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Foreward


The heat of the summer is just beginning when my younger sister calls me to celebrate my divorce. My ex wasn’t horrible; we just fell out of love. It just took a few years to realize it. I’m alone and unprepared to dip my toe in the dating pool. I’m fine—really, everything is fine.

My sister Holly is a stewardess on a posh luxury sailboat hosting über-rich billionaires in the Caribbean. It’s sweet that she calls, but she seems so busy. She tells me she bought me a ticket on a sister ship for a two-week cruise along the Yucatan peninsula. Her boyfriend, the nameless captain of her ship, paid for all expenses. It sounds fun and includes a five-day stay on a private island for a “freeuse excursion.” I’m not sure what that means, but Holly thinks it’ll be just what I need to break the ice on my sexless existence.

My temperature rises when I start researching what freeuse means. It’s completely foreign to me, but the idea of being freely available for pleasure spikes my arousal.

I’m tired of being alone, and the idea of a hedonistic vacation sounds incredible.

What the hell? Right? Little sisters always seem to have the most fun. Why can’t older sisters bend the rules, too?


To those brave enough to forget the past and journey on wherever their heart leads


It's remarkable how quickly a good and favorable wind can sweep away the maddening frustrations of shore living.

— ERNEST K. GANN
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FREEUSE CARIBBEAN CRUISE



Prologue: Introducing Hailey


The morning is quiet, and the songbirds greet me when I open the screen door to my patio. My fingers tighten around my cup as I close the door and sit at my table to enjoy my morning coffee. My first morning as a divorcee is off to a fine start. I slide my phone on the table and inhale the steamy aroma of the cup from the first pot of coffee I wouldn’t have to share with my ex-husband. The phone buzzes on the table, and the screen lights up with the smiling face of my little sister, Holly.

My smile grows as I pick up the phone and press the button to answer the FaceTime call. I haven’t spoken to her as often since she began working as a stewardess on a sailing yacht. After a short delay, the call connects, and Holly’s tanned face, a beacon of joy, appears.

“Holly! It’s so good to hear from you.”

“I wouldn’t miss your first morning of freedom, Hailey Thompson!” Holly grins. “How are you doing, sister?”

“Oh, I’m fine,” I lie by omission. “We agreed to split up because it wasn’t working anymore. Chad and I are still friends.” Reverting legally to my maiden name was part of the deal.

A large, handsome face appears over Holly’s shoulder, and I hear his heavily accented English voice call out, “Oi! Holly! I need yer services in the rope locker in five!”

Holly blushes deeper than I’ve seen before as she turns and calls after him. “Aye, Liam. I’ll be there in two shakes!” Then, facing the camera, her eyes brighten when she responds. “I need to go. Duty calls. I’ll call you back in… an hour?”

“That’s fine.” I shrug. “I don’t have any plans. Are you getting underway?”

“No, we’re at the pier for some small repairs; Liam just likes my help with his projects.”

“Okay.” I crease my brow. It isn’t like her to leave a conversation, but she’s changed since she started sailing on the yacht. “I’ll talk to you soon.”

She smiles and waves then the call ends. I put the phone down on the table and lift my coffee. Leaning back to enjoy the morning sun and the chirps of birds in my trees, I start going through my mental to-do list. Settling my mind, I finish the cup, then grab my phone and tap on a checklist of today’s tasks. The phone vibrates in my hand, and Holly’s name appears, so I answer and smile into my sister’s eyes for the second time this morning.

“That didn’t take long,” I say, noticing Holly’s face is scarlet, and her hair is out of place, one braid canted out at an odd angle. “Is everything okay?”

“Oh, it’s great!” Holly gushes, a little out of breath, and takes a lick of something off her thumb. “Liam just needed a quick hand. Anyway. I wanted to tell you about the divorce day present I’ve sent you.”

“Oh, you didn’t have to do that; I know money is tight for you.”

“It’s gotten a lot better since I got a job on this yacht; the tips are incredible!” Holly wipes her cheek, licks at the dollop of something from her cheek, savors the taste, and then smiles as her eyes lose focus for a second. Then she snaps her attention back to the phone. “You’re going on an all-expenses Caribbean cruise this weekend. Hope your bags are packed!”

“What!” I blurt out, sounding shrill. I’ve never expected my always-starving cocktail waitress sister to be able to afford such a luxury. “Stop it.”

“Nope, you deserve this!” Holly grins. “Captain helped me set it up. It’s on the same line as our boat, so it wasn’t expensive. He also paid for your plane ticket. I’ll send you the details.”

“Does your Captain have a name?” I ask. Since Holly started on her ship, she’s been much happier, and she always mentions this Captain person in our short calls. It seems the life of a luxury sailing yacht stewardess is busy.

“Yes, but he doesn’t like me using it,” Holly says after an awkward pause. I hear tapping, and she looks at someone off to the side. “Oh, I need to go! Steph wants to have some pie. I’ll send you all the details. You’re going to love it! I signed you up for the Freeuse Excursion as well. You’ll have so much fun! Love ya.”

Holly taps something on her phone, and I notice her smile and lick her lips as she walks towards this Steph person before the image scrambles. She sure looks like she’s having fun in her new career. I rise from my chair, leave my phone on the table, grab my coffee cup, and open the screen door to go back inside to refill my cup.

When I’m back outside, I freeze when I see the video feed on my phone. The display shows Holly on her back, her face flushed and her chest bare. A woman is sucking one of her rigid nipples. The picture is at an odd angle from the side, and I’m unsure if Holly knows I’m on the line.

“Oh fuck, Steph,” my sister moans through the speaker, and I turn down the volume. “Right there, circle your fingers right there.”

“Mmm, I want to taste you first, Hols,” says an Aussie-accented female voice. “I know Liam left me a little gift in your sweet pussy.”

My mouth opens, but no words come out as I watch my sister curl forward to kiss her bedmate. When they part the kiss, my sister pushes her fingers into Steph’s hair, guiding her lower down her body. The picture cuts off when the phone tumbles but auto-focuses back on Holly. My sister stretches, and her back arches as she spreads her thighs for her friend. There is little doubt about what is happening.

I want to hang up. I want to yell, scream, and demand answers to my growing list of questions. But I can’t help but stare at my little sister as she enjoys whatever her friend does to her. I feel arousal swell inside me, and I’m torn between hanging up or slipping my fingers under the waist of my panties.

This is wrong, but it’s been so long for me that I’m horny enough to keep watching. Amid their tryst, Holly’s head turns, and I watch her eyes widen when she sees the shock on my face in her phone. She screams and scrambles as the picture tilts, then goes dark as the call is cut off.

“What the hell is Holly up to?” I ask, looking out into my verdant backyard.


Holly's Surprise
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My phone buzzes with an email notification from Holly. It’s been about twenty minutes, and I open the email. It has a link to the cruise reservation and a note from Holly that she’ll call back. I pace my living room, still in my pajama tank top and soft cotton shorts. My mind is cycling through what I saw—my little sister having sex with her female friend. I knew she’d been seeing this nameless Captain, but I’d never expected to see her naked with another woman.

I’d gone through an experimental phase when I was in college, kissing and making out with other girls. I knew how good it felt to be kissed while slim fingertips teased my pussy. Women are softer and slower but also more direct. Other women have an innate knowledge of how to touch a woman. Seeing Holly and her nameless counterpart flooded my mind with memories.

What I saw fills me with equal parts arousal and confusion. I haven’t had sex in a long time, waiting for the divorce to be final before dipping my toe into the dating pool. It’s been a long dry spell. I’m ready to get back into the game, but I have no idea where to start at my age. I’m skeptical about dating apps, but maybe that’s what I need—no tangled feelings, just a hookup.

My phone buzzes in my hand, and I stop and lift it to see a FaceTime notification with Holly’s smiling face. I click the button anxiously, then get frustrated as FaceTime takes time to connect. But when I see Holly’s apologetic expression and her blushing but mischievous smile, I return the look with a soft smile.

“I’m sorry,” she says when she sees my face. “I’m not sure how that happened.”

“I think we have much to catch up on, sister.”

She nods and curls one of her red tresses behind her ear. I tilt my head, curious. I hope I’m not showing any disapproval or judgment. Holly and I are all we have for family. I need her, and I miss her. When my marriage blew up, she was on her sailing ship adventure. I felt so lonely.

Holly starts telling me her story. “It happened so fast. I didn’t know how to tell you at first. I was tired of being a waitress at bars along the waterfront and seeing all these rich people sailing off on cruises. One night, after I’d had enough drinks to give me courage, I just stowed away on one.”

“I thought you got a job as a stewardess, or whatever they call it?” I ask, sitting on my sofa and lying back. Holly’s face blushes as she fills in all the blanks she’s left in the past year.

“I had no money, so the Captain offered me a deal. I would grant the Captain and his crew freeuse of me sexually, and he wouldn’t tell the authorities about my stowing away.”

My mouth opens in shock. “Holly! Isn’t that extortion or something? I don’t know! It sounds illegal!”

“Well, it may have been.” Holly shrugs and grins. “I ended up liking it. I guess I’m submissive, and I like being a slut for the crew. They all support me, and we’ve bonded as a team. And Hailey—I’ve fallen in love with Captain, and he loves sharing me with his crew. It’s been a win-win for me.”

I’m speechless as I look at her through the phone. She squirms a bit, then tilts her head. “You saw me with Steph, who is another stew like me. I’m also intimate with the head stew, the first mate…” I shake my head as she starts listing everyone she’s been fucking for the last year.

“So, you get paid for this? Holly, are you a prostitute?” I don’t like how shrill my voice sounds, so I apologize immediately. “I’m sorry, this is a lot to process.”

“I get paid the normal rate for a third-class stewardess and keep my share of the tips from our wealthy guests. What I do with my crew mates, I do willingly and consensually. It’s good for the ship’s morale!” Holly’s forehead creases betray her defensiveness. Then she smiles at me and clears her throat. “Did you get the details for the cruise?”

“Are you trying to change the subject?” I ask, but my body is responding to her story with a strange arousal. The way she’s explained her arrangement sounds like she’s some sex slave. But her eyes are bright, her smile broad, and I can’t say I remember seeing her as happy as she appears.

“No.” Holly shakes her head, and her mischievous grin returns. “I know it’s a lot, and it sounds strange. You can ask me anything, but I thought it might be better if you experienced it yourself.”

There is a long pause as her words sink into my thoughts.

“Sorry, what?” My forehead tightens, and my brow lowers. “You want me to experience what exactly?”

“Look, I know your sex life dried up even before you began having marital trouble. I’m sorry it ended in divorce. That doesn’t seem easy. But looking on the bright side, this is the perfect time to experience something you’ve never imagined. Would you give it a chance for me?”

“What are you talking about?” I stand up and head to my office as I’m talking. “What did you sign me up for?”

“Did you even look at the itinerary?” Holly asks with a huff of frustration. I huff back because it feels strange to be prodded by my little sister. Shouldn’t I be the one instructing her?

“I’m bringing it up now,” I tell her, sitting at my desk and putting my phone in a holder. I open my laptop and read the email, feeling like she’s watching me while I read the cruise details. “Okay, it says we’re leaving from Galveston this Thursday. Holly! That’s in two days!”

“I know, and you’re welcome,” she says. “I don’t want you to mope around in your apartment, and your job will give you time since you just got divorced.”

I frown at her, then go back to reading the details. “Whatever, I didn’t want to work this week anyway.” She bounces and claps while I roll my eyes. “Going to Cozumel, Costa Maya, and Belize before returning to Houston.”

“Yes! You’ll love those ports,” Holly says. “Look at the excursion in Belize.”

“Enjoy five days of freeuse,” I read, then glance at her, scrunching my nose. “What does that mean, exactly?”

“The cruise line’s parent company owns an island off the coast of Belize, and it has a special arrangement for people who want to get wild!” My stomach tightens.

“What have you signed me up for?” I ask, trying to mask my dread.

“It will all be explained, but you’ll need a blood test before you go.”

“Why would I want to do that?” My confusion and frustration are in a war for supremacy in my mind.

“So you can pass the STD screen and health exam.” Holly shrugs like she’s explaining this to a child. Her eyes flick up, and then she starts talking much faster. “They’ll have condoms, of course, but freeuse is so much more fun when you can go without them. Oh, sorry. Captain just texted. We’re leaving in an hour. I need to get ready. Relax and have a great time! I love you.”

The screen goes blank. I close my mouth once I realize it’s been hanging open. I’m confused. I feel like I’ve lost my breath as I rewind everything she said. Holly looks so happy, and her smile tips the scales as I weigh things in my mind. I pick up my phone to call my doctor’s office. I’m throwing caution into the wind, taking a chance on this outrageous idea. After getting through the voice message menu, I make an appointment for an STD screen and blood test. With my head still spinning I go to my room to get dressed to visit the minute clinic a few miles away.

