

"Such a bad girl," Steve said, bringing his palm down across her ass — a sharp crack that filled the suite, her flesh warming under his hand.

"I am," she breathed, pressing back into it, inviting the next one. "I'm a bad girl and I need to be punished."

Another slap, harder this time, the sound ringing off the walls. She pushed her ass toward him deliberately, the movement both a response and a demand.

This was how it had started — that one unplanned moment during sex that had unlocked something neither of them had expected. The wave of pleasure that had moved through her had clearly surprised her as much as it had surprised him. She'd gone very still for a moment, processing it, and then had said, quietly and with complete certainty: again.

Since then she had embraced it with the particular enthusiasm of someone making up for lost time. Steve had spent years carefully not mentioning it after the early rejections, and now found himself somewhat in awe of the turnaround. He brought his hand down again, watching the colour rise in her skin, feeling her push back harder each time as though trying to close whatever distance remained between the sensation she was getting and the one she was chasing.

"Tell me what you need," he said, smoothing his palm over the warmth of her.

"More," she said simply, her voice muffled against the duvet. "And then I want you to fuck me."


Left Open

Steve crossed to the balcony doors and pushed them open, letting the warm Caribbean night air move through the room and take the edge off the heat. Then he turned back to the bed and stopped.

Becca was lying on her front, dress still bunched above her hips, legs slightly parted, entirely relaxed in the position — the thin black fabric of her G-string pulled tight between her cheeks, her pussy barely covered by the transparent material. Steve took his time undressing, in no particular hurry to end the view.

When he finally moved onto the bed, kneeling between her thighs and easing them wider, he placed both hands on her ass and began to move them in slow, deliberate circles — outward from the centre, his palms warm against her skin, spreading her open gradually with each pass. His thumbs traced inward, finding the heat of her, pressing against her clit through the fabric before sweeping outward again. With each movement the material pulled tighter, digging deeper between her lips until her pussy was spread open on either side of it, everything visible, nothing hidden.

He took a moment to simply look at her.

Then he hooked his thumbs under the fabric at her hips and drew the G-string down her legs, stepping back to let her bring her knees together so he could ease them off completely. He dropped them on the floor and looked up.

Naked from the waist down, thighs falling open again as he pushed them apart and settled between them.

Becca surrendered to his hands entirely — the slow, thorough massage working down over her inner thighs, his thumbs circling her clit, her hips rising in small, involuntary movements each time he pressed. She wasn't a massage person, generally. But this — her ass spread open, her most intimate parts completely exposed to him, her body entirely at his disposal — this was something different. The vulnerability of it, the total submission, moved through her like heat.

And then her mind drifted somewhere unexpected.

What would it feel like if it wasn't Steve's hands? A stranger's. A professional, unhurried and impersonal, working their way down over her ass and between her thighs with the same deliberate patience. The clinical intimacy of it — being exposed like this to someone who didn't know her, someone Steve was sitting across the room watching.

She moaned out loud before she'd consciously decided to.

Steve brought his palm down hard across her ass, the crack of it filling the suite, a red flush blooming instantly across her skin. Becca's squeal dissolved into a moan as he resumed the massage — hands moving in wide, deliberate circles, sweeping lower with each pass, pulling her lips apart until he could see the moisture gathering and seeping from her pussy, catching the light. He focused one hand entirely on her pussy now, pressing the heel of his palm against her outer lips while his thumb worked slow, firm circles over her clit.

Becca's hips rose to meet him, her ass lifting, cheeks spreading further open — her asshole and smooth, glistening pussy completely exposed as she pushed herself toward his hands.

He slapped her again. "You were trying to show yourself off to that couple in the bar, weren't you. Naughty girl."

"Did you like it?" she moaned into the duvet. "Watching your slutty wife flash two strangers?"

"Loved every second of it," he said, and slid two fingers into her — feeling her clench immediately around him, soaking and tight.

"Is that why you let the steward watch?" she said, her voice carrying the particular quality of someone enjoying a secret they're about to release. "You wanted him to see my pussy, didn't you."

Steve's fingers stilled for just a fraction of a second. "You saw him."

"Of course I saw him."

"Why didn't you say anything?"

Becca turned her head to look back at him over her shoulder, her expression warm and entirely unashamed. "Because all I wanted was your hands on me. I didn't care who was watching." A pause, perfectly timed. "And he was very good looking. I wanted him to see exactly what you were doing to me. I wanted him to wish it was him."

