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ABOUT HEY FELICIA



My name is Felicia, and I've become a slut, but I'm in love with my older boyfriend, Craig.

After a wild week-long marathon of sex, I can't stop thinking about all the partner-swapping fun we had! I mean, seriously, it was like a never-ending roller coaster of pleasure. The energy in the room was electric, and it's been a struggle to keep my hands to myself during our drive home.

We have to make it home, though. We have to return to our lives and responsibilities. Craig wants to get married, and I want to be his wife—but sitting beside him with a devilish grin on my face, I realize I’m a still horny from the memories of our mind-blowing, passion-filled adventure. Now speeding down the highway, I’m craving more.

I hope Craig's down with continuing our filthy fun when we’re home.


To my moots on X(Twitter), who keep me going when things get tough.


Only the united beat of sex and heart together can create ecstasy.


HEY FELICIA



ONE
HEADING HOME


Craig drives while I rest in the passenger seat. The past week has been nothing but a fuck fest. I’d arrived at Brad and Jenny’s beach house with Christi and immediately participated in an orgy with Craig’s friends along with Christi and Jenny. I remember how my mind was blown, and I eagerly became a wanton slut for the week. Looking over at Craig, I bite my lip. We need to talk.

“Did you have fun?” I start the conversation. The drive out of Galveston and through Houston heading back to Dallas has been too quiet, and I need to process what happened.

“Fuck yeah, I did.” Craig turns and smiles at me. I’m dressed in a sports bra and yoga shorts, and I feel my nipples harden at my boyfriend’s wolfish gaze.

“You liked seeing me in slut mode?” I turn toward him and lean against the passenger door, spreading my thighs and dropping my hand to my pussy. I’m sore but can’t help the arousal building as I reflect on the decadent week of sex. I lightly rub my fingers up and down and inhale a moan. Craig turns and watches me for a second, then drops his hand to adjust his cock.

“I did, I’m not going to lie. I love you, Felicia, but seeing you with Jen and Christi was fucking hot.”

His tone is low, and I struggle with forgetting everything and sinking back into the sensualness of unbridled lust. It’s a long drive to Dallas. I shake off the obsessive thoughts of sex and close my legs, shifting to sit correctly in my seat.

“Did you enjoy your week?” Craig says, sensing my hesitation. “We didn’t get to talk much while we were there.”

“Well, it was hard to talk with my mouth full of cock or pussy.” I laugh because it’s funny and also absurd.

I love Craig, and seeing his different side hasn’t changed that. Watching him fuck Jenny, I can tell he has feelings for her, even if she’s married to Brad. I must admit that watching Craig watch me as I enjoyed the week-long sexual marathon only fed my libido.

“Is that what you want me to be, a freeuse slut for your friends?”

I’m keeping my tone light, making it sound teasing. When Brad asked the three of us if we’d agree to be freeuse sluts for the men, I nodded in agreement before Jenny and Christi chimed in enthusiastically. I’ve accepted that the pleasure from the orgy influenced my slutty behavior this past week. I wanted to sink into the euphoric feeling of being desired sexually by the five handsome men.

“It was fun for the week.” Craig shrugs, casting another fiery grin at me. “We have to return to the real world now. Amelia is getting picked up by her mother to spend Sunday with her. Monday is back to normal.”

I nod absently and think about how my life has changed since I started dating Craig. We met in March; he’d been divorced since Valentine’s Day. When we started dating, I knew he had custody of his twelve-year-old, Amelia. We fell in love so quickly, completely wrapped up in each other, that I’d moved in with him by June, taking on a quasi-stepmother role with Amelia. She was cute and curious, but also gave Craig and me space. She was best friends with Jenny’s daughter, Samantha, so I’d known Jenny in a friendly manner before the decadent week at her beach house. Life does have to return to normal, but what exactly is normal for us now?

“I love you, Craig. I love Amelia, too. You know I wouldn’t do anything that would harm her or jeopardize your relationship with her.” His statement about returning to normal stings, but Craig reaches over and rubs my thigh.

“Sorry, that came out wrong.”

His fingers circle and ignite a wildfire of nerves, and my legs splay out automatically. I’m eager for his touch, and my pussy dampens while my nipples harden. My libido is a sensitive tripwire from a week of freeuse. I moan at his touch, and he looks at me smolderingly.

“I know,” I acknowledge his apology. “If Jenny can be the perfect soccer mom and a hotwife, I can do the same.”

Craig’s fingers slide higher up my thigh, and I slump down, moving my hips closer to his fingers. Fuck, I need more, and the difference in my words and actions only makes me hotter. I’m a slut for the man I love, I realize. In the car, speeding down the highway, I allow myself to sink deeper into arousal. I can be responsible later.

“Push off your shorts—panties, too.” Craig’s voice is low, and my fingers are at my hips before his hand draws away. I shuck them down my thighs, lifting my knees to my chest. Sliding them off my bare feet, I drop them to the floor and adjust myself to be within Craig’s reach.

I turn my head and watch Craig with my thighs open, feeling the cool air blowing over my slick, bare folds. My flesh is on fire with just his few touches and commanding tone. My fingers run up my toned abdomen, then cup and squeeze my breasts, my fingertips pulling at my stiff nipples through my shirt.

“Top, too.” Craig’s deep voice drills into my mind, and I forget we’re on a public highway. I pull my t-shirt over my head and toss it on the floor with my shorts and panties. That’s better. Now I’m a naked toy for my man. My lust is taking over, and it feels good to sink back into the familiarity of freely submitting to my boyfriend’s needs.

“Good girl.”

His praise makes my pussy leak. I feel like I’m on display for him, his naked fuck toy reclining while he drives. I want to use my hands and fingers on him. I watch him shift in his seat, knowing his cock is thickening. My earlier worries and concerns evaporate in the flash fire of need.

“I can help you with that,” I say, nodding to the growing bulge in his swim trunks. The way it snakes down his thigh as it grows stiff has me licking my lips.

My fingers slide to my pussy, and I hear Craig’s growl and stop. I bite my lip as I move my hands to my sides and press down to lift my hips to move my dripping pussy closer to his touch. I arch my back, offering him my tits to use and play with.

Craig looks over at me and pushes his sunglasses up to read on top of his bald head. His eyes bore into mine, and I shudder. I’m trying to hold still, but my hips rock and twist. I need him to touch me. I hear my whine in my ears and feel the ache of humiliation from how desperate I sound. Discovering how sexual humiliation only feeds my need this past week was one of many lessons I’d learned about myself.

“I need your fingers inside me,” I say, triggering another blaze of arousal when I hear the way I plead for his touch.

Craig smirks and tosses his sunglasses onto the dash, then shifts toward me, his hand running up my thigh. When his large hand cups my dripping pussy and tightens, I moan in relief and need. God, the power of his fingers, the feel of his hand. My focus narrows on my man, grinding my cunt into his palm, seeking friction for my clit.

I keep my eyes on him even as my head tips back as I push my body towards him. I’m barely aware that Craig slows and pulls into the slow lane. Car horns honk as they speed past our car, and I’m dimly aware that maybe they might see me through their rearview. The exhibitionism sparks more lust. I need his finger inside me. I feel my body writhe and twist, my nipples and breasts shifting as I move. I feel so needy. My skin is tingling as I hold the pose. My hands grip the seat, and I can’t touch myself while elevated, humping Craig’s hand.

Craig keeps one hand relaxed on the wheel, his other hand gripping my cunt like he owns it. He does, entirely. It’s his. I need more, but he’s on his timeline. I feel his grip relax, and then his fingers slide up and shift back and forth over my lips. I enjoy the sweet ache of my pussy stretching for him when he fits his fingertips between my lips. My arousal soaks his fingers as I roll my hips in time with his strokes.

“Please, Daddy,” I murmur, sounding like the wanton whore I’ve become.

“You’re such a needy slut,” Craig growls, but then presses his thick middle finger into my opening, pushing inside. I feel the twinge of my pussy stretching to accept his finger and grind it deeper. He slides in a second finger, then pulls and pushes the pair, curling into my soaked core, the heel of his hand pressed against my clit. I shamelessly fuck his fingers, feeling the coil of arousal spin into a building need.

I’m barely aware of Craig stopping the car as I toss my head back, rutting my hips into his thick fingers. I feel the car swaying as traffic speeds by, the shift of Craig’s arm as his seat slides back. I need his cock inside me, but I can’t stop fucking his fingers. When he pulls his thick digits from my cunt, I groan in frustration. My eyes snap open, look across the cab, and watch as Craig pushes his shorts down and his cock springs free.

I lick my lips at the thick, veiny shaft, the swollen head with a stream of pre-cum oozing from the tip. Without thinking, I lean over the console and push my mouth over his cock. My tongue swirls, collecting his sticky, slick pre-cum with a moan of pleasure. I hungrily take his cock deep, filling my mouth with the heat of his flesh and the taste of his musk. I think my eyes have crossed as I savor his flavor.

*SMACK*


Pain erupts on my ass as Craig growls, his hand fisted in my hair. He’s yanking me back off his cock, and I’m whining, needing it back between my lips. I hear his growl and register that he’s saying something, but all my wires are crossed, and I look at him with a glazed look of confusion.

“Straddle me,” he says again. “I want your cunt wrapped around my cock.”

Well, why didn’t he say so?


I eagerly crawl over him, twisting my torso to guide my thighs so I’m sitting astride him. Our mouths meet in a fiery kiss of swirling tongues and heated moans. I’m moving over him, my tits pressing into his sturdy chest as his hands pull me over his cock. I drop my hand as I rise, then guide his crown into my drenched pussy, groaning into his mouth as he drives his hips, drilling his cock deep inside.

“Fuck yes,” I growl against his lips. “Fuck me. I’m your slut. Fuck me. I want you to hammer me.”

Craig’s eyes darken as he grips my hips, pulling me down as his hips drive up. He pushes me up as he drops his hips. Cycling me up and down like I’m a fucking fleshlight. I’m just his fuck toy, and I’m going over the edge with his strength and control. My hips jerk at the bottom to grind my clit into the base of his cock, sparking more and more lust and need.

My hands grip behind his head, my lips capturing his. I thrill at our abandon, and the spinning whirl of an orgasm builds in my core. I moan and beg unintelligibly into his mouth. He’s growling and grunting, and it feels so raw and primal to fuck my man on the side of the road. We’re like feral animals, smashing into each other, tearing each other apart until my back arches, and I’m screaming as I come apart.

Craig latches onto one of my nipples and pulls deep, sucking my tit into his mouth. His hips are like fire, and I feel his cock throb, then pulse as he jets hot cream deep inside me. His hands grip my hips, locking me into place as he jerks into me, emptying his balls. I shudder through another wave, my fingers rubbing the back of his hand and holding him as he shifts to my other nipple.

Breathless, our bodies slowly still, Craig’s hand runs up my spine and grabs a hank of my wild brown curls. He pulls my mouth back to his, and we kiss deeply. His cock is still throbbing inside my clenching pussy as we allow ourselves to be quiet.


TWO
A LITTLE QUID PRO QUO


I’m just catching my breath after our impromptu roadside fuck when Craig grabs my hips and pulls me off his cock. I feel it slip out of my pussy along with a stream of his cum, and I feel a little lost.

Where were we?


“Fuck, get up!” Craig growls, and I feel myself levitating into the air, over the console between the two seats, and plopping naked back into my seat. I shake my head, clearing the cobwebs of lust-filled thoughts from the fantastic orgasm I just had while riding Craig’s cock.

Oh yeah, we’re in his SUV, and I’m buck naked.

I notice a flash of red, then blue, in the mirror and look over my shoulder to see the patrol car’s lights behind us. The cruiser is close to our rear bumper, and I don’t have a stitch of clothing on. Craig is fumbling to pull up his swim trunks when the shadow of the patrolman leans down and taps on his window. Craig’s cock is still out, lying heavy against his thigh, and he looks at me and shrugs.

“No,” I try to squeak out.

Where did I put my clothes? I’m looking back and forth when I hear the window rolling down and the deep, bass voice of the trooper.

“Everything alright?” he asks, then ducks his head down to look across the car at me. I lamely try to cover my boobs with my hands and hide behind a smile. “Ma’am, are you okay?”

“I’m wonderful, Officer.” I try to look innocent and point to the floor, where I’ve found my discarded clothes. “I was just changing?”

“Look,” Craig interrupts me. “You caught us.” He shrugs like it’s no big deal that we were fucking on the highway while cars speed by. “Surely there is something we can do for you?”

The question hangs in the air, and I look at my boyfriend, gobsmacked. Craig waves his hand up and down my nude body like the cop is a fucking game show contestant, and I’m the prize. My nipples tighten, and I feel my core tense. Did my boyfriend offer me as a sexual favor for letting us go? Fuck, that’s kinda hot. I go with it, lower my hands from my breasts, and give a little shimmy and a wink.

The trooper is tall with dark skin and reflective sunglasses. I can’t tell what he’s looking at other than his head dips slightly down, then up, then turns to look at my boyfriend.

“Follow me,” the trooper says and tips his hat.

“What the fuck?” I hiss as the trooper turns and heads back to his car. I bend to pluck up my bra and shorts, trying to untangle them.

“Just—” Craig stops me and pulls the clothes from my hands, leaving me with nothing. “You liked being a freeuse slut for a week. What’s one more day?”

Thoughts race through my mind. Bribery, extortion, indecent exposure, and other crimes and misdemeanors. All of those are trumped by a recall of the slow gaze the tall, dark trooper gave me as he drank me in behind the reflective lenses of his sunglasses.

I cross my arms under my breasts, hyper-aware of my stiff nipples and slick pussy. I know I must be oozing our fluids onto Craig’s leather seats. The cruiser pulls past us with flashing lights, and Craig follows behind him closely. The cop isn’t driving fast, and I’m pretty sure he’s under the speed limit as cars stack up behind us, not wanting to pass a cop car. So I keep looking forward, trying to relax while sitting with bare tits and leaking pussy.

I’m pretty sure the cop is looking at me through the rearview mirror as his head keeps bouncing. I can see his sunglasses in his rearview mirror. I have to admit, the whole experience, as surreal as it is, is hot as fuck, using my nubile body to get out of a traffic violation. Suddenly, I’m wondering what kind of equipment the cop is packing and thinking of Craig watching me get railed by a stranger.

The police car pulls off the highway and then turns along a gravel road at the exit. An abandoned building is about a half mile up. The cop shuts off his lights as he turns into the lot. He keeps going around the back of the building and then pulls to a stop. Craig pulls beside him, leaving about a car’s width between us. I’m still shocked by the whole series of events when Craig opens the console, reaches inside, and pulls out a condom.

“What. The. Fuck?” I ask, giving him a hard stare.

Craig shrugs and hands me the condom package. I snatch it up and open my door. The cop is across from me, taking off his cowboy hat and placing it on his cruiser. Then he unbuckles his gun belt and puts it beside his hat. I step out in my bare feet onto scorching hot gravel and shriek. I hop on the sharp stones and reach for my sandals, dropping them on the ground and pushing my toes inside until I can stand comfortably. I look back at Craig, who’s biting his lip, trying not to laugh.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” I grumble, but I must admit that the ordeal turns me on. I’m being used as a sexual favor by my boyfriend to another guy? It’s crazy hot.

“It beats spending the night in jail for indecent exposure.” Craig shrugs, and I enjoy his visual tour of my naked body. “Besides, look at you. You’re fucking hot as sin. I know you’re getting off on the idea of fucking a stranger.”

I grin at my boyfriend, who knows me so well and shake the condom package at him. “You owe me one.” I try to sound mad, but I’m about to laugh at the absurdity.

I twist around to focus back on the tall, dark, and…

fucking hell, is that his cock?


The cop has his uniform shirt folded on top of the car and pulls his t-shirt off with one hand, revealing his dark skin and toned abs. Tattoos adorn his chest and forearm. My eyes are drawn to his forearms because he’s using one to stroke the most enormous cock I’ve ever seen, with a full meaty crown streaming slick precum from the tip. Where is that going to fit? I’m halfway between flight and fight when my dirty mind kicks in. I can’t possibly wrap my mouth around that meat stick, but all I want to do is try.

Setting my jaw, I walk across the gravel to stand before the tall, dark, and well-built cop still stroking his fantastic cock. I hand him the condom and pause, wondering if it will stretch enough to fit the monstrosity. I mean, Craig has a lovely thick cock; only Steven’s can compare, but this…. This is the next fucking level.

The cop takes the condom and looks at me with his dark eyes. He’s tossed his sunglasses onto his car, and now I can see the dark lust in his eyes.

“Why don’t you get my cock ready? Then we’ll see if this fits.” His voice is doing things to my insides. It’s low and deep, and I can feel it in my pussy. I crouch down like the good girl I’ve become and try to wrap my hand around his monster cock. I grip it with both hands, and none of my fingers wrap around his girth to touch the opposite thumb. I look up at him with a sense of awe.

I drop lower in my crouch and open my mouth. My tongue sweeps over his dark tip, lapping at the dribble of precum and savoring its tang on my taste buds. My mouth is full of spit like my body knows I will need it to get this monster in my mouth. I push his cock toward his muscled belly, stroking it with my tiny hands. My mouth drops to his balls; they seem to be the size of ripe avocados, and I lick them one at a time. They’re heavy and massive, a proper warm-up for my mouth. I open to suck one into my mouth, moaning at his sack’s musky taste and feel.

“Mmm, that’s a good girl,” the cop growls, one huge fist pushing into my hair and gripping it. He tugs slightly, making me wince at the prick of pain in my scalp. “I don’t have much time to enjoy your slutty mouth, so let’s move it along.”

I nod and lick my tongue up the bottom of his cock, waving the tip back and forth along the throbbing vein running up the bottom of the behemoth. My mouth is watering as I lick and transfer as much spit onto his cock as I can. When I reach the tip, I open wide, pulling my teeth behind my lips and angling my mouth to suck his wide knob. I’m amazed that he fits as my lips seal under the rim of his crown, and I push my head lower, taking as much of him as I can.

I’ve had a lot of practice the past week, sucking on five marvelous cocks, but this one is in another league. I feel the head tap the tender back of my throat and gag. I’ve gotten used to that, but I realize I still have a long way to go. I pull back and suck on the tip, glancing up at his eyes, and he nods. It’s like he’s giving me an atta-boy, which is just the bit of praise I need to give it another go.

I start back down at the base of his cock, then lick hungrily to the tip. My hand moves up and down, stroking my fingers to coat his gleaming black snake with my spit and his precum. I push my mouth down again and feel his fingers tighten. I get him to the back of my throat, then gurgle and press past the gag reflex, and his cock stretches into my throat. My eyes roll back as he tugs on my hair, and I realize my nose is pressed into his pubic hair. I swallow, giving his cock a throat massage, then work my head back, watching his cock slide free.

I look over my shoulder, and Craig is out of our car, leaning against my side of the car with his cock in his hand, stroking it while looking at me with pride. I wink and go back for more. With the confidence I gained from a week of cock sucking, I go to work on the cop’s dick. My mouth is full of spit and drool as I work my mouth and throat up and down, fucking him with my mouth. I hear him grow, and then his hands grip my head and hold me still. I automatically pull my hands behind my back as he starts to face fuck me.

Fuck, this is hot, getting face fucked in the open by the most massive cock I’ve ever seen. My pussy is on fire like it wants dibs on the cock in my mouth. The cop’s cock starts to throb, and then I’m pulled away, and his cock bounces free. I lean forward to nuzzle the dark, thick snake, rubbing my cheek against his thick shaft, streaking my face with my spit and drool. I look up at the cop and show his cock the worship it deserves.

“On your feet, little lady, and bend over the hood. Make sure your boyfriend gets a good view. I want him to watch me destroy your pussy.”

Fuck yes, I want to watch Craig witness me get railed by this studly cock—cop.


THREE
RAILED OVER THE HOOD


Pressing up quickly from my squat, I stand with tingling thighs. My yoga routine is more challenging than sucking a big black cock from a crouch. With a wink to the police officer, I make a beeline toward Craig. He’s stroking his cock slowly, and I consider disobeying an unlawful order to bend at the waist and gobble my boyfriend’s cock while the beefy cop pounds me from behind.

But I am being a good girl today, so I grin at Craig, who flashes a smile that would melt my panties, were I wearing any. I lean over the fender just out of reach of Craig and look over my opposite shoulder to see how far behind the lawman is. He’s a few paces, so I lift my knee closest to Craig to rest it on the fender. I know my pussy is spread and exposed right in Craig’s eyesight while giving the cop a good target for his meaty man missile.

“What’s your name, officer?” I ask sweetly, almost considering getting his number to goad Craig.

Instead of answering me, the cop grabs my head and pushes my cheek against the hot metal of the hood. I cry out with a complaint just before his big hand clamps over my mouth to silence me. “Don’t play games, slut,” he growls, obviously mad that I went to our car instead of bending over his patrol car. I blink my eyes at Craig, standing stiffly with his hands above his shoulders, and realize my mistake. The cop sees Craig as a threat, and now he thinks Craig will try something while he fucks me.

Craig understands this, too, so he steps back and opens the door, putting a hunk of metal between the cop and himself. He can still watch through the window, and I can feel the cop calm a bit, but his fingers are still tight in my hair, and he’s got my neck pulled back. Releasing my hair, he grips his cock, swabs my pussy up and down with the broad head, then presses it into my oozing cunt.

I groan as I feel my pussy stretch, inhaling through my nose. I can taste the cop’s sweat from his hand and moan into his palm from the delicious feeling of my cunt stretching around his cock. He could slam it in, but he’s slow and careful. I assume he’s used his cock before and knows how it’s supposed to operate. He doesn’t know how hard I’ve been pounded this past week. He edges his thick length deeper, stroke by stroke until I feel his hip press into my ass.

“Uckmuh,” I moan into his hand and lick his palm.

He gets the message and moves his hand from my mouth to my hair, tugging my head back. His hips pull back, and he eases into me like I’m made of glass. I push my hips back hard, trying to get him to fuck me, not treat me like a delicate flower. He grunts a laugh, releases my hair, and wraps his thick, tattooed forearm arm under my chin and against my neck.

“Yes! Fuck me, fucking rail me…” I cry out as he starts to go to town on me. I want to look back at Craig, but the nameless cop has me securely manhandled and bent over our fender. His hips punch his thick cock in deep, and I feel the thud of his crown deep inside. I moan at the delicious pain as he pulls back and jabs his cock deep. They’re like body blows, making my whole body jerk with each thrust. I’m helpless in the onslaught of the suddenly torrid fuck fest, and I can feel his thick cock pull almost out, my juices dripping down my thigh. He jams his hips, and I scream into the still air.

“Oh, fuck, yes. Fucking ruin me,” I babble, my cunt clenches around his thick pillar with each stroke, and I feel my orgasm building deep inside me. My nipples rub against the fender’s hot metal, adding more sensations to the blissful ordeal. My mind is half shocked at how a sworn officer of the law is hammering his cock into me while the other half is flying high with the brutal use of my body.

“Take it, you fucking slut, take my cock,” he growls in my ear.

“Yes, oh, fuck yes. Give it to me. Fuck me!”

I realize I’m unsure if he put on the condom; frankly, I don’t care. At the moment, all I want is for him to lose control and blast my pussy with his hot seed. I’m on birth control, but part of my sex-addled mind hopes it fails. I’m losing my mind fantasizing about brown babies springing from my womb as he pushes me over the edge.

“Fuck, I’m coming!” I shout as my thighs spasm, and my cunt clamps around his throbbing cock. He punches his hips, and I feel the pulse at the base of his cock. His hips jerk rapidly, but I don’t feel that swell of heat, so I know he’s filling a condom up with his pent-up load. He jams his hips into me again, then his arm pulls back and releases its hold on me. I slump against the hood, breathing like I’ve finished a sprint. The cop steps back, and I’m suddenly empty.

I twist around to watch him, my breasts bouncing as I try to catch my breath. The cop slides the rubber off, and I fall to my knees on the hot gravel and reach for his cock. I want to taste him on my tongue. He growls and then looks over a Craig. I’m not looking at my boyfriend while I clean the cop’s cock, sucking the stray drops of cum and my juices off his shiny rod. I massage his balls as I suck on the tip, trying to drain every drop. I feel like a cum slut hungry for a feeding, and that doesn’t bother me one bit.

I pull back and look up at him. The cop chuckles as I lick the drop of his cum off the edge of my mouth. I smile back, then rise to stand. He looks over at Craig, gives a little salute, and then walks back to his squad car.

“Get in,” Craig says and walks around the back of the car.

I climb through the open door, grab my tangled clothes, sit in my seat, and yank the door closed with a slam. Craig puts the car in reverse, backs up, and slowly drives back to the front of the abandoned building. I’m holding my clothes and looking at them vacantly. My mind isn’t working right; my body is still trembling from the orgasms and the cop’s taste filling my mouth. I look over at Craig, and he smiles at me.

“Goddamn, you’re an incredible, sexy, determined slut,” he says and pulls my head over the console.

We kiss deeply while my mind anchors into place. Craig offered me to a cop to use sexually to avoid a ticket. I should be angry or upset. Instead, I’m sinking into the kiss with my older, responsible boyfriend, filled with happy thoughts. I belong with this man; he gets me, even my need for a hard pounding from a stranger. Before this past week’s continuous orgy at Brad and Jenny’s beach house, I wouldn’t have thought I’d enjoy what just happened.

I did, though. I feel empowered. The way the cop lost control and used me was over the top. I feel amazing, sitting naked, wishing I was feeling another man’s cum seeping out of my pussy. Too bad he wore a condom. I realize I’m leaking down my thighs.

“Fuck, I need a towel,” I say to Craig, lifting my ass to the side. “I’m leaking all over the leather seats.


FOUR
BACK ON THE ROAD


I’m relaxing in the passenger seat after Craig pulled over and found a towel and some cleaning wipes he keeps in the back for camping trips. I’ve taken a sponge bath, more or less, and I’m dressed in a fresh crop top and a pair of yoga pants, forgoing the bra and panties.

It was fun spending the morning naked and fucking, but it’s time to return to reality. Craig was right with what he said earlier. We are a couple with responsibilities, and raising his daughter is paramount. I wonder if Jenny ever worries about her hotwife lifestyle affecting her daughter. I imagine she and Brad have it set up to keep Samantha safe and sane.

Amelia, Craig’s twelve-year-old daughter, swaps weekends with her mother as part of their custody deal. Craig would be fine with sole custody, but he’s also a mature man and wants Amelia to have a relationship with her birth mother, Connie. She lives 50 miles away, so Craig has to drive halfway to drop off Amelia on a Friday every other weekend, then go back Sunday night to pick her up.

Amanda’s been cool about it. It’s got to be hard on a young girl to be traded back and forth. She resists Connie’s tendency to spoil her with fun things and gifts. All in all, I think Amelia is a great kid, and I’d hate to fuck up her childhood with a sudden addiction to sex.

Once I got tidied back up, Craig gave me a look and told me to rest. So I’ve been asleep for a couple hundred miles. We’re entering the outskirts of Dallas, and I stretch and then lean over the console to kiss Craig’s cheek.

“Hey, baby girl,” he says, speeding my heart up. “Feel more like yourself?”