“Holly, what the hell have you gotten me into?” I wonder as I look at myself in the mirror.


Embarking
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I drag my roller bag down the cement quay, my heart pounding with excitement and anxiety. It’s Thursday, and soon, I’ll board the tall sailboat at the end of the pier. It’s tied up at the stern with portable stairs leading up to the deck at the ship’s stern. It’s huge, and it looms larger with every step,

This is a new adventure for me: a luxury yacht, an overnight cruise, a foreign country. I’ll experience all of it in a week, starting with boarding this sailing yacht in front of me.

Holly and I communicate regularly by email. Since her ship is away from port, she doesn’t have cell phone access. However, her ship does have internet, so she’s been sending me details about the ship, the crew, and the cruise I’m about to embark on. I used her message to research ships and cruises. I’ve become familiar with a lot of jargon and nautical terms.

I packed my wardrobe according to a few lists I found in my research. Embarking is usually a casual dress, so I’m wearing a light-blue romper with a button up front; it’s not too revealing with all the buttons buttoned. The bottom is like a pair of shorts, so there’s no chance of a wardrobe malfunction. My white rubber-soled sneakers are comfortable.

As I get closer, I see a gaggle of people standing at the end of the pier. They must be the other guests. I take a mental inventory of the two other women’s outfits. The tall, willowy brunette is wearing a purple sundress with a modest bodice, the skirt fluttering against the middle of her shapely thighs. The striking blonde has her hair in a ponytail. She’s wearing a tank top that’s stretched across her ample breasts and a tennis skirt that shows off her amazing legs. The two stunning women have incredible bodies compared to my softer curves. I’m here for fun, so I shake off envy as I realize my outfit will fit right in.

The blonde woman breaks away from the pack and walks in my direction, waving. “You must be Hailey?”

“None other.” I smile as we meet and shake hands. I stiffen when she leans and hugs me, but I can’t help but relax into the warm, friendly embrace.

“I’m Jenny.” Her face beams as she smiles, and her eyes sparkle with a mischievous glint. She’s bubbly, bouncing up and down and making her ponytail swing. “I guess Jenny is a nickname, short for Jennifer, but I never liked three-syllable names. Come on, let me introduce you to the rest of us.”

She takes my hand, and we walk together as I pull my roller bag with my free hand. There are four other people: three men and one other woman. I scan their faces as they turn when Jenny calls out.

“I found Hailey, guys,” Jenny says, leading me to a tall man who reaches out his hand.

“I’m Brad. Jen’s my wife. Welcome to the group.” His voice is deep but kind, and his grip is firm and warm. He has short, greying, windblown brown hair. His kind smile draws me in, but he looks me in the eye instead of dropping to my cleavage, as most men do. I grin in return, feeling comfortable after meeting two new people.

“I’m Hailey,” I say, groaning at the reflexive introduction because Jenny already told them my name. “Nice to meet you.”

“He’s my stag, and I’m his vixen.” Jenny laughs and kisses her husband’s cheek before leading me to the next couple. I’m about to ask what that means, but she’s already introducing me to the next couple. “This is Craig and Felicia. Craig coaches my daughter’s soccer team, and Felicia has the best yoga studio.”

Felicia smiles, taking my hand in both of hers and bowing slightly. She is a willowy brunette with a warm smile. She is tall, and her breasts are small compared to Jenny’s full, rounded ones. Craig lets go of her to offer me his hand.

“Glad to meet you.” He blushes as his eyes rake over my body before returning to my eyes. I feel a well of arousal as I enjoy his attention, noticing Felicia smiling as she takes in my curves. Their thinly veiled attention feels different; outright ogling usually offends me. I feel my cheeks flush from their attention.

“You two are married?” I ask, unsure what Jenny means by describing them as a couple; Craig is nearly devouring me with his gaze.

“No,” Craig says with a comfortable smile as he glances down at my body again before resting back on my eyes. “Not yet, anyway. We’ve been together for over a year, and she lives with my daughter and me. She just accepted my proposal a few days ago.”

Okay then. Should he be eye-fucking me like that? So I glance at Felicia, and she holds up her left hand, the glint of a diamond on her ring finger. She smiles, leans against Craig, and wraps her arm around his waist as she leans into his side. Craig turns and pulls her into his arms, squeezing her with his large hands.

“We’ve only tested our open relationship with our small circle of friends. We’re still exploring, and this trip sounds exciting.” Felicia shrugs as she explains.

I’m about to ask what she means by exploring when Jenny tugs me in front of the tallest man in the group. “Finally, we have our other solo guest, Steven.”

I look at him, tilting my head back to see his eyes. They are a striking storm gray, and I smile at him. His body is muscular but trim and lean. His shirt is loose and hangs outside his knee-length shorts.

“Wow, you’re tall,” I blurt, blushing with my hand extended. He focuses on my face, takes my hand, and kisses my knuckles, which puts me at ease. Although I wouldn’t mind if he checked me out like Craig and Brad. The two men talk with each other, glancing over at me while Felicia listens. She keeps watching me, too, as their conversation continues.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Hailey,” Steven says, and I titter a nervous laugh.

“The pleasure is mine.” I smile back and decide to give him my full attention.

Steven takes my bag from my other hand. “I’ll put yours over there with ours. The crew will load it into our cabins as we embark.”

“This is my first cruise,” I confess, walking with Steven to the rows of suitcases. They seem to have much more luggage than I have, and I worry I might not have packed enough.

“Oh, you’re a virgin?” Steven chuckles and winks. “I’ve been on three. This is the first adult cruise, however. The freeuse excursion will be different, don’t you think?”

“I’m still unsure what will happen on the excursion.” I notice Steven looking at my wrists and ankles, and I scrunch my nose, feeling like I am missing something. “What are you looking for?”

He straightens up and examines my expression before looking at the others talking a few steps away. When he focuses back on me, his smile eases the tension I feel, and I linger, looking at his eyes.

“You are new to this, aren’t you?” He looks down at me, crossing his arms over his broad chest, and I take a moment to sweep my gaze over his masculine frame.

“First cruise. I said that already.” Didn’t I? I’ve lost track of what I’ve told this striking group of strangers.

“First time with an adult-only theme too?”

I blink again, unsure how to answer. “Pardon?”

My thoughts are foggy, but I connect his questions to random phrases Holly used to describe her gift to me. Is this an adult-only cruise? I don’t remember that from when I read all the literature. I turn to look at the group of four people—two couples, then back to peer up at Steven.

“Oh yes, of course.” I try to recover, but I feel my cheeks heat. “Yep, first time for that too. I’m not sure what that means…” I’m interrupted by loud music from the stern of the boat.

“Come on. I think we’re boarding,” Steven says, offering me his arm.

I slide my hand into the crook of his elbow since it seems appropriate. Shifting my tote on my opposite shoulder, we walk toward the ship. The backpack contains everything I need, plus an additional set of clothes. My mind is still spinning with the talk of adult-only cruises and Holly’s explanation of the freeuse excursion.

Holly has told me of her freeuse role on her ship, but part of me still thinks she’s pranking me. Normal people don’t just give blanket consent to the sexual use of their bodies, do they? My core hums as I consider my questions and sweep my gaze across my companions. The four of them appear healthy and active, smiling as they wander comfortably ahead of Steven and me, approaching the steps at the rear of the yacht.

The ship’s crew appears in casual but matching uniforms, walks down the stairs, and stands in a line. A tall, rangy man with a bald head and a full beard smiles as he walks past the file of crew members and approaches the six of us.

“Good morning. I’m glad y’all made it.” He says with a deep southern twang. With his hand on his hips, he exudes confidence as he addresses us in pressed, white Bermuda shorts and a crisp button-down, short-sleeved, white shirt. “I’m Captain Johnson, and I’m happy to welcome you aboard the Pineapple Princess. Let me escort you to the main deck for a glass of champagne. Then you’ll be escorted to the club room for crew introductions.”

He’s very businesslike yet charming. His bronze skin betrays a life spent outdoors in the tropics. I like his smile and feel safe when he surveys me as we shake hands.

“You’re Holly Thompson’s sister, right?” he asks, cocking a bushy eyebrow.

His question comes out of nowhere, and I can do nothing but nod.

“Yes, my younger sister. She’s told me about her life on… is it a sister ship?

He nods before he answers. “Yes, but it’s complicated. We do a slightly different type of cruise than Holly’s ship. Last I heard, their captain is considering joining the FU collective.”

I’m about to ask what FU stands for when he waves everyone up the stairs, and I follow him, swallowing my question, and sense the rest of the group behind me. On the main deck, he stops and nods towards a tall blonde in a similar uniform as the rest of the crew files past us and into the ship’s interior.

“This is Emma. She is my chief stewardess and will act as your host for this cruise. Please take a glass of champagne.”

Two other women come from inside the ship carrying two trays of champagne flutes filled with bubbly. A buzz of excitement fills the space as we all take a glass. The captain makes a toast, and then Emma waves for everyone to follow her. I start to follow when the captain reaches out and grips my hand.

“Come with me, Hailey. I have a few questions I need to ask you.”

A flutter erupts in my core at his firm grip, and I follow meekly behind him.

“Have I done something wrong?” I ask.

My question isn’t answered, and he’s become stony silent as we walk past the others down into the core of the yacht, turning at the bottom of a narrow staircase. The captain opens a narrow door and waves me inside.

“You haven’t done anything wrong, but I sense you don’t know entirely what your sister signed you up for.”


Debrief with Captain Johnson
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As we descend the ship’s winding stairs, the interior unfolds before me, a labyrinth of corridors. Each passageway looks similar and features oval-shaped doorways. These are not your typical doors but are about a foot above the floor. The captain opens a hatch-like door, inviting me inside.

“What’s this?” I ask as I step over the edge and into the room.

“This is my stateroom, and it doubles as my office,” he declares, striding past me to a compact desk. He gestures to the other side, a plush bench that spans the length of the wall.

“I’m sorry, I’m unfamiliar with ships,” I say, lowering onto the cushion and holding my tote in my lap.

“It’s my room, where I stay. Nautical term, I suppose. I tend to slip into the vernacular since I’ve lived at sea since I joined the Navy at eighteen.” He grins, his weathered face lighting up, then flips through papers with practiced ease.

I look around. Apart from his desk, chair, and the bench I’m sitting on, there is no other large furniture. The wall alongside the portal door has a low cabinet with a countertop. Books, charts, and clipboards filled with paper are cluttered on the top.

“Did you say you sleep in here? Where is your bed?” My nose scrunches as I blink at him, confused.

“I do, right where you’re sitting. That bench is a fold-out bed.” He smiles kindly, and I enjoy looking at his tanned face. “Space is at a premium, even on these luxury yachts. Especially in the crew quarters. The guest staterooms are much larger and include full-sized beds; some are even king-sized for the hosts.”

I nod and cross my hands over my purse. He looks at me curiously, so I smile at him. “What can I help you with, captain?”

“Please, call me ‘Dick,” he says calmly.

“I don’t think you are. You’re very pleasant to talk with.” I replay our conversation; my forehead creased with concern.

He laughs softly. “No, it’s my name, short for Richard. Most people call me ‘sir’ or ‘captain’, though. It’s up to you.”

“Okay, Dick.” I try to smile, but I’m nervous about why he wants to talk with me.

“Did you know you were signing up for an adult-only, clothing-optional cruise?” he asks.

“I did not,” I say, lifting my eyebrows. “Holly gave me this trip as a gift. I’ve only seen the itinerary. It made no mention of—what did you say? Clothing optional?”

Dick nods, folds his hands, and places them on the desk. “The line that owns this boat is part of a large corporation that caters to the alternative lifestyles of the upper class in America. Specifically, the adult-oriented couples that enjoy non-monogamous activities that don’t require clothes.”

“You mean—sex, right?” I blink, then look down at my hands.

“Yes, Hailey. I mean sex. We can’t use that word or other words in our official communications. We exist in a gray area between the laws on land and the laws of the sea. We must couch our language or endure closer scrutiny from the authorities.

I play with my purse strap as I process this new information. The puzzle of Holly’s licentious behavior makes more sense. She did say it was consensual what she did with the rest of the crew. But I thought she told me it was only the crew.

“You mean the passengers are free to engage in adult-oriented activities at sea? Not just on the excursion?” I ask, with a tilt of my head.