Steve looked at her for a moment, then laughed — genuine and delighted. "You are a completely shameless slut wife."

"I am," she agreed happily, pressing her ass back against his hand. "Now stop talking and fuck me."

"You love it," Becca purred, grinding herself against his hand with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips. "Don't pretend you don't. You want me to be your dirty little slut wife. You want to show me off to strangers and watch them want me."

"God, yes," Steve said, and drove his fingers deeper in emphasis.

"Oh fuck—" Her back arched sharply. "Yes — just like that—"

He watched his fingers moving in and out of her with focused intensity — how easily she took them, how wet she was, her lips stretched around him and glistening with each stroke. He added a third finger without resistance, feeling her open around him, her moans deepening in response. Then a fourth, watching in genuine amazement as her lips stretched to accommodate him, her hips rolling back to take him deeper, her body entirely beyond any pretence of composure.

He fucked her hard with all four fingers, feeling her build rapidly — her breath coming in sharp, urgent gasps, her whole body moving in time with his hand. Then he brought his other thumb to her asshole, pressing in slow circles, just enough pressure to tease without crossing the threshold.

The sound she made was immediate and spectacular.

"Don't stop—" she managed. "Please don't stop—"

He slowed instead — deliberately, cruelly — withdrawing his fingers gradually before pressing his body down over her back, taking his weight on his forearms, his cock settling between her ass cheeks. He brought his lips to her ear.

"You love having every part of you touched at once, don't you," he said quietly. "Your pussy, your ass — you love being completely used."

"Yeah," Becca breathed, pushing her hips upward, and Steve felt the tight heat of her asshole pressing against the head of his cock — the contrast of it extraordinary, the softness of her cheeks against his stomach and hips while that tight, resistant warmth pressed back against him. He pushed forward fractionally, rubbing himself between her cheeks, his lips finding the back of her neck — the spot that always made her breath change — kissing slowly down to her shoulder.

They'd been here before, a couple of times now. But tonight he had something else in mind.

He lifted himself off her and disappeared into the bathroom.

Becca rolled onto her back, pulled her dress up over her head and unclipped her bra, sending both in the approximate direction of the dressing table without looking. Then she lay back, naked, and began touching herself — fingers moving over her clit in slow circles while she listened to Steve moving around in the bathroom, wondering what he was doing.

She didn't have to wonder long.

He reappeared in the doorway with a tube of lube in his hand — and stopped completely.

Becca was spread out across the bed, legs open, one hand working between her thighs while the other moved over her breast, her fingers rolling her nipple with the unhurried ease of someone entirely comfortable being watched. She looked up and held his gaze with the directness she'd developed over these past months — the confidence that had quietly become one of the most attractive things about her.

Steve stood in the doorway and didn't move for a full minute.

"Do you like watching me?" she asked, sliding two fingers into herself as she spoke, her eyes never leaving his.

"Oh god, yes," Steve said, the trance breaking. "And I'm fairly certain half the ship would agree with me."

He set the lube on the bed beside her and reached for his phone, moving around the bed to find his angles — shooting from the side first, capturing the full length of her, legs bent and spread, fingers moving between her thighs. Becca shifted naturally into poses without being asked, comfortable in front of his camera now in a way that still occasionally surprised him with how complete the transformation was.

He dropped to his knees at the foot of the bed, shooting upward between her legs — the view from there extraordinary, her pussy open and glistening, fingers moving in slow deliberate strokes. He switched to video, watching the screen as she pushed her fingers inside herself — the sounds of her filling the suite, wet and entirely uninhibited, carrying clearly through the open balcony doors into the Caribbean night. If the neighbouring suites could hear, she showed absolutely no sign of caring.

Then she withdrew her fingers slowly.

Steve watched through the phone screen as she brought them up toward her face, opened her mouth, and slid them between her lips — closing them around her fingers with the same focused, unhurried attention she brought to going down on him. Her eyes found the camera and stayed there. Tasting herself. Entirely deliberate. Entirely comfortable.

Steve put the phone down.

He was on the bed before he'd consciously decided to move, kneeling between her thighs as she spread herself wide and looked up at him.