“I enjoyed the rest,” I say, settling back into my seat. “I think I’ve been myself all week, actually. Just a self I hadn’t discovered yet.”

Craig nods thoughtfully. “Yeah, you might be right. That’s how it was with Jenny.”

“What do you mean?” I don’t know Jenny well, aside from tangling in threesomes and foursomes this past week. We’d bonded through that experience. I’d found out she fucked Craig before I met him. I also saw firsthand that while Jenny is deeply in love with her husband, she also has feelings for Craig. It seems he has feelings for her, too. I wonder why I don’t feel jealous about the two of them. I watched them fuck more than once in the past week, and I enjoyed the passionate looks they shared. They clearly have a connection.

“I never told you about our time in her gym.” Craig looks a bit guilty as he confesses. “I guess you’ve figured out what happened from Christi?”

“Yeah, she told me when we drove to Galveston,” I say, then reach and grab his hand. We hold hands as I continue. “Look, I’m not mad or jealous. It happened before we met, and well…after this week, I’m not worried about jealousy between us and other partners. What about you?”

“Yeah, I’d say we’ve opened our relationship,” Craig agrees, then continues his story. “Jenny was the perfect mother and wife before she and I had our… workout.”

“Say what it was,” I laugh. “You fucked.”

“Okay, we fucked,” Craig laughs with me. Sometimes, our ten-year age gap makes him think I don’t cuss. I love how he treats me like a protected princess. I want him to see me as an equal adult, too. Time to introduce curse words to his vocabulary around me. “This is new to me too. Brad and I talked before the gym session⁠—”

“Where you fucked,” I interrupt and squeeze his hand, teasing him.

“Right.” The way Craig blushes right now, it’s like he’s forgotten we’ve spent the last five days fucking other people. I think it’s cute, so I cut him a break. “Anyway, Brad told me what was up, that he wanted to watch Jenny fuck his friends. I thought he was crazy and didn’t want to do it initially.”

“Why not?” I’m curious because he’s been completely on board with an open relationship this past week. I know something between us is shifting. Before the weekend, we were a typical monogamous couple. Sure, Craig is older and more stable, but I run my own business and make my own money. I’m not a bimbo sugar baby. I love him. I’m not looking for a rich husband.

I knew everyone I fucked this weekend. They are a tight circle of friends; Jenny and Brad, and Christi and Will have girls on Craig’s soccer team. Dylan and Steven were at barbecues and pool parties. Despite my younger age, I fit in with their North Dallas lifestyle of affluent, middle-aged parents. I didn’t know what was happening under the surface until Christi told me about her and Will’s swinging and Brad and Jenny’s stag-vixen hotwife lifestyle.

“Norms.” Craig shrugs. “Societal norms. One man, one woman. All the stuff we were been told as children seems old-fashioned. I was caught up in that, too. Brad and I talked it out. He showed me a text from Jenny to him from earlier in the day. I looked through their text conversation, and it was clear that she wanted to fuck me first. That she would live out Brad’s fantasy and see what happened.”

“So what happened?”

“She came to life,” Craig says, giving me a lopsided grin. “It wasn’t my magic cock or anything I did. It was a change in her. I saw it and then encouraged it. Like coaching a kid that finds out, they’re good at passing the ball in soccer.”

“Fucking other people is a bit more than just passing a ball in soccer.” I laugh, then squeeze his hand. “I get what you’re saying, though. This was part of who she was, and you saw it come to life.”

“Yeah.” Craig nods. “I saw it in you that first time when Steven was fucking you over the end of the sofa. You were watching Jenny, and your eyes got brighter. Like something clicked inside you, too.”

I nod as we drift off into a comfortable silence. I now know the full story of Craig and his fling with Jenny—and the sideways looks they shared make more sense. After a weekend of no sexual boundaries with a group of safe friends and lovers, I know myself better. I accept that I am more than a little bit bisexual. I’m going to stop repressing that facet of me.

“So, what does that mean for us?” I ask.

“I want to marry you,” Craig said. “That hasn’t changed. I love you, Felicia. I do. Even while that cop was railing you, I watched and realized that you’re my soul mate. I want to be with you, support you, and love you. If you still want that.”

“Of course, I still want that.” I undo my lap belt and climb over the console to wrap my arms around him. I hug him tight and kiss him behind his ear. “I love you, Craig Sprague.” Then I giggle and nuzzle against his cheek. “Jenny’s right, that just sounds funny.”

Craig laughs low and turns and kisses me on the cheek. We’re in Dallas traffic now, so I slip back into my seat and buckle in. We lapse into comfortable, peaceful silence as we pass downtown Dallas and continue into the northern suburbs. This is home, and I relax in the comfort of it.

“I still want a proper proposal and a ring, “ I say with some southern determination and a little humor.

“Yes, ma’am,” Craig says with his boyish grin.


FIVE
NO PLACE LIKE HOME


Craig pulls into our driveway, and I’m happy we’re home. As he pulls into his garage and shuts the engine off, I’m ready to unpack, shower, and slip into our comfortable bed. The past week has been fantastic, and I take a moment to reflect on what happened. I realize that my desires have drastically changed. I still love Craig but know I’ll want more than just him. I feel my lips frown slightly.

“Babe?” Craig asks, and I turn toward him, feeling a traitorous tear slip down my cheek.

He leans over the console, kisses the tear, licks my cheek, then pulls back and looks me in the eye. “Let’s unpack, get cleaned up, then we’ll talk, okay?”

I nod, using my forefingers to wipe the moisture from under my eyes. I slide my feet into my sandals and hop out, meeting Craig at the back of his SUV to grab my bags and help with anything else. Craig grabs most of the bags, leaving me with my handbag and a small backpack.

“I can help,” I complain.

“You can open the door.” Craig chuckles and gives me a devastating wink.

Mmmfuck, now my pussy is getting wet again.


I sigh dramatically, open the door, and tap the button to close the garage. I walk into the kitchen, and Craig drops the bag of food we’d brought back. He continues up the stairs to his bedroom, and I unpack the food and follow him.

He points to the shower when I walk in, and I laugh at him.

“Use your words, caveman.” I strip, toss my clothes in the hamper, walk naked into the large bathroom, and start the shower. Craig had remodeled the bathroom after his divorce. It has a large shower and a deep tub along one side and two sinks opposite. The toilet is in a separate small room. It feels modern and roomy, and the shower heats thanks to a tankless water heater that Craig added during the remodel.

I slide under the spray and start my hair routine. As I’m kneading in the shampoo, Craig joins me. He’s large, but the shower has room for both of us, and he started his cleaning ritual. I look down at his cock, and grin, seeing he’s feeling amorous. I want to do more than talk, but I tamp down my desire and continue showering.

After we’re both clean, we indulge in some hugs and caresses. This feels normal, and I enjoy feeling the man I love embrace me and kiss me softly. For all the ardor Craig can bring to a sex party, I love that he has a gentle side that he slips into just for me. We part. Craig grabs two towels, letting me wrap up my hair, and then handing me the second. He grabs another towel, and we dry off and exit the shower. He heads back to the bedroom, and I dry my hair.

When I’m done, Craig is lounging on the bed in shorts. I enter the walk-in closet and pull on soft shorts and a comfortable tank top. Craig puts away his book and takes off his reading glasses. I smile, climb up the bed, and tuck myself beside him. I rub my hand over his firm chest and play with his short, greying hair. Our ten-year age gap never comes into my mind except in small moments like this.

“I enjoyed this weekend,” I say quietly, looking into his eyes. “It was a big surprise, but I loved it.”

“When I saw you getting spit-roasted by Steven and Brad, I figured you’d decided to go all in.” Craig smiles and kisses me.

I run my fingers behind his head, feeling the stubble of his shaved head, and we kiss slowly and deeply. Of all the kissing and fucking I’ve done over the past week, this was the best kiss I’ve had. It’s slow, sensual, and with the man I love. My nipples tighten, and I feel my pussy dampen as Craig slowly parts the kiss.

“I’m glad you had a good time,” he says, kissing along my jaw, then rising to look at me. “I want you to pursue this part of you. I don’t want to hold you back. You’re young and should enjoy your freedom.”

“Are you sure?” I ask, feeling uncertain. I love Craig. If he wanted me to be monogamous, that would be an easy choice.

“I’m positive,” Craig grins his boyish grin and kisses me lightly. “I’m not going to cheat on you. I want you to be my hotwife. I want you to fuck who you’d like, but keep me in the loop. I don’t want to limit your exploration. I want to ensure you’re safe.”

I search his eyes. We didn’t have a lot of time to talk this past week. We shared snippets of assurance and comfort, but mainly we both were fully engaged in the feral fuck fest with our friends. Seeing the love and care in his eyes, the warmth of his body, and the comfort of his hands running up and down my side, I nod and smile.

“I won’t do anything to hurt you, ever,” I vow. “I won’t disrespect you or dishonor you. I’ll tell you everything and ask before I am with anyone else.” I lightly kiss his lips and run my hand down his chest and over his shorts. I feel his thick, stiff shaft and stroke it. I purr into the kiss, pull my hand up, then slip my fingers under the waistband to grip his cock. “I’ll always want you. Your cock was made for me.”

I kiss his chest as my fingers glide up and down his shaft. With my other hand, I push him onto his back, then tug at the waist of his shorts. He growls but lifts his hips, and I pull his shorts down and off. He’s looking at me with his cock at attention, one hand moving to grip and stroke it. I pull my tank top off and lift my hands to my breasts, pulling at my stiff nipples.

“You’re beautiful,” he says as I lean forward, push my shorts down my ass, then work them down and pull them off. “I’m so lucky to have you in my life.”

“I’m lucky too. You’re so fucking handsome,” I say with a grin.

I dip my head down, swirl my tongue around the rim of his cock, then sink my mouth over his head, sucking him into my mouth, lapping at his precum. Bobbing slowly, spreading my spit along his shaft with my lips and tongue before I pull my mouth off his glistening cock. I shift up and twist to straddle my boyfriend. Craig grabs my hips and lifts me, easing me over his hips. I move my hand down and guide his cock into my slick pussy. We moan in unison as I slide my tight pussy onto his thick cock. I feel my pussy stretch with that glorious twinge of pain-pleasure as he fills me perfectly.

I lean down and kiss him, working my hips in circles as I ride his cock. It’s slow, and we work our bodies slowly, building our simmering lust into a boil of passion. I rise and bounce on his cock, my small breasts bobbing. Craig’s hands grip my pert breasts, kneading them and pulling on the nipples. I ride him faster, and his hips rise to drive into my down strokes. We match our pace, and I cry out for more, my pussy clenching as the first wave of an orgasm washes over me. I fall onto his chest, and Craig kisses me. His arm wraps around my body, holding my hips in the perfect spot.

It’s like a beast has awakened as Craig claims my body. He growls into our kiss, then rolls me over and under him, his cock embedded in my quivering cunt. He rises on his knees and pulls my legs over his shoulders. His gaze is dark, full of lust and passion.

“You’re mine, baby girl,” he grunts, his hips driving his cock in deep and hard. “This is my pussy. You’re my slut. Mine.”

“Yes. Yes, fuck. Daddy. I’m yours!” I cry out with him as he pushes me into another peak, his fucking hard and feral. A possessive storm of need, lust, and passion. He consumes my body until he reaches his peak, then jerks his hips, spearing his pulsing cock deep, and erupts. Bolts of his cum stream inside me, and I feel the heat of his spunk as he empties inside me.

Spent, Craig shifts forward, and my legs fall akimbo as he collapses against me. We kiss hungrily, breathing each other’s breaths as our bodies relax. The weight of his body soothes me in a heavy, warm blanket. This is home.

“I love you, Craig Sprague,” I say, gazing into his eyes.

“I love you, Felicia. More than I can say. I’m glad we’re home.”

“We are.” I smile, wrap my arms around his neck, and rub my nose against his, “You’re my home.”


[image: Bye Felicia]


ABOUT BYE FELICIA



Craig sparks my libido, sharing me as my bisexuality blossoms.

Coffee talk with Jenny and Christi after the wild trip home from the beach soothes me. Their support as I say goodbye to my past and explore my sexuality is just as important as Craig’s love and care.

I can’t help it when my wild side comes to life. Exploring new experiences and dynamics has my mind spinning and my sexuality sparking. When Craig introduces me to his co-worker, Natalie, I take control of her so smoothly that the power exchange supercharges my desires.

I’ve never considered myself a top, but putting her in her place, on her knees, awakened some dizzying desires. I’ll need all the help Craig and my friends can give me as my growing libido awakens illicit fantasies of dominance and submission.


To the erotica writing community who inspire me to keep writing the stories I enjoy, support my imagination, and compel me to improve.


I take pleasure in my transformations. I look quiet and consistent, but few know how many women there are in me.


BYE FELICIA


ONE
COFFEE


“Wait, Felicia. Back up the truck,” Jenny says, her mouth forming an ‘o’ shape. “You did what?”

“Yes, we need more details.” Christi grins with a glow in her eyes.

I look around the coffee shop and lower my voice to a whisper, leaning to the center of the table at our favorite coffee shop. “I fucked a cop to get out of a ticket.” I shrug like it’s no big deal. “I was so horny after everything we did last week. When we left Houston, I gave Craig a little show in the passenger seat.”

“You’ve become such a slut.” Christi smiles and squeezes my thigh. “You’ve made momma proud.”

“But how did the cop thing happen?” Jenny hisses quietly. “I need the whole story.”

“Well, Craig got all hot and bothered watching me, and I slipped closer so he could reach me…” I continue to tell the story as Christi and Jenny listen. The more I tell them, the more they seem flushed, which only encourages me to be more lurid with my descriptions.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Jenny says, “Coach just offered you to the cop?”

“Yeah.” I nod and continue. “I was already turned on from riding Craig on the side of the road. I was naked, and the way the cop looked me over—I felt like a needy slut, but I was also afraid he was going to toss me in jail. Did I mention I was naked?”

“Yeah.” Christi’s laugh is a little loud. Some heads turn around to look at us. “You may have mentioned it a time or two. Go on. What happened next?”

Recounting the story to my two friends was making me hot. My pussy felt warm and slick as I recalled how big the cop was and how his cock filled my mouth. The looks on Jenny and Christi’s faces only encourage me to continue to recount the story of how I fucked the dark-skinned state trooper on the side of the road. I shift in my seat a little more as I go deeper into the story and bite my lip as Jenny watches me, wriggling in hers.

“What did you two do after we left?” I ask after I finish the story.

“I slept for two days,” Jenny says with a grin. “I was so sore from ten days of—” she looks around and leans in, “getting railed by all the guys.”

“Same,” Christi chimes in. “Will and I went to a couples massage on Saturday night, then fell asleep before the sun went down. Then we had to pick up Katie from the church after camp. So my pussy is almost back to normal.”

“Brad had to carry me to the bedroom when we returned.” Jenny laughed. “I was worn out! No way could I have fucked a cop on the side of the road!”

“Shhhhh…” I laugh, and Jenny claps her hand over her mouth.

Heads turn toward us, and I feel my cheeks warm from blushing. I don’t mind telling the story to Jenny and Christi, and I’m not sure I want my lifestyle choice to be common knowledge to all of the patrons of the coffee shop. My friends look at me, and I notice Christi’s brow crease in concern as she reaches across the table.

“What’s that face?” she asks quietly.

“I’m just feeling a little uncomfortable,” I admit after the conversations around us pick back up, the noise in the little cafe returning to normal. “I don’t know that everyone needs to know my business, even if I’m not ashamed about what happened.”

“The only thing that matters is how you and Coach feel about this change in your lifestyle,” Jenny says, squeezing my other hand. “He’s a good guy. I know he’s really into you. You two will figure it out.”

I smile and lift my head, squaring my shoulders.“ You’re right, of course. It’s all so new to me. How did you two cope with all of this? I feel like I’m becoming a new Felicia. Does that make any sense?”

“Sure it does. You’re growing into a new you and saying goodbye to your sheltered self,” Christ explains. “Will and I went through that when we started swinging, and it took a lot of communication at first. We’re a bit different than you two. Since I enjoy watching him and other girls, it was hot for me to see Will lose himself in pleasure. But he had a lot of guilt initially since I wasn’t always involved in his play, and we had to deal with the cultural baggage of marital relationships. For me, watching him is a different turn-on than actively participating.”

“Brad and I talked a lot about his fantasy before I became his hotwife. I didn’t even know Christi was a swinger when we started,” Jenny admits, taking over the thread. “I was worried that indulging in my fantasy of being with other men might ruin our marriage. And Christi’s right—I had to accept this new facet of myself, and it does feel like becoming a different person, which is scary. But getting over our fears is part of the journey.”

“That’s true,” Christi chimes in. “Our culture has programmed us that sex outside of marriage or a committed relationship is wrong, and it’s just not true. Emerging from that cultural bubble is scary, but Will and I have grown closer. I love Will more now that we’re both having fun with sex. Sex is so complex for such a simple biological thing. Emotionally, it’s all wrapped up, and it takes honest discussion to stay on the same page.”

“I get what you’re saying,” I admit. “Craig is supportive, and I could tell he enjoyed watching the whole by-the-side-of-the-road thing. I still can’t believe I did that, but it was so hot. It felt almost like an out-of-body experience.”

“Sounds like it.” Jenny smiles. “Brad is the one that picks my bulls because he wants me to feel safe. We haven’t tried anything outside of his circle of friends. So I’m curious how he’d respond to me picking up someone at a bar. We played with that idea before you came to the beach house.”

“You did?” Christi asks with a bit of shock in her voice. “I guess we haven’t had time to talk about things. Tell me about it.”

“It was just in the bar down the street,” Jenny begins. “We were waiting for Steven to show up, and I wore that crocheted bikini and wrap. It felt like everyone was watching me. Brad told me to find some guys and flirt with them, and I found this pair of brothers. They were cute but also a bit intimidated by my flirting..”

“That sounds hot. Did you consider inviting one or both of them back to your beach house?” Christi asks.

“I did, but we were waiting for Steven, so it was also off the table. Brad and I will talk about it more. Picking up someone at a bar is much riskier than getting with someone you know.”

“That’s why Will and I took the swinging path,” Christi chimes in. “We know many people that show up to the parties. We know everyone is safe and practices safe sex. We know our identities are kept in confidence. After our weekend, I’m looking forward to being more involved in the parties beyond just watching Will.”

“It all seems so wild,” I say quietly. “I’d heard about swinging but never really thought it was something I’d like or enjoy. I worry about cheating on Craig because I want to marry him. I don’t want anything to disrupt our relationship.”

“It’s not cheating if you have his consent,” Christi reminds me. “Work on the communication. Show him that you’ll always return to him. Don’t play games with his feelings. Communication is key. Ethical non-monogamy is all about communication and putting your primary relationship first.”

“Absolutely,” Jenny says, checking her watch. “I need to get going. Thanks for that chat, girls. Felicia, I’m here if you ever need to talk. I adore Coach, but you and I need to be friends. It’s important to me that I support you and Craig. I want to see you both find the relationship you want.”

We all tidy up our table, standing to take our cups and plates to the trash container. We depart with hugs and promises to call regularly. I feel confident as I head to my car. Before the weekend, we were friends. My relationship with them has strengthened after sharing that experience and enjoying this coffee talk. I know I’ll need confidantes as I continue my relationship with Craig.


TWO
OPENING


My mind is a whirl of different thoughts after I leave Christi and Jenny, but getting to my studio helps ground my thoughts in reality instead of sinful fantasies. I check the schedule and see that my two instructors are already here and prepping their classrooms. Geanie is a perky redhead, shorter than me but with a fit and sturdy frame. Kyle is a tall, slim guy who usually ties up with long hair in a man bun. I’ve seen his hair down, and he looks hot either way. Their classes are full, and I help my receptionist, Cayce, with check-ins. Cayce is eighteen and about to graduate high school and works for me as an intern. She knows Craig and wants to become a personal trainer when she graduates.

I enjoy working with my team, but I’m more of a manager now, with only a few classes on the schedule. Today is a light day, so I take the time to catch up with the books. It’s not mindless, requiring more than idle attention, so I let the discussion from this morning slip from my mind. My phone buzzes and interrupts my focus but seeing that it’s a text from Craig makes me smile.

Craig:
Hey, Babe, want to come to the school for lunch?



Felicia
I’d love to. Where should I meet you?.



My office. A colleague wants to meet you.



At the school?



My mind suddenly shifts from thoughts of work to thoughts of Craig and what he is scheming. We haven’t discussed how our new dynamic will work, so I might be jumping to conclusions.

Yeah, we have a long break between classes, so we’ll have some privacy.

I feel a well of arousal between my thighs as I type back.

What are you suggesting?



You know. [image: winking face][image: eggplant][image: peach]



Is that going to be safe?



My heart races with the thought—the risk of getting caught spikes my libido. I don’t even know who Craig’s colleague is, but I’m already on board with whatever he’s planning.

I’ll take care of it, and you.



Can you be here in twenty minutes? You’ll have to check in with the front office.



I’ll leave now.



I type back and quickly change into jeans and a pullover, long-sleeve top over my sports bra in my office.

“Cayce, I’m meeting Craig for lunch,” I tell her as I pass. “If you need anything, just ask Geanie or Kyle.”

“Sure thing, Felicia! Enjoy!” Cayce’s eyes are bright as she smiles.

I’m a mess of arousal as I slide into my car. I can feel how tight my nipples where they press against my sports bra, and I’m glad the tank top is loose and obscures my obvious arousal. I have to check in at school because of mandatory security protocol, and I would get into even more trouble if I tried to go around the normal process. I still don’t know what Craig has planned, but I’m sinking into a submissive headspace and only want to please him and his desires. That only makes my heart race more.

Arriving at the school, I park and turn off the car. I sit and check my phone, but I don’t see any more texts from Craig. I tap out a quick message and send it as I exit the car.

“I’m here. What are you planning?”



“Trust me.”



I’m shivering, even though I’m warm. The sun is shining, and the sky is cloudless. Anticipation builds inside me as I enter and approach the front desk. I smile at the receptionist, who’s gotten to know my face with how often I visit Craig.

“Hey, Felicia,” she says with a grin. “Coach called and said you can go back. You know the way?” She slides a badge across the counter.

“Thank you, Trudy.” I smile at her and wonder if she knows more than she lets on. I’ve met Craig for lunch before, but something tells me this is different than sharing a meal. I didn’t even bring any food. “Yes, I know the way. I’ll bring this back when I leave,” I say, waving the badge before clipping it to my tank top. I walk down the mostly empty high school corridor, smiling absently at the few students who walk by me. I’m glad it’s during a class period, or there would be a sea of young people walking past me.

I wonder if this is a booty call; it seems like it, and my body is responding likewise. I feel the welling arousal in my core, the wetness of my panties only making me hotter. Something between me and Craig and me has shifted since we returned from Galveston. I feel so much closer to him, and he’s taken on a casual dominance when he talks and texts me. I pace through the halls on autopilot, push the gym doors open, and step inside the darkened room.

I know the way to the dimly lit gym. It’s usually dark during school hours because they only turn on the bright lights for practices and games after hours. If there’s a gym class this period, will students be loitering nearby during lunch? I walk down the hall to the staff area, which separates the two gendered locker rooms, and notice Craig’s door is open. I quicken my step, push the door open, and smile at him as he sits behind his desk.

As Craig sees me and stands up, I step in, turning slightly to see the other person in the room. She’s a little shorter than me, dressed similarly to Craig. Expecting a guy, I shoot a look of confusion at Craig. He shrugs back, so I relax, smile, and extend my hand.

“I’m Felicia,” I say, watching her eyes catch mine and noticing a hint of familiarity in her smile.

“We’ve met before,” she says, taking my hand firmly. “I’m Natalie, but everyone calls me Nat. I’m Craig’s counterpart.”

“Oh! Right!” I say, angling my eye at Craig again and raising a brow. “Sorry, I was lost in thought. Nice to see you again, Nat.”

She lets go of my hand, but her eyes linger on mine, then slowly work their way down my body. I blink slowly. Is she checking me out?

“What’s going on?” I finally ask after letting my eyes linger on Nat, unable to resist a tour of her fit body. Like Craig, she’s wearing a polo shirt with the school logo and a pair of yoga pants that show off her shapely legs. Ever since the week in Galveston, I’ve been admiring other females and becoming comfortable with my bisexuality. Nat’s hot, and my latent lust starts fizzling in my nerves again.

“Nat asked me a question, and I didn’t want to speak for you,” Craig says with a blush. He shrugs, walks around the desk, and puts his arm around me to whisper in my ear. “She asked about my weekend, and we started talking. You don’t have to say anything you’re uncomfortable with. I know this is out of the blue.”

I look into his eyes, feeling the trust between us, and shrug with a smile. “It’s okay, babe.” Then I turn to Nat to look at her and tilt my head. “What do you want to ask me?”

“Craig was bragging about some orgy over the weekend,” Nat says, crossing her arms and giving me a crooked grin. “I called bullshit.”

“It’s true,” I say with a shrug. “It surprised me, and I didn’t even know what was planned until my friend told me just as we arrived.”

“No shit?” Nat says, and her eyes drop to give my body another glance. The look in her eyes has my core clenching. “How many people?”

I look at Craig, who gives me a shrug and permission to spill some tea. “I’m not going to name any names, but four other guys and two other girls. It was pretty wild.”

“Wow.” Nat looks back and forth between us, and I notice a blush rise on her cheeks. “Aren’t you guys, like, getting married?”

“Well, when he proposes with a ring,” I start and nudge Craig. “Yes, I want to marry him. But we also agreed to be open with our relationship.”

“Open how?” Nat asks, and I feel her eyes sliding up and down my body again.

“It’s up to Craig,” I say with a shrug. “My limits are up to him. Why do you ask?”

She bites her lip and looks over at Craig for a moment. I follow and look at my boyfriend as he shrugs and tilts his head in my direction. Nat looks back at me nervously, and I grin and step toward her. Craig watches me but doesn't say anything to stop me. I follow my gut as feelings of lust and power rise inside me, stepping closer to Nat. Craig can reel me back if I take things too far, but my intuition tells me he wants to watch what happens.

“Let me help you,” I whisper as I drop my hands to Nat’s waist and lower my head to brush my lips over hers. “Is this what you want?”
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Nat’s moan as my lips press against hers has my core clenching. Her lips are firm but soft as she sinks into my kiss. I pull her against me, feeling the softness of her breasts pressing lightly against mine. I’m slightly taller than her, so it feels right to take charge of her. The first kiss is like an icebreaker, and I pull back to look into her eyes and to check if I’ve been too forward.

“Wow,” she breathes. I notice her eyes are a light hazel as we look at each other.

I look over my shoulder at Craig, who moves to lock the door to his office, then leans against the door, crossing his arms and watching us. I grin at him and then back to Nat, ducking my head and kissing her again. This time, our lips part, and our tongues tangle as we both moan at the rising arousal. I slip my fingers under her polo’s hem and pull up slightly. I’m unsure of our direction, but Craig seems fine with me making out with his coworker.