Holly’s mention of freeuse made me curious, so I researched it. I found several sites with information about BDSM. After pushing into that dark corner of the internet, I read about domination and submission. I understood that freeuse fell under the broader world of the BDSM kink, with submissive people consensually entering freeuse agreements where they give complete autonomy over their body to their dominant partner.

The whole thing seems unreal but exciting at the same time. I decided I could endure being freely used for a limited time on an island. I hadn’t considered consenting to the same on this week-long cruise.

“I knew the excursion was going to be freeuse but had no idea it extended to the cruise itself,” I say, chewing on my bottom lip. Dick nods at me, and I feel my cheeks warm. “Does this cabin have air conditioning? I’m suddenly a bit warm.”

He flips on a fan sitting on the edge of his desk and turns it toward me, which gives me a faint breeze that doesn’t help the rising heat.

“The ship is not a freeuse zone, so it’s not the entire cruise. We get a variety of people on these adult-themed cruises: kinky couples, swingers, ethical non-monogamists—all enjoy the freedom a ship on the open seas allows,” Dick explains.

“You mean they’ll be having sex on the boat while we sail?” I ask, feeling a flutter of arousal.

“Yes. Consensually, of course. Ships outside of territorial waters are not subject to the same laws of their countries. So, once we’re outside twelve miles from shore, we’re out of the jurisdiction of the U.S. Coast Guard. That means nudity is allowed on deck at the discretion of the ship’s master—me.” Dick examines me as he explains the details. “I’m responsible for everyone’s safety and comfort while at sea. I want to know if you’re okay with the explicit nature of this cruise.

I’ve never watched people have sex outside of the few pornographic videos I watched with my husband earlier in our marriage. The thought of being in the same room or outside on deck while people… fucked was oddly arousing. “I didn’t know that, but I’m not against it. I’m just not attached to anyone. Will that be a problem? I looked forward to going away somewhere after my divorce was finalized.”

“Did you make your reservation?” Dick asks.

“No, it was my sister, Holly. She made it and gave it to me as a gift to celebrate my divorce.”

“An odd gift to grant you if you didn’t know the details.” Dick combs his fingers through his beard. “Cruises like this usually have people experienced in various alternative lifestyles. It calms things, as they are usually less judgmental than traditional marriages or conservative religions. I can’t have passengers opposed to open marriages, alternative lifestyles, or other arrangements.”

“I’m not judgmental, Captain Johnson,” I say with an even tone. “I may not have known in advance about the nature of this cruise, but I’m not going to break down in a fit over people having sex. I’m hoping to end my dry spell, if you must know.”

I can feel my nipples tightening as I speak frankly, and a well of desire pools in my core. I wet my lips as they feel extra dry. I try to steady my gaze and appear confident.

“So, you’re aware of the excursion? Do you know what will happen on the island?”

“I do.” I nod, then wonder if that sounds too eager. “My sister, well, I’ll just say she opened my eyes to what that term means.”

“Freeuse.”

“Yes, that’s the one.” I nod again.

“Indulge me. What does it mean?” Dick asks in an even tone.

I close my eyes, thinking back to my call with Holly. I look straight at the captain. “It’s a consensual agreement where the submissive partner agrees for her partner or partners to have free use of their bodies for their sexual enjoyment.” I recite the definition I found online and feel another jolt of arousal thinking about what Holly told me about her shipboard lifestyle.

Dick leans back in his chair and crosses his muscular forearms across his chest, looking me up and down like he’s considering something. Then he grabs a tablet, turns it on, opens an app, and taps a few times. When done, he turns it around so that I can read it. It’s the disclaimers I signed when I confirmed the reservation.

“These are your signatures, and you’ve read these documents?” Dick asks, and I nod as I swipe through the pages on the tablet.

“Those are indeed my signature. And these are my test results.” I confirm as I swipe to the last page. I inhale, then exhale slowly to relax my nerves before continuing. “Captain, I appreciate your concern. This is all new to me, and it’s comforting that you verify everything. I’m consenting to the freeuse excursion and understand the nature of this cruise. Who I decide to have sex with on the boat will be my informed choice.”

“Ship,” Dick says with a slight grin. “This is a ship. We’ll be cruising in international waters. Once outside the Coast Guard’s jurisdiction, anything goes.” His eyes hold mine as he repeats his responsibilities as the master of this ship in a sober, serious tone. “In international waters, my word is law. I will use my authority as captain of this vessel to ensure my guests’ and crew’s physical and emotional safety.”

“Of course, Captain. I’d expect nothing else.” I nod. “I have a question?”

“Shoot,” Dick says, seeming more relaxed, knowing I fully understand what’s going to happen.”

“On the ship, while at sea, are your crew members available to play with guests?”

“Not as a rule,” he says. “I will monitor the conduct of the guests to determine if I feel it’s safe to include my off-duty crew. It can affect the safety of this ship if the crew becomes distracted. I still have to sail safely from point A to point B, and I need my crew to be aware and ready for any situation.”

“Thank you,” I say with a nod. “May I go back with the rest of the guests now?

“Of course. Let me call for an escort. The passageways can be confusing.” He smiles tightly as he grabs a microphone off a device resembling an old CB radio.

“Isobel, please report to the Captain’s Stateroom,” he says, and I hear it echo outside in the hall.

“Who is Isobel?” I ask.

“She’s our Holly,” Dick says with a wink.


Welcome Aboard
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Fidgeting as I sit across from Captain Dick Johnson, waiting for an escort back to the rest of the guests for the cruise, I open my mouth to ask a question, then slam my lips together.

“I can tell you have something to say,” Dick says. “Go ahead and tell me, or ask your question.”

His brusque, no-nonsense tone doesn’t sound angry, I feel he is direct and used to giving commands. My core tightens when I picture myself kneeling at his feet while his intense eyes stare down at me. Where the fuck did that mind picture come from? I shake my head to clear my thoughts.

“You know I’m alone on this cruise,” I begin, trying not to stumble over my words. “Am I expected to engage in sexual activities at sea, too?”

“I’ll be straight, Hailey,” he says, giving me a beguiling smile. “There are no expectations of you beyond enjoying yourself on this cruise. How you enjoy yourself is entirely up to you. Your active consent is important; if you ever feel threatened, I want you to tell me immediately.”

I nod and half-smile, playing with my tote strap. Should I ask this next question? He has been straightforward with me, so I decide to do the same.

“You said your crew members aren’t allowed to play with guests. Does that include you?”

I hold his gaze as my mind streams through the fantasy of me naked on my knees under his intense gaze. When I blink, his eyes hold mine steady as he processes my question. We stare at each other when there is a knock at the door.

“Enter,” Dick says sharply. As the doorknob turns, Dick rises and steps forward. I stand, taking his hand to get to my feet. When I think he will ignore my forward question, he bends to whisper in my ear. “I’ll need to get back to you later with my answer.”

My core tightens, and butterflies erupt in my tummy, but I plaster a smile on my lips. “Of course, Captain. I look forward to hearing it.”

The door opens, and a slim, strawberry blonde enters the room. She is a few inches shorter than I am, and her uniform is tight around her generous bust.

“Yes, Captain.” Her voice doesn’t waver as she looks at him. “How can I be of service?”

The captain’s words, “She’s our Holly,” spin in my mind as the young woman glances at me sideways. I feel her eyes graze along my figure, and I wonder if she thinks the captain wants her to service me.

“Izzy, this is Hailey Thompson.” Dick introduces me with a wave of her hand. She turns toward me to continue her visual inspection. “You’ve heard of Holly, I’m sure. This is her sister. Please take her back to the rest of the guests.”

Her eyes light up as she offers me her hand. “Isobel McLean, ma’am. Please call me Izzy. Your sister is a legend. You must be very proud of her.”

Izzy’s light blue eyes hold mine, and my eyes drift to her lips. They’re full, even as she smiles at me. Holly told me her duties, and I’m still stunned by the revelation. I love my sister; a good report about her is always nice to hear, but proud isn’t the word I’d use to describe my feelings about her freeuse activities.

“I love my sister,” I say as I take Izzy’s warm hand. “She excels at everything she puts her mind to. I’m sure if you work hard, you’ll be great too.”

What did I say? I cringe inside. I’ve told a stranger that she could be a great slut if she puts her mind to it. What is going on in my head?

“Oh, thank you.” Izzy grins, pulling me toward the door. “I’d love to meet her or talk to her. It’s hard sometimes as the only F.U.S. aboard.”

“Sorry?” I ask. “I’m unfamiliar with that term.”

“Free Use Slut,” Izzy says without a hint of shame. “I’m a vital team member, responsible for keeping the crew’s morale high. With all the shenanigans that go on among our guests, sometimes the crew gets—sexually frustrated.”

Her voice quiets to a whisper as we pass by another crew member in a tight passageway. I swallow, listening to her talk so nonchalantly about being a slut for her shipmates, and the warmth in my core grows. I look over at her, smiling, and picture her on her knees, looking up at me from between my legs. I shake my head; that’ll never happen. I’m a guest and off-limits.

Wow, my mind is going places it’s never gone before. It must be something in the salty air. I’m buzzing with arousal from fantasies of both Dick and Izzy as I walk through the tight passageways. Izzy leads me up a narrow stairway and into a posh lounge.

“She’s back.” I recognize Steven’s voice and smile in his direction. He waves me over to an empty seat beside him on a white, leather loveseat.

“I’ll talk to you later, Hailey,” Izzy says with a grin. “Enjoy your cruise. I need to attend to my duties before we get underway.”

I wave and walk to Steven, sitting down beside him. He hands me a glass flute of champagne. I take a sip as I look around at my fellow guests. They are sitting in pairs on two of the other three leather couches. Jenny smiles at me as she takes a sip of her glass.

“Glad you made it back, Hailey,” Jenny says with a twinkle in her eye. “I’m looking forward to getting to know you better.”

“Me too.” I nod and tune into the tall blonde standing beside the guest seating. I can tell my return interrupted her.

She smiles and waits for the chatter to die down. She nods at Izzy, who dashes back down into the crew compartments. Knowing what Holly’s life is like, I wonder where Izzy goes.

“As I was saying, we’ve got a lot of adventures prepared for you.” Her tone is casual and comforting, and she grins at me as she continues. “The fun begins once we’re underway and on the open seas. Until then, please be at home in the lounge or on the sun deck behind me while we get underway.” She lifts her water bottle, and the rest of us lift our glasses. “A toast! May we all enjoy fair winds and following seas.”

I clink glasses with Steven and sip the fizzy, sweet wine. Our eyes meet as we enjoy a drink. The tall woman steps toward me and rests her hand on my shoulder. I look up to see her smiling at me.

“I’m Emma, the chief stewardess, and I’ll be your host. I’m here to answer any questions you have.”

“Hailey.” I stand, and we shake hands. “This is my first cruise. I might have many questions.”

“The most important thing is to relax and enjoy yourself. While piloting out of port, my crew will unpack your bags in your stateroom. So there is nothing to do but enjoy the sun, the breeze, and the beautiful view.” She smiles, leaning closer. “You look familiar.”

“I’m Holly Thompson’s sister,” I admit, shrugging. Apparently, my younger sister has made a name for herself in the sailing yacht community. “She bought me this cruise to celebrate my newfound freedom.”

Emma’s eyes widen hearing Holly’s name, but then her nose scrunches. “Freedom?”

“My divorce was finalized two days ago,” I exhale. It’s getting easier to admit that my marriage failed. I don’t believe it’s my fault; neither of us was happy. I don’t want to bring down the mood, so I grin. “I’m here to have fun, not think about what’s past.”

“Such a good attitude.” Emma’s smile is genuine, and I flush as she scans my body. “I can see where Holly gets her stunning looks.”

“Have you met her?” I ask, raising a brow.

“Not officially, but I’m friends with her chief stew, Lilly. I’ve seen pictures of her.” Emma grins knowingly and squeezes my hand. “I need to finish some things before we cast off. Enjoy.”

I sit back beside Steven and turn to him. It’s time I socialized and discovered more about the other guests. My mind races. I’m still horny, thinking about everything that happens aboard this ship, but I know I have to be patient. We have to be outside of the territorial waters before things get wild. I find myself looking forward to the unknown pleasures ahead.


Letting Go
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When Emma leaves, the other two couples rise and walk to the outside deck toward the ship’s stern. I smile at Steven and sip more of my champagne. The bubbles tickle my nose, but the fruity flavor helps calm my nerves. Steven turns toward me and relaxes against the leather arm.

“Do you want to go outside and enjoy the sun?”

His tone is conversational, but his eyes roam all over my body. I mirror him, leaning against the couch’s arm, stretching, and arching my back, aware of how my breasts strain the buttons of my top. I hope my grin is flirty and not weird as I preen for Steven. I smooth my hair down as I look at him, my hand sweeping over the low neckline of my top.