Steve leaned forward until his face was inches from her — close enough to feel the heat radiating from her, close enough that his breath moved across her wet lips as he breathed. Becca's fingers slowed on her clit, knowing he was watching, giving him the view he wanted.

She drew her fingers partway out — just the tips remaining inside her, the rest of her fingers glistening in the soft light of the cabin, coated with her arousal.

The scent of her hit him fully at this distance — warm and intimate, with the particular edge that came from the heat of the day and the hours of building arousal. He'd always loved that. The specific, unmistakable smell of his wife completely turned on.

He extended his tongue and licked slowly along her fingers as she withdrew them — tasting her directly from the source, the sweetness of her coating his tongue immediately. He lifted his head and watched as she slid them all the way back inside herself to the knuckle, her pussy taking them easily, then withdrew them again and offered them to him without a word.

He opened his mouth and let her slide them in — closing his lips around them, sucking them clean with slow, deliberate attention before releasing them with a quiet sound.

Then he lowered his face to her properly.

He took his time — breathing her in, letting the anticipation build — before extending his tongue and tracing one long, unhurried stroke from the very base of her slit all the way up through her folds to her clit.

The sound she made was immediate and enormous. Her hand found the back of his head and pulled him in hard, her hips rising off the bed, her thighs closing around his ears as he settled his tongue against her clit and began to move.

At home, Becca had always been quiet during sex. Partly necessity — their son's bedroom was only two doors down, and the walls of a three bedroom semi were not exactly soundproofed. But even before children, even in the early years when they'd had the house entirely to themselves, she had never been a screamer. It simply wasn't who she was.

Or rather, it hadn't been.

Here, something different was possible. The ship created its own kind of anonymity — a floating world of strangers she would never encounter again once they disembarked. No neighbours who knew her name. No son asleep down the hall. No careful management of how she appeared to the people in her everyday life. The balcony doors were wide open to the Caribbean night, and the thought of sound carrying — to the adjacent balconies, to passing crew members in the corridor, to whoever occupied the suites on either side of them — didn't produce a single flicker of concern.

It produced the opposite.

"That's it — yes — eat my pussy," she called out, entirely uncensored, her voice carrying freely into the warm night air. "Put your tongue inside me. Oh god — yes — I love it when you lick me—"

Steve didn't need further instruction. He licked all the way down through her folds to her entrance and pushed his tongue inside her — as deep as he could get, circling it, withdrawing completely before driving it back in, fucking her with it in long, deliberate strokes while she ground herself against his face with increasing urgency.

"Oh fuck—" The words came out at a volume that would absolutely have carried through the open balcony doors. She didn't lower them. "That is so fucking good—"

Steve came up for air after a moment — Becca's grip on his head and the force of her grinding making breathing a genuine logistical challenge — and used the brief respite to slide two fingers inside her, working them in slow circles before withdrawing them, completely slick with her arousal.

He sat up onto his knees and offered the fingers to her mouth while his other hand resumed inside her.

Becca opened her lips and took them in without hesitation, sucking them clean with the same focused attention she brought to going down on him. She had surprised herself with this — the discovery that she genuinely enjoyed the taste of herself, had developed a real appetite for it. The combination of her own arousal with the taste of his cock after he'd been inside her had always done something particular to her. Just as the taste of him when he came in her mouth — something she'd once merely tolerated and now actively wanted — had become its own specific pleasure.

She was, she reflected between moans, a fundamentally different woman than she'd been a year ago.

She found she liked her considerably better.

"I bet you wish that was someone else's juices you were tasting," Steve said, watching her lips close around his fingers with obvious enjoyment. "Another woman's."

"God, yes," Becca said, releasing his fingers with a slow smile. "And you'd love to watch that, wouldn't you." It wasn't really a question — she knew exactly where this particular fantasy lived in his imagination and how frequently he visited it.

"More than almost anything," he said, with a sincerity that made her stomach flip.

He withdrew his fingers from both her mouth and her pussy simultaneously, placed his hands behind her knees, and pushed them up toward her chest. Becca took over immediately, holding her own legs up and tilting her hips upward — the angle it created lining everything up perfectly, her pussy tilted toward him, completely open and glistening.

Steve took hold of himself and moved the head of his cock slowly through her folds — not entering, just tracing her, gathering her wetness, rubbing himself over her clit before drawing back and bringing his cock down against it in a series of slow, deliberate slaps that sent visible shockwaves through her body each time.