“Fuck,” Nat sighs as I pull her top up, and she lifts her arms. She looks at me with dark eyes as she crosses her arms in front, then pulls her sports bra up, releasing her breasts that bounce slightly. I smirk as I pull off my pullover and do the same. Topless, we sink back into a deep kiss. Running my hands along her sides as her fingers slide up my back, I lean into her until our breasts press together, and I feel how rigid her nipples are as I groan into her mouth.

“Are you bi?” I ask in a whisper.

“Lesbian,” Nat says, then kisses me deeply, tangling her tongue with mine before pulling back breathlessly. “I broke up with my partner a few months ago, and—fuck. I’m horny. Is this okay?”

“I’m good with it,” I smirk over my shoulder at Craig. “Should he just watch?”

I turn to watch Nat grin shyly at Craig before staring back into my eyes. “I don’t care, I just need you… Something about you turns me on.”

I hum and run my hands down her back, then slide my fingers into the back of her tights, feeling the heat of her ass. “Have I always turned you on, Nat?”

She nods at me as my hands grip her ass and pull her closer. She moans as my fingers knead into her firm ass, her lips moving to kiss down my neck, accepting my control of her. I arch back, running my fingers back up her side, sliding along her firm tummy, then lifting and cupping her pert breasts. Her mouth covers one of my nipples as I knead the firm softness of her breasts, pulling my fingers to tug on her hard nipples.

I feel my arousal swirl as Nat kisses and sucks my breasts, her hands sliding inside my jeans and gripping my ass. Her touch lights my nerves on fire, and my moans become louder, wanting more. I look around, then turn us, backing Nat up until her ass presses against Craig’s empty desk. I look over at him, and he’s slowly stroking the outline of his cock through his sweats, watching us.

“I want you naked, Nat,” I say huskily, pulling back so I can kick off my shoes and unbutton my jeans.

“Damn. Yeah, okay,” Nat says, doing the same while she watches me.

I push my jeans to my ankles and step out, then do the same with my blue panties while watching Nat. She’s already stripped naked, and her bare pussy has light-red, curly hair across the front. I lick my lips, watching her stare at my bare, waxed pussy, while I stand naked in front of her. I smirk at her and lift an eyebrow expectantly. She drops to her knees, looking up at me. I wasn’t expecting to top Craig’s co-worker over lunch, but here I am.

Stepping forward, I comb my fingers through her short hair and grip firmly. “You want my pussy, Nat?” Her head nods, pushing her nose between my bare lips, and I grind myself on her face. “Mmm, Fuck, that’s a good girl. Lick me, Nat.”

Craig is watching us with his pants around his knees, his thick cock stiffly jutting from his crotch. I tilt my chin, wanting him closer to me as Nat’s tongue curls inside my slick, wet pussy. Craig kicks off his shoes and steps out of his sweats. Then, naked from the waist down, he walks until he’s standing beside me. I lick my palm and drop my hand to his cock, then grip him tightly and stroke.

Nat eagerly laps at my clit with tight circles, and I feel my knees weaken as my arousal coils inside me. I pull her head back, and she looks up at me, wiping her lips with the back of her hand. She looks over at Craig and watches my hand stroke up and down his cock. She closes her eyes and then looks back at me.

“On your back on his desk, Nat,” I say huskily. “I want to lick this sweet pussy of yours while Craig fucks me. Will that be a problem?”

“N-no.” Nat shakes her head, rising to her feet. She backs up against the desk, grips the edge, lifts her hips, and sits on the edge.

I follow her with one hand wrapped around Craig’s dick. I feel a surge of power, being in control of my boyfriend and his hot co-worker. Letting go of Craig, I lean and grip Nat’s thighs, pressing them open as I lean forward and press a soft kiss just above her mound.

“Do you want my tongue in your pussy, Nat?” I ask, using my fingers to stroke up and down her lips, which are thick and glistening with arousal. I flick my eyes up to look at her, watching her swallow and then nod. “Use your words, Nat.” My voice is a low growl, and I shiver as I take more control of her.

“P-please,” Nat says in a throaty whisper. “Fuck, Felicia. Please lick my needy pussy. You can do anything.”

I nod, then moan as I feel Craig grab my hips from behind. I shiver as he drags the head of his cock along my sodden lips, and I close my eyes, pushing back slightly. Craig spanks my ass, and I’m caught in the middle between submitting to my powerful boyfriend and dominating Nat.

“You’re a submissive slut, aren’t you?” I tease her. I want her to beg a bit. In my mind, I’m begging Craig to slam his cock in deep, but we seem to be on the same wavelength. He wants me to tease Natalie, knowing that I’m needy for his hard cock.

“Yes, ma’am.” Nat nods at me. “Please, I need this so badly.”

“Anything? I can do anything to you?” I blow my hot breath over her wet folds, and her hips tighten under my gaze.

“Anything,” Nat says, shuddering. “I’ll be your pussy-licking toy whenever you want.”

I chuckle and press my tongue against her clit. She shudders and moans as I flick my tongue across the tense bundle of nerves. I didn’t expect to hear that from anyone, let alone Craig’s co-worker, but the thought of her on her knees thrills me as I explore her quivering folds with my lips and tongue.

“Oh! Fuck!” Nat moans as I slide my tongue between her nether lips and lap up her sweet honey. I enjoyed learning how to pleasure a woman with Jenny and Christi. And while this is my first time licking someone else, Nat’s moans tell me I’m doing what she wants. I suck her lips into my mouth and moan, vibrating her tender folds, then lap up to tease her clit again.

My body jerks forward, and I grunt at the feeling of Craig’s cock pushing into me. I moan out loudly from the exquisite feeling of his cock stretching my tight pussy. I push back, wanting him deeper, my mind going blank from the pleasure of his thick cock filling me.

“Don’t stop,” Nat whines, her fingers combing through my hair.

I lift my hand and slide my fingers along her pussy lips, collecting her dew on my fingertips and then pressing them inside her. Her hips lift as her pussy accepts two of my fingers. I flutter my tongue over her clit, then rise to look up at her. “Not stopping until you come, sweet girl.”

Craig has buried himself inside me while I find the right position, bending over with my mouth on Nat’s pussy, my fingers hooking up into her tenderest spot. He’s slowly pumping his thick cock in and out, and I squeeze my inner muscles rhythmically around his shaft while he slowly fucks me. I want him to pound me. But right now, I need to make Nat come on my fingers and tongue.

“Fuck, babe,” Craig growls. “You’re so fucking tight and wet. Such a sexy slut.”

I purr at his praise as I circle my fingertips inside Nat, hearing her moans pick up and grow louder. I feel her pussy ripple around my fingers, and I lower my mouth down to flick my tongue over her clit. With my free arm, I stretch out my hand and grab one of her tits. They bounce softly as her body sways. Craig punches his cock into me, and I’m shoved against Nat. As our moans fill the room. All three of us swaying in a connected chain of flesh. I pull Nat’s nipple with my fingers, and I feel her hips shudder under my relentless tongue.

“Oh! Fuck! I’m coming,” Nat says in a high-pitched squeal.

I know she’d scream if we weren’t in a school office. I fuck my fingers into her as her pussy clamps around them, my lips circling and sucking her clit as I feel her pussy gush around my fingers. I slide my mouth down and lap up her release, savoring the tang of her juices as I keep churning my fingers inside her.

Craig starts thrusting harder into me as Nat comes apart on my fingers and tongue. I moan as his cock starts driving deeper inside me. Nat pushes my mouth off her oversensitive clit, and I shift my body up, kissing my way up her taut belly. Her body relaxes as Craig’s thrusts press me against her, pressing my body up her slack torso with his steady, hard thrusts.

My breasts slide up her abdomen, and I close my lips around her hard nipple and suck. I’m moaning as Craig’s thrusts drive me crazy, moving up over Nat’s body until our mouths meet. We kiss deeply, and I’m moaning against her lips while Craig’s hips punch his thick cock into me. I arch back as my thighs start to tense.

“Oh fuck, babe!” Craig grunts, and I can tell he’s at his edge. I’m right there with him, turning quickly to look over my shoulder.

When our gazes meet, we hit our peaks simultaneously. My pussy clamps around his throbbing shaft, and I feel his cock pulse and shoot his hot cream into my contracting pussy. We stare at each other as we experience the bliss of our orgasms. When we peak, then fade, I return my attention to Nat and kiss her again.

Our bodies seem to mold together as we kiss, catching our breath. Craig’s broad chest presses against my back, and I relish being in the middle of my two lovers. I close my eyes and rest with my cheek pressed against Nat’s, running my hands along her side. I turn my head when I feel Craig’s body shift, focusing on his lips as he lowers and kisses me. Together, we're all floating in bliss after our torrid tryst.
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Slowly, my mind knits back together. When I feel Craig pull back, sliding his cock out of my pussy, I rise. Blushing as my hand drops to cup my pussy, I know I’ll be leaking Craig’s cream if I don’t wash up before I dress. Nat looks at me, then down to my hand, and her cheeks blush. I feel something pass between us when I smirk at her.

“You said you'd be my pussy-licking toy,” My tone is low and seductive. It's an effective tease, using her words against her. Even so, Nat surprises me when she nods and slides to her knees between Craig’s desk and me. I feel her shudder, looking up at me with a dark heat in her eyes. I pull my hand up, exposing my bare pussy, and feel Craig’s cum seep from my opening. She stares at me, and I feel like we’re at an impasse before I reach and grip her hair, steering her mouth to my gleaming pussy.

“Clean me up, pet,” I say in a throaty growl.

She moans in response as her lips seal against my pussy, pushing her tongue into the slick mess of Craig’s oozing cum. I lift one leg and press my foot against Craig’s heavy desk, opening myself up for Nat’s eager tongue and mouth. I suck the few drops of Craig’s cum from my hand, then use both hands to grip Nat's hair, holding her to my leaking cunt. I can see her shoulders flush red as I take control. She moans hungrily as she laps my pussy, collecting my boyfriend's cum on her tongue.

I can relate to her arousal at her submissive act. There is an edge of humiliation to degrading yourself so wantonly. I felt the same way when I eagerly sucked the cop’s cock when he pulled us over. I felt objectified as a sex toy for a stranger, and I can tell that Nat cleaning my throbbing pussy hits a similar kink. I caress her hair and moan, grinding my hips into her eager tongue.

“Good girl. Don’t miss a drop.” She shudders at my praise. When she’s done, she pulls her head back and looks up at me, her cheeks gleaming with my spending. Her eyes are wide as she gazes up at me, and I recall that feeling of being drunk on lust. I lower down to my knees and kiss her, holding her close as she wraps her arms around me. “Mmm. Did you like that, Nat?”

“Yeah,” she says after a long moment. “It was unexpected, but …”

She goes speechless as she looks at me, and I smile and tilt my head. “But?”

“It’s nothing.” Her eyes shift away, and I shake my head slowly.

“It’s not ‘nothing,’” I say softly, putting my finger under her chin and tilting her eyes to look into mine. “Tell me.”

“I’d like to do this again,” she says quietly, looking past me to Craig, then back at me. “I’m not wanting a relationship. I just need this from time to time. I know you’re Craig’s girlfriend. I’m not crazy. It’s hard to find someone that clicks, you know?

“I’d like that,” I say with a smile. “We just have to keep Craig in the loop. Right, babe?”

“Yeah,” Craig says. I turn to see him smiling at both of us, already dressed. “That was hot. I’d like to watch that again. Maybe we can have you over for a weekend when Amanda’s at her mom’s.”

Nat looks at both of us, then stands up, and we all hug tight. Craig checks his watch and then coughs. “You’d better get dressed, babe. Don’t forget to check out at the front desk.”

“Right.” I smile and kiss him again, then turn to Nat, brushing my fingers over her damp cheeks. “Don’t wash this off.” I lean to whisper into her ear, “I want you to smell me the rest of the day.”

She stiffens, then nods and kisses me firmly. “Yes, ma’am.”

We all start dressing again, and I comb my fingers through my hair, fixing my ponytail. I look at Craig, twisting back and forth like I’m getting an inspection.

“You look good, babe.” He presses a kiss on my forehead. “I’m glad you came for lunch.”

His smile is genuine, and I feel a tightness in my chest. I love him so much, and this kinky turn in our sex life has me feeling more sparks for Craig than ever before. I momentarily hug Nat tight, then stride from Craig’s office with my head high. I walk confidently back to the front desk, noticing the hallways are slightly busier as I walk past students going to and from class. I drop off my pass in the box, wave to the front desk secretary, and head back to my car.

I slide into the driver’s seat, plugging my phone into the car’s stereo. After starting the car and backing out of my space, I call Christi. The surprise at what happened with Nat remains fresh as the phone rings.

“What’s up, buttercup?” Christi’s cheerful voice in the speaker makes me smile.

“Nothing, except me being a domme to Craig’s co-worker in his office over lunch.”

“Shut up! What?” Christi laughs. “Girl, you get into the weirdest situations.”

“This is Craig’s fault.” I laugh. “I just thought he wanted to have a quickie over lunch. Instead, he introduces me to Natalie, the other gym coach.”

I relate what happened to Christi while driving back to my studio. When I finish, I sigh dramatically.

“Why the sigh? That sounds like a fun time to me.” Christi says.

“Oh, it was, for sure,” I say. “But shouldn’t Craig be hooking me up with other guys, not his gal pals? Not that I mind. I’m fully embracing my bisexuality.”

“As you should!” Christi says, and I can hear something like pride in her voice. “Look, here’s the deal. Whatever you and Craig decide is on the table, is on the table. There are no rules for opening your relationship other than what you agree on.”

“I get that,” I say quietly.

“You and Craig just need to keep talking about it,” Christi says, and I can hear the care in her voice. “He’s a good guy, and he’s going to take care of you. He’s a bit kinkier than I thought after hearing that story, but so long as everyone is happy and no one is getting hurt, enjoy the ride.”

“What about topping her?” I ask, my head still reeling at the feeling of power I had when she submitted to me.

“What about it?” Christi asks. “You’re a little bit of a switch; that’s not rare. I’m a switch most of the time. I love to domme a girl that wants to have fun with Will. But I also like kneeling for my man and letting him take control. Power exchange is heady stuff, babe.”

“How did you get to know about all of this?” I ask.

“Fucking around and finding out.” Christi laughs. “Felicia, you’re in a good place with a good man. Relax and have fun. I’ve read a lot of shit here and there on the internet. It helped us when we opened up our marriage and started swinging. Some of the advice was good, but a lot of it was bullshit. You have to know yourself most of all. Communicate with Craig. That’s the biggest thing. I’ll always talk with you, but you should be having this conversation with him. You see that, right?”

“Yeah, I get it.” I smile. “It just sort of happened, and like with the cop, I followed Craig’s lead.”

“That’s not so bad, but you need to have that talk with him. You need to understand your boundaries for yourself and as a couple.”

“Thank you, Christi.” I smile as I park and shut off the car. “I am glad we’re friends.”

“Anytime, sweetie. Enjoy the rest of your day.”

I leave the car and walk back to my studio, greeting Cayce with a smile. “Have you taken lunch yet?”

“Nope, I was waiting for you to get back,” Cayce says, then reaches under the counter for her purse. “I’m just going to that Mexican food place on the corner. I’ll be gone maybe thirty minutes.”

“Enjoy,” I tell her as we pass each other at the end of the counter. “Can you bring me back a taco salad?”

She looks back at me with confusion. “I thought you had lunch with Coach?”

I blush. “Well, we forgot to eat,” I say with a grin, passing her a twenty. “Keep the change.”

“Damn, no wonder you’re glowing.” Cayce grins and waves as she leaves the studio.

I sit on the stool at the front counter, pulling out my phone. I dash off a text to Craig before I forget.

We should talk about this.

I wait, but there are no little bubbles. I know he’s probably busy teaching, so I don’t worry about it. We’ll talk about it later. It’s quiet, so I grab my laptop from my desk and then return to the front counter to continue what I was working on before lunch.
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Craig answers my text eventually, apologizing for the delay from being busy with his students. He doesn’t need to apologize, but he’s always courteous when he’s not dominating me in bed and taking what is his. I love that he is both a gentleman and a passionate lover. We trade texts throughout the afternoon: talking about the day, who’s picking up Amanda from school (Craig), who’s stopping by the store for last-minute dinner items (me), and then agreeing to take time in the evening to discuss what’s been on my mind since the lunch interlude with Nat.

I keep cycling back through the surprise tryst and how much it turned me on. Not just being with another woman I’d not been close to before but taking charge and topping her. I still felt like I was under Craig’s control the whole time, and I’d never feel comfortable taking charge of him—not that he’d let me. His casual dominance over me has grown since Galveston. When we’re alone, I melt under his intensity.

We work as a team when it comes to family. I’m not related to his daughter, Amanda. I am much younger than her mother, but Amanda trusts me and sees me as a role model. I want to keep her trust to be able to help her with the challenges of middle school.

My mind cycles through the changes in my life, my growing libido with Craig, and the kinky lifestyle we have chosen to follow. With Christi and Jenny as mentors, I know it’s possible to have a satisfying sexual lifestyle and still co-parent responsibly. Since Craig shares custody with his ex-wife, we have a bit more freedom to explore our kinky side during our weekends without Amanda at home.

I pull into the garage after picking up a few groceries at the store. Craig’s car is parked, so I know they're both home. I smile as I get out and collect my things. Amanda greets me when I come inside and helps me unpack the groceries. Craig cooks dinner while I sit with Amanda as she finishes her homework. She is a smart girl and doesn’t need help with her homework. But it helps her finish if I sit with her and remind her to stay on task.

I hear Craig’s phone beep and watch as he pulls it out of his jeans and looks at the screen. He twists to look at me and gives me a wink. Then taps a few buttons on his phone, and I feel my phone buzz in my back pocket.

Craig:
Nat wants your number. Is that okay?



Sure. Is it okay with you? What does she want?



Craig looks down at his phone, then turns and gives me a look with one eyebrow raised. I can tell it’s not a normal type of request. I hold my phone so only I can see the screen while Amanda works diligently on her assignment. My phone buzzes. It’s a text from Nat. I add her number to my contacts and reply.

Natalie:
Hey Felicia



What’s up?



The tension in my gut tightens as the dots twirl on my phone, showing me she’s typing back. I look at Amanda, and she smiles and starts putting her books away in her backpack.

“I’m done. Can I play video games? Sammy needs me on her squad,” Amanda asks.

Sammy is Jenny’s daughter. I nod. Part of me is relieved that Craig and I will be alone. “Go on, have fun. Don’t get in too deep. Dinner will be ready soon.”

“You’ve got an hour kid.” Craig’s gruff voice gets a wave from Amanda as she hurries to her room.

Waiting for my phone to buzz to indicate a reply from Nat, I rise and move next to Craig. I lean my hip against the counter and look up at him. “What do you think she wants?”

“You kinda mashed all her buttons, babe.” Craig smiles. “She was all heart eyes the rest of the day. She’s had a rough time since her girlfriend dumped her. She’s a cool gal, but she can be intense.”

“You think—” my voice stops mid-sentence when I feel my phone buzz and look down to read her text.

Nat: I feel awkward asking, but I can’t help it. I want more of you. I know you’re with Craig. I know this is out of left field. I want to know what's possible.”

I show the phone to Craig and watch as he reads, his lips curving into a grin. I smirk at him and shrug. “What do you think? Is this going to be a problem?”

“It’s up to you, babe,” Craig says, leaning and kissing my forehead, then hugging me to his chest with one arm. “I don’t mind if my bisexual girlfriend has a fuck buddy on the side.”

I snort and laugh. “Is that what you think this is?”

“Felicia, I trust you. I love you. I know you’ve embraced a lot of changes very quickly. I’m here to support you with whatever you want to explore. I want to be a part of it. We have no secrets between us. Do you want to explore whatever this is with Nat?”

I lean and kiss his cheek and cup his package. He’s thick with arousal, which helps me with the decision. I bite my lip and look to make sure the kitchen is empty. Then I tap the button to call Nat and put it on speaker so Craig can listen. It rings twice before she answers.

“H-hello?”

“I have you on speaker, pet,” I say in a deeper voice, smirking when I hear her moan softly in response. “I don’t keep any secrets from my boyfriend. Are you okay with that?”

“Y-yes, ma’am.”

“Can you still smell my pussy smeared all over your face, pet?” I can’t believe the words flowing out of my mouth, but Nat’s whimper over the phone is like a shot of adrenaline, and I feel my pussy pulse with the feeling of power I have over her.

“Y-yes, ma’am,” she says and blows out a breath. “It’s why I needed to talk to you. I… You... Fuck.”

“Pet.” My voice is low, and I emit a little growl. I look up at Craig, and his grin encourages me. “Are you begging to be my submissive fuck toy?” I keep my voice low and quiet with my lips right next to the phone. I blow my breath slowly across the microphone and when I stop, Nat’s whimper is like pure sex. “Use your words, pet. Beg like the good girl I know you can be.”

This is a bit crazy; I’m easily ten years younger than Nat. The power of dominating this older woman is like a drug, and I feel the sexual thrill of power exchange. I know what it’s like to submit to Craig. Is this what he feels when I do?

“Can I please be your fuck toy, Mistress?” Nat says, and I can hear her moan at the end.

I growl lowly, wanting to exert myself. Hearing her moaning, I wonder what she’s doing.

“Are you touching yourself, pet?”

“Y-yes, ma’am.”

“Stop.”

Her shuddered moan of frustration sends another thrill through me. The silence that follows tells me she obeys me.

“If you’re my toy, then you must keep your hands off what’s mine. You understand this, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You’re a needy slut, and I’m going to teach you to control yourself. Do you understand?”

Craig’s eyes widen as he watches me take control, and I blush and give him a slight shrug and a smile. Nat is quiet, and I can hear her slow her breathing. I recognize the relaxation technique I teach in yoga class.

“That’s good, pet. Breathe and focus. Find your center,” I coach her over the phone.

I wait without saying anything else, and I hear her breathing steadily. Then her voice returns, sounding more normal.

“Thank you. You’re good at this,” Nat says, and I can tell she’s under control.

“We will sort this out, Nat,” I say, using her name now that our interaction is back to normal. “I’m interested in continuing this with you, but I’m in control. Do you understand?”

“I do. Felicia, thank you. I won’t disappoint you.”

“Let’s not jump too far ahead,” I giggle. “This will be fun. Let me think about this some, and I’ll get back to you soon. Not tonight, though. Tonight, I want you to have a normal night. No masturbating.”

“I understand,” Nat says, then she pauses. “Felicia?”

“Yes.”

“I just want to say how much I appreciate this. I know it’s a lot. But I trust you more than I can explain.”

“That’s good,” I say softly. “I don’t want to abuse your trust, Nat. I think you’re a special woman. I think we can both learn a lot.”

We both say goodbye, and I end the call, sliding my phone into my back pocket and looking up at Craig. “Well, that was unexpected.”

“Yeah, but you’re a natural, it seems,” Craig says, pulling me into his arms. He leans and kisses my forehead as I relax against his powerful chest. “How do you feel about it?”

“It feels really good,” I admit. “It’s a thrill to feel the power of control. In some ways, it’s not too different than coaching and teaching yoga—just kinkier. I can figure this out, but I’ll need some help sometimes.”

“Makes you horny, though.” Craig smirks down at me.

“Totally. But right now, I’m horny for you, babe.”

“Good.” Craig releases me and pats my ass. “I’ll take care of you tonight, don’t worry.”

“You never worry me, lover,” I say, kissing above his heart.

I step back and then start setting the table for dinner. Preparing to eat with Amanda, we slip back into our familiar roles. We both agree that sharing a meal as a family is important, and it’s one of many reasons I feel so safe with Craig. Even with the oddity of assuming the role of Domme to his co-worker, our relationship still feels steady and safe. He allows me to explore and also supports and encourages me. I smile again, recalling how Jenny always calls him Coach. It suits him.
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After family dinner, the three of us continue our routine. Amanda watches some TV while I chat with Jenny and Christi online. I showed them how to use Discord, and they’ve picked it up easily. It feels like a good place to talk without incessant text messages. We're in a private group chat when I explain to them about Nat and ask for their advice. Christi says she’ll help me and starts a thread with links to online sources.

“We really should all go to a munch,” Jenny says in the private chat.

“Oh, good idea,” Christi chimes in. “Man, I forgot about munches.”

“Is that like a brunch? Because I’d love a mimosa!” I add a laughing emoji, then continue. “What is a munch?”

“It’s a low-key meet-up for people in the kink lifestyle—newbie friendly,” Christi says.

“Brad and I got into the lifestyle through a munch when we started dating,” Jenny says. “We relaxed our lifestyle after Sammi was born, but we’re returning to it now. It would be good to have a refresher. If you’re going to be Nat’s Domme, you need to learn about BDSM and safety.”

“I don’t think I’m going to be tying her up and stuff,” I type back, feeling over my head again.

“It’s not just physical safety, babe,” Christi says. “You need to know the proper care and feeding of a submissive. It will be good for you and Craig, too. I learned a lot about myself going to munches.”

“If you guys go, I’ll go,” I agree, and the conversation continues. When our conversation ends and I log off, I look forward to climbing into bed with Craig.

I tell Amanda good night and stop at Craig’s study, where he’s preparing for his classes the next day. I kiss his bald head and hug him from behind. “I’m going to go shower. Want to join me?”

“Duh!” He grins and closes his laptop. He stands and takes my hand before we climb the stairs to our bedroom. Craig starts the water running to get it hot, and we both strip naked before climbing into the showers.

We have a routine in the shower and move together, washing each other. It’s soothing while also being arousing. By the time we’re clean, Craig’s erect, and I’m needy.

Sinking to my knees, I stroke his cock, looking up at him and enjoying the lust in his eyes. I push my mouth over his cock, sucking the water off his steely length, stroking him with one hand, and kneading his heavy balls with the other. His fingers comb through my wet hair, gripping tightly at the roots. I push my mouth deep onto his cock, and he tugs until his crown pushes into my throat. My eyes are half closed as I stare at him, submitting to his desire as he slowly fucks my face.

When he pulls me back, I rise, twist around, and face the wall. His hands grip my hips as I push my ass back toward him. My pussy is hot and slick as he pushes his fat head inside, and moan as his thick cock stretches my opening. There is an urgency in his strokes, and his growled moans as he fucks me hard. I press my hands against the tile, pushing my hips back to meet his insistent thrusts. I twist my head to stare back at him as he punches his cock into me, and I see his eyes flare with lust as he uses my willing body for his pleasure.

I hit my peak first, as my thighs shake and my pussy clamps around his thick cock. Craig’s groan as he punches deep inside my clenching walls makes my eyes roll back, and I feel the heat of his cum filling my pussy. He slows his strokes, and I tremble as he keeps cycling his throbbing cock inside me.

When he slows to a halt and pulls back, I twist around and fall back on my knees, sucking the last of his cum from his tip. I grin around his thickness as he shivers from the sensitivity, then swallow as I stand up and hug him tightly.

“I love you,” I say softly before his lips meet mine.

“I love you, too,” Craig says as we part the kiss.

We dry silently, then dress in our pajamas and crawl into bed. I feel sated from the shower sex, and it feels wonderful to relax against Craig’s chest and run my fingernails through his chest hair. His hand strokes my back, and I relax against him.

“So you don’t mind if I have a submissive girlfriend?” I ask him the question that’s been on my mind all night.