“With my complexion, I only allow myself small doses of sunlight,” I say as arousal rises inside me. I noticed Steven’s focus on my chest. My nipples tighten from his attention, and a slight shudder passes through me. “Do you mind staying inside with me?”

I look out on the shaded porch where the others watch the pier. The couples show affection for each other with caresses as they admire the scenery. When I turn back, Steven grins at me.

“The view in here is better than the pier.” My cheeks heat with his boldness.

“Is that so?” I ask, unsure of what to do with my hands. When I sip from my glass, it’s empty. I shrug and lean forward to place it on the circular table inside the ring of chairs. As I set it down, I pause, letting Steve take a longer look at my cleavage. Rising back, I smile over at him, my fingers plucking at the buttons of my blouse. “What do you enjoy about this view?”

The heat in my cheeks grows, even though I feel awkward flirting with a near stranger. My core tightens, and arousal wells as Steven’s eyes focus on my fingers playing with my blouse. I work one button out of its eyelet, letting it go and moving to the next one. Am I undressing for this man?

“You have beautiful hair, and your skin is lovely.” Steven’s compliments only increase the heat I’m feeling. “It makes sense to be careful with the sun damage. Do you have any sunscreen?”

I shake my head as another button slides free, and I keep going even as I realize my bra is now clearly exposed. Pinpricks of awareness flutter over my exposed skin as Steven watches my fingers play with my buttons.

“I packed it in my bag, so I don’t have any with me.” I pat my tote, which I’d set beside the sofa. “I should have kept it with me. I sunburn so easily.”

Steven’s throat moves as he rises and holds out a hand. “I know where our staterooms are. Let me show you so that you can grab it. You don’t want to miss your first departure.”

“Are we allowed yet?” I ask, taking his hand and grabbing my tote before I rise to stand. Focusing on Steven’s broad chest at eye level, I place my hand against him, feeling his warmth through his tropical shirt. “I don’t want to get into trouble.” When I peek into his eyes, he’s looking back with a grin.

“We’re guests.” Steven shrugs, his hand enveloping mine and leading me to a set of stairs to the side of the lounge. “We can’t get into too much trouble. We’ve paid for this.”

My skin tingles under his touch, holding on as I step down the stairs before him. I sway, unaccustomed to the steep pitch, and Steven’s fingers tighten and keep me from falling forward. “Use the handrail.” His voice is deep and commanding. A flutter of butterflies swirls in my core. “Always use the handrails. This ship is going to rock and roll as we sail.”

“Thank you,” I say, letting go of his hand to grip the stainless steel rail. “This is going to take some getting used to.” I’m mostly referring to a man who puts my safety first, unlike my ex-husband’s nonchalance.

I step away from the stairs into a narrow passageway and make room for Steven.

“Follow me.” He takes my hand so easily, it feels natural as I let him pass. His body brushes against my side before I walk a step behind, our hands still linked in tight quarters.

We pause at the hall’s end with doors that open into four spacious staterooms. My eyes widen, expecting something like the captain’s tiny quarter. Steven squeezes my hand and guides me into one of the smaller ones, where my roller bag rests on a tightly made bed.

“You remembered my suitcase?” I ask in a whisper. After years of feeling distant from my ex, Steven’s attentiveness is foreign to me. I blink up at him before scanning the luxurious amenities.

Steven steps past me and opens a small door. “This is your bathroom, or head, as they’re called on a ship.”

I stand and look at him. My back is to the door. I step backward, closing the door and twisting the lock. Steven’s head snaps in my direction when he hears the click. His gaze drops to my fingers, slowly working the buttons on my romper. I can’t believe I’m doing this, but the heat in Steven’s eyes is all I care about.

Is this what it feels like to let go of propriety? The swirl of arousal spikes as I think about Holly. She’s still the sweet sister I know and love, but remembering her wanton embrace of her female shipmate feeds the fire building in my core. This is why I’m here, right? To let go of the frumpy housewife persona and embrace my sexual desires.

Steven strides to close the distance between us, and I gasp as his hands cup my jaw. I blink momentarily, barely parting my lips before his mash against mine. His tongue dives between my lips, and I moan at the taste of him. His hands drop to my shoulders, peeling the romper off and sliding it down my back.

“I need to hear you say you want this,” Steven says in a low growl. “I want to strip you bare and taste you, lick you, explore every part of you.”

Staring into his dark eyes, my gaze flicks back and forth. Breathless from the sudden possessive kiss, I swallow as I consider his words. My hand rests lightly on his chest when I close my fingers and grip his shirt.

“I want this,” I say, staring into his eyes as I pull him back against me. I drop my hand down, rubbing the stiffness which tents his shorts. “I want this too. Everything. Anything.”

He kisses me again, and my hands wrap around his hips, gripping his ass and pulling his thickness against me. My hips roll, grinding along the ridge of his erection. He guides me backward until my calves hit the edge of the bed, and I sit.

A knock on the door echoes in the room. I recognize Izzy’s voice through the door. “Ms. Thompson? Did you want us to unpack you?”


Underway
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I look up at Steven with wide eyes. I don’t know what to tell Izzy, who is standing just outside my locked door. My romper is in a heap behind his legs, my panties are soaked, and my nipples are rock-hard under my simple white bra.

“Uh, I need a second.” My voice is high-pitched, and Steven chuckles as he steps back. “I needed to grab some sunscreen.”

I shrug as I stand up, walk around the bed to my suitcase, and open it. I rummage through my neatly packed clothes, flustered by the intensity of our impromptu make-out session. Seeing my sunscreen inside a mesh pocket, I unzip and grab it.

“Here,” Steven says softly, tapping my shoulder as he holds my discarded romper.

I glance at it, then back to my suitcase and the striped bikini on top of my clothes. Without giving it another thought, I grab the bikini and trade Steven for my romper.

“Help me with this,” I say, stripping off my bra and panties. “Quickly. I don’t want her to hear us.”

Tossing the romper on top of the clothes in my suitcase, I look at Steven, holding my bikini. Grabbing the top, I put my head through the strings and adjust it around my neck, then tug the triangles over my breasts. My nipples are still hard as I reach behind me to tie the back.

“I’ve got it,” Steven says, handing me the bottoms. I stand still as he ties the strings taut, then shifts his hands to the front, ensuring the cups fit my breasts. The heat of his hands feels so good, and my nipples harden from his touch, but we don’t have time.

I step into the bottoms and pull them up my legs, shifting my hips as the white triangle covers my bare pussy. Yesterday, I splurged for a Brazilian wax job and have enjoyed how it feels. With the thin layer of Lycra pressed against me, I wonder how it looks.

I look at Steven, who steps back and sweeps his eyes down my nearly nude body. When he nods, I take off my shoes and trade them for flip-flops. Pushing my toes into them, I grab a striped wrap from my suitcase along with the sunscreen. Steven nods with a grin, taking the sunscreen, dropping it in my tote, and handing the tote to me.

I slide my tote over my shoulder, holding my wrap in my hand. I can’t help but notice him adjusting his erection, which is still tenting his shorts. When I glance up, our eyes lock, and we stare at each other momentarily before he speaks.

“We’ll have plenty of time.”

The confidence in his voice makes me smile as I walk to the door, unlock it, and smile at Izzy. Her eyes drop and take in my bikini-clad body; when she looks up at me, her cheeks are red, and her lips are rounded.

“Hailey! You look amazing,” Izzy says, then looks over my shoulder at Steven. “Oh, pickles, I didn’t mean to interrupt.”

“Pickles?” I chuckle at her expression.

“I’m trying to reduce my cursing while around guests. They cap my tips if I swear near guests.”

I grin, knowing from what Holly told me that she probably swears a lot while servicing the crew.

“You won’t offend me with swearing.” I smile, reaching for Steven’s hand as I walk past Izzy. “I was just changing. You didn’t interrupt.”

Steven’s fingers curl around mine, and he follows behind me until I reach the foot of the stairs, returning to the main deck. He tugs me to a stop, then twists me to face him. My eyes flick back and forth, examining his expression, but only finding a warm smile. He pulls at my wrap, and I loosen my hold, letting him take it from me.

“Let me help,” he says, holding it open for me to slide my arms through.

“I’m sorry,” I manage as I shrug my shoulders into the wrap and pull the sheer material around my body. “I didn’t want to stop. I freaked out a bit.”

He smiles down at me and wraps me in his arms. His heat surrounds me, and I relax against his chest. His hand runs up and down my back, and I sigh.

“We do this at your pace,” Steven says, pressing a kiss to the top of my forehead. “No pressure from me. I promise.”

I tilt my head and smile into his eyes. He lowers and kisses me gently, then his hands drop to my sides and twist me around. “Let’s go watch the departure.”

As I climb the stairs, I feel the ship sway and grab onto the handrail. “Oh, we’re moving!” I say as I make progress up the swaying staircase.

“They blew the ship’s whistle while we were leaving your stateroom,” Steven says as if I know what that means.

“First timer.” I remind him. I pause at the top step and look back at him. I notice him staring at my ass and grin. “You have to remind me what that means.”

“I have so much to show you.” His smirk makes me think he’s not talking about strictly nautical things. “They blow the whistle when they cast off from the pier. We missed it, but hurry. This first part is slow.”

I turn, scramble up the last step, and clear the landing for Steven behind me. I stand still, looking across the open expanse at the back of the club room. I drop my tote off on the leather couch I sat on earlier, then continue into the open air. The pier is a good fifty feet away from us, and I see the water flowing in a small wake behind us. The breeze is slight, and the ship’s sway beneath my feet is gentle. We’re moving, and the slight disorientation from my still body and the moving scenery gives me a moment of vertigo.

“Just relax,” Steven says, taking my hand and leading me outside. “Your patch will help you adjust to being at sea.”

I lift my free hand to my neck and feel the small scopolamine patch I wear for motion sickness. My mouth feels dry, and my head is a bit fuzzy as I follow Steven. We walk behind Jenny and Brad, standing by the rail holding hands. We keep shuffling past Craig, standing behind Felicia, his hands bracketing her as she leans against the rail at the stern. Steven grabs the top of a ladder, and I realize we’re about twenty feet above the water. He helps me down, letting go of my hand so I can grip the rail.

“You’ll be more comfortable lower on the ship,” Steven says with a wink.

When my horny mind kicks back in and thinks I’ll be more comfortable on my knees below him, I realize that the motion of the boat won’t affect me much. I moisten my lips, remembering the feel of his soft lips from earlier.

“How long till we’re in international waters?” I ask as my feet hit the deck, and I follow Steven to the rail at the stern. We pass under the edge of the deck above, and I feel the sun’s warmth. Water curls in a gentle wake about ten feet below us, and I hear the thrum of our engines as we coast through the calm waters of the port.

Steven chuckles as he leads me to the rail and then his arms bracket me as he grips the rail outside my hands. He leans forward, the rough prickle of his jaw scratching my neck, and I shiver in his embrace. “It’ll be a few hours until we’re clear of the Coast Guard jurisdiction.”

I close my eyes, pressing my ass back into Steven and feeling his solid length grind into my ass. The swirl of arousal builds as he teases me with gentle grinds of his hips. I meet him by shifting my ass back, letting out a moan as I roll my hips.

“How long until I can have some of your diction?” I close my eyes, wishing I could take back that terrible pun.


Liferail
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I look over my shoulder, biting my bottom lip as Steven stares darkly at me. His hips grind into my ass, and I stifle a moan, feeling how hard he is. I look past him and above us to the other four guests lining the rail. Jenny smiles and winks at me before looking at something along the shore where Brad is pointing. I pan past them until I focus on Felicia holding on to the rail. Her head is down, her eyes closed, her mouth hanging open.

I swallow as I realize that her partner, Craig, has her bracketed against the rail like Steven has me. Their bodies shift rhythmically, barely moving, but they’re not still. My eyes widen as Felicia lets go of the rail and drops her hand down between her legs. Her skirt is pulled up just enough that I can see her bare sex before her hand blocks the view.

“Are they?” I start to ask, but Steven nudges me.

I look over, and he’s shaking his head. “Just watch. No talking.”

I glance back to watch Felicia sway lower, then push back. The back of her skirt is bunched against Craig’s waist. Her breasts push forward, her nipples starkly outlined behind the thin material of her top. I hear a moan, watching her arch her back. She nods as she grabs the rail again to steady herself before she rocks back into Craig.

They’re fucking, right in the open. But it just looks like they’re sightseeing as our ship coasts through the blue water of the bay. When I turn my head, I see Craig. His eyes stare at me as his body moves against Felicia. I feel my pussy clench as I stare back, chewing on my lip.