Becca lasted approximately thirty seconds of this before her patience gave out entirely.

She reached down, wrapped her hand around him, and pulled him toward her with an authority that brooked absolutely no further argument. "Fuck me," she said, at a volume that had nothing careful about it. "Right now, Steve — please — I need it now—"

The last word carried clearly through the open balcony doors and into the Caribbean night.

Steve pushed forward and slid into her in one long, unhurried stroke — feeling her close around him immediately, impossibly wet and warm, her body taking him without the slightest resistance. He looked down at where they were joined and found himself already completely coated with her, her arousal visible on every inch of him.

He began to move slowly, his thumb finding her clit, and Becca stopped managing her volume entirely — her voice filling the suite, carrying through the open balcony doors to wherever it cared to go. The neighbouring suites. The corridor. The warm night air over the harbour.

Steve thought briefly about what anyone within earshot must be making of it, and found he didn't mind at all.

Steve had made the switch to shaving himself completely some months back — something he'd noticed in the videos they watched together, the clean aesthetic of it, and had quietly decided to try. The result, pressed against Becca's equally smooth mound, was a sensation he'd become genuinely addicted to — skin against skin, nothing between them, the softness of her against him with every stroke.

He started slowly, savouring it. The silky warmth of her wrapped around him as he moved in long, unhurried strokes, watching her face, feeling her hips begin to find his rhythm and match it — tilting to take him deeper with each thrust, her body working with him instinctively in the way it did after twenty years of knowing each other.

He built his pace gradually, feeling her respond in kind, her moans escalating as he drove into her harder — the wet sounds of her filling the suite, his body meeting hers with increasing force, the slap of his skin against her ass carrying through the open balcony doors along with everything else.

"Yes — god — harder—" Becca's voice had long since abandoned any pretence of restraint, her words tumbling out freely, carrying wherever they cared to go. "Fuck me — come on — harder—"

Steve obliged, slamming into her, feeling the tight clench of her around him, feeling himself begin to climb toward the edge faster than he wanted to. He held on as long as he could — then pulled out completely without warning.

Becca's face was a picture of startled indignation. "What are you—"

"Not yet," he said simply, catching his breath.


No Time To Object

Before Becca could voice her objection, Steve reached across and grabbed the tube of lube.

He opened it and drizzled a generous amount directly onto her pussy, the cool liquid drawing a sharp intake of breath from her, then squeezed more into his palm and worked it thoroughly over his hand — fingers, knuckles, everything. Then he turned his attention back to her, massaging the lube into her lips and over her clit with slow, deliberate strokes, working it into every fold.

In her current state, every touch was amplified beyond reason. Each pass of his fingers over her clit sent a jolt through her that started at her core and radiated outward to her fingertips, her back arching involuntarily off the bed, sounds escaping her that she had absolutely no control over.

Steve sat back on his knees and pushed three fingers into her without preamble — watching her hips rise immediately to meet him, her feet planted flat on the mattress, her whole body participating. He fucked her hard with them, watching her face — the way her expression moved between pleasure and something almost overwhelming — before adding his little finger alongside the others.

Four fingers, her lips stretching beautifully around them, her pussy taking him with the help of the lube and her own considerable arousal. He drove them deeper with each stroke, watching the sight of it with the focused attention of someone who never quite got used to how extraordinary it looked.

Then he tucked his thumb in alongside everything else and began to push forward — slowly, carefully, feeling her body yield by degrees, her muscles relaxing around him with each patient, incremental advance. His knuckles disappeared into her one by one, her lips stretched wide around the widest part of his hand, her moans climbing steadily in pitch and volume as he began to move — gently at first, then with more purpose, feeling her open further with every stroke.

The balcony doors were still wide open.

Neither of them cared even slightly.

The moment Steve's knuckles slipped past her lips and into her, Becca's whole body responded with a cry that she made absolutely no attempt to contain. The fullness of it was unlike anything she'd experienced — extraordinary and overwhelming, her pussy stretched around him in a way that walked the very edge of too much without crossing it, her muscles yielding in waves as he rotated his hand slightly inside her, finding space she hadn't known was there.