“Is that what Natalie is?” Craig asks, and I turn and rest my head against his belly and look up at him.

“Being her Domme is a bit more than just friends,” I reply with a shrug. “She’s not ever going to replace you.”

Craig smiles at me, then looks across the room, his brow creasing like he’s thinking carefully about what he wants to say. I let him think and caress his chest, enjoying touching him as we talk. When he looks at me again, he smiles.

“I think I’m learning that we all have different levels of love for people we are intimate with. I know you’re bisexual, and so I think it’s probably natural for you to have a special girlfriend. Do you think you know Natalie well enough to be her Domme?” Craig smiles as he finishes, and I take a moment to consider his question.

“Well. I don’t know her well, but I want to know her better. I feel differently about her than I do, Jenny or Christi. They feel like family, if that makes sense.” Craig nods, and I continue. “So you’re saying you’re okay with me dating her? Taking time to get to know her better and fostering a kinky relationship?”

“Yeah, that’s the best thing for both of you.” Craig nods. “You had hot sex, and you both felt something significant. You should explore what that means and if it’s real before you deepen the sexual dynamic. Being someone’s dominant partner is more than just sex, but I think you know that already.”

“Thank you, babe,” I say, kissing him lightly. “It is new to both of us. It feels like I’m becoming someone new with all the changes. Like the sweet Felicia you met has changed into someone else. I feel like I’m saying goodbye to who I was. Knowing Natalie at a deeper level doesn’t feel wrong to me.”

“That’s not wrong. You’re evolving. I can see it,” Craig admits. “I was faithfully monogamous when I was with my ex. I still feel committed to being monogamous with you. I won’t start dating other people and forming new relationships. Other than enjoying sex within our circle of friends, I don’t feel any desire to start a new relationship. I can tell you’re different, and that’s okay. You’re bisexual, and you might be polyamorous. I don’t want you to deny who you are. And so long as you're honest with me, I support you and love you regardless.”

“You just want to keep fucking Jenny.” I grin, teasing him, and he laughs.

“Fucking Jenny is sex. I do love her, but she is Brad’s soul mate. I support their relationship, and that’s probably why it works. I think Natalie will support your relationship with me. She’s a good person who needs a solid friend and has a high sex drive. Her break-up messed her up pretty bad.”

“Is that why you invited me to lunch today?”

“Not really. I didn’t want to talk about you behind your back. I wanted to see you, too. It just worked out the way it did.”

“I’m glad that it did. It was a surprise, but I love how you surprise me. Sometimes, I think you know me better than I know myself.” I squeeze him and lay my head on his chest. My hand drifts down to his groin, and I grin as my palm slides over his erection.

“Someone enjoys the thought of his girlfriend dominating his co-worker,” I say and kiss lightly down his toned abdomen as my hand slips under the covers and grips his shaft.

“Someone loves to fuck his girlfriend,” Craig growls, his hand pulling at my tank top and lifting it over my head.

I push the covers back, expose his cock, and lower my mouth to suck the drop of precum leaking from his tip. My hard nipples press against his thigh as I savor his taste and get his cock slick with my spit. Craig moves his fingers through my damp hair, and I moan at the sensation of his cock growing in my mouth.

“I need you inside me,” I say, pulling back and then shoving my shorts off and straddling his broad hips. “I want to ride you.”

“Fuck, yeah,” Craig growls and uses his strong hands to move me over his hips.

I guide his cock into my pussy, already slick with desire. I moan as he slowly fills me, my head tilting as my back arches. Craig leans forward and surrounds one of my nipples with his lips, the scruff of his jaw brushing over my tender flesh. I flex my body, rocking my hips as I lift and slide down his cock.

“Fuck, baby,” I moan. “I love when you suck my nipples like that.”

I’m treated to his hungry growl as he sucks and licks, then moves his mouth to my other breast, gnawing lightly on my other nipple. His hands rest on my hips, supporting my body as I ride his cock, loving how his thickness stretches inside me. I glide up and down, moving faster, chasing another orgasm and twisting my hips to squeeze his hard shaft where it’s buried deep inside me.

I shift off him and twist around, rubbing my ass against his belly. His hands grip my ass, pushing me forward. I move into a reverse cowgirl and continue to ride my man. I rock my hips as I lift my body, moaning as his cock stretches me. Craig jerks his hips to meet my tempo.

When I arch back and use my thighs to press my body up his chest, Craig’s hand wraps around and grips my breasts, pulling my nipples with his thumb and fingers. I close my eyes, letting the feeling of our bodies meshing together wash over me, the heat and feel of his hard muscles rippling as he grips me firmly and moves my body up and down his cock.

I’m breathless as our bodies move in sync, climbing to our peaks in lockstep. We crash into the bliss of our orgasms together, muscles trembling as the waves wash over us. I slump back against his chest as he wraps his muscular arms around me and holds me as our bodies quiet and our breathing steadies.

I slide up and twist as his cock slides out of me, kissing him deeply as we hold each other. I slide down to his side, resting my head against his chest as my eyes close. We grow silent as our breathing slows and sleep overtakes us, peacefully content in each other’s embrace.


SEVEN
EXPLORATION


I wake up to a soft buzzing and turn to the side. Craig’s sleeping steadily as I grab my phone, pulling it off the charging pad. The screen brightens and shows three messages from Nat.

Natalie:
Mistress?



I’m horny.



I’m sorry.



I twist to keep the glow from waking Craig and smirk as I tap a message back.

You’re a needy slut, pet. What do you want?



May I masturbate, Mistress? Please. I need to come so I can sleep.



Do you fuck yourself every night?



Y-yes, Mistress.



My nipples are tightening, and my pussy which is still filled with Craig’s cum, throbs. I reach under the cover and circle my clit lightly while holding the phone in one hand. I look over at Craig, sleeping steadily, and then focus back on the phone.

I’m torn. Giving her permission is too easy. Asking permission to masturbate from a girl much younger than her is humiliating already, but I think she needs a little bit of punishment since she woke me up in the middle of the night. I slip out of bed, go into our bathroom, and close the door quietly. In the mirror, I look at myself, still naked from fucking Craig, which gives me a naughty thrill when I start a video call to my submissive slut.

The bathroom light is dimmed, but I know she can see me when the call connects, and I see her eyes widen. Her mouth hinges open as I smirk at her.

“M-mistress,” she stammers.

“Show me, slut. I want to see this needy pussy of yours.” My voice is low and quiet but not a whisper.

The picture on my screen shifts, and I see Nat’s fit body under a t-shirt; her thighs are spread wide, and her hand is under the waist of the panties she’s wearing to bed.

“Tsk.” I show my disappointment. “A pet should be naked for her Mistress. Don’t you think?”

“Yes, M-mistress.” The phone picture flashes to the ceiling, and I hear Nat curse as she moves to pull her clothes off. The picture shifts again, and I am rewarded with a picture of Nat’s naked body, legs spread, and her free hand at her waist.

“Good girl,” I praise her. “Since you need to come, you’re going to show me. I want to see you get yourself off for me. Begin.”

She’s holding the phone high enough that I can see her body from her face to mid-thigh. Her free hand drops, and I watch as her fingers part her lips, and her middle finger presses into her slit, stroking along the crease. Her breathing shifts into moans as she starts to pleasure herself.

“How does it feel to need supervision to masturbate?” I ask her as I let my fingers drift to my pussy and circle my clit. My voice has a mocking tone, which seems to hit her kink because she moans and starts circling her clit. “You have such a needy cunt.”

“Fuck, Mistress. I’m a worthless, needy slut,” Nat confesses as her hips start to lift into her hips into her busy fingers.

“My slut,” I correct, stifling a moan.

“Y-yes, Mistress. Your worthless, needy slut.” Her fingers start moving faster.

“You haven’t even thanked me for allowing you to see me in all my glory?” I tease, my voice growing husky with my growing arousal.

“Mistress…” Nat moans out, a whine under her words. “You are a vision of beauty and so fucking sexy. Thank you for helping your filthy, needy slut.”

“You cannot come before I do, pet.” My voice is husky as I push a finger inside my pussy, my thumb brushing over my clit. I know she's watching me, and I look at my small picture as my hips start to shift, fucking my fingers. “Don’t you dare!”

I watch her face contort as she tries to hold off her peak. “Y-es… Mistress… Unnnnnh!”

I can tell she’s on the edge, and part of me wants to torture her, withholding permission to come for an extended time. But I’m a needy slut too, so I plunge a second finger inside my cunt, hooking up into my g-spot, and lean back against the cool bathroom wall with my legs spread lewdly, my hand a blur over my pussy. I quickly push myself to my peak and tighten my muscles as I feel it hit, moaning out louder than I want to when I feel my pussy clench. Pulling my fingers out quickly, I squirt visibly for the camera and can see my thigh muscles quivering while I come.

“Oh my god…Felicia!!!” Nat moans and I watch her body tense, and a gleam of wetness flows over her fingers.

“Fuck, yes. Come for me, sweet girl. Don’t stop.” I praise her as her body shakes and her eyes close before I hear her moaning my name.

I relax against the wall, holding the phone to show my entire body in the little window. My hand soothes my pussy as I feel the tremors of my orgasm start to wane. Nat’s eyes open slowly as she gazes into her phone. It feels like she’s looking right at me.

“Sleep naked, pet,” I say softly. “You can sleep in the puddle you’ve made to remind you what a needy slut you are. You did the right thing to ask me for permission. Good girl.”

Nat’s mouth curves into a tired smile as she nods. “Thank you, Mistress. Good night.”

I end the call, and place the phone on the counter by the sink. I drop to my knees and grab a towel under the sink to mop up my squirting mess. My mind is still spinning from the heady arousal of taking control of Natalie.

“That sounded fun.” Craig’s deep voice surprises me, and I gasp, twisting to face him, completely nude and still shivering from my orgasm.

“I didn’t want to wake you,” I say, looking up at him. Like me, he’s still naked from when we fucked before falling asleep, and his cock is thick and tempting. I shift to my knees, feeling a little guilty at being caught, and reach out for his cock. “Are you angry with me?”

Craig looks at me and smiles, shaking his head. “You would’ve told me about it in the morning, right?”

I nod up at him and push my mouth over his cock, tasting his fresh precum along with the tang of our juices from earlier. I close my eyes, sinking into my submission, and I focus on pleasing my man. His fingers grip my hair, and I relax my throat. I sink into the mind space of being Craig’s fuck toy, submitting everything to his will. The power shift is dizzying, and I’m on edge again as Craig fucks my mouth. He growls and pulls me to my feet, turns me to face the mirror, and bends me over the counter.

I watch him in the reflection as he pushes his cock inside me, and I moan again at the stretch of his invasion. His eyes are dark, full of lust as he rails me hard. I stare at him, showing him the devotion I feel for him as he uses me to find his bliss.

“Look at yourself. You’re such a sexy slut, babe,” Craig growls as he leans to speak near my ear. His eyes stare into my reflection as he rams his cock into me. “I heard you taking control. You have her wrapped around your finger. That’s fucking hot.”

“Baby,” I whine, feeling yet another orgasm spiraling in my core. “Fuck me. I’m your slut. Only yours.”

“Damn right,” Craig growls, gripping my shoulders and pulling my body back as he punches his cock into me.

His hard use of me pushes me over my edge, and I shatter as I watch my reflection, feeling my cunt clench around Craig’s thickness. My face tightens, and my mouth opens while I moan out in ecstasy. My thighs are shaking as Craig continues to pound into my cunt. When he jerks his hips into my ass, I feel his heat fill my core. I slump against the sink, boneless, while Craig empties himself inside me for the third time tonight.

When we both catch our breath from the impromptu, torrid fucking, Craig lifts me into his arms, and I wrap my hands around his neck, looking up at his serenely calm face. He carries me back to bed, lying down and sliding behind me. We’re both naked, and I’m still trembling from my series of orgasms, but I relax into his arms with his warm chest pressing into my back.

“You’re not upset?” I ask, hearing the tremor in my voice.

“No, baby. Go to sleep. You’re going to need your rest.”

I feel my lips curl into a smile. Soon, I’m slipping into my dreams, safely in the arms of the man I love and who loves and accepts who I am and who I’m becoming.
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ABOUT YES FELICIA



It’s been a year since Jenny’s beach house party that changed my life for the better.

I’ve let go of my quiet, unassuming persona and embraced my bisexuality. My friendship with Jenny and Christi has grown as I’ve become more confident. They always have my back, and I’m glad to do the same for them. My boyfriend, Craig, is a dominant hunk of a man who’s earned my submission. But, I’m also a switch and have a sweet girlfriend who melts for my domme side.

It’s confusing, but I’ve learned not to let small things get to me. Plans for our summer click into place when Jenny’s hubby, Brad, gives Craig and me tickets to an exclusive adult-only Caribbean cruise on a posh luxury sailing yacht. Brad also invited Steven, whom I met at the infamous beach party. This two-week cruise even has a wild freeuse island excursion as part of the ticket.

I hope the five of us can reignite the passion we felt at Jenny’s place. Only one last thing to do—drop off Craig’s car at the house. Then, we can carpool with Brad and Jenny to Galveston to climb aboard the sinful sailboat.


To good friends who never need an explanation to support you when you cook up crazy ideas.


Sex pretty much cures everything.

CHUCK PALAHNIUK


YES FELICIA
A HOTWIFE SUMMER FUN STORY



ONE
IT'S BEEN A YEAR?


“Felicia, can you believe it’s been a year?” Jenny asks, lifting her iced mocha latte and sipping from the straw.

“Since what, exactly?” I ask, stirring my pink strawberry drink. “Did I zone out and miss part of the conversation?”

I shift from staring at Jenny’s lips, sipping her straw, to our other companion. Christi’s forehead creases as her eyes narrow, and her face lights up as she remembers something.

“Fuck, has it been a year?” Christi asks, grinning at me like I should remember what she’s talking about.

I think back, trying to remember what happened but still coming up empty.

“You know,” Jenny says as her cheeks blush. “Since we had that party at the beach house?”

“Oh! The orgy was a year ago?”

“Shhhhh!” They hush me and look around the coffee shop to see who’s eavesdropping.

“Really? After all the tea we’ve spilled this year, you two don’t want me to say O-R-G-Y?” I return to stirring my drink and smile as I remember my first time at Jenny’s beach house. “It’s gone by so fast.”

“So true. You didn’t have your sexy, submissive slut with you back then, did you?” Christi teases.

It’s my turn to look around at the other tables, checking for listeners. “You’re incorrigible.” I shake my head while I smile at her.

Jenny leans forward, and Christi and I follow suit. “I can’t believe you walked in on me getting double-teamed by Brad and Steven. That was wild. We should plan something.”

My mind swirls with memories. Jenny on her knees, sucking her husband Brad’s cock while Steven plowed her from behind. Watching Craig’s eyes when he found me bent over the back of the sofa getting the same treatment from Steven. Jenny faced me, leaning close, kissing me while Craig pounded her from behind. The trip home when Craig watched that cop fuck me on the side of the road.

The three of us shift in our seats and arousal wells in my core at the sordid memories that kick-started our friendship.

“Did it get hot in here?” I ask, taking a large sip of my iced drink. “You know. The kids are going away for camp for the month,” I say, shrugging. “Nothing says we can’t have a fun month too.”

“True, that would be fun,” Jenny agrees. “But they’re building that new bed and breakfast behind the bar. It’s made our driveway so… public. We need to find someplace different.”

“I can’t go. Not this month,” Christi says, sighing. “Will accepted that job I told you about. He says they have a week-long retreat we must attend as a couple.”

“Mandatory fun is such a bummer.” I look at Jenny, “Maybe the four of us?”

“Not five? Nat can’t come?”

“She’s flying to Minnesota for a big family wedding. Her sister is getting married,” I answer with a sigh. I’ve grown fond of my submissive fucktoy, but we both need a little space now and then.

“You know,” Christi says, leaning forward again to whisper. “Will’s new company is in the adult hospitality space. He told me they have sailing yachts that host adult-only cruises. Maybe he has an in to get tickets.”

“Isn’t that the same cruise line that runs ads in the Pineapple Press?” Jenny grins as she refers to the monthly swinging lifestyle letter we all subscribe to. “I’ve been dropping hints with Brad that we should go.”

“So, you’ve fully embraced the lifestyle? I thought you didn’t like Brad—” I look around and lower my voice to a hiss, “—fucking other women.”

Christi grins. “I’ve assimilated her into the fold completely. Our community is discreet, safe, and so much fun.”

“Too right,” Jenny says brightly. “Brad and I have never been closer. He mostly watches me, but when he gets the urge.... Watching him with another gal is way hot.” Jenny grins at me, “When will you and Craig join? I know you love to get freaky and don’t mind watching him dominate my ass.”

“I want him to put a ring on it,” I admit, trying to hide my frown. “We’re open, and I feel treasured by him. I’m not scared he’s going to stray. But I want him to live up to his promise. We won’t be monogamous, but I want to get married. I want to be Mrs. Craig Sprague.”

Jenny rubs her hand up and down my arm. “I get it. You still want the white picket fence. It’s okay to want more security with a legal marriage.”

“Yeah, babe,” Christi agrees, grinning. “You deserve that special day.”

We sip quietly, and I’m about to apologize for bringing the mood down when my phone lights up.

Craig calling…



I grab it off the table and notice Jenny’s phone light up.

Brad calling…



Christi folds her hands under her chin, grinning at us like she knows something we don’t. “Answer.” Her voice is calm and pleasant. “I’ll just catch up on emails.”

I put the phone to my ear. “Hey, lover, “ I say, smiling.

“Babe, can you take two weeks off in July?”

I hear Jenny asking Brad a question, but I cover my other ear to hear Craig better. “Probably. I’m sure Janice can run the studio. Why?”

“I’m taking you on a two-week cruise, including five days on a private island. We’re leaving as soon as we drop Amelia off at camp.”

“That’s next week? Like Monday. In four days?”

“Yep,” Craig says, and I can imagine his smirk. “Brad scored five tickets for an adult-only cruise with five days on a private island.”

“Shut up.” I look over at Christi, and she grins knowingly. I narrow my eyes, remembering what she said earlier—Christi’s in on this.

“Brad, how can I fit two weeks of clothes in a single roller?” Jenny asks, and I realize that Christi’s known all along.

“I’m in,” I say. “Where is the island?”

“Off the coast of Belize. The cruise leaves from Galveston. Get this… It’s a sailing yacht.”

“What? Like Below Deck? That’s amazing.”

“Yeah,” Craig says, then I hear him muffle the phone as he talks to someone. “Gotta go. Last period of the year, so the kids gotta clean their lockers, and I need to watch. I’ll tell you more when I’m home. Get the time off arranged, yeah?”

“Of course!”

“Oh my god!” I say aloud, staring at Christi. “You knew, didn’t you.”

“You should’ve seen your faces.” Christi laughs, nodding. “Yeah, I’m not on the cruise, but I’ll be on the island the week you arrive. I didn’t want to say anything until Will confirmed the reservations.”

“Is it a sex cruise?” Jenny whispers when she hangs up with Brad.

“It’s not a PG-13 family cruise,” Christi confirms. “Will invited Steven too but only had one spot left. So it will be the five of you and someone else who already had a ticket.”

“This is going to be so much fun,” I cheer.

We start talking about plans, but all I can think about is lying out naked on the deck of a boat. Jenny promises to help me pack. Christi’s mischievous grin makes me think there are more surprises in store.


TWO
DROP OFF


“Are you excited about camp this summer?” I turn in the passenger seat to ask Amelia in the back seat. “Anyone you’re looking forward to seeing again?”

Craig breaks the silence with a cough, his eyes darting to the rearview mirror. Amelia, her eyes heavy with unspoken words, rolls her eyes. She’s been unusually quiet for the last few days, ever since we told her we would be away on a cruise and that her mother, Connie, would pick her up when camp was over. That isn’t news since she spends a month with Connie during the summer as part of their child custody agreement, but something seems off.

“I guess.” Amelia sighs, her voice tinged with uncertainty. “I mean, I always have fun with Sammie. We always hang out, and she always treats me well. It’s just weird each year when camp starts. I’m feeling nervous about it, I guess.”

“Is that all?” I ask. Amelia and I get along well; I try to keep up with how she’s doing in school and talk to her about her friends. She’s a sweet kid. I remember how happy she was when she returned from camp last year after Craig and I spent the week at Jenny and Brad’s beach house. “You’ve been quiet lately.”

“It’s fine,” she says, looking away.

“You can tell me,” I say, prodding her. She’s growing up, and she seems to want to deal with her emotions on her own. I want to remind her that I’m here and always on her side.

“Fine,” Amelia says, looking back at me. “I’m jealous you get to go on a cruise while I’m stuck at my mom’s. She’s such a… b-word.” Her eyes flick to the back of Craig’s head.

I bite my lip to keep from laughing and school my expression to show support. “I’m sorry. I know that’s hard on you. Your mother loves you and needs to spend time with you, too. When we get back, you’re ours for a whole month. We should do something for just the three of us.”

I glance at Craig, and he flicks his eyes at me behind his sunglasses, then nods. “Maybe we can go to the water park in Arlington?”

“What about Sammie’s beach house?” Amelia bargains. “She says they rent it out in the summer. Maybe we can stay there?”

“That’s a good idea.” I nod and smile. “We can talk with her parents while we’re on the cruise. They may already have plans.”

Craig turns into the parking lot and finds a place to park. There are a lot of other cars, and teenage kids are carrying their bags from their parents’ cars to the stack for when the bus loads up their luggage. I lean and squeeze her leg.

“I promise we’ll do something special, okay?”

“Pinky swear?” Amelia holds out her pinky, and I curl mine around hers and smile.

“Pinky swear.”

“Let’s go, kiddo,” Craig says, shutting off his truck and climbing out of the car.

I get out and offer to help Amelia carry her stuff, but she looks around and sees the other kids carrying their own things.

“I got it,” she says, waving her hand like it’s no big deal.

“Okay.” I stand back and hold my hands behind me. Craig flips his sunglasses up, winks at me, and pulls Amelia’s backpack out of the back of his truck. After he sets it on the ground, Amelia leans and grabs it with both hands. It’s an effort for her, and I want to tell her to let her dad carry it for her. But Craig shakes his head and takes my hand while Amelia struggles with her bag.

“She’s growing up, and she’s capable,” Craig whispers in my ear before he nibbles on my ear lobe. It never fails to make me shrug and giggle. I slap at his chest and look up at him.

“You’re right,” I agree and shrug. “I’m just anxious to get on the road.”

“Let’s talk with Brad and Jenny while Amelia and Sammie get everything squared away.” He points over at their car, and a similar scene of Sammie carrying her large backpack while Brad and Jenny trail behind her.

When I wave at Jenny, she waves back. The four of us move closer and gather in a small huddle where we can keep an eye on the girls until it’s time to say goodbye.

“We’re more excited for the next two weeks than our girls.” Jenny hugs me close and kisses my cheek.

“Do you remember drop-off last year?” I ask, recalling it was before we all met for a week-long orgy at their beach house. I didn’t even know Jenny and Brad were stag-vixen.

“Oh, that’s right. I was distracted because Brad kept the beach house a secret.” Jenny’s face turns red. “A lot sure has changed in a year.”

“I’ll say.” I grin at Brad. We’ve had a few other weekends since then, just the four of us, when Amelia is with her mom and Sammie at her grandparents. I think about how naive I was while I watched the kids load onto the bus. I had no clue about Brad and Jenny’s sex lives back then. “What a happy memory that week turned out to be.”

“I know, right?” Jenny squeals with an infectious giggle. “I loved that weekend and how we’ve grown closer as friends.”

“Do you guys have everything packed?” Brad says, looking at Craig. “We’re leaving from here to go to the beach house.”

“Yeah, we’re all set,” Craig says, then his eyes brighten like he has an idea. “You know we’re all going to the same place and returning on the same day. Should we carpool? Save on gas?”

“I should’ve thought of that,” Brad says, then looks at Jenny. “We have enough room in the car, don’t we?”

“We should. You forced me to pack light,” Jenny says with a grin. “I don’t think I’ll have enough clothes, but you’re the boss.”

“I just have a single roller bag,” I say, and look at Craig. “We could give it a try. It will make the drive shorter to have someone that enjoys conversation.” I nudge Craig with my elbow because he is often quiet on road trips. He is a good listener, though, and I’ve learned to ask him leading questions to engage him more.

“Cool.” Brad smiles, his posture relaxed as always. “We’ll follow you back to your house so you can park your truck, then we’ll load up and get on the road.”

It’s soon time to say goodbye to the kids. Amelia gives me a big hug. Our relationship has gotten closer in the last year, too. “Don’t forget about your promise,” she whispers.

“I’m on it.” I nod with a wink. Amelia smiles, kisses Craig on the cheek, and hugs him, then hurries off with Sammie toward the bus.

I hook my arm through Craig’s as we wave when she gets on the bus. As the bus begins to move, Jenny takes my hand, giving me a little squeeze.

“Let’s get going. I want to swim in the gulf down at the beach house,” Jenny says, grinning.

“Sounds great! Let’s go!” I say, letting go of her hand. I follow Craig to his truck, climbing into the passenger side. He backs up as I’m putting on my seat belt. He’s just as anxious as I am.


THREE
SURPRISE!


Craig seems nervous as he pulls into our driveway. He’s been a bit off all morning, and I want to talk to him and find out what’s bugging him. He looks at me once we’re in the garage and then nods inside.

“I forgot something,” he says, opening his door. ”I’ll be right back.”

“Sure, babe,” I say as I open my door and slide out.

As I open the truck’s gate, Brad pulls past our driveway, then backs in so their trunk is close to ours. I smile, wave, and give him the thumbs-up when he’s close enough. The pair get out, and Jenny rushes up, hugging me tight.

“I’m so excited,” she says. “An adult cruise with you and Coach?—pinch me!”

I squeeze her tight, then pinch her ass. When she yelps, I laugh and shrug.

“You asked for it,” I say with a wink. “Help me with our bags?”

Jenny looks over my shoulder, then blushes. “I think someone wants to ask you something.”

I turn as Craig’s distinctive footsteps behind me and realize he’s not alone. I smile at Christi, her husband, Will, and my girlfriend, Nat, as they walk up behind Craig. I’m about to ask why they’re here. When Craig gets down on one knee and looks up at me, my smile turns from mild confusion into open-mouthed shock.

“What are you doing?” I gasp as my hands shake, and I tighten them into fists.

“Felicia,” Craig says. His sunglasses are on his forehead, and I look into his eyes. “Since I met you, I’ve known that you were special. Things have gotten so crazy, but you’ve adapted to everything that’s come up. You’re a wonderful mother to my child. You’re a sexy hotwife who enjoys our unique lifestyle. I want you beside me for the rest of my life. Will you marry me?”

He opens a dark blue velvet ring case and reveals a sparking diamond. It’s not huge or ornate, but it’s perfect. Tears run down my cheeks as I look at him. My tummy fills with butterflies. I nod, but I can’t seem to talk as tears of joy slide down my cheeks.

“Babe, you need to say it aloud.” Craig grins, and I notice his cheeks are glistening too.

“Of course, I’ll marry you!” I say, shaking my hands from the tight fists and holding out my left hand, fingers spread.