Steven grinds against me and releases the rail, moving his hand to my hip. I inhale but don’t make a sound as his fingers curl and pull my wrap up until his hand rests on my bare thigh. I’m so fucking horny; I don’t say anything but look over my other shoulder at Jenny. She’s leaning over, bent slightly toward her husband. She’s holding onto the rail with one hand, but, from my vantage point, I see her other hand cupping Brad’s bulge and stroking slowly.

My mouth waters, watching her massage his growing cock. When I glance up at her, she grins knowingly at me but doesn’t stop groping her husband. I turn away and stare out into the harbor, watching our ship’s wake turn up white bubbles as we move steadily away from the pier. When Steven’s fingers press against the front of my bikini, I stifle a moan.

“I don’t think I can make it,” I manage to say loud enough for Steven to hear. My ass is rocking against the shape of his cock, then pushing against his fingers. “What are the rules? What is going to happen when we leave the port?”

I’m vaguely aware of people lining the shoreline watching our majestic sailing yacht pass. They all seem happily oblivious as we sneak our illicit touches—or in Felicia and Craig’s case, illicit public fucking. Moving my hand behind me, I grip Steven’s erection through his shorts, squeezing it until I hear him groan.

“The Coast Guard will board us if we get out of hand,” Steven warns, biting my ear. “But they also turn a blind eye if we look like normal tourists. Once we’re out of sight of land, anything goes.”

I nod, still looking aft until I swing my head around and look above us. Jenny has turned away from us, facing her husband. She has her hand inside his pants, moving slowly. Brad has his back to the shore, watching her with dark eyes as his body blocks what she’s doing from the people along the shore.

The scenery shifts quickly as the boat heels to the side. We’re turning out of the entrance to the harbor and pointing toward the open seas.

Looking over her husband’s shoulder, then behind her, Jenny drops to her knees. She pulls down Brad’s shorts and quickly seals her mouth around his shaft. Brad has a nice, thick cock, much more impressive than my ex-husband’s. Jenny swirls her tongue around his crown, licking along his rigid shaft. I let out a moan watching my new friend give her husband a blowjob.

Unzipping Steven’s shorts behind me, I feel my way inside until my fingers wrap around his rod. He’s hot and thick, and I want to have him in my mouth like Jenny has her husband. Steven growls a warning when I try to twist around and nods in our wake. A boat is following us out of the port. Keeping a hold of his cock, I look back up at Jenny and Brad. They’ve twisted around, and Brad’s back is to me, hiding Jen from my view.

“It’s fun,” Steven says, his hips pressing his cock through my slight hold. “Seeing how far we can inch across the line without getting the ship in trouble.”

“Yes,” I say, hissing out the last part as one of his fingers pulls aside my bikini. His fingers trace my lips; I’m drenched from what we’d done in my stateroom. His fingertip, slick with my arousal moves slowly up along my folds. When he slides over my clit, I jerk. His low laugh makes my belly tighten. He concentrates his movements on my clit, and I lose track of my surroundings.

“Just enjoy it,” Steven says, not caring that I’ve stopped stroking. “This is for you. I want you to come on my fingers, Hailey.”

His confident tone has me surrendering, and I let go of his cock and use both hands to hold onto the rail. I arch back into him, pressing my hips forward, seeking more friction against my aching clit. My breasts sway as I struggle to find my breath. I shift between short pants and indulgent moans. I blink my eyes, looking up as he looms over me.

“You’re a beautiful mess right now,” he says with dark fire in his eyes. “It’s okay. Come apart on my fingers. I’ve got you.”

He shifts his hand, two fingers curling inside me, feathering lightly until he finds the right angle, then pressing the heel of his hand against my clit. His fingers hook inside me, pulling his fingertips into a spot only my vibrating toy has ever touched.

“Oh shit,” I mutter, feeling a tight coiling inside me. “Steven, fuck. It feels so good.”

I’m trying to stay quiet, but I’m scared I’ll scream when I fall apart. I struggle to hold on while Steven watches me.

“It’s okay,” he says. “We’re past the port. No one will hear you scream.”

I blink and look back; the entrance to the port has shrunk in the distance, and no other boats are near. I twist and look back up at the other guests. Jenny has her tits out, squeezing one in her hand as she strokes her husband’s cock, her mouth open with Brad watching her intently.

I want to watch it till the end, but Felicia’s passionate scream pulls my eyes to her. She’s shaking, hanging halfway over the rail. Our eyes meet momentarily before hers rolls back in the sockets. Craig has a hank of her hair in his fist, yanking her backward. Felicia’s body stiffens, her back arching as she continues to orgasm.

My peak overcomes me so fast that I don’t realize I’m screaming until Steven’s hand covers my mouth. My thighs are shaking, clenching around his hand as he keeps hooking his fingers into my throbbing cunt. I hear the sound of fluid dripping, and I look down, watching my cum spray out and onto the deck. Holy fuck, I’m squirting. I don’t want the bliss to end, so I surrender to Steven’s relentless fingers, feeling waves of orgasmic bliss pour through me.

“Mmm, good girl,” Steven says, and I blink when my vision returns. My thoughts return while I hang limply over the rail. I’m mesmerized by the wake stirring up the water behind the ship’s stern.

Steven wraps his arms around me, and I feel his cock shift against my ass. I tighten my core as he pulls me from over the rail. He steps back, and I follow, unsteady on my feet.

“I’ve got you,” Steven says as he pulls me away from the rail.

He turns me around, cups my jaw with both of his hands and kisses me. My mind is a mess of lust and need when the kiss parts. I feel a strange tingle run up my spine as I notice four eyes watching us from above.

“I’m…” My words stop when I decide not to excuse or apologize for my out-of-character impulsive behavior. I don’t feel any shame. I realize I like having people watch me at my most vulnerable. I reach down and wrap my fingers around Steven’s hard cock.. “Did I do this?”

Steven grins and nods, “You did. What do you want to do about it?”


Going Deeper
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I look around, noticing no other boats around us. Steven’s cock pulses in my grip as I move my hand over the smooth shaft. Questions bounce around my thoughts. I skim over my past behaviors after sex: leaving to wash, hiding, and feeling shame at losing control. I don’t want to go back there. I want to be bold. What would Holly do?

I’m thinking of her as I sink to my knees at Steven’s feet., resting my ass on my heels. His hands guide my head as I lean and take a tentative lick of the gleaming pearl of precum on his crown peeking out of his foreskin. I look up, rolling the small glob over my tongue. It’s different than I’d imagined. Salty and sweet. I smirk up at him, seeing his eyes narrow as I lower my lips and suck on the tip of his cock.

“Atta girl!” Jenny cheers from the deck above us, encouraging me, reminding me I have an audience.

Swallowing the saliva and a bit of pre-cum from cleaning Steven. Feeling spunky and bold, I move my mouth deeper down his cock. It swells in my mouth as I hear him groan.

“Fuck.” His deep voice guides me. “Take all of me. Do you think you can?”

I pull back, feeling his cock slip from my lips, as I smile up at him. I enjoy a challenge, and I ponder my next move. My fingers curl naturally around him, stroking just under the swell of his uncut crown and pulling his foreskin over the sensitive tip.

“Should I stop stroking, then?” I tease, and my lustful voice seems foreign to my ears.

I lean and kiss the tip of his cock, sucking at the next bead of cum oozing from the slit. I lap at the stream, my fingers milk his shaft, coaxing the stream of precum against my lips. I hum, pushing my mouth lower, feeling his heat as his cock fills my mouth.

“Never mind,” Steven groans. “Don’t stop. Fuck. Your mouth feels so good.”

His fingers grip my curls, the tension from his tug urging my mouth deeper. My tongue swirls and licks around the bottom of his shaft, sucking at the mess from before. His cock stiffens as I bob my head. His hands tighten, and I still when he takes control and thrusts into my mouth.

I peer up, and our eyes lock as I relax my jaw for him. We communicate with small gestures. His eyes widen, asking if I’m okay. I nod slightly. I’ve never felt better. He smirks and pushes deep until I gag when his tip hits the back of my throat. He pulls back, and I gasp, taking in a breath.

“Relax,” he instructs me as I lick around his crown. His deep baritone is gritty and masculine.

With a nod, I open my mouth, my eyes on his. He pushes inside, slowing slightly. I lean into him, forcing myself to swallow instead of gag, and close my eyes as his cock squeezes into my throat. Fuck, that feels amazing.

Blinking my eyes open, I gaze at him. Steven tightens his jaw, then starts to slowly fuck my mouth and throat. Reaching to grip the back of his thighs and steady myself as I swallow him down with every stroke. My clit buzzes, and I want to touch myself, but instead, I just hold on to his thighs instead.

“Wooooo, Hailey!” Felicia shouts, “Get it, girl. Show him how good of a slut you are.”

My cheeks heat, but I keep my eyes on him. His grip tightens as his hips punch into my mouth. He gets rougher, but we’ve synced up, and I shudder each time his cock stretches my throat.

“Fuck,” Steven growls. “I’m close.”

I pull back, reaching for his cock. I look up at him and stroke. “In my mouth, please.” My voice is strident—desperate.

I want it so bad. My husband never enjoyed oral sex. I’m suddenly a big fan. My fingers pull on his cock while my other hand cups his balls. That earns me a groan when Steven’s mouth opens, his hips jerking.

When I feel the first pulse of cum shoot against my cheek, I move my mouth. Catching the second rope of his cum on my tongue, I keep stroking, pumping until his fingers loosen in my hair. I lean forward and suck on his head, moaning as I pull the last of him from his cock. I lick around his tip, making sure I get all he’s given me, then sit back on my heels.

He smiles down at me while I sit with my mouth open wide. It feels so slutty, showing him my mouthful of his cum. He leans and swipes the stray rope of goo from my cheek and offers it to me. I suck eagerly, adding it to what’s in my mouth and opening it again.

“Fuck,” Steven says with a grin. “Such a good girl. You can swallow now.”

I flush at his praise, and I swallow his load down. When I open it again to show him, I enjoy the look in his eyes as I wag my tongue around my empty mouth. I feel years younger when I rise to stand. His arms wrap around me, pulling my body against his. I curl my hands under his shoulders and press up on my toes, kissing him.

He doesn’t hesitate; his lips capture mine, and his tongue explores mine with a hungry growl. My pussy is clenching, my clit pulsing. I need more. More of this. I feel like I’ll never be satisfied. I enjoy the kiss, but my mind cycles back to my phone call with Holly. Is this what she feels as she’s being a slut for her Captain and his crew?

I break the kiss, hearing clapping above us. The four of them applaud as they look down at us. My cheeks heat up looking at them. They are all sexy as sin, and I find myself wondering what it would be like with each of them.

I curtsey as I grin, acknowledging their praise. A warmth in my core rises, and I ponder why their praise feels so satisfying.

“Come on,” Jenny says, waving at us while the other three turn and walk back away from the rail. “They’re about to serve lunch.

Steven steps to the side, bending to pull his shorts up. I watch, my fingers itching to help tuck his softening cock back in place. Instead, I run my fingers along the edges of my bikini, ensuring everything is back in place, then adjust my wrap. Steven offers me his hand, and I smile, hooking my hand at his elbow.

He looks at me closely, then runs a finger along my chin. I blink, flushing as I look down and see yet another drop of his cum on his fingers. I look up at him, and he grins when I lean and suck his finger into my mouth.

“All good?” I ask, turning my head from side to side so he can check for any other drops. My mind whirls, imagining myself lying on my back, covered in cum. When I refocus, Steven nods that my face is clean, and we continue up the stairs.

“Let’s eat. You’ll want to keep your energy up,” Steven says lightly as he escorts me through the lounge and into a formal dining room.

I don’t realize how hungry I am, and I nod in agreement.

“What have you gotten me into, Holly?” I ask myself.


Lunchtime Confessions
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The other two couples are already seated around the table, the girls on one side and the boys on the other. There are empty seats between each pair, and I smirk as I walk around to sit between Craig and Brad, grinning at Steven as he sits between Jenny and Felicia. The five of them seem comfortable and familiar with each other. I’m not sure why I chose this arrangement other than not doing what’s expected.

My mind is still whirling with the images from Steven on the fantail. I’ve never been so brazenly sexual, and nervous energy wells up inside me. What do these new people think of me? I look down, scooting my chair while pushing the thoughts away. I didn’t do anything different than the rest of them. That’s what this cruise is about, right?