Steve looked down at what he was seeing and felt genuine awe. His entire hand — all the way to the wrist — disappearing inside his wife, her lips stretched wide and glistening around him. He reached for the lube with his free hand and drizzled more directly onto her mound, watching it flow down over her clit and onto his wrist as he withdrew before pushing slowly back in.

He formed a gentle fist inside her.

And began to move.

Slowly at first — feeling her adjust, feeling the extraordinary grip of her around him — then building gradually, the pace increasing as her responses encouraged him forward. His wrist was slick with her almost immediately, the sounds coming from her pussy somewhere between the most erotic and the most visceral thing he'd ever heard. His cock was twitching with every stroke, every sound, every sight.

Becca had stopped forming coherent sentences. She was thrashing against the sheets, pushing herself down onto him, her voice carrying freely through the open balcony doors.

"Do you like it?" Steve managed, his own breathing not entirely steady. "Having your pussy fisted?"

"God — yes — don't stop—"

He reached for his phone one-handed, angling it downward, capturing what was happening between them — his wrist disappearing into her stretched, glistening pussy, her lips spread impossibly wide around him. Her eyes were closed, her head back, entirely lost in the sensation.

"They'd love to see this," he said. "Your fans. Every single one of them."

"Let them watch," she breathed, driving herself harder onto his hand. "I want them to see what a little slut wife I am. I want them to wish it was them."

Steve drove his fist deeper, feeling her clench around him, feeling her juices running freely down his wrist and onto the sheets beneath them.

Steve set the phone aside and leaned into it — driving his fist forward with long, purposeful strokes, each thrust forcing more of her arousal out around his wrist, soaking the sheets beneath them. He was completely transfixed by the sight of it — her lips stretched and shining around him, the sounds of her extraordinary and relentless, his cock aching with the need to be inside her.

Then her whole body changed.

"I'm going to cum—" The words came out at full volume, entirely unmanaged, carrying through the open balcony doors without apology. "Oh god — oh fuck — I'm cumming—"

Her stomach muscles contracted violently, her back arching off the bed, sweat running down her skin as the orgasm tore through her — her whole body shaking, her pussy clenching around his fist in deep, rhythmic waves that he could feel all the way up his forearm. He held still inside her and let it move through her completely, watching her face, watching her chest heave, watching twenty years of careful quietness dissolve entirely into the Caribbean night.

He withdrew slowly and carefully as the waves subsided, and her juices followed — flooding out onto the sheets in a warm rush, soaking the fabric thoroughly beneath her.

Becca lay completely still for a long moment, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her heart visibly hammering.

"I have absolutely no idea," she said finally, her voice wrecked in the best possible way, "how anything is ever going to feel that good again."

"I think the whole ship knows how good it was," Steve said, moving into position between her thighs.

Becca looked up at him with an expression of theatrical innocence. "Was I really that loud?"

He raised an eyebrow. "The people in the next cabin probably know your name by now."

She laughed — genuinely, warmly — and reached up to pull him down toward her.

"Loud doesn't quite cover it," Steve said, tilting his head pointedly toward the open balcony doors.

Becca followed his gaze and her expression shifted — a beat of genuine alarm before something else moved across her face entirely. Not embarrassment. Something considerably closer to satisfaction.

"Half the ship must have heard me," she said, in a tone that suggested she was testing how that felt and finding it surprisingly agreeable.

"At minimum," Steve agreed, pushing forward and sliding back into her — feeling the extraordinary warmth of her close around him, her pussy still wide and wet and welcoming. He pulled back until just the head remained inside her, held there for a moment, then drove back in hard.

After a minute he withdrew, turned her onto her side, pushing her top knee up toward her chest while her lower leg straightened. He straddled the lower leg, lifting her upper cheek and guiding himself back to her entrance, feeling his balls settle warm against her inner thigh as he rubbed himself slowly over her clit.

Becca reached back immediately, spreading herself open with both hands, her patience entirely exhausted. "Stop teasing me," she said, her voice carrying an edge that was half command and half plea. "I want to feel you cum inside me — now—"

Steve brought his palm down hard across her ass. "I saw you teasing that couple in the bar earlier," he said. "Flashing your pussy at two strangers. Such a naughty little slut wife."

"I know," she breathed, angling herself back toward him, inviting another. "I wanted them to see me. I wanted them to see my pussy." A pause, her voice dropping into something more deliberate. "You should punish me for it. I've been such a dirty girl and I need to be taught a lesson."