Craig slides the ring on my finger. It’s a perfect fit. Craig stands and wraps me in his arms, hoisting me in the air. Jenny whistles, Christi whoops out, and my sweet, submissive girlfriend Nat claps excitedly. As Craig puts me down, they are all smiles, along with Brad and Will. I turn to face them, wiping my cheeks. Jenny wraps herself around me, and I hug her tight.

“Did you know about this?” I ask as we hug.

“I had an idea,” Jenny says as she steps back, grabs my hand, and stares at my ring.

Christi wraps me up from the side and looks down at the ring.“Oh my god! It’s perfect. Simple and elegant, like you. Good job, Craig.” She grins at him.

Nat leans into me, hugging me quietly, her eyes brimming with tears.

These girls are my family. They are the sisters I’ve never had, and I’m ecstatic that they are here to share this surprising moment.

Craig shakes hands with Brad and Will, clapping them on their backs as he hugs them. When Brad turns to me and opens his arms, I step into his hug and squeeze him tight.

“Congratulations,” Brad says, stepping back beside Jenny.

As Craig slips his arm around my waist, I lean into him, my heart still racing. My thoughts whirl with the happiness and memories of the last year. A year ago, it was just me and Craig, and now I’m surrounded by my found family.

“When’s the date?” Will asks, and Christi elbows him, glaring at him. She’s been acting weird, but I’m too elated to call her out.

“If it were up to me, we’d fly out to Vegas and tie the knot.” Craig shrugs with a smile. “But I have to go on this extended adult cruise for the next few weeks, so I guess we’ll see about a date later.”

I’d be fine with that. Craig has no other family; my parents haven’t even acknowledged me for years. A quickie marriage in Vegas sounds like a blast, and the thought of planning a full-blown wedding fills me with anxiety.

“It’ll be a small thing, whatever we do.” I look at Craig and wrap my arm around his waist. “The important thing is I’m marrying you.”

Craig starts transferring our luggage from his truck to the back of Brad’s SUV. Nat reaches for me, holding my wrist, and I know she wants a moment alone. I excuse myself from the rest and guide her into the house. When we step inside, she wraps me tightly and lays her head on my shoulder.

“What’s this, little one?” I ask her, using my lower register that reflects the domme persona I have with her.

“This isn’t going to change anything, is it?” she asks, looking up at me.

I see the worry in her eyes and use my thumbs to wipe the tears from her cheeks. I smile at her and shake my head. “Nothing changes between us, precious girl.”

She works with Craig as his female counterpart at the school. Her last relationship had a rough ending, and we came together with unexpected passion. My feelings for her have grown. I shake my head, tears welling along the bottom of my eyes.

“You’re mine, little one.” I shake my head, feeling like I haven’t made her feel secure enough. “I’m marrying Craig, and he knows you’ve become a part of me. Nothing’s going to change, Nat.”

Craig has accepted my bisexuality with grace. He knows my domme/sub relationship fills something inside me that he can’t. That he doesn’t let that bother him is another reason he’s perfect for me.

“I’m going to miss you,” Nat says and rises on her toes to kiss me. “I know it’s only a few weeks, but I wish it were possible to be in two places.”

“You’re going to have fun at your sister’s wedding. You’ll get to see your family. We will be back before you know it. I’ll miss you too.”

“You’re my family too, mistress,” Nat says with a blush. “My family doesn’t understand anything about me, my sexuality, or that I’m a submissive. I have to push that to the back of my mind.”

I hug her again, showing her I care. It must be hard to be in the closet. “You need to tell them, babe,” I prod gently. “They’ll accept who you are. You’re worth knowing, and you shouldn’t have to hide any part of yourself.”

“I know,” she says, and we stand together until I hear a shout.

“We need to move!”

Craig’s deep, dominant voice breaks me from the sweet moment, and I watch Nat’s face harden as her mask goes back on.

“You need to go,” she says as she turns and walks back into the garage. I follow her out, watch her walk to Christi’s car, and get into the back seat.

I wave to Christi and Will as they pull out. Then, I climb into the back seat of Brad’s SUV and slide in next to Jenny. She looks at me with a caring look, and I nod, wiping a tear from my cheek.

“It’s fine,” I say and force a smile. Brad pulls out, and I lean and squeeze Craig’s shoulder. He looks back and smiles. When he reaches back to touch my hand, I squeeze his. I know what I signed up for with a throuple, and Craig accepts that part of me. He cares for Nat, too, but we can’t be a family with Amelia in the house. Craig’s bitch of an ex-wife would use that to try to get full custody— fuck if I’m going to let that happen.

I look out the window, watching the scenery until Brad turns onto the highway heading south to Houston.


FOUR
HIGHWAY FUN


My thoughts drift through the mixed emotions I’ve felt this morning as we drive into the countryside south of Dallas. Elation from Craig’s proposal, gratefulness to have an incredible circle of friends, and melancholy about my throuple situation. I love Craig with my entire soul and can’t wait to become Mrs. Craig Sprague. Discovering my relationship with Nat has deepened into similar feelings—that surprises me.

Jenny’s laugh breaks me out of my funk, and I turn to smile at her. She’s been chatting with Brad and Craig since we left. The four of us get along so well, and I love how Jenny and Craig interact comfortably. I look up to Brad as a mentor. He is genuine, caring, and has an awesome sense of humor.

Jenny sits back and looks over at me. “Are you doing okay?” She wears a tight, white tank top stretched over her breasts and a high-waisted, pleated skirt. I’m dressed for comfort, wearing a brown, cropped hoodie with baggy yoga pants. Seeing her slinky outfit makes me wish I had worn something more alluring.

I shrug, unsure what to say, and she scoots closer. I lean into her, and she wraps both arms around me. As she rests her head on my shoulder, I release a sigh. Jenny is a wonderful friend.

“I’m fine, I guess. I swear I’m delighted to wear Craig’s ring.” I lift my hand and watch the diamond sparkle, and Jenny leans her head against mine to admire it.

“It fits you in so many ways,” Jenny says, then turns and kisses my cheek. “It’s simple but dazzling. You shine in all you do but aren’t loud about it. You know?”

“Thank you,” I say, smiling at the praise. “I’m just feeling blue about Nat leaving and unable to come with us. I didn’t realize how attached to her I’d become. I should be excited about a week with you, Brad, and Steven. Instead, my little submissive is on my mind.”

“I can understand that,” Jenny says and takes both my hands in hers. “We all grow attachments to people that are special. I know I did with Coach, before you entered the picture. I was so happy that he found someone but also sad that our side hook-ups with Brad’s permission ended when you and he got serious.”

“I didn’t know that.” I bite my lip, remembering when we first met. “Last year, you intimidated me when we dropped off the kids. Craig was acting weird, and I didn’t know you’d hooked up with him before he met me. I didn’t know anything about you. You’re so sexy and beautiful—I felt a little threatened, maybe.”

“That all changed, didn’t it?” Jenny laughs. “When you and Christi walked in on Brad, Steven, and I fucking. It was scary, and it could have ended badly. I wouldn’t have been surprised if you turned around, walked out, and never spoke to me again.”

“All I remember was thinking, ‘I want to be like her’ after seeing you in action.” I laugh.

“I blame Christi for your corruption,” Jenny says, laughing.

“She definitely had a hand in it,” I grin, remembering the car ride to the beach house with her. “She told me about you and Craig just before we got there. I got aroused at the thought, then we walked in—Jen, I’m so glad we met under such strange circumstances.”

“Aww, me too, babe,” Jenny says and squints at me. “Is Christi acting weird, or is it just me?”

“No, she is scheming or knows something she’s unwilling to tell us,” I agree. “Whatever it is, it’ll be epic. I know she’d tell us if she could.”

“Must be something with Will’s new job. They’ve both been secretive about what he’s doing.” Jenny leans closer and lowers her voice. “They met some rich dude at a swinger party, and I think they hit it off. I remember her saying it was a swanky key party at a huge mansion in the newer part of town. Then Brad told me about Will changing jobs but couldn’t get any details because of some NDA Will signed.”

“Christi was telling me she met two couples that are all in a polyamorous relationship together. Think it’s related?”

“Could be.” Jenny shrugs, then grins at me. “She’ll tell us. Let’s talk about this cruise.”

“Do we have to talk?” I grin, feeling aroused by being this close to Jenny. It’s like she bathes in pheromones. I lean and lightly kiss her lips, then grip her neck and pull.

“Talking is overrated,” Jenny murmurs against my lips, then leans into me and slides her tongue along my lips.

It’s like a fuse has been lit, and we sink into our embrace as we kiss deeper. I hear Craig and Brad talking in the front seat. When it gets quieter, I know we have an audience. I want to give the boys a show, so I push her straps off her shoulders, and she pulls her arms out of her snug tank top. She arches her back, presenting her breasts to me. I tug her top down until it’s loose around her waist. Her hard nipples make my mouth water, and I lean close, glancing up to see the heat in her eyes. Engulfing the small pink tips, I cup her round breasts and moan, sucking her hard, rubbery tip between my lips.

“Mmm, your mouth feels so good,” Jenny says as she combs my hair behind my ears.

Jenny sways back, and I follow her movement as she leans against the door. We shift our positions, and she swivels, opening her legs and resting one tanned thigh against the seat back. I slide between her warm thighs, moving to suck the other nipple as Jenny gets comfortable. Peeking up at her, I pull from her nipple to kiss and nibble down her taut stomach.

“You’re overdressed,” Jenny smirks, reaching for the bottom of my ribbed hoodie and pulling it up. As I lift my arms, she tugs it off and then cups my small breasts. “I love your breasts,” she says as her fingers pull on my thick, hard buds. “Your nipples, too.”

It’s my turn to arch my back while Jenny sits forward, sucking one nipple into her mouth. Her tongue swirls around the sensitive bud as I moan at the sensation. Glancing to the front, I stare at Craig, who’s twisted around in his seat to watch. The look in his eyes adds to the heat building inside me.

“It’s a long drive,” Craig says, grinning. “You two should enjoy the ride.”

“Oh, we intend to,” Jenny says, popping off my nipple, then sucking in the other.

Grinning at my fiancé, I shift onto my knees. Running my hands along the waist of my loose yoga pants, I push them down over my ass, working my way out of them in the limited space of the back seat. When I look back at Jenny, only my flimsy thong remains. Her eyes sweep over my lean curves as I appreciate her spectacular body.

Jenny grips the bottom of her pleated skirt, lifting it to show me she’s not wearing anything underneath. I bite my lip as I lower, fixing my eyes on her. She gives me a nod, and gathers the skirt above her waist along alongside her top. I take her cue and kiss down one tanned thigh, my hands sliding along her smooth skin. First, I tease my lips across her newly waxed pussy, then nibble up her other thigh.

She grips my hair, and I peep as she guides my head to the smooth skin of her center. She fondles one breast, her fingers pulling at her hard nipple. I kiss her glistening pussy lips, savoring her taste, her moan encouraging me. I seal my lips around her open lips and lap my tongue inside.

“You’ve gotten so good at licking pussy.” Jenny’s voice is husky with need, and her words remind me, yet again, of the orgy we enjoyed last year.

I sink into the pleasure of pleasing my friend, loving how her flexible hips grind her pussy against my mouth and tongue. I cup my hand, extending two fingers and sliding them under my chin, then press inside her drenched opening.

“Fuck,” Jenny gasps when I find her g-spot. “You’re going to make me gush.”

“I hope so,” I say, nibbling at her thigh and redoubling my efforts, finger fucking her rapidly while I circle my tongue around her swollen clit. Her body tenses, and her thighs shake, telling me she’s right at her peak. I don’t hesitate to push her into bliss.

I soothe her until she calms, then pinch her nipple. I grin at her darkly, wanting her to return the favor. I lie back against the opposite door and notice Craig’s stare. I blow him a kiss and guide Jenny to my leaking cunt by her ponytail.


FIVE
GETTING WET


“Hey, girl,” Jenny says, waking me from a dream. “We’re almost there.

I open my eyes, my cheek resting against Jenny’s warm skin. I look out the front window, seeing the Gulf of Mexico on the horizon. I wipe my mouth, feeling drool slide from the corner. Looking down, I see a puddle of drool on her breast. I glance at her and swipe the smear off, blushing with embarrassment.

“I’ve been covered in worse.” Jenny laughs. I know she’s teasing. She can read my emotions, and I grin shyly back at her. “Help me get dressed.”

I sit back, looking around completely nude. I remember Jenny peeling my thong off me when we swapped positions. She had me on my back while she kissed me, sucked on my breast, and finger fucked me until I came at least twice. When we shifted to rest, I fell asleep on top of her.

I help Jenny pull her snug top over her breasts while she smooths her skirt back down her thighs. I find my hoodie and pull it over my head. Jenny hands me my thong, and I slide it into my hoodie pocket, then pull on my yoga pants. When we’re done, we turn and fix each other’s hair.

“Y’all good back there?” Brad asks, nudging Craig. Craig startles, then sits up, looking back at us. He slowly focuses, then grins back at us. Jenny giggles like she usually does when Craig looks at her.

“All good, baby,” Jenny replies to her husband, even though I know she’s ogling my fiancé.

They’re adorable, and I don’t mind their unrestrained flirting. Craig’s crush on Jenny does not threaten me—I also have a crush on her. I look up, and Brad’s watching me in the rearview, giving me a wink when our eyes meet.

“When’s Steven coming?” Jenny asks as we both shift in our seats and pull our seatbelts on. “Was he meeting us here or at the port?”

“He just texted me,” Brad reports. “He completed his work, so he doesn’t have to worry about it during our vacation. He should be here in a few hours.”

I think back again to the time I met Steven at Jenny’s orgy. He took me over the back of the sofa in the early stages of the party. Thinking of it is still a bit of a shock. I was dating Craig at the time, and I thought I may have crossed a line in consenting to the orgy before talking to him. We spent the week talking when we weren’t fucking each other or Jenny’s friends. Craig apologized for not telling me earlier about his affair with Jenny before we met. He wasn’t mad about what I did with Brad and Steven. Our relationship changed that weekend, and we’ve only gotten closer since.

“It’s going to be like a mini reunion,” Jenny says, and I nod. We’ve gotten so close as friends, our thoughts often synch up.

“What’s Dylan doing now?” I ask loud enough for Brad to hear.

“He’s met a girl at a biker bar he goes to,” Brad says. “I think she might be the one. He hadn’t opened up to anyone since I’ve known him.”

“They’re cute,” Jenny says. “I met her, and she’s exactly Dylan’s type. They’re going on a road trip with Dylan’s MC.”

“That’s awesome,” I chime in. I haven’t seen much of him this past year. It’s nice to hear he found someone. He’d shared with me that he was married when he was in the service, but she’d died. He hadn’t been with anyone since she died, until his date night with Jenny. I hope it works out for him. He deserves a fresh start.

Brad turns down their street, heading to the beach house. We’re all smiles because the house has such special memories for the four of us. I look at a new building under construction next to the elevated restaurant and beach bar at the end of their block.

“What are they building there?” I ask Jenny. It’s only two stories, but it stretches along the road that borders the trail by the beach house.

“Some fancy new bed and breakfast,” Jenny shrugs. “I’ve never heard of Fantasy Unlimited, but that’s the company behind the construction.”

“They’re based out of Dallas,” Brad says, pulling into their parking spot under their house. “Will thinks the owners live in Dallas and might be in their swinger circles.”

“That’s a coincidence.” Jenny laughs. “I want to swim. Can we get changed and spend time on the beach?”

“I’m game, but are the boys okay with it?” I ask, knowing Jenny and I indulged in the car while they had to listen and watch.

“We’re good,” Craig says, and Brad nods. “A swim sounds nice. We should wait for Steven before we go to dinner.”

“I’ll text him to meet us at the restaurant,” Brad says. “We’ll all be hungry after a swim.”

With plans made, we all exit and grab our bags. Craig helps Brad with Jenny’s extra bags while I carry his and mine. I always pack light, and Jenny… doesn’t. We all climb up the stairs into their beach house, and I enjoy the cool air. The Gulf Coast is hot and humid, and my skin already has a light sheen. Jenny goes with Brad into their bedroom, and I carry our bags into the room I’ll share with Craig. It’s only logistical because I think by the end of the night, who’s with who will blur a bit.

Craig joins me as I pull off my hoodie, and I grin at him. I step close and cup his package, feeling he’s already hard.

“Did you enjoy the show?” I ask him with a smirk. “Too bad you’ll have to wait.”

“I’ll be fine, baby,” Craig says. “We’ve got a lot of time ahead of us.”

We kiss and hug, and I feel the familiar zing of arousal from being close to him. We part and finish preparing for the beach and swimming in the gulf. I’ve packed a few bikinis for the week. I choose a cute, blue, polka dot bikini set and enjoy Craig’s dark eyes as I pull the pieces into place. Craig wears plain black board shorts, perfect on his massive body. I don’t think he’d look great in a Speedo with his burly physique.

When we leave our room, Jenny and Brad are waiting. Jenny wears a white bikini, accentuating her tan skin, while Brad matches Craig with tropical leaf-patterned board shorts.

“We’re all ready,” Brad says, hefting a beach bag. “We have enough towels for everyone.”

Jenny bounces on her toes, and her excitement is contagious. I’m grinning as I follow her to their deck and down the steps to the beach trail. Soon, we’re trudging through the sand in just flip-flops while the heat of the sun and the humidity makes our skin glisten. When we’re close to the water, Brad drops the bag and jogs to the surf with Jenny beside him. Craig reaches for me, and, together, we jog after them and into the surf up to our waist, then fall backward into the shallow water.


SIX
SURF & SHOWER


The four of us horse around in the surf, splashing and laughing. I don’t care what anyone thinks if four grown adults want to water fight like teenagers; it’s fun. Jenny splashes Craig, who, in turn, splashes her back. I turn on Brad and soak him with my surprise attack. He grins at me, then splashes back.

We start moving into deeper water, sparring with each other’s spouses. When it gets too deep for Jenny, she splashes around Craig and then jumps on his back. I tangle with Brad and manage to climb on his back. The two men head to deeper water with our arms around their necks.

“Get up on my shoulders,” Brad says.

He helps me hook my legs over his shoulder, and I hook my feet around his back. Then, seeing us, Jenny cajoles Craig into putting her on his back. Instead of climbing, my muscular boyfriend manhandles her into the air and pulls her thighs around his neck while she shrieks.

Jenny and I laugh as the two men square up and circle each other.

“You girls have to try to pull the other off,” Craig coaches us. “Winner gets to pick whose bed she sleeps in.”

“You know Jenny’s gonna try to win,” I say, bending and looking at Brad, and he nods.

Feeling Brad’s muscular shoulders under my thighs, I prepare for battle. I don’t care who wins; I wouldn’t mind a night with Brad.

“Let’s up the stakes,” Brad says, and I look down at him with a raised brow. “Whoever wins gets to pick which bed Steven sleeps in.”

Oh damn, now I want to win this silly game. My memory flashes an image of Jenny on hands and knees between Brad and Steven. Then my mind shifts to the scene of Steven stretching my pussy as Craig rails Jenny from behind. Oh yeah—I want to win the match, but we’ll be rewarded in the end.

Our two steeds circle each other as I watch Jenny. She’s strong from weight training and running, but I’m limber and flexible from my daily yoga regimen. As we stalk each other, I devise a plan. Jenny hasn’t locked her feet behind Craig’s back. If I go for her legs, I might be able to flip her in the water.

I jerk toward her the next time we’re close. Jenny responds with a high move to block my feint. We keep circling, and I keep jerking high, with Jenny responding the same way. I nudge Brad with my toes; I’m ready for contact. Brad takes the hint and closes the gap. I feint high, then dive down, grabbing her foot with both hands, pulling it up, and then pushing it back.

Jenny shrieks as her momentum rises with her predictable response and when I pull her foot, she windmills her arms. I laugh as she tries vainly to hold on with one thigh, but Craig’s body is slick with water and sweat, and she topples into the salty water with a big splash.

I shove my hands into the air, leaning back and whooping in victory. Jenny disappears under the surf, bobbing with her head just above the water. Craig grabs her and lifts her easily out of the surf.

“Two out of three!” Jenny protests with fire in her eyes. “You cheated. You had to have. I’m way stronger than you!”

“I won fair and square, girlfriend. You got too cocky.” I jab back with a grin.

She narrows her eyes, then Craig swings her over his shoulder so her head hangs down his back and smacks her ass sharply.

“Be a good sport, Jen!” He laughs.

She shrieks, then giggles and slaps Craig’s ass with both hands as he starts wading to shore. Brad follows, and I buzz with the thrill of my victory. I wield the power of who will sleep with whom. I could spoil Jenny’s plan and take Craig and Steven into my bed, leaving her to enjoy a night with her husband, but I know she’s itching to play with Craig.

The four of us walk up the easy slope of the shore, sand sticking to our feet as water streams from our bodies. The exertion and the humidity are intense, and part of me wants to dive back into the gulf.

“Let’s shower and head to the restaurant,” Jenny says. “Steven must be getting close, and I’m getting hungry.”

We all agree and grab towels from Brad’s bag to dry while we return to the beach house. We take turns spraying off the sand under their deck when we get there. Then we file up the stairs and back into the cool air conditioning. Each room has a bathroom with a shower. I follow Craig into ours while Jenny and Brad head to their room.

After stripping off our suits and hanging them to dry in the bathroom, I start running the water. Craig follows me into the stall with a glint in his eyes. I look up at him and wonder what mischief is on his mind.

“You hold all the cards, babe,” Craig says and pulls me against his sturdy chest, his hands gripping my ass and lifting me so I wrap my thighs around his hips and cross my ankles.

“I sure do. Are you looking to parley?” I ask grinning.

He’s so easy to read. He just wants to fuck Jenny, but I’m not going to make it easy for him. He won’t get her with only charm.

“What are my options?” he asks, unwilling to expose his cards.

Craig’s never in the game long at the poker table, and I can read all his tells. I don’t mind being a brat to my man.

“What do you want?” I ask innocently, then kiss him tenderly; he moans and sweeps his tongue along my lips. I break the kiss and lean back to watch him as he decides his next move.

“I don’t know,” he says, trying to bluff. “I mean, it’s up to you. What do you want?”

Lame. Never give an opponent a choice, but I let it go.

“I’m greedy,” I answer honestly. “I want two cocks.”

“Leaving poor Jenny with just one.” Craig grins, but his eyes are his tell that he knows Jenny will pout.

I nod, grinning at my fiancé.

“She’d be stuck with her husband,” Craig says as if that’s bad. I shake my head at him.

“Maybe I’ll let her have Steven.” My smile feels like pure guile.

“You, me, and Brad?” Craig says, but he says it sounds like he thinks it’s a poor choice. He wants Jenny, and I’m going to make him say it.

“That sounds fun,” I tease and shrug. His cock is hard, and I grind myself along his shaft. “You can fuck me while I suck on Brad’s magnificent cock.”

“I mean…” Craig shrugs like it’s not really what he wants, which I already know. “Jenny may feel left out. You know how she gets when she’s like that.”

“What are you saying, Craig?” I narrow my eyes, feigning anger. “You proposed to me this morning, and tonight you don’t want to fuck me?”

Craig looks devastated, and I can’t keep up the charade when his face dissolves into a frown. I slap his chest lightly.

“I’m kidding, love.” I kiss him again, then pull back. “But you should’ve seen your face. You looked so forlorn. You can have Jenny, and I’ll take the other two men.”

I say it like that wasn’t what I wanted because I can’t resist pulling Craig’s chain. I guess my sadistic domme side is growing.

He growls and kisses me, and I laugh into the kiss. We fondle each other but start washing off the sand and sweat. We don’t have much time, and we both know to conserve energy for later.


SEVEN
NIGHTCAP


The four of us walk to the restaurant and order drinks. We’re all checking the entrance for a sign of Steven. When his head appears as he climbs the stairs to the rooftop bar, Brad whistles and waves. Steven nods and walks toward us.

I haven’t mentioned my decision, and Jenny hasn’t asked. Her body language is full of nervous energy as Steven walks up and hugs her. She squeezes him tight, kissing him intimately. I consider letting her take Steven for herself momentarily, and I’ll sleep with Brad and Craig. When she glances back at Craig immediately after parting from Steven, I bite my lip to keep from laughing. Nope, I’ll go with the original plan. She’d pout if she didn’t get to fuck Craig.

“Hey there,” I say, wrapping my arms around Steven’s neck and kissing him intimately.

His hands run down my sides. I can tell by his eyes that he knows I want him, but he’s also aware we’re in public, so he behaves. That’s something I like about Steven: he’s a gentleman outside of the bedroom. He doesn’t want a girlfriend but enjoys playtime with us when his schedule allows. Craig and Brad are always willing to share Jenny or me with Steven.

“Where’s Will and Christi?” Steven asks, looking around the bar.

“They aren’t here. They won’t be sailing with us,” Brad says. “Christi said they’ll see us at the island but didn’t say how they’d get there.”

“That’s weird. Hey, about the cruise,” Steven says, sitting between Brad and me. We all lean in to listen. “I did some digging into this cruise line, and it’s owned by the same shell corporation as the construction company across from your beach house.”

“Fantasy Unlimited.” Brad nods like he already knew. Which he probably did. Steven is thorough, but Brad always seems one step ahead of everyone. “They’ve built a new bed and breakfast in downtown Dallas, too. It opened up a few months ago.”

“What’s the catch?” Steven asks. “Bed and breakfast places are everywhere, and anyone can rent a spare room. I must be missing something because I don’t see the profit in mid-level hospitality.”

Brad shrugs, and we’re interrupted by the waitress. After we’ve ordered, Brad changes the conversation to the cruise we’re taking tomorrow.

The waitress brings us our food. The restaurant is always quick, wanting to get more people in to dine. We all tuck into the lighter fare we’ve ordered. I didn’t want to stuff myself with food, knowing I’d be enjoying a romp with Brad and Steven.

“The ship departs at noon,” Brad says as we finish our meal. “We should probably arrive at the port around eleven. I’ve reserved a van to take all of us. Our cars will be safe here.”

Jenny is shifting, looking at me, then at Craig, before switching back to look at Brad and then bobbing to look at Steven. I tuck my chin and laugh to myself, enjoying stringing her along. She’s going to burst any second now.

“Felicia!” Jenny hisses at me, narrowing her eyes. “You have to tell me who you picked!”

“I have to? Right now?” I look around at the crowded restaurant. “Here?”

Craig bumps my elbow and cocks his eye. I laugh as Jenny scrunches her forehead, staring bullets at me.

“Fine.” I laugh, then look at Steven. “You mind sleeping with me tonight?”

“Not at all,” Steven says, then looks at Craig. Craig gives him a nod and tilts his head at me to finish. He knows I’m stalling to poke at Jenny. I look back and forth between Brad and Craig with my finger on my chin like I’m weighing my options. Jenny’s face turns red, biting her lip.

“Brad, how about you?” I let her off the hook.

“Oh, thank god,” Jenny cheers, standing and grabbing Craig’s hand. “Let’s go, Coach. We need to be up early to make the boat!”

Brad laughs and nods at me. “Yes, I’d love to, Felicia.”