Exchanging smiles with Jenny and Felicia across the table, I can’t help but feel the anticipation in the air. I nod in acknowledgment to Craig, who sits to my left, and turn to greet Brad with a smile. Just as the silence threatens to become palpable, the door swings open, and Emma, accompanied by two other stewardesses, enters with trays of fruits, gourmet sandwiches, and other dishes. Izzy carries a tray of water glasses and starts placing them beside each of us.

Izzy smiles at me and then winks knowingly. Did she hear about what happened on deck? The other stewardess distracts me from that thought as she places a bruschetta platter between Brad and me.

“Hi, I don’t think we’ve met,” I say, breaking the silence and glancing at her. “I’m Hailey.”

“Britt,” she says, smiling, as she rests a hand lightly on my shoulder. “Emma said you’re Holly’s sister?”

“I am.” I grin with pride while part of me wonders how everyone on the crew seems to know my sister. “She paid for my ticket.”

“That’s awesome.” Britt’s smile is genuine as she steps back, her hands behind her as she nods at Emma.

“We’re underway, and I’m told everyone had a bang when we departed.” Emma smirks, biting her lip. “The captain has asked me to remind everyone that above-deck intimacy should remain PG-13 until we are in international waters.”

My cheeks heat, and I wonder if anyone else saw us on the fantail. I glance up at Steven, who winks at me. Jenny and Felicia grin and shrug as if this gentle scolding isn’t a big deal. All six of us fill our plates with mouth-watering food. I’m adding a scrumptious wedge of a club sandwich as Emma continues briefing us.

“I also want to remind you that as part of the charter agreement with your organization, alcoholic drinks are limited to two drinks after dinner. You’re to refrain from any other illicit drugs. These rules are strictly enforced for everyone’s safety.” Emma finishes, then waves at her companions. “Britt and Izzy will attend to your needs while we clear the entrance to the harbor; please relax and enjoy your luncheon.”

Emma steps back, turns, and moves below deck via the small stairway where she brought the food up. Izzy and Britt stand to the side next to pitchers of water and iced tea. I take a bite of the bruschetta and let out a small moan. I didn’t eat much of the complimentary breakfast at the hotel earlier, and I’m even more famished from the earlier activities.

“This is delicious,” I say, conscious of the quiet as everyone tucks into their food.

“I hear the chef has a star,” Jenny says, looking at Brad. “Right?”

“I don’t know what that means,” I say, turning to Brad, and he pats his lips with his napkin before answering.

“The chef won Michelin stars at three restaurants before joining this cruise line,” Brad explains, holding my eyes. I nod, still not quite sure what that means. “The organization that runs this operation, Fantasy Unlimited, is known for their first-class accommodations. They are based out of Dallas.”

“Is that where you’re from?” I ask, taking a small bite of the sandwich.

“We all live north of Dallas, in part of the sprawl.” Craig picks up the story, and his deep voice has me turning my head. He nods toward Felicia. “She runs a yoga studio.”

“Brad and I work together in the technology sector,” Steven resumes, and my eyes drift past him to Jenny, who smiles.

“I’m a trophy wife.” Her giggle is sweet, and I can’t help returning her smile. “Brad and I have a daughter in middle school, so I’m happy to stay home. Craig coaches her soccer team that his daughter is also on.”

“Wow, so you all know each other pretty well,” I state, scanning their faces.

Jenny blushes, looks at Brad, then shifts her gaze past me to Craig. “Yes, we do. We are all in the same swinging community and… enjoy each other’s company.”

She stares back at Craig, her eyebrows lifting as if asking permission to continue. When she glances at Brad, he nods while grinning at his wife.

“Do you know what a hotwife is?” Jenny finally asks. She looks past Steven, and Felicia smiles and nods, encouraging her to continue.

“Well, you are very sexy,” I say before shrugging. “I’m unfamiliar with the term, what is a hotwife?”

Jenny blushes but holds my eyes. “I am Brad’s vixen, meaning he sets me up on dates with other men. My first was with Craig last Valentine’s Day.”

“Before I met Felicia,” Craig clarifies with a shrug.

“Wait. Dating other men?” I suspect there is more to the story.

“I love watching Jenny fuck other men,” Brad says, blatantly exposing the mystery. “She enjoys hooking up with different men. We were keeping it just between her and my friends.” Brad points his fork at Craig and Steven, then places it on the table. “But since we’ve joined the swinging community with Jenny’s best friend and her husband, we’re experimenting with other arrangements. This is our first cruise, and we’re looking forward to the freeuse island excursion.

I chew slowly and school my expression. It feels like my eyes are bugging out. I look around at all the faces, who blush in varying degrees as I try not to stare.

“I see.” I glance at Steven, who grins at me, seeing my curiosity about him.

“I’m single, but I’ve been invited to a few parties,” Steven says, looking around the table. “These two couples are amazing and very welcoming to a committed bachelor like me.”

“There isn’t any jealousy?” I ask putting my fork down and shifting in my chair. “I’m sorry if I’m asking too many questions.”

“It’s fine. Ask anything,” Felicia says, smiling at me. “One thing I’ve learned in our circle is to be honest and not have secrets.”

“You said you met Craig after he…” I swallow and cough, “dated Jenny.”

“I did.” Felicia nods. “I didn’t know at the time that they’d fucked. When I found out…” She drifts off, looks up at the ceiling, and then back glances at Brad and Steven. “Well, that was an amazing week.”

“Fuck yeah, it was,” Jenny says. I notice the outline of her rigid nipples through her blouse. Then she leans forward. “The five of us and three more friends spent a week in our beach house. Felicia, my friend Christi, and I consented to be freeuse sluts for the weekend. It was amazing.”

“Wow.” I put down my fork, finish chewing the bite in my mouth, and scan the rest of them, who are all nodding, and seem to be staring at me. “That’s a wild story. You’re not joking, are you?”

“We’re not,” Brad says soberly. “We all want to indulge in the adult activities a cruise like this affords. We’d love for you to join us if you’re comfortable. No pressure. Our lifestyle only works with clear consent from all parties. It might give you a better idea of what the island excursion will be like.”

My mouth goes dry, so I reach for my glass of water. Izzy and Britt kept it filled as we ate, and they are close enough to have heard everything. Warmth rises in my core, and my nipples feel like rocks. I want to see if they are visible through my bikini top and wrap. I swallow the water and use my tongue to wipe my lips.

“I’m flattered,” I say, smiling at the five others. “My divorce was finalized earlier this week, and my sister bought me the ticket for this cruise. I hadn’t even thought about dating, but I can’t say I haven’t been thinking of sex since my marriage dissolved. Can I think about it?”

Brad nods and opens his mouth to speak when Emma appears, clapping her hands.

“Let’s all go out to the main deck. The captain is about to put up the sails. This is something you don’t want to miss.” She grins and nods at Izzy and Britt and they begin clearing our places.

“We’ll talk later,” Brad says with a calming smile. “There isn’t any rush to decide. Let’s enjoy the sun and sails.”


Raising the Sails
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Brad stands and extends his arm to me. I can’t help but smile as I rise, my eyes catching Jenny’s mischievous wink. She playfully hooks her fingers around Steven’s arm, who nonchalantly shrugs and leads Jenny out the back and onto the deck. Craig and Felicia follow suit. Meanwhile, Brad guides me outside into the blinding sunshine.

“Oh, I need to remember to put on sunscreen,” I say, twisting my hand from Brad’s elbow.

I turn to walk back into the lounge, grabbing my tote from the sofa where I’d left it. When I look back, Brad is right behind me. He’s standing comfortably with his hands behind his back. His charm and gentlemanly manner ease my worries, but how his eyes darken as they skim up and down my body has my flesh tingling. Shouldering my bag, I step next to him and smile.

“Could you help me with applying my sunscreen?” I ask. ‘My complexion is so fair. I know I’ll burn if I’m not extra careful.”

“I’m sure one of us will be happy to help you.” Brad guides me outside, then turns and we go up a narrow stairway. “Let’s catch up with the group.”

I nod and swallow, afraid I may have been too forward with a married man like Brad. My thoughts swirl because I assume he’d be willing to touch me after I heard their stories at lunch. But I nod and continue grinning. I need to be patient. This is a week-long cruise; like Steven said, we’ll have plenty of time.

The upper deck is open to the brilliant blue skies, and sails are rising up the masts. I look forward, and the bow is slowly rocking; I feel slightly dizzy and nauseous. The deck has two benches built into the sides of the boat. The captain is at the wheel, and other deckhands are moving around, looking up, and watching the sails extend above us.

“Wow, this is incredible.”

Brad takes my hand at his elbow and guides me to a bench where Jenny and Felicia sit. I swivel, glancing at the opposite side, and watch Brad settle into the bench between Steven and Craig.

“Here. Sit between us.” Jenny’s grin comforts me as I settle between the pair.

“I needed some sunscreen,” I say, explaining why we were behind the group. I grab the sunscreen tube from inside my tote, then put the tote on the cushion between Felicia and me.

“We can help you with that,” Jenny says, sliding my wrap off my shoulders. Felicia shifts my tote to her other side, tucking it against the end of the bench. When she turns back, she slides closer and takes the sunscreen from my trembling hands.

“Just get comfortable,” Felicia says, squeezing some lotion into her palm and handing the tube to Jenny. “You can put your legs on my lap, and I’ll take care of your legs.”

I swallow and grin at her. Feeling Jenny tugging at my wrap, I stand up so she can pull it away. As I’m sitting down, I twist to lift my legs into Felicia’s lap. I’m acutely aware that I’m more exposed in my bikini than the other women. They’re still wearing the outfits they boarded with, and I lift my legs and lower my calves against the thin material of Felicia’s sundress skirt.

“There. See? You fit perfectly.”

Her smile disarms me, and I recline back until my back presses into the softness of Jenny’s breasts. I’m about to curl back up when Jenny grips my shoulder and pulls me back against her. I blush when I feel her stiff nipples against my back.

“Just relax. I’ll start with your front first,” Jenny explains. “I’ll get your back when you turn over.”

I nod and force myself to relax, a challenging task lying across their two laps. I close my eyes so I won’t spend countless seconds overthinking what’s happening. I inhale as Felicia starts smoothing the chilled sunscreen generously along my thighs. I bite my lip when Jenny starts spreading the lotion over my shoulders and working in small circles down my chest.

My nipples tighten under my bikini top, and my arousal seeps into my bottoms from having two women touching me. It feels so good, and I recognize that I’m starving for touch. I push away the thoughts of my ex-husband and his lack of attention. I look to the side at the three men lining the other side. They are staring at me, then at their women, and I feel like I’m on display. Another rush of arousal at being watched while practically naked. When Jenny’s fingers slide under the edge of my bikini, I emit a soft moan, arching my back and hoping she’ll find my nipples.

“Do you like this, Hailey?” Jenny asks as her hands pull back and smear the sunscreen along my sides. “Have you ever been with a woman?”

Her voice is soft and teasing, and I shake my head to answer her question. “Not since college, years ago. It was just kissing and experimenting. I’ve always been attracted to women but never had the nerve to pursue anything.”

I tilt my head to look at Felicia, whose hands are rubbing slowly up my thighs, getting closer to the white line of my bikini bottom. I inhale and bravely spread my feet apart, giving her access to my inner thighs. A shadow falls over my eyes and I look up into Jenny’s blue eyes.

“I’m going to kiss you,” Jenny says with a wink. “This is the perfect chance to explore however you wish. Say ‘red ‘ if anything feels off or wrong, and we’ll back off until you’re ready.”

I bite my lip and nod, then focus on Jenny’s lips until they touch mine. Her kiss starts soft, exploring my lips with hers. I moan against her lips; they taste like strawberries. My mind fills with arousal, and I realize the men are watching us kiss. I look out the corner of my eye, and prickly arousal flows through my body at the heat of their gaze.

Jenny pulls away from the kiss, and I watch her tongue sweep over her full lips, her eyes sparkling. I reach up, cupping her jaws, and pull her back down. This time, I kiss her firmly, my mouth opening to tease her lips with my tongue. My mind flicks back, remembering watching my sister Holly kiss her crew mate; I moan louder at the sensations flowing through my body.

Jenny pulls back again, her fingers combing my hair away from my face, and she traces her fingernails along my cheek. “Mmm, you’re a good kisser,” she says, biting her lip. Her hands brush over the top of my bikini, and her fingers and thumbs pull at my hard nipples through the thin material. “We’re going to have so much fun. Are you in with us?”

I nod, my hips tightening as I feel Felicia’s fingers graze over my sex on the outside of my bikini.

“Yes,” I say aloud, remembering how Steven said he needed to hear me agree. “I want all of it.”

“Mmm, good girl,” she says, then spreads the lotion over my belly.