Her voice rose on the last few words in a way that carried, again, directly through the open balcony doors.

Steve brought his palm down across her ass again — hard, deliberate — watching her turn to look at him over her shoulder as she moaned, her eyes holding his with an expression that was equal parts challenge and invitation.

"It's a shame you had your panties on in that bar," he said, rubbing his hand slowly over the warmth he'd just created on her skin.

"Is it," she said, in the tone that meant she agreed completely.

"I think you were imagining it, weren't you." He moved closer, letting her feel him against her without giving her what she wanted yet. "Being bent over for him while she watched. Being their little slut wife for the evening."

"I was thinking about him pulling my hips back and fucking me hard," Becca said, her voice dropping into that particular register — low and unhurried, completely inhabited. "While I had my face pushed down between her legs." A pause. "I was thinking about how good his cock would feel."

Steve felt everything tighten at once. "God, Bec—"

"You'd have to sit there and watch," she continued, entirely calm about it. "Watch your wife being used like that. Could you do that?"

"It's all I want," he said honestly.

He pushed into her as he said it — feeling the extraordinary difference her body had undergone tonight, how open and wet and welcoming she was, her pussy taking him completely without resistance. He began to move with purpose, building his rhythm, feeling his balls dragging warm along her inner thigh with every stroke, the sounds of her filling the suite once again as the Caribbean night air moved gently through the open balcony doors.

"I mean it, Bec," Steve said, his rhythm steady and deep. "One day I'm going to watch you with someone else. Really watch. And you're going to love every second of it."

He leaned forward and kissed her — deeply, their tongues finding each other while he drove into her, the two things happening simultaneously with a intimacy that made the explicit feel tender and the tender feel explosive.

When they broke apart, Becca raised her lips to his ear.

"I'd let you watch me with those two from the bar," she said quietly, with a deliberateness that made every word land separately. "I'd let you sit there while his cock — his much bigger cock — did things to me you haven't managed." She felt him twitch inside her as she said it. "And when he'd finished using me, I'd make you fuck what he left behind. While they both watched. Comparing."

Steve lasted approximately four seconds after that.

The orgasm came from somewhere deeper than usual — his whole body locking up before it released, his cock pumping hard inside her as he cried out, burying himself as far as he could get and holding there while wave after wave moved through him. Becca felt the warmth of him flooding into her and came undone herself — her second time, her voice carrying freely through the balcony doors and into the night without a moment's hesitation.

Their combined sounds filled the suite and beyond.

Steve collapsed against her back, his cock still twitching, his breathing completely wrecked. Through the thin wall of the neighbouring suite he thought he could detect a very deliberate silence — the particular quiet of people who have stopped what they were doing to listen.

He found he was entirely at peace with that.

Steve's whole body shuddered through the last of it — sweat running freely, his hips still moving in slow, instinctive rocking motions, wringing every last sensation from the moment until there was genuinely nothing left. He stayed inside her until he softened completely, then rolled away onto his back beside her, both of them slick with exertion, the sheets thoroughly beyond saving.

He started laughing.

"What?" Becca turned her head toward him, still breathing hard.

"You," he said. "I genuinely think the entire ship heard that."

"No." She said it with the conviction of someone who very much hoped it wasn't true while simultaneously suspecting it absolutely was.

"Every word," Steve confirmed pleasantly.

Becca stared at the ceiling for a moment. Then, slowly, a smile spread across her face that she made no effort to contain. "I don't care," she said, with the serene certainty of someone who had genuinely made their peace with something. "I'm on holiday. I really don't care what anyone thinks." A pause. "They're probably jealous anyway."

Steve laughed again — warm and genuine — and rolled onto his side to face her.

Her breathing was already beginning to slow, her body surrendering to exhaustion with the efficiency of someone who had thoroughly earned it. She lay spread out on top of the covers, naked and entirely unself-conscious, her hair across the pillow, the Caribbean night air moving softly through the open balcony doors.

Steve watched her for a moment, this woman he'd chosen and kept choosing, who had surprised him more in the past year than in the previous nineteen combined.

Within minutes, she was asleep.

...

The next morning, they were barely out the door when it happened.