The way he looks at me would’ve melted my panties if I were wearing any. I take a beat to look back and forth at the two handsome men. Brad pays for the meal with his phone, then stands and offers his arm. I hook my hand at his elbow, then do the same when Steven stands. The three of us exit and head back to the beach house, walking easily, but all three of us start to pick up the pace the closer we get.

When Brad holds open the door, I step inside and see the door to my room is closed. Jenny’s moan behind the door reveals that my room is occupied. I look over at Brad.

“Out here?” I ask, looking at the ottoman, which usually ends up being the center ring of our sexual circus.

“Let’s go in my room,” Brad says. “It’ll be easier in the end.”

I get his shorthand, and we’ll all be exhausted when we’re done. My core tightens as I lead the way to Brad’s room, kicking off my flip-flops and pulling off my sundress. It was the only thing I wore aside from my jewelry. Turning to watch the two men enter and strip off their shirts, I kneel and start helping them get out of their pants.

Brad has gone commando, and I quickly grab his cock, squeezing it. He’s already hard, and I stroke up the stiff shaft. I lean in and swirl my tongue around his crown, enjoying his taste. His scent differs from Craig’s, and I savor his flavor as I sink my mouth over his thick crown.

I sense Steven’s looming presence and look up at him as I pull my mouth off Brad’s cock. I reach for Steven’s cock, which is a little thicker and longer than Brad’s, but only by a degree. Spitting on the tip, I stroke the slick gob up and down Steven’s cock. The pair watch me with dark eyes, and I love being the center of their attention.

“One of you in my mouth and the other fucking me?” I offer before sucking Steven’s cock between my lips. I keep my eyes on Steven as I give him a sloppy blowjob and watch him look at Brad. I’m unsure if they…

“Like when she found us with Jenny?” Steven asks, with a smirk at his friend.

Oh, they do remember.

“Reverse it,” Brad says and gives his stiff cock a pull. “I want her cunt.”

Fuck if hearing Brad use that filthy word doesn’t make my pussy contract with desire. He can take any of my holes. As much as Jenny crushes on Craig, I crush on Brad, too. I keep sucking but blink my eyes at the pair so they know I’m on board. I keep my hands behind my back like a good cock-sucking slut. My body zings with desire as Steven’s cock throbs against my tongue.

“You’ve gotten so good at taking a cock,” Steven says, and his praise washes over me. My mind flicks to taking the huge cock of the cop by the side of the road after that fateful week. My eyes lid half-closed as I relax my throat, and Steven grips my hair and thrusts his huge cock down my throat.

I see stars as his head stretches my throat. I feel like I’m floating, and when my mind checks back in, I’m gasping for breath while Steven smears the drool from his cock all over my face. I blink, dazed by the sensation. I’d heard of throat orgasms when I was browsing some tantric yoga sites, but I didn’t think they were real.

While I was off in space, time skipped, and the pair negotiated how to spit-roast me. Brad pulls me to my feet, then wraps his arms around me, gripping my ass. When he lifts, I get the idea and wrap my legs around his waist. I can’t help but grind my needy clit on his steely shaft as he walks to the bed. He lies me down on my back horizontally across the bed.

I guess I won’t be on all fours for this, and I blink at Steven as he walks behind my head. When he slides his hands under my shoulders, his cock looms over my face. Craning my neck, I try to lick him, but he pulls back with a devilish stare. He pulls my body back until my head hangs over the edge. My jaw hinges open, and Steven steps close and drops his heavy balls on my extended tongue.

Fuck, this is so filthy. I suck on his scrotum, tasting his musk and sweat. His scent makes my head spin as I lap his sensitive sac. The bed depresses on the other side before Brad grips my ankles. My body curls as he hefts them to his shoulders, and I feel like I’m falling.

Steven grips my head, keeping me from flipping off the bed, and checks in with me, lifting a brow. I nod and open my mouth, arching my neck to show him I’m fine. I’m rewarded by his cock pressing into my mouth at an upside-down angle. I curl my tongue around the top of his crown, closing my lips around his cock.

As Steven pushes into my mouth, Brad is running his cock along my cleft. I’m so drenched; I know his cock must be glistening as he uses my arousal to lubricate his shaft. When Steven’s balls press into my face, Brad nudges into my opening, then firmly seats himself balls deep inside me.

I can’t see anything hanging upside down, so I close my eyes as the two men start moving their fuck sticks in tandem. The odd tilt of my body and the reversed gravity makes me feel like I’m falling or floating. They pull out, and I ache, needing them inside me. When they thrust in again together, my cunt and throat stretch around their hard cocks.

Steven’s motions have me panting, and when his cock hits the spot it did earlier, everything goes white. My body shakes as I come apart around Brad’s cock, and my mind explodes from another throat orgasm. I feel like I’ve detached from my body, floating above the bed as the two men fuck me senseless.

I hang on the edge, feeling the tremors from my overloaded nerves, then lifting into bliss. I don’t know how long I’m barely conscious, swimming in rapture, when everything goes black.
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“Felicia?” Brad’s voice gets louder, and I feel his hands on my shoulders. I blink my eyes open, looking into his concerned eyes. I blink rapidly, then nod. I feel like I’m grinning crazily, bringing a look of relief to Brad’s expression.

“Hold on, Steven’s getting some water,” Brad says, lifting me and sliding me under the sheets.

I’m dazed as my mind stitches back together. Brad slips beside me, his cock hot and wet against my thigh. He strokes my hair, watching me breathe and checking my eyes. I focus on him, feeling light and happy.

“You went out,” Brad says as his thumb runs over my lips. “We hit our peaks, and we realized you were limp. Are you okay?”

“Glorious,” I manage, still fitting together the fractured shards of my mind and consciousness that shattered with my explosive orgasm. “Fuck, I feel high as a kite.”

The bed depresses on my other side, and Steve slides close against my side. The two of them are still naked, and that’s fine with me.

“Sit up and drink,” Steven says in a tone that brokers no argument. He helps me sit, and I take the bottle he offers. I take a sip, then another, and then guzzle half the icy cold bottle. When I’m done, things feel more normal. Brad offers me a square of chocolate.

“Chew slowly,” he says, and I relax, knowing these amazing men will keep me safe.

We settle into a tangle of loose limbs and quietly enjoy kisses and snuggles. I fall asleep listening to their steady breathing.


EIGHT
EMBARKING


When I stir in the morning glow, I’m alone in bed. I hear voices outside the door, so I slide to my feet. I grab my long sleep t-shirt from my bag and pull it over my naked body. I’m sore in strange places as my mind ticks back to last night. I guess I found where my throat chakra is located.

The bliss still floats through my nervous system as I open the door and enter the main space of the beach house. Brad, Craig, and Steven are on the kitchen side of the counter while Jenny sits on one of the stools. Her eyes blaze with her gorgeous smile when she sees me.

“Felicia!” She rushes me and wraps me in a tight hug. I squeeze her back, and she kisses my cheek. She’s wearing the tennis outfit again, which makes sense—she hardly wore it yesterday. The white hem dancing mid-thigh shows off her toned legs. I doubt she has on underwear. “Come on. Let’s get you dressed. The boys are finishing breakfast, and then we need to scoot.”

My forehead creases with confusion about where, but then my mind clicks, and I remember we’re taking a cruise starting today. Jenny takes my hand and tugs me back into my room. I sit on the edge of the bed, a little groggy from my orgasm hangover. Jenny is flipping through my clothes in my bag.

“How can you only pack one little bag?” Jenny asks aloud, not looking at me.

“Is that a hypothetical?” I ask, pulling my t-shirt off and throwing it at her. “Put that in and hand me a sundress.”

“Right-o.” She grins, catching my top and tossing a purple sundress with a tiny flower pattern back at me.

I lift it over my head and stand as the light dress falls down my body. It has a small shelf bra in the bodice, so I fit my breasts into the cups and then hold out my hands.

Jenny grins, “That’s all? You’re not wearing panties?” When I shake my head, she laughs. “Good, I’m not either.”

We finish packing my bag, and I grab a hairbrush. Jenny is behind me as I look in the mirror. I brush out some tangles while Jenny reaches up to tighten her ponytail. I consider braiding some pigtails but decide to go with my hair down.

“You look great, babe,” Jenny says, looking at my reflection. “I’m excited; let’s skedaddle!”

I return my brush to my bag and wheel out my suitcase. I drop it off beside Craig’s near the door, then turn back, looking for him. Jenny’s talking to Brad, and Steven is wrapping breakfast burritos in foil squares. Craig sees me, grinning as he comes to me.

“Did you sleep okay?” he asks, running his thumbs along my cheeks. He dips his head as I tilt up and kiss him, his touch centering me. I wrap my arms around my bulky boyfriend and sink into the warmth of his chest, his strong pull drawing me against him.

“I did.” I smile as we part but keep our arms around each other. “You and Jenny have fun?”

“Always.” Craig grins and kisses my forehead. “Brad said you had too much fun.”

“A wee bit, maybe. But I’m fine. It was incredible.”

My body aches deliciously as we gather our things. Steven has a bag of breakfast burritos, and Brad carries a pack of bottled water. Craig manhandles most of the suitcases, leaving Jenny and me with our totes.

“The van’s here,” Brad says, checking his phone. “We can eat on the way to the port.”

Excitement races through my nerves. I’ve never been on a sailboat, let alone a luxury yacht. Jenny sent me pictures from the cruise line that are hard to contextualize, but I’m excited to try something new.

Craig and Steven help load the bags into the eight-passenger van while Brad sits up front to talk to the driver. Jenny and I climb into the back, leaving Steven and Craig to fight over which row they want. The two men occupy a lot of space, and I love being close to my fiancé, the temperature is already hot and will only be hotter as we approach noon. Steven takes the middle seat and passes out the food. Craig passes back the water bottle and leans forward to talk to Brad.

“Are you excited?” Jenny grins, then takes a large bite of tortilla, eggs, sausage, and cheese burrito and chews while looking at me.

“I am. First time on a sailboat,” I say, taking a smaller bite. I moan at the taste. The men all know their way around a kitchen and like to spoil us with their skills.

“Me too.” Jenny nods. “Brad has a friend with a speedboat we’ve had fun with on a few lakes. I’ve never been on the ocean.”

“ I remember visiting San Diego as a kid,” I say with a grin at the memory of my dad. I miss him and Mom, but they’ve distanced themselves from me, and I’ve made peace with that. “The Pacific is much more intimidating than the Gulf of Mexico.”

We continue to chat as we eat. The driver navigates the van slowly along the port, then turns into a gated lot and talks to the security guard. Brad shows the guard our paperwork, and we’re waved inside. I scan the tops of the low buildings, then point to a pair of masts.

“Is that it?” I ask, and Jenny cranes her neck to look out the window.

“Oh, it’s big!” she says as the pier comes into view.

The stern of the ship is tied to the end of the pier, and a set of stairs leads to the aft deck. It’s massive, the masts stretching into the blue sky. The ships are three decks above the bay’s surface, and I know it probably has at least that many below the waterline. The pictures Jenny showed me snap into place as the van stops near the foot of the stairs.

“This is going to be awesome!” Jenny says, mouth agape as she steps out of the van. She and I stand near the steps as the boys haul our luggage to a designated loading area.

“We’re a bit early,” Brad says. “We should look for the sixth passenger.”

We huddle and talk, and then Jenny spies a figure walking down the quay. She’s in a light blue romper, and Jenny breaks away to meet her. The rest of us watch as Jenny takes the woman’s hand and escorts her to our group. She is beautiful, has coppery curls past her shoulders, and a curvy body. I’m always a bit envious of curves with my coltish figure, but I’ve been happy with being active. Jenny and Christi are always flattering me with compliments.

“I’m Hailey,” she says repeatedly as Jenny introduces everyone. When it’s my turn, I smile and take both her hands in mine as Craig rests his hand on the small of my back. We smile at each other, but Jenny has introduced everyone. I don’t know what to say, so I stay silent. Jenny introduces Hailey to Steven, and he takes her bag. She walks beside him as he pulls it to the loading zone. I smile, sensing a connection.

A speaker blares music, and crew members stream down the stairs, forming one line as a tall, bald man walks over.

“Good morning. I’m glad y’all made it.” His voice is deep, tinged with a southern accent, and I feel right at home.

It’s time to sail away, and I’m ready for the next adventure.
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The end

This story continues in Freeuse Caribbean Cruise - Embarkation. Turn the page for a free preview.

Or you can grab it from here:

https://read.hankdolworth.com/embarkation
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ABOUT AYE FELICIA



Three couples, one yacht, one last chance to leave our inhibitions behind.

The captain and crew are ready to serve us as we indulge in our carnal desires. Craig and I are finally married, and we invite my sweet submissive to join us and our friends on the cruise home. She wants to be the freeuse bottom to all six of us, ready to take any comers. We will have a ball pairing up in threes and fours on the deck, in the lounge, and hot tub to frolic on the swells of the Caribbean.

How can I deny her desires after the island excursion?

I say, “Aye!” to her request, so we can cast off and go crazy, swinging on the Caribbean sea.


To all the people that accept everything life throws at you with grace and gratitude.


Gratitude is the sign of noble souls.

AESOP


AYE FELICIA



ONE
PROLOGUE: FELICIA'S FOREVER
AN EXCERPT FROM FREEUSE CARIBBEAN CRUISE—ISLAND EXCURSION


I’m frustrated with Christi. It’s okay, but I just got my hair done for my surprise wedding that’s kicking off soon, and now she’s dragging me out near the helo pad. Like, I trust her, but helicopters make things windy.

“I hope you know what you’re doing,” I grumble as we exit the resort and head past the quay along the island’s coast.

“Relax,” she says. “It’s already landed. I need your help carrying one little thing. Is that too much to ask?”

“No.” I sigh because it isn’t. I’m about to marry my handsome man on a tropical island because Christi excels at what she does. She got the tickets for this cruise, pulled strings with Mark and Dick, and now the wedding I’ve hardly had time to dream about is about to happen.

We walk along the shore, and the helicopter’s tail comes into view through the thick island vegetation. I sigh, feeling bad about my frustration.

“I appreciate everything you’ve done. I think I just…”

I blink, not believing what I’m seeing.

“Wish Nat was here?” Christi asks, pointing at a girl standing at the helicopter’s tail.

“Nat?” I whisper as I stare at my submissive partner.

She waves and jogs toward me, and I giggle. She’s here! She’s going to watch me marry my man. My eyes blur with tears as we embrace, and I lift and spin her around, realizing how much I love her.

We kiss, and I want to strip her naked, but I pull back. “How?”

“When that girl tells me to do something, I know not to ask questions.” She points her finger at Christi. “I’d just returned from my sister’s wedding when she called and ordered me to get on a jet in McKinney. I barely had time to pack.”

“I’m so glad you’re here!” I twist and squeeze Christi, pulling her into a hug. “Thank you.”

“Why am I here?” Nat laughs. She looks tired, and I wonder what ordeal she’s been through.

“I’m marrying Craig in about an hour. I wanted you to be here. You’re special to me. I love you. I know I don’t tell you that enough.”

“I love you, too!” She hugs me tight and kisses me, and I feel more whole. “Marrying the big guy, huh? That’s awesome. I’m glad I packed a nice shirt.”

“C’mon,” I say, and she grabs her small duffle in one hand and my hand in the other. I reach for Christi and squeeze her hand. “You’re amazing. Thank you.”

“You’d do it for me,” Christi says, squeezing back.
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I smile as Holly passes by me on the arm of her captain and new husband. She’s all smiles and looks a little shocked. I know her mostly from talking with Hailey, but she sounds fantastic. I glance up the aisle and see Hailey sitting in the front row. She has her head bowed, and I want to comfort her. I can tell she’s back inside her head.

I know she had a rough time at the end of her marriage, and this cruise has helped her mend some of the hurt. I don’t have a sister, but I imagine I’d be in turmoil if I watched my little sister get married. After the day Hailey had yesterday, she looks tired today. She’s trying to mask her feelings for her sister’s benefit and probably mine, painting on her fake happy face for us while crumbling inside.

I know part of her troubled thoughts are because we’re sailing back to Galveston the day after tomorrow. Then, she goes back home to Florida. My heart tightens as I think of telling her goodbye. Nat squeezes my hand and nods toward the front.

Craig is standing tall, his back straight and his grin smug. He looks handsome in white linen pants and an extra-large tropical shirt. Even with the oversized shirt, his biceps stretch the material tight around his muscular arms, and I feel a pleasant tingle in my core when I look at the man I love. He’s handsome, gentle, and calm, but he’s my favorite monster in the bedroom.

I look down at my submissive partner, and she smiles back. “C’mon, mistress. It’s your turn.”

I smile and squeeze her hand. It’s a weird feeling to love two people. I want to steal away with Nat, but I’m walking down the aisle and marrying my forever. I wonder how many forevers one person can have. Nat’s hand squeezes again and pulls me to a stop. I’ve floated down the aisle, lost in my wool-gathering, only to find Craig’s loving eyes staring at me.

“Oh, hey,” I say, blushing as Nat giggles and steps back to sit beside Hailey.

“Hey, you,” Craig says, grinning, taking my hand and pulling me to his side.

We turn and stare at each other as Captain Dick starts to speak. I’ve heard wedding vows before, but I’m paying attention this time, looking into Craig’s eyes as we listen. We affirm the vows, then trade rings. He’s kissing me in a heartbeat, and I wrap my arms around him. The crowd cheers as we part the kiss, and I grin at my crying husband.

“My love,” I say, brushing my thumbs under his eyes.

“I love you, Felicia,” he says, grinning through his surprising tears.

We turn toward the crowd, hand in hand, and Captain Dick announces us as the newly married couple. We pause in front of the crowd, and I smile at Jenny and Brad. Their support and mentoring have meant so much to me. Then I see Christi holding two fingers to her mouth and whistling, and I laugh joyfully. I scan back and see Hailey sitting by my girlfriend. She smiles her fake smile, her cheeks shiny with tears. I wish I knew how to comfort her. Nat’s beside her, holding her hand in both of hers. She hardly knows Hailey, but she is empathetic. She whispers something to her, and Hailey’s smile tightens as she nods back.

Then I glance at the movement in the back and witness Steven striding down the aisle. What is he up to? Hailey turns after seeing my shocked expression, then gasps as Steven stops beside her and drops to one knee. The crowd hushes at this unexpected event. He’s about to speak when another disturbance starts in the back and moves to the front as Holly drags her new husband back to the front, then stops and nods at Steven.

What in the heavens is going on?


TWO
WEIGHING ANCHOR


“I love this,” I say to my dominant husband and my submissive lover as I squeeze their hands. “Sailing back home with both of you will be incredible.”

Craig’s grip tightens, and I glance up and enjoy his self-satisfied smirk before his focus shifts back to the four people ahead of us—specifically Jenny’s ass in her pleated tennis skirt. She and Brad are walking toward the quay and the awaiting sailboat we’re about to board. Alongside them, Christi and Will hold hands, looking relaxed after the Island Excursion she helped organize. They’re taking a break to enjoy the trip back to Galveston without any Fantasy Unlimited responsibilities.

“But this is your honeymoon,” Nat complains, squeezing my other hand. “It should just be you and the big guy. I could’ve flown back with Steven and Hailey.”

“Nonsense.” I turn to wink at her. “You only got here for the wedding two days ago. I need more time with my submissive pet. Craig doesn’t mind. He likes to watch, and he’ll enjoy more fun with Jenny, I’m sure.”

Watching my hunk of a husband lust after one of my best friends doesn’t faze me; it turns me on knowing he’ll always come back to me. We’re all swingers and love being hotwife vixens to our stags. A little further up the path is another Dallas area hotwife, Kimmi, and her husband, Grady, whom we’ve enjoyed mingling with and getting to know better. They’re sailing back on the other luxury sailing yacht, with Hailey’s sister and her new husband, the captain. A few others are ahead of them—familiar faces from the first morning of the freeuse fun. Emma, Jonathan, and their three handsome friends will sail on the Fantasea II with Holly and her crew.

My thoughts rewind to the morning of the freeuse excursion, when Kimmi, Hailey, and I met Emma’s circle of lovers and engaged in ribald revelry until we broke for lunch. I’d heard more about Emma’s wedding on Playa Cabana during the rest of the excursion, and discovered that she and her reverse harem all live in Dallas, too. I make a note to invite Kimmi and Emma to our next coffee klatch.

Thinking of Hailey makes me remember meeting her on the quay in Galveston. She was a stranger at first, but by the time we’d gotten clear of US waters, she’d already blown Steven on the fantail of the yacht. From there, the day just got wild, an adult cruise on the Caribbean, and we all lost our inhibitions. Jenny and I befriended Hailey and spent the night in her cabin because she needed some serious aftercare by the end of the first day.

Ahead of us, our four friends slow and then huddle with the group heading to Holly’s ship. We catch up and exchange hugs, best wishes, and promises to keep in touch when we return to port. The two captains stand with their crews alongside the gangplank at the aft end of their ships. I try to catch Holly’s eye, and she breaks ranks to hug me quickly.

“Where’s Hailey?” she asks, wide-eyed. “I thought she was sailing back with you guys.”

“She and Steven are flying back with Mark and Kirsten,” I relay, knowing that communication has been hurried since our three surprise weddings, if it exists at all. “Something about getting her moved to Dallas.”

“Oh, cool!” Holly says with a bright smile. “After we drop off our guests, we’re headed back to Key Largo to pack up our belongings to shift our home port to Galveston.”

“You’ll be so close. Jenny and Brad have a beach house across from Mark’s new B&B.”

“It’s so exciting,” she says with a little hop while clapping her hands. “I love my shipmates, but being near friends and family will be nice. Dallas isn’t far, right?”

“Half a day’s drive. Less if you have a lead foot like Christi.” I nudge my friend, who is hovering near us.

“I’ll keep in touch, slut.” Christi grins while Holly blushes. “Looks like we’ll be spending time in Galveston when we’re not fucking around in Dallas.”

“Oooh! I’m excited to learn more about you,” Jenny says, giving the perky redheaded stewardess a snug hug. “I’ll give you my number so we can coordinate dates. Our house is on the beach. We’d love to entertain you and your captain.”

We hear a whistle and a shout.

“Oi, Holly!” a gruff Cockney accent calls out. “We’re shoving off lass, you’d best get your ass up da gangway, or I’ll hafta find muh paddle.”

“That’s me,” the redheaded sprite chirps with a quick round of hugs. I’m unsure if she’s excited for the upcoming cruise or the threat from the swarthy sailor she beams at after we say goodbye. She hops and skips to their ship, giggling as the sailor, Liam, chases her up the steps.

“I love that little spitfire,” Christi drawls as we turn to walk to our yacht. Jenny slips between Craig and me. On my other side, Nat holds my hand as we walk up to where the guys are talking to Captain Dick and his crew. I smile at the familiar faces of our stewardesses, Emma, Izzy, and Britt, then wait with the rest of our group for the pre-sail brief.

“Congratulations to Felicia and Craig on your nuptials.” Dick smiles over at me as we board. “We’re excited to get underway. Since we’re leaving Playa Cabana, a privately owned island, you can enjoy all the perks of our adult cruise as soon as we clear this small inlet. Please stay clear of the bow while we’re working with the anchors and getting underway. My crew is happy to serve you on your return to Galveston.”

We all nod. After the last few days ashore, I’m ready for a much more relaxing cruise home. Dick leads us up the gangway, where Izzy and Britt wait with trays of champagne flutes and warm washcloths. As we mingle near the aft parlor, our bags are brought on board by the deck crew who disappear with them down a ladder to the next deck and our staterooms.

“Where’s Hailey?” Izzy asks as Britt stays at her side. “Is it true she and Steven tied the knot? We were busy cleaning during the ceremonies. We didn’t know Hailey was getting hitched.”

“It was a big surprise to her, too,” I laugh, and wink at Christi. “Let me introduce you to Christi. She lives up in Dallas near Jenny and me. She was the wedding planner and kept everything a secret until the last minute. She sailed here on Holly’s ship.”

“Nice to meet you both,” Christi says, hugging both stews. “What do you do on the boat?”

“I’m our Holly,” Izzy says as a blush rises on her neck. “Maybe Cap’n will let me serve the guests once things settle down.”

Christi smirks as her eyes rake up the two younger females’ curves. “That would be delightful. I had such a fun time training Holly and Steph.”

“And this is my submissive, Nat.” I grin as she goes bright red at my informal introduction, but she recovers and hugs each of them warmly.

“Awesome! Nice to meet you. Jenny and Brad will be in the same cabin as your trip here. You and Craig together in your same stateroom, of course. We have Nat assigned to Hailey’s old cabin,” Izzy replies, then turns back to my friend. “You and your husband will be in Steven’s cabin, if that’s okay.”

“That’s cool. We’ll be in and out of each other’s cabins,” Christi says confidently. “It’s what we do.”

We continue to mingle, even if we are already as close as family. Trays of apps and beverages are brought to the outdoor table on the aft deck, and we enjoy the food and service as the deck hands reappear and start taking down the gangplank and working the ropes along the stern.

“Prepare to get underway,” Captain Dick’s voice crackles over the intercom. “All hands to your departure stations, prepare to cast off and weigh anchor.”


THREE
A NEW BEGINNING


The ship’s deck crew comes alive on the fantail, hauling in lines only a few yards from where we’re mingling. I glance around and tilt my head toward the posh interior of our floating home for the next few days.

“Let’s get out of the way,” I suggest, squeezing the hands of my two companions and grinning at the rest of our party.

“Air conditioning would be nice,” Christi smirks as she tugs her husband Will toward the parlor inside the automatic, sliding glass doors. “We can get a head start on the adult activities if we’re not topside.”

“Look at you talking like a sailor.” Jenny giggles, pulling Brad behind her as the seven of us gather in the aft parlor.

The ring of white leather sofas surrounding a circular table reminds me of Hailey’s initiation into the freeuse lifestyle. The memories of Craig railing into her from behind while she stared at me lustfully, holding off her orgasm until I gave her the permission she needed to come apart. I’ll miss Hailey on the trip back, but I have my obedient sub to order around and let my domme side fly.

“Strip, pet,” I growl once my bare feet hit the smooth deck inside. “Then help everyone else get naked.”

Nat looks up at me, her face darkening from arousal as she obediently pushes her short skirt down to her ankles. As she straightens up, she pulls her top off before locking her eyes on me. I nod at her remaining bra and panties.

“Those, too,” I growl, appreciating her sleek, athletic curves. “Outside of meals, this will be your uniform until we arrive in Galveston. Any objections?”

“Yes, mistress—I mean no, mistress.” She bows her head as she pushes her panties down, then reaches behind her to unclasp her bra.

Her nipples continue to tighten as she picks up her clothes to fold them. She teaches physical education with Craig and coaches the girls’ soccer team, so she keeps fit. Her toned abdomen and sleek, firm thighs give her a boyish figure, at odds with her feminine features. Her eagerness to obey only enhances her arousal as she lifts the hem of my sundress.

I turn my attention to my husband as he smirks, watching his co-worker strip me. His eyes gleam as he patiently waits for his turn. Christi nods at me with approval at my quick assumption of power, while Jenny fidgets nervously, anxious to begin the fun.