She nods over to Brad, and he nods back with a wink, then smiles at me. I feel like I’m the center of attention when I notice Craig and Steven shift in their seats.

Speakers crackle, and I hear the captain’s voice over the loudspeakers. “We are in international waters. Clothing is optional, and consensual play is now allowed.”

I wonder if the captain watches us while his hands are on the wheel. Felicia and Jenny pull at my bikini strings, tilting their heads in question. They grin when I nod and rise so Jenny can untie the top of my bikini. A tremor of nerves shoots through me as I’m unwrapped like candy for my companions. I’m ready for whatever is to come.


Sunscreen Massage
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Felicia lifts my legs from her lap and stands up. Her hands pull the straps of her sundress off her shoulder, letting the thin material fall to her ankles. She has nothing on underneath, and I stare at her pert breasts. They’re small but with prominent, mouth-watering nipples. Her toned, tanned body shifts as she bends to grab her sundress and pushes it inside my tote.

“I don’t want it to blow away.” She smiles, then pulls at the triangle of my bikini bottom.

Jenny shifts, and I rise so that she can stand up. I look up at her, watching as she crosses her arms, then pulls her top off, revealing her full, gravity-defying breasts, topped with small, taut, pink nipples. She shifts her hips and pushes her tennis skirt down.

“Roll over, Hailey,” she says. “We need to get your back.”

My mind is still coming to grips with the fact that the three of us are completely nude as Jenny hands my bikini top and her things to Felicia. I twist toward the men, who have removed their shirts. Their muscular torsos flex as they pull their shirts off. I keep watching them move, dazed by their rippling muscles. I settle on my knees on the cushion, then slump forward, stretching out on the warm cushions.

The men fold their clothes, giving them to Brad, who places the stack in the corner of their bench. When he sits down, so do the others, and it strikes me that they want to watch all of us together. Their thighs are spread open, their cocks stiff. Steven loosely grips his, stroking it slowly. I glance at Brad. His cock is not as thick as Steven’s, but his length has an upturned shape as it extends from his groin. When I glance at Craig, I gasp. He’s huge, thick, and long, with two meaty balls dangling between his thighs. My mouth waters as his cock keeps growing as his eyes scan over the three of us.

I’m staring at the men while Jenny and Felicia gently rub the sunscreen lotion into my back. Jenny starts at my feet, changing places with Felicia, who kneels on the deck at my side. She combs my hair to the side and massages my neck before spreading the lotion into my skin.

“That feels so good.” I sigh as her fingers work a tight spot in my shoulder.

“You need a good massage,” Felicia says, and I moan as a knot of tension releases. “You’re tight everywhere. Remind me, and I’ll come to your room and give you the whole treatment.”

“You’re a masseuse too?” I ask, my eyes flicking up and catching her smile. I close my eyes briefly, then remember what I can see across the deck and open them again.

“Mmm, they are nice to look at, aren’t they?” Felicia says, moving her hands down my sides and back up my spine. “They all want you, you know?”

I turn my head to give her a look of doubt. “Why me when they can have you?”

“Every woman is different,” Felicia assures me. “Every woman has a spark of divinity that men crave. The ones that treat us with reverence will always desire more of that spark.”

“I just need to get fucked,” I say, laying my head back down. “They don’t need to be reverent.”

“So you want to be fucked like a needy whore?” Jenny giggles as she rubs her fingers past my upper thighs, then over my ass, kneading my round cheeks.

“Is that bad?” I ask, blinking as I look back at her. “My husband robbed me of his attention, so anything feels good. I want to feel good, wanted, desired. If I need to be a slut, then I’m up for it.”

“Girl,” Jenny says as I gasp, feeling her fingers slide along my pussy. “That’s what we all want. Those guys know how to treat a slut the way she needs and then cuddle with her till she feels like a goddess.”

I nod my head, relaxing into their touches as my arousal ramps up. Jenny’s fingers tease along my cleft, and I shudder when she threads her fingertip along my lips.

“More.” My voice is thready, just above the sound of the breeze.”

“Flip over, Hailey,” Jenny says, swatting my ass.

As I twist, she settles on the cushion, one leg along the back and the other hanging down, touching the deck. I look at her as I roll onto my back, holding myself up on my elbows. She grabs my ankles and tugs.

“Down here.” Jenny smiles, and Felicia grips my hips to help me slide closer down the cushion. “Good girl. Thanks, babe.”

Felicia grins at Jenny. “Of course,” she says, then turns and winks at me before lowering her mouth to my breast and starts sucking on my hard nipple.

I close my eyes and moan at the sensation of her soft lips and firm tongue as she latches on to my nipple, sucking so eagerly I feel my pussy clench. I run my fingers through her hair, caressing her scalp. When I look back down at Jenny, she’s scissored her legs around mine. She bites her lip, then emits a sensual moan as her slick pussy grinds against mine.

“Oh fuck,” I cry, my hips lifting to grind back; the sensation of our pussies slipping together feels filthy good. My mouth is open as I stare at Jenny’s athletic frame, swiveling as she moves her hips, grinding her bare sex against mine. Felicia pulls off my nipple, moving her mouth to mine and kissing me with passion.

“She’s good at that, isn’t she?” Felicia asks, pulling back, her eyes gleaming. She watches me, and I feel my body shudder at being the focus of these two sexy women. “Have you ever tasted another woman?”

I shake my head, and my memory flicks back when I kissed my roommate as her fingers slid over my pussy. That was as far as we’d gone, and I can’t remember why we stopped. Felicia rises to stand.

“I want to be your first,” Felicia says as she swings one of her firm thighs over my body. “Do you want to lick my pussy?”

I nod dumbly as she smiles, her breasts buoyant as I look up into her face. “I’ve never done this. Tell me what to do.”

“Use your tongue.” Her eyes flash as her pussy lowers, and I crane my neck to kiss her bare pussy, gleaming with arousal.

I moan at the taste, then flick my tongue out, feathering the tip between her pink folds. I moan at the taste and the sensation of Jenny still grinding and thrusting her pussy into mine. When Felicia grips my hair and pulls my head tight against her pussy, I surrender to her.

“That’s it,” she moans in a low growl. “Fuck, that’s good. Now lick my clit like a good pussy pleaser.”

I shudder as she takes control of me, following the lead of her grip and melting at her husky, commanding tone. My arousal spikes, and her gentle, degrading tone melts something in my mind. I press into her pussy as I lick deeper, then shift to lap at her clit. I’m eager, wanting to hear her praise again. My body twists, and my hips grind in response to Jenny’s hips thrusting into my cunt.

“Mhmm, such a needy slut,” Jenny teases, leaning into me. I moan into Felicia’s pussy as Jenny grips my breasts, pinching my nipples as my mind sparks.

Forgetting the audience we have, I sink into moving my body in concert with Jenny. I lick, suck, and gnaw on Felicia’s pussy, grinding against my mouth. I realize my hands are at my sides, and I lift and curl them around Felicia’s thighs, pulling her tight to my mouth. My senses are overwhelmed by her scent.

“Fuck, that’s it,” Felicia says as I blink, watching her arch back as she flexes her pussy against my lips. “I’m going to come all over your pretty face.”

I moan, pleading with her to use my mouth for her pleasure. Jenny’s thrusts quicken, and I feel her fingers press between us. The added friction on my sensitive clit has me gasping. When I feel Jenny’s hips twitch just as she grinds hard into me, I come apart. Our pussies gush against each other, and Felicia squeals as her pussy squirts all over my face. I lick her pussy, sucking her spending while my body twitches from my orgasm.

The two shift away from me, and I lie lazily on the cushion. Jenny slides beside me on one side and Felicia on the other, guiding my tired body to a sitting position. They pull my legs over theirs. I blink rapidly, unsure of what’s happening.

Looking across the deck, my body heats up at the stares from the three guys. They slowly stroke their cocks and stare at my glistening pussy, spread open for their lustful gazes. When they stand up, I tremble. What will happen next?

“We want you to pick,” Jenny says, whispering in my ear. “Pick one of the men—only one, but you can choose any of them.”

“Then we’ll pick, and each of us can have some private time with just one man,” Felicia says. “How does that sound?”

“Sounds extremely hot,” I say, watching the three men approach and swallow at the suggestion.

They are all physically fit and of varying heights. Brad is shorter than his two friends. Craig is massive. I imagine his strength is the product of endless hours working out, and I shudder thinking about what he could do to me. Steven is the tallest and has a sleek swimmer’s body, and my mouth waters at his well-defined abs. Brad’s confident demeanor is hitting all my buttons. My mind is still giddy from orgasms, and I have no idea who to choose.

“You can’t choose, Steven,” Jenny says with a flirty grin. “It’s more interesting if we can’t pick our husbands.”

The sun is hot, and the breeze isn’t intense while sailing in the wind. I’m parched and need to hydrate and cool down. The three hunks staring at me with their rugged looks and erect cocks don’t make this any easier. My eyes flick between each handsome face, then drift down to their cocks as they leisurely stroke. I need a moment, but Jenny and Felicia nudge me to choose.

“Brad,” I say and lock eyes with him. “I pick Brad.”

His grin broadens, and Jenny and Felicia slip off the bench beside me as Brad twists to sit at my side.

“C’mon, Coach,” Jenny says, taking Craig’s hand. “I want to be fucked on the pointy end.” Craig smiles as Jenny drags him off to a ladder leading to the deck below.

Felicia is suddenly shy and looks up at Steven, blushing deeply.

“How about we find the hot tub?” Steven asks her, offering his hand.

When Felicia takes hold, he guides her aft and down another ladder. It’s just Brad and me, and I’m shaking from all the sensations still swirling through my mind and body.


Alone With Another Woman's Man
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When the other four have left, it’s just me and Brad. The ship’s crew has dwindled to just the captain and another man at the wheel, watching the sails and scanning the horizon. They seem unaware that their guests are wandering around naked and finding places to do filthy things to each other.

“You look thirsty and a bit hot.” Brad interrupts my thoughts and takes my hand in both ofhis. I nod, wondering why he cares. I’m naked and ready. Most guys would take advantage of my situation, but not Brad. He looks at me and smiles. “How about we go back inside and find some water bottles?”

“I’d like that.” My cheeks heat up. I’m not used to men caring. My ex-husband never did. “Thank you.”

I reach for my tote bag with my clothes stuffed inside. I stand naked and pull it over my shoulder. I look at Brad, watching his cock bounce as he rises. Brad takes my hand and leads me down the stairs and into the interior. I look up at the sails stretching out across the expansive blue sky. Judging from the wake behind us, the ship moves through the water at a good clip and sways slightly as we cruise silently toward our destination.

Once inside, I plop my tote on one of the sofas and then walk into the dining room behind Brad. The table has a steel tub full of water bottles and crushed ice. Snacks and fresh fruit are arranged on trays along either side. Brad twists off the top of a bottle, handing it to me, before uncapping his own. I take a swig, then pause and drink deeply, chugging the cold water like I just came out of the desert.

Brad watches me as he does the same. I guess fucking around naked on a sailboat is a little intense. I look around, wondering what Brad wants to do with me. I look at Brad and run my finger around the mouth of the bottle.

“What if you came to my stateroom?” I ask, feeling shy. “Could we play together there, or does this type of cruise require open public sex?”

Brad smiles and grabs two more water bottles and two bananas from the fruit tray.

“Hailey,” Brad says, reaching for my hand. “These cruises are all about exploring our sexuality safely. Your consent is important. If anyone thinks that just being aboard an adult cruise implies your continuous, irrevocable consent, they are wrong. You can always say ‘stop’ or ‘no.’”

I take his hand, and he leads me down the steps to the next deck and down the passageway to our staterooms.

“Thank you,” I say, blushing. “This is all new to me, but I’m enjoying myself.”

“That’s what you should do, and I’m willing to talk if you ever have any concerns.” Brad looks at me and then toward the staterooms. “Which one is yours?”

Letting go of his hand, I walk past him to my stateroom door. I open and hold it open, smiling back at him. “This one.”

Brad walks past me, and I turn and walk behind him. He places the water and the snacks on top of a desk to one side of my stateroom.

“Close the door, but leave it unlocked,” Brad says as he turns around to face me.

His cock has softened but is still an impressive length. I step closer, then slip to my knees, my round bottom resting on my heels. I stare at his cock, then look up at him. “I’d like to stroke your cock, lick it, and suck it till you’re rock hard.”

His eyes darken, watching me on my knees. I wonder if my words were needed, but he’d mentioned consent. I wanted to ensure he had a chance to say no. The air thickens as the moment lingers, and I lick my lips and swallow nervously.