Steve was still pulling their cabin door shut behind him when the neighbouring suite opened, and a man stepped out into the corridor — tall, late forties, shorts and a bright Hawaiian shirt, with the easy, unhurried confidence of someone entirely comfortable in their own skin. A woman followed close behind him, blonde, deeply tanned, her shoulder-length hair still slightly damp from the shower. She was wearing shorts that did full justice to a pair of impressively long legs, and a sun top that was doing its level best to contain what was, by any reasonable measure, a spectacular chest.

"Morning," the man said, with a broad Australian accent and an even broader grin.

Steve turned. "Good morning."

The grin widened. "Sounds like you two had quite a night of it." He said it with the cheerful directness of someone who had decided embarrassment wasn't worth anyone's time.

Steve felt the heat rise in his face with impressive speed.

"Ah, relax, mate, I'm only winding you up." The man extended his hand. "Ben. And this is my wife, Carla."

"Steve." He shook it, then Carla's, acutely aware of Becca beside him saying absolutely nothing. "My wife, Becca."

Carla turned to Becca with a warm, conspiratorial smile and nudged her arm. "Don't mind him — he's an old pervert at the best of times." She paused, her smile shifting into something more deliberate. "Besides, we thoroughly enjoyed listening. Perhaps we should all get together for drinks one evening?"

The corridor went very quiet.

Becca's grip on Steve's arm tightened perceptibly. The implication of what Carla had just said — openly, cheerfully, without a trace of self-consciousness — was landing in real time. They hadn't just heard them. They had listened. Had apparently enjoyed it. And were now, on the strength of that shared experience, suggesting drinks.

"Urm," Becca managed. "Sure. Yes. That would be lovely."

Carla laughed — warm and genuine — and reached for Ben's hand, already pulling him down the corridor. "Wonderful. I hope we see a lot more of you both," she called back over her shoulder, her meaning entirely transparent.

They stood in the corridor and watched the pair of them go.

Several seconds passed.

"Holy fuck," Steve said.

Becca turned to look at him. He looked back at her. And then they were both laughing — properly, helplessly, the kind of laughter that comes from something being simultaneously mortifying and absolutely perfect.

Two weeks, Steve thought. This was going to be a very interesting two weeks.
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As I sat alone in our bedroom, a cold sweat broke across my skin.

I’d just sent my wife Chloe downstairs to the guest room where my best friend Luke was staying. And I’d sent her there for one reason only — to give him a handjob.

It started as dirty talk. Just a filthy fantasy we whispered about during sex. But tonight I crossed the line. I told her to go. I watched her full hips sway as she left the room in her tight tank top and pink pajama pants, knowing exactly what she was about to do.

Now I’m frozen in place, heart hammering, cock throbbing in my hand, imagining her soft fingers wrapping around him… stroking him… making him cum.

I thought I could control this.

I was wrong.

Pandora’s box is open… and my wife is only getting started.
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When Ben confesses his darkest fantasy — watching his beautiful wife Katie with another man — he never imagined it would become their new reality.

What starts as drunken dirty talk quickly spirals into something far more dangerous when Katie sets her sights on Ben's best friend, Andy. One wild night in their guest room changes everything. Ben watches helplessly, strapped to a chair, as his wife eagerly drops to her knees, her soft lips stretching wide around Andy’s massive cock, taking him deeper than she ever took her husband.

But the strangest part of all isn't that it bothers Ben. It doesn't! What bothers him is the fact he's got a rock hard erection.
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When we decided to convert the garage loft, it felt like a smart, sensible investment.

Extra space. Extra income. Something practical for our future.

We found two contractors to do the work. They were good. Reliable. Cheaper than the rest.

And my wife noticed them immediately.

At first, it was nothing. A few jokes. A lingering glance. A cold beer offered on a warm afternoon. I told myself it didn’t mean anything. But then I started watching.

The way she laughed with them.
The way they looked at her.
The way something unspoken began to grow in the space between us.

I should have shut it down.

Instead… I leaned into it.

What started as a harmless fantasy quickly became something else entirely.

Something real. Something with my wife on her knees in front of one of them, her mouth struggling to cope with the size as she tried to please him.

But the truth is, this wasn't a shock. I hadn’t just noticed the tension.

I wanted it.

I wanted to see how far it would go.

Desire. Jealousy. Curiosity. Control.

We were still the same couple on the surface.

But behind closed doors… everything was changing.

The question wasn’t whether lines would be crossed.

The question was: would either one of us say stop?
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