My relationship with Nat started when Craig invited me to lunch at his office. Nat was curious about our first trip to Jenny’s beach house, and I revealed my kinky hotwife side to her. Despite my younger age, that quick interlude led to me taking control of her. She ate me out on Craig’s desk while he railed me from behind. Later that night, she asked if I would be her domme, if Craig allowed it.

My nipples tighten more when she rises on hr tiptoes to remove my sundress. The flush of our power exchange fills me when she gasps at my nude body. She glances at me while rolling it up neatly, then moves on to Craig to continue following my order. The rising bulge in his shorts reminds me how much he enjoys watching me take control of his coworker. I submit to him fully, but the spiral of power between us invariably ignites my passion.

Nat bows her head as she unbuttons Craig’s tropical shirt, pushing it off his massive, muscular shoulders. I inhale slowly, watching my submissive pet unwrap my dominant husband. He is solid muscle from hours in the gym, and I love it when he uses his body to overwhelm me. I glance at Jenny as she watches the scene, biting her lip. Her face is flushed, and her nipples tent her tennis blouse; she loves Coach's firm, muscular body as much as I do.

Turning my attention to Brad, Jenny’s husband, we lock eyes as I recall how he indoctrinated me into the lifestyle in their beach house. I was gobsmacked watching Jenny and Christi kiss when he asked if I wanted to join the fun. I couldn’t resist his confident, trusting grin and was soon trapped between him and Steven when my first orgy began.

Nat pushes Craig’s board shorts down, pulling the waist out to not catch on the tip of his massive cock. Nat claims she’s a lesbian, but I recognize her curiosity the times I’ve caught her staring at my man’s rigid pole. She avoids touching it, and I make a note to ensure her consent if she wants to play with any of the virile men in our group.

My visual tour of our circle of friends lands on Will, Christi’s husband. The first time I saw him was at the beach house orgy. He was naked with Christi giving him a blow job while she rode Dylan’s cock. I wink at Will, then focus on Christi. Her cocky grin reminds me of our drive down to Galveston when she revealed her and Jenny’s wild lifestyle. Christi and I enjoyed our first kiss as we watched Brad and Craig double-team Jenny in her beach house.

All the memories fast forward to the past week of decadent hedonism on this luxury sailing yacht. My body comes alive as waves of goosebumps wash over my flesh as my sweet Nat undresses my friends. Craig glances at me with a raised eyebrow, and I grin and nod. He waits until Nat strips Jenny before stepping in her direction. I catch Brad’s nod at Jenny, and she squeals in delight, wrapping her tanned thighs around his waist when Craig lifts her.

I smile at Brad as Nat dutifully undresses the ad hoc leader of our posse. Sitting on one of the white leather settees, I tap the cushion next to me. It’s not the first time Brad and I have sat together watching my husband make out with his hotwife. I carry no jealousy at their connection, and I know it’s the same for Brad. We both enjoy watching the sexual pairings around when we’re at parties.

He settles beside me, settling an arm behind my shoulders, and casually cupping my bare breast. We both enjoy the scene as Nat moves to Will and Christi. I can tell by the flush of Nat’s ass that she’s lost in the arousal she gets from submissive service to my desires. When they’re naked, Will moves to sit on my other side as Christi joins Brad, straddling his lap and stroking his thick length.

Snapping my fingers to get Nat’s attention, I spread my legs, sag into the back cushion, and rest my ass on the edge. Arousal glistens on my bare lips, an invitation to my submissive pet. I watch the fire in her eyes as she sets the clothes neatly to the side and makes a beeline for her place on her knees between my thighs. Will’s hand replaces Brad’s and tugs on my nipple. His passionate kiss cuts off my moan of pleasure as he cups and squeezes my tit.

Nat’s lips begin their familiar trail from my toes and feet along the inside of my legs between my open thighs. I moan my delight into Will’s mouth as our tongues swirl together. His stiff, throbbing shaft as I reach and I stroke slowly along his length. His growl sends a thrill up my spine as I feel his hips rise at my touch. We part our kiss, and he stands before twisting and settling one knee on the cushion beside me.

I peek between my legs, enjoying Nat’s lustful look staring back. When her gaze shifts toward Will’s dick aimed at my mouth, she bites her lip. I gasp as her tongue slides between my folds, redirecting my attention to Will’s cock and extending my tongue to lap at the dribble of precum, closing my eyes, savoring the sensations of my devoted pet, and the tangy spunk of Will’s arousal.

I sink into the pleasure between my two lovers as the sounds of my friends rise in passionate moans. I recognize Jenny’s groan, reveling in my husband’s hard pounding of her fit, athletic body. Christi moans with lust as she rides Brad, teasing him as he watches his wife being ravaged by my husband. The thrill of unrestrained passion flows through my senses as I cup Will’s balls with one hand while tugging Nat’s hair and pulling her against my slick folds.

Yeah, this is going to be a fun trip home.


FOUR
AN OPEN OPPORTUNITY


By the time the seven of us enjoy a round of orgasms, the island of Playa Cabana is fading into the distance of our wake. I invite Nat to climb into my lap, and as I kiss her, I realize remnants of Will’s cum coat the inside of my mouth. Her eagerness to explore the recesses of my mouth with her talented tongue reminds me that she enjoys cleaning Craig’s release from my pussy, breasts, and ass. She clearly has no aversion to male spunk.

Cupping her sex, my thumb runs across her clit. Her hips flex, pressing up and seeking more friction. I pull away from the kiss to watch her face as my fingers trace along her opening, spreading her lips apart, then sliding two fingers inside her slick opening. She arches back, nodding while staring at me with unbridled lust.

“You want to come on my fingers, toy?” I ask with a low growl, tapping my fingertips into her G-spot while brushing my thumb across her clit. “You want to fall apart while my friends watch?”

Nat bites her lip, nods, and glances at Will before peeking at Brad on my other side. Her eyes drop to their laps, watching Christi clean the length of Brad’s cock. When she notices my submissive’s gaze, Christi pulls back slightly before twisting to face my girl. I nod at my friend’s unspoken question and enjoy the look of surprise when she pulls Nat’s hair.

Nat moans into her unexpected kiss, eagerly exploring my friend’s mouth with her tongue. Her whimpers are a clue she’s tasting more male cum as she makes out with one of my besties.

The men beside us rise and join Jenny and Craig as they walk aft to the sunny deck and the jacuzzi. The four of them climb into the tiny pool wearing smiles as Jenny takes time to kiss each of her companions, moving her hand from cock to cock, and stroking each of them back to full strength.

Nat squirms in my lap as she lifts her hips to meet my fingers while I thrust in and out. Her muffled moans against Christi’s mouth spur my actions as my pet arches her back, pressing her small tit into her hand. Christi pulls away from the kiss, staring at Nat before turning to wink at me.

“Natalie,” Christi taunts, “the way you tongued my cum-filled mouth makes me wonder if you want to ride your first dick during this trip.”

“I had the same thought,” I growl, pushing my frantic partner to the edge. It’s not the best way to approach the question, with her riding the edge of her peak, but I can tell the idea isn’t abhorrent to my greedy submissive. She tenses in waves as she fights her orgasm, waiting for my permission to come. I focus on her, knowing that in her state, she’s hearing our words, but it’s not registering in her lust-filled mind.

“Come for me, pet,” I say as she looks at me with unfocused, glassy eyes. “Fall apart, little one.”

When Nat arches, Christi lowers her mouth to one of her thick, rigid nipples, sucking deeply as her cheeks hollow. My submissive loses herself to ecstasy as she screams through her release. I see the four in the hot tub turn to watch as Nat writhes and twists as I push her into wave after wave of bliss.

“Oh fuck,” Nat groans as she shudders. “Fuck, mistress, mercy. Please.”

I know I could keep her going until she uses her safe word, but I’m a merciful mistress, so I slow my fingers and pet her throbbing pussy. She stills, melting back and resting on Christi’s shoulder. Christi grins at me as she caresses my girl, giving her the tenderness she craves after her peak.

The three of us shift around, fitting into a cuddle pile on the sofa. Nat rests between us as we recline against the padded arms of the settee. We continue to touch and caress each other, focusing on the action in the hot tub under the bright Caribbean sun. Jenny faces us, riding Craig as Brad grips her ass, railing her from behind. She winks at us then sucks Will’s cock into her mouth as her eyes roll back. We enjoy the scene of our frisky friend getting fucked airtight by our men and her husband.

“I’ve never…” Nat whispers, staring at Jenny taking Will deep into her throat.

“But?” Christi growls in her lower register.

“I’m considering it.”

“Is that right?” I ask in my normal voice. This isn’t the time to exert my dominance; I need her to cross that line herself. I’ve always honored her limits when she’s played with me alone with Craig or at a few swinging parties we’ve attended.

“Yes, mistress,” she says, turning from the lurid scene in the hot tub to focus on my eyes. “I’ve watched you and know stiff cocks bring you pleasure.” She turns to Christi. “You keep taunting me, and I don’t mind because of my humiliation kink. But I’m comfortable with all of you. Men and women.”

“Your time and your pace, sweet girl,” Christi says, leaning to kiss her.

“We’ll be beside you, if you wish,” I say, leaning to kiss my passionate sub.

“It is,” Nat says, returning her attention to the action. Jenny’s head is tossed back in my husband’s grip. Her hand strokes the length of Will’s cock as Brad pulls her hips back to meet his thrusts. “Just one... to start.”

“Do you have one in mind?” I tease, but I’m aware that she is in her own mind, not affected by the lust of the morning.

Her eyes cycle between the four in the tub, hitting the apex of their play, and she nods.

“The big guy,” she whispers, turning to me. “If you’ll allow it, mistress.”

“You want your first cock to be Craig’s?” I say, arching a brow. Craig is huge, and even my first time with him was intense. Craig is fierce in the bedroom, even if he’s as caring as a golden retriever outside of it.

Her eyes lower, then bounce back. “I want him to ravage me,” Natalie admits. “No limits. Only my safe word.”

“Softball?” I ask and she nods.

“I want everyone to watch, too,” she says, which isn’t surprising for my sweet exhibitionist pet.

“Where and when, slut?” Christi asks in a gruff whisper.

“Here.” She points to the circular ottoman. “Now, if Craig is up to it.”

“I’ll go ask him,” Christi says, rising and striding into the sunlight.

My core clenches with a mix of arousal and nerves. My two lovers fucking is more unexpected than an island wedding. It would be a tipping point for us— either bringing us together or pushing Natalie away. I gasp at the thought and turn to her. “I love you, Nat. I will, regardless of what happens. I want you to know that.”

“I love you, too,” she says as we kiss. Shadows darken the entry, and five bodies approach us, shuffling their bare feet on the interior deck.


FIVE
NAT'S FIRST


Watching the three masculine men approach us thrills me as I stand to greet Jenny, who’s grinning and shivering from her foursome with our husbands. Christi carries cushions from the aft deck inside and starts arranging them on the circular table as we did for Hailey’s first ride on my husband’s cock. I glance to the side, nodding at the three stewardesses standing to serve us.

“We’ll need pitchers of ice water and towels.” Christi glances over her shoulder as Britt and Izzy hurry toward the galley. “Do you want to watch?”

As guests on an adult cruise, it’s an unspoken understanding that we’ll be observed. Since we’re all exhibitionists, that’s part of the appeal. I glance at Emma as she nods and steps closer.

“We love watching y’all, but Cap’n hasn’t granted permission to join. We’re here to serve, so ask for anything you need.” Emma leans to adjust a cushion on the tabletop.

Christi grins at her with a feral look. “I’ll speak to your boss about allowing some playtime. Would you like that?”

“If it is safe,” she replies automatically, before continuing in a softer tone. “We only wish to serve all of your needs.”

“Don’t give me platitudes,” Christi growls. “Speak plainly. Do you want to fuck around with us, or just watch?”

“Yes. I can speak for the three of us. We’d enjoy playing with y’all,” Emma says, in her sweet southern accent, biting her lower lip.

“Good girl,” Christi coos, then winks at me. “I’ll talk to Dick after we deflower precious little Natalie.”

Shaking my head at Christi’s confident initiative, I take the time to tour Emma’s assets visually. She’s blonde with long legs that disappear under her short, black miniskirt. Her casual polo shirt stretches tightly across her generous breasts, the third button straining precariously under the load. Her prominent nipples tent the thin material, betraying her arousal from the frank discussion with Christi. Emma kept herself at the periphery during our cruise to the island, even while Dick allowed our freeuse of Britt and Izzy. The thought of the three sexy stews joining us shoots pleasurable sparks up my spine.

“Felicia.” Christi’s firm tone snaps me out of my daydream. “Lie here,” she says, pointing at the ottoman where she’s stacked three cushions on one end. “Face the sofas, and spread your legs so your needy cumslut can rest in your arms.”

Natalie gasps but doesn’t deny the teasing slur despite the deep blush of humiliation on her cheeks. She’s always been eager to clean me with her mouth and tongue after Craig is finished. Her passionate kisses earlier only confirm her appreciation for the taste of spunk. My submissive enjoys a good degrading tease, exhibitionism, and voyeurism. Adding serving men to the mix of her kinks has her shivering with anticipation.

Craig stands beside the table, his hand slowly stroking his cock. We lock eyes before I rise on my toes to kiss him. His lips taste like Jenny’s lip gloss, and I smile as I moan into his possessive kiss. When we part, his eyes search mine. “Are you okay with this? Is she?”

“Yes, husband,” I whisper against his lips. “My lover chose you to be her first. Do you want to make her ours?”

His eyes darken as he glances at Nat, who waits on a sofa for me to lie on the table. When he focuses back on me, he gives a curt nod. “Is that what you want? The three of us?”

I nod, running my hands up and down his muscular back. “I want us to be a throuple. I don’t know how it will work back home, but it’s worth trying. I love you both.”

“We can figure it out,” Craig says, kissing me softly. “Now lie down so I can fuck your girl.”

His low growl sends another wave of shivers up my spine. Resting my ass on the cushions, I swivel and twist to the center of the circular nest of pillows. When I spread my knees and curl my finger at my pet, she slinks off the couch onto all fours to climb into the nest with me. She kisses up my legs, but I steer her to turn and face Craig. She stiffens at the sight of him stroking his massive cock.

“Are you sure, my pet? You can’t recork a bottle of champagne.” I smile at her, hoping she understands my concern.

“Please, mistress.” Nat gasps as my fingers curl between her thighs and tease her sticky lips open. Her arousal coats my fingers, and I spread it around her tight opening. I lift my legs, wrapping my ankles over her spread knees and holding her open for my husband. She stares up at him, “Come all over my tits, please. Cover me with your cum, but not inside me. I’m not on birth control.”

Craig’s eyes flare as he stares at me and Nat. He’s watched us play before, but never joined us. Like his friends, consent is part of his code, and, without it, he has control of his urges. He squeezes his massive shaft, squeezing a drop of gleaming precome from his slit. He climbs onto the sturdy table, bolted to the sailboat floor, and shifts closer, staring at Natalie.

I feel her shift forward, neck craning toward his stiff column with her mouth open. Her tongue tip curls and slurps the sticky bubble, then her lips form a seal around the crown of the first cock in her mouth. Her body shudders as she pulls his thick column deeper. She whines as I add a third finger to her flowing cunt, which stretches open for my invading fingers. She’s taken dildos almost as big as Craig for me, so I’m not concerned about any undue pain.

“Her safe word is ‘softball,’” I tell my husband. “She has no limits. Take my slut and use her hard.”

Craig’s eyes darken as his fingers curl into Nat’s short coppery locks. She moans with lust as he forces himself deeper. Shifting my hands away from her leaking cunt, I cup her breasts, squeezing her modest mounds and pinching her rigid nipples.

“Look at you,” I growl into her ear. “You’re taking his cock so deep. Have you been fantasizing about my husband’s cock?”

Her whimper when Craig pulls his prick out, and she nods before opening wide for more. Her cheeks hollow as her mouth surrounds his girth, craning forward and sucking deep, as she tries pull him into her throat. But she’s at our mercy with my ankles keeping her legs spread, and Craig’s fist holding her head in place. Craig teases her lips with the crown before sinking back into her willing mouth. Her lips stretch around his girth until they seal around the base of his dick. I nibble on her ear and emit a proud moan.

“You’ll be a good cocksucking slut by the time reach Galveston.”

Craig reverses, pulling his length from her lips, the tip covered with a gob of her spit and drool. I watch as she stares into my husband’s eyes, glances at his dick, then focuses on him, nodding her head.

“Now, big guy. Please fuck my needy cunt with your massive cock.” Her low, intense voice makes my core clench. She wants this—almost as much as I want to watch it.

Craig’s frame lowers as Nat’s hips rock on the small cushion underneath her ass. My focus shifts to my husband as he teases the broad tip through Nat’s slick, glistening petals. He doesn’t say a word, emitting a low growl as he presses his hips forward. I stare at my submissive pet’s pussy stretching around Craig’s crown, and can’t look away as his length disappears inside her.

“Oh fuck,” Natalie says with grit in her voice. “Fuck, you’re big. Keep going. I want it all.”


SIX
CLAIMED BY CRAIG


It takes a few strokes for Craig’s cock to fit inside my submissive pet’s cunt. She moans in rapture each time he drills deeper. Glancing at him, I find his eyes lingering on mine. His clenched jaw tells me he won’t hold back when he lets go. The pair coast through a few thrusts as Craig drives deep, and Nat rolls her hips to take more.

Letting go of her breasts, I grab Natalie’s wrists and pull them over her head, locking her wrists at my ribs. “Fuck her, Craig. Fuck my slut. Show her what a real cock feels like.”

He keeps rocking into her with firm, steady strokes, compressing her back against my bare mound, eliciting an ache of desire. Fingertips run down my back, and I feel warm breath against my ear. I glance behind me to find Christi’s lusty grin before she nibbles my earlobe.

“I’ll grab her wrists for you,” she rasps, and I feel her heavy breasts pressing into my back. “Play with her tits and keep pinching and twisting her nipples. Little Nat likes it rough, right?”

I nod, letting go as her hands grip Nat’s wrists. She arches her back as I grip her small breasts, moaning as her body trembles with each of Craig’s increasingly hard thrusts. I press my short, manicured nails into the soft flesh around their bases and squeeze tight.

“You’re mine, pet,” I growl, looking down to meet her eyes when they flash open. “My husband may be fucking you, but you’re mine.”

“Yesssss,” she says, arching back as I lower my mouth to hers.

She whimpers against my lips when I pinch her rigid nipples, savoring the sharp bite of pain. Craig snaps his hips, slamming his cock into her depths and rocking her trim body back against me. Griding my pussy into her spine, I match their rhythm, and trap her between my husband and me. Christi trails kisses along my shoulder and neck as the three of us undulate in the heated tryst.

“Turn over slut,” Craig says with a firm smack on her ass.

Christi releases her hands, and Nat quickly twists onto her stomach. I glance up at Craig as I reach to grip my sub’s crimson curls, and when he nods I drag her mouth to my leaking pussy. As I moan at her talented tongue, Christi rises and walks around, wrapping her arms around Craig’s broad chest and whispers in his ear as he realigns with Nat’s pussy.

Glancing around, I notice the trio of stewardesses standing to the side, watching us fuck with rapt attention. Their nipples tent their uniform polos and their faces are flushed captivated by our fucking. On the other sofa, Jenny is riding Will who is on his back on the settee, while Brad teases her ass with his rigid cock. The trio of our friends stare at us, groaning with passion as they spit roast the sexy blonde.

Nat’s mouth seals around my pussy, and I arch back, resting my torso on one arm, while gripping her hair. Her tongue slides in and out, curling up to tease my clit as I grind into her face. I’m panting from the lust and passion as I ride my pet’s face to the beat of my husband fucking her tight pussy.

With lidded eyes, I lock onto Craig’s gaze; he’s been watching me while railing into Nat. The love and lust in his eyes push my arousal closer to a peak. God, I want more of this. The three of us sync intuitively, driving our bodies to seek the ultimate pleasure.

“Fuck her, baby,” I growl, flexing my hips to smear my leaking juices all over Natalie’s face. “Make that slut come on your cock.”

Natalie’s body tenses, her head tosses back, and she screams out with my implicit permission. Her thighs shake as her orgasm overcomes her. Focusing on Craig’s hips, I watch her spending spray against his groin as he keeps plowing into her. She slumps forward and rests her head on my thigh, twisting to look at me.

“More,” she pleads while still shaking from her peak. “More, please!”

“You want to ride his cock?” I ask with a smirk. When she nods, Craig pulls out and slides beside me on the large table. Nat rises on unsteady knees as I shift to make room for my hulky husband. I help her straddle my man, stroking his dick while she finds a good position. I look down at him, and he winks, reaching for my thighs.

Oh, fuck, yes.

“This must be nirvana,” I think as I straddle Craig’s head, feeling the stubble of his vacation beard on my inner thighs. I lean forward, gripping the base of his cock and angling it toward Natalie as she rises on her knees. When she feels his thick crown against her lips, she drops down, taking him to the root. Her firm abdominals tighten as she sways forward to kiss me. Our tongues tangle as she rocks her stretched pussy on Craig’s cock. Breathless with lust, we play with each other breasts as we grind our needy pussies on my husband’s mouth and dick. His tongue curls into the magical place he knows so well, flexing his hips to meet Nat’s movements.

She pulls back, wide-eyed and gasping for breath as I savor the delightful vision of her body shaking as she hits another orgasm. I pinch her nipples as she trembles, her body twitching as she comes hard again. I close my eyes, focusing on Craig’s tongue, then my eyes flash open as a tsunami of lust hits me and the room bursts into brightness.

When I come to my senses, I’m on my back, looking up at Craig as he slowly fists his cock. Feeling the warmth of a body beside me, I turn and find Natalie staring back. Speechless, she leans, and we kiss, both of us shivering from our orgasms. When Craig grunts, Natalie pulls from my lips and focuses on him. He jerks his cock with full strokes, staring at both of us as his white cream streams out in jets.

I entwine my fingers with Natalie as Craig coats our tummy, tits and neck with his spunk. The hot splatters remind me that he’s marking both of us with his potent seed. Maybe someday we will consummate our love by creating a baby. My thoughts drift to a pregnant Natalie.

Would we ever be able to become a family like that?


My mind snaps back to the present when Nat starts to lick and suck Craig’s spunk from my breast. I smile and bask in her attention, combing my fingers through her hair. Then it’s my turn to clean her tits and tummy of his tasty seed. We enjoy the slow movements of our warm bodies, basking in Craig’s attention as he looms over us. The rest of our party sprawls across the leather sofas. Will and Christi are kissing and showing affection while Brad and Jenny cuddle close.

One by one, the couples rise and wave as they head below to their staterooms. Craig cuddles with us, then helps us stand on shaky legs. We head down the stairs to the main promenade, waving at Izzy and Britt as we leave.

We split apart, Nat and I going into her stateroom to share the shower, and allowing Craig a bit more room with a solo shower in the compact spaces of our luxury accommodations.


SEVEN
NAT'S DESIRE


After showering together in her stateroom and dressing for dinner, Nat and I rejoin Craig in ours. He’s resting on the bed, shirtless with boardshorts on, and I crawl beside him, caressing his broad chest. Nat looks uncertain until I nod at her to lie on Craig’s other side. He pauses momentarily, then wraps an arm around each of us, pulling us against his firm sides.

“How will this work?” he asks, glancing at both of us.

“We’re an us,” I say with emphasis. “I love both of you and can’t choose between you.”

Craig turns to grin at me, then turns toward Natalie. “Love is different for me, but I certainly care for you, Natalie.”

“Me too, big guy,” she says with a serious tone.

Watching my two lovers share a short, meaningful kiss makes my heart race. It’s hard to believe my good fortune with the three of us in the same bed.

“It’s going to be difficult to cohabitate,” Craig continues, reaching for both of our hands. “I need to think about Amelia. I also worry that Connie will freak out about my lifestyle and sue for sole custody.”

“Your ex-wife is such a controlling bitch,” Nat bites out with ire that I’ve hardly seen from her. “But we don’t have to cohabitate. I’m a loner and happy to keep living at my place.”

My balloon of joy pops as I think through Craig’s words. Amelia knows Nat from working with Craig and observing our fondness for each other. We don’t openly share our affection with Amelia in the house, and the truth of my bisexuality and polyamorous heart hasn’t been revealed to Craig’s daughter.

“It’s not fair to Amelia to have her keep a secret from her mother.” Craig’s face turns stony as he glares at the ceiling. “But it’s also not fair to you to keep our relationship a dirty little secret, Nat. Or to Felicia.”

Craig is such a good father, and his patience with his shrewish ex-wife is incredible. Amelia’s relationship with her birth mother is meaningful to him, and it troubles me that my desires put that in jeopardy.

“Can we agree that it’s worth trying to figure out how to make us work?” I ask, resting my head on his firm chest and gazing at Natalie. “I can accept that we don’t have to live together. I didn’t move in with Craig for a couple of months. It was the same issue with Connie, and Amelia is important.”

“She is,” Craig says, combing his fingers through my hair. “But so are both of you. You’re right, back then I was worried Connie would throw a fit if she found out I was shacking up with a younger woman. I want to make us work, and I won’t let her disrupt what we have.”

“Connie doesn’t even know how slutty I am.” I grin and kiss Craig’s nipple. “Back then I wasn’t very slutty though. I was and am in love with you, babe.”

The stateroom goes silent as I remember our early relationship. My desire for a husband, a house, and a family was much more conventional before the weekend at Jenny’s beach house. I'd always struggled with my sexual attraction to women, even while being drawn to Craig after we met at the gym back in town. In many ways the orgy was like a rebirth for me, It removed the guilt and shame I felt about my desires.

Nat’s soft smile as she gazes at me reminds me of my love for her. A surprising sequence of events brought us together, but my feelings for her are just as deeply rooted as my love for Craig. Being honest with myself, I’m in love with Jenny, Christi, and Hailey too. However, they each have husbands, which helps me realize cohabitation isn’t required to continue growing and strengthening our bonds.

Craig’s stomach growls, breaking the serenity of our cuddle, and Nat busts up with giggles.

“We’d better get you fed, big guy,” she says when her giggle fit fades.

“Dinner should be ready soon,” I reply. “Shall we go up and see who else is hungry?”

We all roll out of bed and go to the salon for dinner. Izzy and Britt have finished setting the table with Caribbean-themed decorations. Jenny, Brad, Christi, and Will are already seated, so we join them. Craig sits next to Will, and I sit across from him beside Christi. Nat pauses and glances at me with a soft smile before pulling out the chair on Craig's side and sitting beside him.

I feel Christi’s hand on my thigh, and I glance at her as she nods toward my sub. She leans and whispers, “Everything okay with you three?”

“Couldn’t be better.” I smile and squeeze her hand. “I’ll tell you the details later, but we’re all perfect.” I grin across the table at my husband, noticing that Nat is the only woman on that side of the table. I’m unsure why she sat with Craig, but I love that she’s comfortable enough to make unexpected choices. If we are to be a throuple, I should allow her to enjoy his presence more.

Captain Dick enters and takes the remaining open seat at my side. As he sits, Emma leads her two other stewardesses carrying two plates apiece, and a tall deck hand joins them with the final two plates. The aroma of jerk chicken, grilled plantains, and creole rice fills the space, making my mouth water. Glasses of ice water are already set out, and I take a drink as the chef tells us about the meal he prepared.

The captain waves at us to start eating, and we all dig into the exquisite dinner. It’s quiet as we all focus on savoring the delicious flavors, until the calm silence is too much for Jenny.

“What are we gonna do after dinner?” she asks, suppressing a yawn.

“I think you need another nap,” Christi says with a laugh. “I’m down for a low-key night with all of y’all.”

“You all got an early start on the adult fun, I hear,” Dick says, as he puts down his fork. “I was up in the pilothouse getting us clear of land, but Emma told me about the fun.”

“It was intense,” Natalie says, glancing at me before continuing. “But I accomplished something new.”

“What was that?” the captain asks.

“Dick,” Nat confesses without shame, nodding toward Craig. “The big guy’s, to be specific.”

“Your first ever?” he asks, suppressing a chuckle while looking across the table at her.

Her frank admission surprises me as she’s usually shy around others and takes her cues from me. I grin as she nods at the captain, like a shift in one’s sexuality is the norm. Considering my last year, this is true of everything I’ve gone through.

“It was, and I don’t think it will be my last, either.” Nat looks at me, her cheeks reddening. “If mistress allows it, I’d like to offer myself to be the freeuse bottom bitch on the boat until we’re back home.”

My eyes widen at her request, and I feel my mouth fall open. Christi’s laugh of surprise fits with Jenny’s gasp, expressing my sense of shock. The three men lean in, looking at her at the end of the table.

“Nat?” I say, as we find each other’s eyes. Before I can continue, she interrupts.

“I’ve been considering it for a while, mistress.”

“Please, speak plainly. This isn’t the time for protocol, my love. I want to hear your desires unfiltered.”


EIGHT
COLLARED PET


Nat’s blush at my request proves that our domme-sub connection is still present in her thoughts, but she nods at me before continuing. She looks down the table at the other women on my side, then back past the masculine faces of our partners. She smiles at Dick, then focuses on me.

“It’s not that I haven't felt physical attraction to men over the years. I’m more put off by many men’s behavior. Their assumption of privilege, misogyny, and other common factors made me think it was universal.” Natalie shrugs before glancing down the line of men on her side of the table. “You guys have shown me that behavior isn’t universal in all men. Craig is a valuable friend and co-worker who earned my trust. During my short time on the island, the rest of you have shown masculine characteristics that appeal to me.”

“So what does that mean for you?” I ask as I nod at the men along the table who unerringly protect and honor me and the rest of my friends.

“It means I trust them to protect me, even while I submit to their desires. Same as you always have, Felicia.” Nat pans down the line of women beside me. “Christi, Jenny, and Hailey trust you men, and I do too. It’s not just Craig’s dick that changed my desires; it’s the love and care you consistently demonstrate to all of us. I feel safe and want to absorb your unique masculine energy as I explore my bisexuality.”

She turns back to examine the line of men. She’s right. The four men at the table are excellent examples of masculine energy and attributes of a more chivalrous age. Chewing on my lip, I reach across the table, and Natalie takes my hand. “Does this change what we have? I cherish our dynamic. I wouldn’t be a good domme if I refused your desires. Do you want freedom?”

“Mistress,” she says with respect. “No, I want your collar; that hasn’t changed. I want to experience being bottom to all guests on board, but I’ll still kneel at your feet. It’s where I belong.”

I glance at Craig sitting beside my submissive, and he acknowledges my expression of relief. Returning my attention to Natalie, I express a soft sigh. The connection between the three of us remains, and Craig deferring to me even as I submit to him sexually is priceless. We’re shifting and strengthening our dynamic by allowing Natalie to discover this new facet of herself.

Christi squeezes my thigh, drawing my attention. She smiles and nods. If anyone understands my dominant side, it’s her. Our eyes meet as she takes the time to focus on my face. She’s been an invaluable partner as I’ve explored my desires both as a domme for Nat and as Craig’s hotwife. When I break from her loving gaze, I glance down the table and understand that each couple is different. Everyone accepts their differences as they deepen their love for each other. Tears well under my eyes, and I blink, feeling one escape and drip down my cheek as I return my attention to Natalie.

The entangled power exchange the three of us enjoy comes to life as the rest of the dinner party rises, sensing our need to be alone. Natalie bows her head as our four friends and Captain Dick exit the salon and file out the aft deck. I rise, keeping my eyes on her, back away from the table, and glance at my feet. She pushes her chair back and slips to her knees intuitively, crawling around the end to her place at my feet. She leans and kisses the tips of my toes before kneeling back in her submissive posture.

My fingers play with the short gold chain necklace I’m wearing, and I reach behind my neck to unclip it, letting the other end fall and dangle loose between us. “Eyes, pet.” My voice is raw, gritty with emotion as Natalie’s head rises to look at me.

“You’re mine,” I say after we stare at each other. “I claim you, and this chain signifies my dominance. I want you to wear it as my collar.”

Tears release from her eyes as she swallows. I run my finger along the chain to grasp the free end and move the arc of gold under her chin. She bows her head, and I pull the ends around and fasten them around her neck. I trail my fingers along her short curls, grip, and pull her head up. Our eyes meet as I bend at the waist. “Mine,” I whisper as I kiss her, feeling the welling power of our connection flowing between us as I take possession of her mouth.

Rising over her, I keep eye contact. “Strip, my pet,” I say, my voice still rough with emotion. “When you’re ready, crawl to join us. You are our freeuse toy until Galveston. Your safe word during this time is Lotus, symbolizing your rebirth under my collar. Use it, and the others will honor your safety, but my dominance and protection remain.”

She nods, then bows her head. I turn to walk outside, giving her time to process my assumption of power over her during the rest of the cruise. When we return home, I’ll get an appropriate collar for her to wear permanently and another appropriate ceremony with witnesses. I’ll discuss it with Christi and Jenny, my mentors.

As I walk outside, I reach behind my head, pulling my sundress off, and laying it over a deck chair. Lifting my eyes, I scan the faces of my friends as they take the cue and undress. Christi pauses, then steps to hug me close.

“Did you just collar, Nat?” she whispers, and I nod.

“She’s mine, and it’s taken me too long to grant her my collar,” I say before raising my voice as the others focus on me. “Nat is our freeuse slut until we make port. Her safe word is Lotus. She is under my protection, but free to use by any in our party, and the crew as the captain allows.”

I glance at Captain Dick, who nods as he remains in uniform while my friends stand naked around the hot tub—arousal pools in my core as my friends focus on the parlor behind me. Turning to watch, my breath catches as my beautiful, obedient sub crawls naked onto the teak deck to join us. Brad, Will, and Craig sit in deck chairs as if it were planned, while Jenny and Christi slide into their husbands’ laps. I follow and slip onto Craig’s sturdy thigh, cupping his head in my hands and kissing him. I’m his as much as Natalie is mine—ours.


NINE
UNDER THE STARS


I watch from Craig’s lap as Nat crawls to the center of our circle, then rests her ass on her heels. Her posture is one of exquisite submission, spine straight, hands resting on her open thighs facing up, and her head bowed. Her graceful gesture signifies she’s ours to use as we please. I glance up at Craig, who glances toward Brad in deference to his experience with BDSM and leadership of our group. Their eyes meet, and Brad nods his approval, turning to stare at Nat, his gaze darkening with lust.

“Show me if you can suck cock as well as your mistress,” Brad says.

Jenny grins at me as she rubs her breasts against her husband’s side, slipping to her knees at his feet. Showing her submission to her husband, she rests in a similar pose at his knee as Nat approaches. My submissive focuses on Brad’s stiff manhood, leaning and pulling her hands behind her back as she kisses his crown.

The glint of my collar around her neck flashes, reflecting the deck lighting as I focus on Nat leaning to slather Brad’s shaft with her tongue. She makes eye contact with him as she slides her tongue up one side and down the other. She pauses, glancing at his swollen tip, then opens her mouth and sucks it between her lips. I moan at the arousing sight of my submissive giving head to the man who invited me into this lifestyle.

My thoughts flash to the past, and his caring eyes as he sought my consent at the beach house. He stares at Nat as she bobs her head, going deeper with each nod. Jenny grabs the back of her head, gripping her red curls as she pushes my slut deeper on her husband’s prick. Brad lifts his head, looking at me as his eyes close and his head falls back.

“That’s a good little slut,” Jenny says in Nat’s ear. “Suck my husband’s cock. If you’re a good girl, I’ll share his cum with you.”

Dropping my hand, I wrap my fingers around Craig’s stiff shaft and sweep my thumb across his crown, smearing his seeping precum. His arm tightens at my hip, as his other hand cups my breast. I break away from the scene to look at my husband, and he focuses on me as lust darkens his features.

“Fuck me,” I whisper, sliding to my knees between his thighs. “Fuck me as we watch my girl serve our friends.”

My hands touch the warm teak deck as I lower my breasts to the wooden slat, lifting my ass and spreading my thighs to the perfect height for my husband to use me. My gazes shifts up, watching Nat’s firm ass flex as she fellates Brad. Her fingers entwine above the crease of her ass, as her upper body sways with her actions. Jenny runs her hand down Nat’s spine, pressing between her cheeks. Nat’s shifts only slightly to press her sex against my friend’s fingers while continuing to pleasure the cock in her mouth.

“Fuck her, babe,” Christi’s voice rises about the sound of the waves of our wake. “Fuck her while she has Brad's cock in her mouth.”

I glance up and Christi winks at me. I blush, remembering how naturally she takes control. As Will rises to walk toward the threesome, Christi slides into his abandoned deck chair and swings one leg over the arm. She plays with her pussy as her attention returns to the action.

Craig’s hands grip my ass, and I feel his weight shift behind me. Will echoes the movements behind Natalie and rests his hand on her shoulder. Nat’s moan is pure sex as she shifts forward while her knees shift back, opening her two holes to the presence behind her.

“I’ve got you, slut.” Jenny coos, her fingers gripping the red curls. “I won’t let you fall. Keep focusing on my husband’s dick.”

Craig teases his head through my sodden lips, as Jenny wraps an arm under Nat, cupping and squeezing her modest breasts. Nat moans around Brad’s shaft, dropping her mouth to his root as she adjusts her body into position for the second prick to breach her pussy. Will drops his hand between her thighs and shifts forward on his knees. I’m desperate for Craig to slam into me, but I can’t look away from the foursome across the deck.

Will’s naked ass flexes, and I moan as Craig mirrors his motion. Both men snap their hips and drive their cocks into Nat and me simultaneously. I shiver at the feeling of my husband’s girth stretching my tight pussy, and moan as I watch Will start to pound into my sub’s compact frame.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Christi moans, her voice pitching higher. Breaking away from the scene, I glance at her as she flexes her fingers into her glistening folds. She winks at me and nods toward Nat. “Dibs on next.”

My nod in return is short as my eyes close, enjoying the bliss of Craig’s steady fucking. It feels incredible, and he knows how I like it—rough and unrelenting. I gasp out as my muscular man uses my body, blinking my eyes to return to the lurid action across the deck. Nat pauses her cock sucking to take a breath, pulling off and burying her nose in Brad’s balls as Will plows into her. The men start growling and moaning as they seek their peaks. Jenny’s voice cheers on the action, and I begin to quiver.

“Oh fuck! I’m gonna come,” I shout, knowing I can’t hold back.

I scream as I watch Nat’s body stiffen and come apart, watching my sub shattering between Will and Brad. We moan out in concert as our bodies blast off into bliss, the grunts and shouts of all three men echoing our lust as they slam their cocks into our pussies and her mouth. Christi adds her scream to the chorus, and I shudder through another wave at the synchrony of our orgasms.

When I’m able to focus, I find Jenny on her knees in front of Brad, leaning forward to suck creamy cum off Will’s stiff prick. My obedient pet crawls with shaking thighs toward Christi, nuzzling into her pussy. Nat’s body shivers as Christi’s fist curls into her red hair and holds her against her flexing cunt.

I rise, breaking contact with Craig as he reclines breathless into the deck chair. Rising to my feet, I straddle his waist and lower my hand to guide his rigid cock into my throbbing pussy. Dropping onto his girthy pole, I moan as I watch Jenny getting plowed by two men lost in her bliss. I ride my husband’s cock as I watch the scene play out. Jenny changes position, taking Brad’s cock into her throat, as Will spoons behind her on the deck, his dick flexing as he continues to fuck her. I ride out another orgasm, unable to look away from the orgy.

The seven of us shift between each other, sprawling out on the deck as we seek pleasure and enjoy each other’s bodies. When things slow down, I’m on my back, combing through the crimson curls of my sub as she cleans Craig’s cum from my pussy. Craig stares at me as he fucks Nat from behind, as the other couples make out quietly, watching the three of us.

When the three of us hit our peaks, our bodies shaking and close to exhaustion, I feel nothing but bliss as my eyes close and blackness envelops me. Bodies shift, and I pull Nat's firm ass against my hips, while Craig’s massive bulk sandwiches me between my lovers. I sink into sleep under the stars, blessedly content and thankful.


TEN
HOMECOMING


The rest of the cruise is a repetition of the carnality after the seven of us woke up to a Caribbean sunrise. We showered, dressed, ate, undressed, and fucked again. It was gloriously hedonistic as we swapped partners and enjoyed our brand of swinging with the people we loved: no jealousy, steady affection, and tender care at the end of each session.

The second day at sea, Captain Dick allowed the three stewardesses to join us, and I enjoyed a turn with Emma, her willowy height a match for mine and a contrast to the compact frame of Jenny. Britt and Izzy joined Nat as fuck toys for all of us. Christi was in her element, orchestrating the tangle of naked bodies glimmering with sweat under the intense Caribbean sun.

After we broke for lunch and gallons of water, we divided the stewardesses between our three groups and retired to our air-conditioned staterooms. Izzy enjoyed making out with Nat while Craig and I watched. Then Nat cuddled with me while Craig fucked Izzy against the bulkhead while watching the waves outside our window. Izzy and Nat cuddled while I relaxed in Craig’s embrace when we rested.

The third day, Captain Dick returned the stewardesses to duty but took his privilege with Nat on the sundeck, while the six of us paired with our partners and watched him fuck my submissive toy. After that, we rested, and the intensity of our fuck-infused cruise settled into a peaceful time. Dinner on deck as the sun set was the perfect ending to our freeuse adventure. We shared and recounted the libidinous liberties we’d enjoyed as the sun set and the stars grew brighter. We peacefully retired to our cabins, with Natalie choosing to spend the night alone in her cabin. From the giggles I heard as I stirred in the night, I believe Izzy may have visited her.

Now we’re enjoying breakfast as the shore looms closer. After the meal, we return to our cabins, dress, and pack our bags. By the time we come topside, the port is in view. Hailey and Steven greet us as the ship moors at the quay in Galveston. Joy fills me knowing that our circle of lovers has grown to accept her as part of this found family. Our sister ship arrives as the deck hands finish securing the lines, and I spy Holly waving at us, Hailey, and Steven. Beside her, on the deck of her ship, Grady and Kimmi smile and wave along with Emma, Jonathan, and their three friends.

As we gather our belongings and disembark down the gangway, Mark and Kirsten stand with Hailey and Steven. Lisa walks out of a nearby building and smiles when Christi whistles at her. The warm homecoming of new friends and family is fitting after this life-changing cruise. The new bonds we’ve formed feel natural and whole. Our brand of ethical non-monogamy is fitting for the variety of personalities in our circles.

Mark has a pair of shuttle buses waiting to take us back to The Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast. The upcoming weekend marks its grand opening, so the swanky resort is in its final form. The architecture matches the pier-top bar across the beach path from Jenny’s beach house. With all the cranes and construction gear gone, it complements Galveston’s beach vibe very well. After the shuttle pulls into the driveway, we gather outside the resort, waiting for our luggage.

“You know, we don’t need to be back to pick up Amelia and Sammy from camp until next week,” Jenny smirks with twinkling eyes. “Do you guys want to stay at the beach house for a few days?”

“You’re welcome to stay at the resort,” Kirsten announces as she joins us, holding Mark’s hand. “We’ll be here through the weekend for another grand opening, and you’re invited to stay and celebrate with us.”

We look at each other, and Brad assumes the familiar position of talking for our group. “I don’t see why not. I don’t want to drive four hours back to Dallas immediately. Do you have any objections?”

“Will and I will stay with you and Jenny,” Christi confirms with a wink at Kirsten and Mark. “No offense, but I’m not ready to hop back in the FUBNB business so quickly.”

“Felicia, Nat, and I would enjoy staying at the resort,” Craig offers, and I’m happy about the feeling of family around the three of us.

“That works,” Mark agrees. He smiles as Hailey and Steven join our huddle. “Since you’re so close, I’d like to gift each of you VIP memberships in Fantasy Unlimited. I look forward to spending more time with you when we’re all back in Dallas.”

With the decision made, we all collect our bags and separate. After the fortnight we spent together, it’s a little weird to walk away from Jenny and Brad, but Hailey is ahead of us with Steven. I’ll get used to having more space. I love Jenny, but she’s also intense to be around. Her energy vibrates quicker than mine, and I let out a breath, enjoying walking at a slower pace with Nat and Craig.

Unlike the island resort’s expansive interior, the reception area’s interior is cozy. We crowd around the reception desk as Lisa appears and scans the group. She smiles but tilts her head. “Didn’t Christi sail back with you?”

“She’s staying with Jenny and Brad,” Mark says, with a knowing grin. “They’re just across the bike path in that two-story elevated beach house. You’ll see them soon. I need two—well, three rooms, but mine’s a given.”

“I have the three Spragues together in a Penthouse A on the top floor, and the Butlers are on the opposite side. The honeymoon package is already in the room.” Lisa smiles at us as she slides us key cards. “You’ll have to use these. We’re still bringing the voiceprint security system online. I’ll email you so you can complete your VIP registration.” As the five of us carry our bags to the elevator, Kimmi and Grady step forward to get their room keys. Emma and her entourage chose to get back to Dallas and aren’t staying for the grand opening.

“This is incredible,” Hailey says as we enter the elevator. “Did I tell you I will be Mark’s executive assistant?” Steve pulls her against his side and kisses her head, grinning at her excitement. “It will be easy to visit Holly when she’s in port while living in Dallas near you. I’m still pinching myself.”

“Oh, babe, I’m thrilled for both of you.” I lean and hug Hailey tightly. “I feel our time will often be split between Dallas and here. Let’s get our bags put away, then I want to take you over to Jenny’s beach house. Christi and Will are there. We need to tell you about the cruise home.”

When the elevator doors open, we split up and quickly put our bags in the closet. For a bed and breakfast, the rooms are enormous. It feels almost palatial after sharing a stateroom and small cabanas for so long. We gather back by the elevator, waiting for its return, and when the door opens, we see Kimmi and Grady.

“Do you want to visit Jenny with us?” I ask, feeling a kinship with Kimmi. Hailey nods too, excited to reunite with the black-haired pixie. “We’re going to go visit them for a little while.”

“Fuck, yeah. I’ve heard stories about their beach house. We’re totally in. Right, babe?” Kimmi grins as Grady nods. He’s happy letting his spunky wife pull him into her next adventure. The seven of us squeeze into the elevator. It’s cozy, but pressing bodies together comes naturally to us.

Lisa waits for us on the ground floor as Kirsten mans the front desk. “Mark’s resting in our room. It’s been a crazy week.” We all nod and laugh as Kirsten waves at the exit. “We may join you in a little bit.”

It feels natural to include everyone, and Lisa falls in step beside Craig as I walk between him and Nat, holding their hands. After crossing the walking path, we pass through the parking area under their beach house and climb the steps to the top. We press the button, and Christi opens the door, topless, with a flushed face.

“Get in here,” she grins, pulling me into a hug. “We’re all being chill, but it’s about to get going.”

“This feels like home.” I grin, turning to find Jenny grind her ass against Will’s lap, while kissing Brad. “We may need a bigger beach house.”

Memories of my first trip here spin in my mind as we enter and make ourselves comfortable. Kisses and gropes are given and received eagerly, and I’m soon on all fours between Christi and Hailey on the ottoman while Craig, Will, and Steven line up behind us and do what comes naturally. Kimmi and Jenny are kissing while their husbands rail them from behind. I grin down at my radiant redheaded slut under me, kissing her as Craig fucks me. “Welcome to the family, my love.”

“I love our found family,” Nat says, pressing her forehead to mine before sliding back and spreading her legs open. I lower and lick my submissive partner, enjoying her decadent moan. Jenny’s cozy beach house fills moans and groans as we enjoy another impromtu hotwife beach orgy.


ELEVEN
EPILOGUE: CLAIMED


Jenny’s beach house is full of guests again, but everyone is clothed in light beachwear and bathing suits—at least for now. I’m with Christi in Jenny’s room, while Natalie is out with everyone else. I examine the ring of silver Christi hands me.

“How does this work?” I ask, feeling around the circumference of the shiny choker.

“Use this key,” Christi says, holding a black hollow cylinder to the edge of the quarter-inch continuous titanium ring. She slides the round magnet along the edge until I hear a small click. “Now, pull it apart.”

The ring breaks in two places, hinged on one side and open on the other. I close it again and feel a vibration as it locks in place.

“It locks automatically but only opens with this key.” She repeats the gesture, and I pry the ring open again. “Once it’s shut, it’s secure forever.”

I nod, letting the ring snap shut again as she holds the heavy, metallic cylinder. “Help me with this,” I say, unclasping my necklace that Nat wore for the voyage home. “I don’t want to lose that. I’ll wear it.”

Christi smirks. “That’s perfect, babe.” She slides the hollow cylinder down the gold chain, then helps me clasp it around my neck. She pushes my hair back from my shoulders and grips me.

“It’s time, don’t you think?”

“Past,” I reply, pausing to trace the lines of my new tattoo inside my left wrist. It’s a fouled anchor with the rope twisting three times around the stem. Natalie has a matching one, while Craig’s is above his heart. Christi smiles as she watches my fingers run along the line’s path.

“Three strands,” she says.

“Three hearts,” I reply, nodding. “We’re anchored together, the three of us.”

“Symbols are important. Are you ready?”

“Yes. Let’s do this.”

She opens the door, and I enter Jenny’s open living space. The kitchen is empty, with everyone clustered around the ottoman. Our closest friends ring the square leather cushion, while new friends spill onto the screened deck. Behind them, the Caribbean Sea surf and the seagull cries greet us as the room falls silent. Christi moves to the side and takes Will’s hand as I focus on Natalie.

She’s naked, kneeling submissively in the center of the ottoman and facing away from me with her head bowed. I swallow the emotion growing in my throat and step closer, then climb up, lowering to my knees and resting my hands on her bare shoulders. I glance down at her posture, her hands open and relaxed on her thighs, the dark lines of her tattoo at her wrist catching my eye. Kissing the top of her head, I lift my eyes to our witnesses.

“Thank you for joining Craig and me as we welcome Nat into our family,” I begin, my voice trembling, and a tear falling. Craig steps behind me, and his heavy hand on my shoulder grounds me so I can continue. “What you are witnessing is a collaring ceremony. A collar represents ownership and devotion between two people.”

As I talk, I lift the silver ring to my neck, resting it on the cylinder of my necklace and rotating it until it clicks. When I open it, the crowd of observe catches their breath. As I open the hinged collar, Natalie lifts her head, and I slide the silver arc around her neck. Our eyes meet as I hold it open, my eyes blurring with tears.

“Sweet Natalie,” I breathe into the room’s solemn quiet. “I claim ownership of you and your soul. I love you and will always care for you. Will you accept and wear my collar?”

“Aye, mistress,” Nat says, tears spilling from her eyes, “I already have. I’ll wear this physical symbol to bear witness to your dominance over me, and my loving submission to you.”

The silver arcs snap closed, forming a seamless silver ring. I lower and kiss Natalie as the room erupts with applause and whistles. As we part, I rub Nat’s tears from her eyes as we gaze at each other. Then, when I lift my head, Craig presses into my back, wraps his arms around us, and pulls us into his secure embrace. We’re his and she’s mine. Forever.

I gaze around the room, filled with loving expressions on every face. This room was where I accepted an invitation into an orgy, and fell in love with my friends. This place feels sacred in the moment as I embrace my naked slave, secure in the arms of my soul mate. We’ll return here often, and now the memories I’ll have will include this moment.

As tears of gratitude spill from my eyes, I laugh joyfully at the crowd who supports and loves us. This isn’t the end of our story—it’s just the beginning. I’m grateful for all my friends and our new family.

The End


FREEUSE CARIBBEAN CRUISE
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Hailey is restarting her life after her divorce. When gifted a Caribbean cruise aboard a luxury sailing yacht, she meets new friends who include her in their swinging lifestyle. Follow Hailey as she learns how to let go and enjoy surrender.

https://read.hankdolworth.com/caribbean-cruise-series
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read.hankdolworth.com/caribbean-cruise


FREEUSE STOWAWAY ADVENTURES
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When Holly takes her future in her hands and stows away on a sailing yacht, she's sure her future is bright. It comes crashing down when the yacht's handsome captain tells her the consequences of stowing away. Offering her an option, Holly takes it eagerly, hoping to prove herself to the man who's given her a chance at a new life.

Follow her Freeuse Stowaway Adventures Series.

read.hankdolworth.com/stowaway-series
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read.hankdolworth.com/freeuse-stowaway-adventures


JENNY’S HOTWIFE EVOLUTION
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Discover Jenny’s exploration of her blossoming sexuality. She loves her husband Brad, who wants to watch Jenny embrace her inner slut and fuck his friend. Read through the changes in their lifestyles, then continue with Felicia's steamy awakening as Craig's future hotwife.

https://read.hankdolworth.com/hotwife-evolution

[image: Jenny the Soccer Mom Complete Series]


read.hankdolworth.com/jenny


FANTASY UNLIMITED BED AND BREAKFAST
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Discover Mark, Kirsten, Brandon, and Megan’s story.

Fantasy Unlimited Bed and Breakfast is a chain of exclusive resort-level bed and breakfast establishments. The highest-tier VIP members enjoy a luxury suite, gourmet-quality breakfasts, and the services of an exclusive freeuse hostess for all of their needs.

read.hankdolworth.com/fubnb
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read.hankdolworth.com/fantasyunlimited


HANK DOLWORTH COLLECTION SERIES
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Hank Dolworth Collection Series

includes the following:

	Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast 

	Freeuse Stowaway 

	Study Buddies with Benefits 

	Jenny, the Soccer Mom 




read.hankdolworth.com/hdcollection


ABOUT THE AUTHOR



Hank Dolworth is the nom de plume of a technology educator who had to stop flying around the world and is trapped in his home office attending too many Zoom calls. To cope with this high-stress environment, in his free time, Hank likes to write story-driven erotica and erotic romances.

Hank's spicy stories are packed with sizzling sex, mind-melting orgasms, and heartwarming romance. While not always having a happy ever after, his endings always end up happy for now.

Living in Texas, Hank also enjoys hot, spicy, rich, melt-in-your-mouth barbecue, time with his family, and working with other erotica writers to improve his craft.

Find out what Hank's been up to by signing up for his newsletter, which is easy to do. Just grab a free book when you visit:

read.hankdolworth.com/freebies
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