“I’d like that,” Brad says, but he doesn’t come closer. “I’d like to take control. If you ever feel uncomfortable, your safeword is red. I’ll stop and ensure you’re okay before we do anything else. If you’re okay, use green. If it’s too fast, I’ll slow down when you say yellow.”

“Green,” I say, and I look down at his cock. I rest my hands on my knees, tilting toward him. His dark smile has butterflies erupting in my core as he steps closer.

“Hands behind you, Hailey.” Brad’s firm, blunt command is easy to obey, and I twist my arms behind me and hold on to my fingers. The stretch makes my back arch and my breasts rise. I understand why he told me to keep my hands behind me. He steps forward, leaning as he cups my jaw. I angle my head up as he lowers, and our lips press together in a searing kiss. My mouth opens automatically, and Brad sweeps his tongue inside, tangling with mine.

I moan into his mouth, realizing another woman’s husband is kissing me. Steven is single, and now I’m on my knees for Jenny’s husband. I shudder as Brad’s tongue sweeps along my mouth, and I realize I’m not alone. Jenny is tangling with Felicia’s boyfriend. Everyone is consenting to sharing or swapping. The idea that this is not only allowed but welcomed has my pussy clenching. I whimper into Brad’s prolonged kiss, and he rises, cupping his stiffening cock in his fingers.

My eyes drop to look at it, and I want to wrap my hand around it. But I keep my hands behind my back. A thrill shoots up my spine when I obey his command. I blink and glance up, and Brad’s eyes hold mine.

“Open.

Just like that, my lips part as my jaw relaxes and my tongue slides out. My mouth fills with saliva at the mouthwatering sight of Brad’s cock. It’s thick, cut, and has a nice curve at the end of its impressive length. It’s beautiful and nothing like my ex’s penis. Brad guides the tip to my lips but doesn’t push in. Instead, he uses his hand to run his crown over the arc of my lips. I taste the sweet tang of his precum when I wag my tongue along the bottom, then lap along the slit at the tip.

When he presses his hips forward, I close my lips around him and hum. I hold his gaze as I suck, my cheeks hollowing out as his shaft moves deeper inside my mouth. I nod forward, but his hand grips my red curls, holding my head still.

I nod at him, understanding he likes control. Relaxing my throat, I stare at him as he grinds his hips, pushing his cock deeper. Inhaling through my nose, I struggle with my gag reflex when his head presses against the back of my throat. Brad pulls back slowly, and I whimper, needing more. His jaw tightens before he thrusts again, deeper, claiming more of my throat. I moan around his shaft while tightening my lips around him.

“Fuck, that feels good. You’re a good cock sucker.”

I feel dizzy from the praise and only want to please him more. Brad fucks my mouth, and I’m throbbing in need as I submit to his use. Is this what Holly feels as a free-use slut? The intensity of submission, of giving control to another person, swirls inside me as Brad takes pleasure in using my mouth. Something between us clicks, and I feel his cock stiffen.

“Good girl.” His praise fills my chest with an emotion I’ve never felt before. “I want to fuck you now.”

“Fuck,” I say as his cock slides from my lips. “Please! I want you to. I want to feel you inside me.”

“Are you on birth control?” His question lingers for a moment before I nod.

“Yes, and I’m clean. I can’t remember the last time I had sex.” Brad smiles; his look isn’t one of pity but of gratitude. It only makes me want him more.

“On your bed,” Brad growls, his fingers dropping from my hair. “On your back. I want to see your eyes when I make you fall apart.”

I inhale and shudder, then crawl on my knees the short way to the bed, climb up, and twist onto my back. I have my ankles crossed but quickly relax and spread my legs, bending my knees and staring at Brad. Is this how he wants me? I feel vulnerable, but opening my legs to another man thrills me in a way I’ve never felt.

“You’re fucking beautiful,” Brad says, making me blush.

He’s over me before I can blink my eyes. His hands grip and squeeze my breasts, pressing me into the mattress as his lips capture mine. I moan into the kiss as our tongues tangle. His thumbs brush over my nipples, and then he uses his forefingers to pinch both. It’s not gentle, and I wince at the bite of pain, even while my hips flex at the touch of his cock against my thigh.

“I want you inside me,” I moan into his mouth. “Can I touch you?”

Brad nods, and my hand reaches down between us, cupping his shaft, lifting it, and aligning it with my leaking pussy. Brad’s eyes flick between mine as I line him up, then lift my hips as I take my hands away. Brad smirks as I lift my hands above my head, giving myself to his desires. Whatever he wants.

“Fuck me,” I say in a whisper, then louder. “Oh god, please, fuck me.”

He pushes into me and groans, “Mmm, you’re so fucking wet and tight.” When his hips bottom out, the thickness of his root grinds on my clit. It’s my turn to moan and grind back. His hands move to grip my wrists, holding himself above me as he moves over me. His cock slides in and out at an unhurried pace as I hook my ankles behind his thighs. His firm chest presses against my breasts as his body moves over me.

“Green,” I say, then swallow. “Harder. Please, fuck me harder. You feel so good inside me.”

His hips punch forward sharply, and I throw my head back, crying out at the sharp pain that quickly flashes to intense pleasure. Brad doesn’t pause, his hips slamming into me. The intensity and power of his body are thrilling. His hands move my wrists together, and he takes both in one hand, then uses his free hand to grip my hair, shifting my head until our eyes meet.

“Eyes on me. I want to watch you fall apart.” His voice is full of grit as his breath is peppered with grunts and moans. I’m gasping, eyes wide and mouth open, staring into his dark hazel eyes, feeling my orgasm tighten into a coil. He loosens his hand and moves it to one of my breasts. When he tugs one rigid nipple, twisting, I cry out as I sway at the edge of release.

“Fuck. I’m going to come,” I manage to croak out, staring at him.

“Do it.” His hips keep flexing, punching his thickness deep inside.

Clamping my lips together as my thighs tighten, I gasp out as I come hard around his cock. My hips flex automatically, trying to meet his thrusts, needing him even deeper. I cry out, my eyes burning as I force them to stay open to stare into his. I’m fighting a losing battle, though, and they drift closed as my nerves shatter and everything turns bright.


Girl Time Out
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I blink my eyes open; my head feels full of cobwebs. My body aches deliciously, but I groan, feeling disoriented. I sit up, looking around blearily. Where am I?

Slowly, my mind knits together. I am on a ship. This is my stateroom. I’ve just been fucked unconscious by another woman’s husband. I scan the room, looking for Brad, but it’s empty. I’m under the sheets, which are still tightly tucked under the mattress on one side. How did I get under the covers?

I pull the sheet up over my breasts and wrap it under my arms behind my back as I shift to the edge of the bed. Where the fuck is Brad.

My door rattles, and he sweeps in, carrying a food tray with more water bottles and my bag hooked over one shoulder. When he sees me, he lets out a sigh. He slides the tray onto the desk, drops my bag, and sits beside me on the bed. He’s wearing his swim trunks again. Which means he’s he’s been up on deck. I’m upset he left me alone.

“Are you okay?” he asks, holding my forearm. “You passed out cold at… uh… the end.”

“I’m fine,” I grouse. My thoughts feel like limp spaghetti. “Where did you go? Do you often fuck a girl senseless, then just up and leave?” I don’t like the shrillness of my voice, and I realize my nerves are frayed.

“What?” Brad asks, his hand rubbing behind his head. “Wait. You didn’t hear me?”

“All I remember was a bright light and then darkness,” I say, rubbing my forehead.

“Fuck,” Brad says, looking around and grabbing a bottle of water. “Drink this.”

I take it on autopilot. I thirstily down the whole bottle, and the sharp thudding in my head slowly fades. Brad holds my hand, and his other hand lifts and combs my hair behind my shoulder.

“At first, you were unresponsive,” Brad says calmly. “I was too, to be honest; that was intense. When I caught my breath, you were lying back limp. I checked that you were breathing, and you were. I gently shook you, and your eyes opened, but I could tell you weren’t focusing. Like you weren’t entirely there.”

I watch his eyes. I sense he’s telling the truth, but it seems disconnected from my memories. Did I experience a stroke? I wrinkle my nose, and then an image of him looking at me, his mouth moving, returns to my mind.

“Okay,” I nod as a faint memory returns. “Go on, please.” I feel tender, on the edge of tears, but I bite my lip and look at him.

“I asked if you wanted to rest,” Brad continues. “You nodded, then fell back onto your back. I know it was hot outside, and it’s been a busy day. So I pulled the covers open and moved you under them. You were out completely but sluggish when I tried to wake you. I thought you needed rest, more water, and I’d get more food. I grabbed my shorts from the top deck and your bag from the lounge while I was there.” He waves around the room. “I wasn’t gone more than a few minutes. I wouldn’t have left if I thought something was wrong.”

I groan, embarrassment welling as my memories fill in the blanks. My hands are shaking, and my body feels clammy. “I need to eat something.”

“Good idea.” Brad grabs an orange and a banana from the tray. I reach for the banana, peel it open, and bite into the white flesh. As I swallow and take another bite, I begin to feel better.

“I struggle sometimes with low blood sugar,” I explain. “I didn’t eat much lunch, then everything happened…” I cover my face, feeling my cheeks heat up. “This is so humiliating.”

“Hey.” Brad hugs me, and I press my cheek into his chest. “You must have been afraid. I’m sorry.”

I nod quietly and wrap my arms around his bare torso. We are both still sticky from sweat and exertion, and my nerves are tender. Brad comforts me with his embrace instead of letting me get stuck in the cycle of my thoughts and getting more upset. He didn’t gaslight me or make excuses. He told me what happened after I’d passed out. Brad’s sober apology soothes me, and I try to think of the last time a man apologized to me. I lift my head and kiss his cheek.

“Thank you,” I say and smile. “You took good care of me. It’s… It’s been a weird day.”

“Yeah,” Brad says and looks at me, his eyes full of care. “I know you feel alone on this cruise. I want you to know you’re not. I will always ensure you’re okay. If anything disturbs you, please tell me. I will take care of you and ensure you feel comfortable. This lifestyle doesn’t work unless we look out for each other.”

“I know. I feel safe with all of you.” I smile, rest my head on his shoulder, and take another bite of the banana, feeling better each minute.

A knock on my door and a rattle of the handle startles me, and then the door bursts open. Jenny and Felicia walk in and see me. “There she is!” Jenny says as they climb onto the bed beside me.

“Out,” Jenny says to her husband. “I’m calling a girl timeout.”

She’s smiling, and Brad’s expression of concern shifts into humor as he laughs.

“What’s a girl time out?” he asks but slides off the bed.

I miss his warmth but relax when the two girls surround me and hold me in their arms. They’re both dressed in shorts and tank tops while I’m still naked.

“It’s a Caribbean cruise rule!” Jenny says, her voice rising like we should know what she’s talking about. “First night at sea is a girly slumber party. No boys allowed.”

“I think you’re making that up,” Brad says, putting his hands on his hips. His chest is bare, and I’m not sure I want an all-girl slumber party.

“I can’t believe you think your wife would make something up like that!” Felicia shoots back, then turns to look at me and winks. I pick up on their vibe and giggle.

“Girls rule the world, Brad,” I say, grinning, as I hook my arms through my new girlfriends.

Brad gives me a look of mock betrayal, then winks and smiles. “You know where to find me if you need anything.”

“We sure do,” Jenny says, springing to her feet and hugging her husband. He hugs her, gripping her ass as he kisses her. “You go talk to the boys, smoke a stinky cigar, and drink two glasses of that horrible whiskey you like. But get some rest tonight. You’re going to need it!”

Felicia holds me against her, and I rest my head on her shoulder as Jenny and Brad say goodbye.

“I need to shower,” I say, and Felicia nods.

“We already have. Jenny was a mess after what Craig did to her on the forecastle.”

The door closes behind Brad, and Jenny spins to grin at both of us. “Shower quick, then get in your jam jams. We need to spill the tea. I want to learn all about you, Hailey.”

“I’m in,” I say, getting to my feet and walking to the bathroom. “Just make sure we have some real food. Are we skipping dinner?”

“The boys will bring us our food before they stink up the lounge with cigars and drink whiskey,” Jenny says exuberantly. “I swear ‘Girl Time Out’ is a completely accurate nautical tradition.”

“That you’re making up on the fly,” Felicia laughs and twists off the top of a water bottle.

“Hey, if it works, it works.” Jenny cackles.

I slide the door closed and twist on the water, and their voice fades as I step into the hot spray. My cheeks hurt, and I realize I’m grinning. Jenny and Felicia are fun, and I look forward to learning more about them. I relax into the water, wash my hair, then rinse off the soap and scrub my body.

When I’m done, I dry off, walk to my closet, pull a pair of shorts and a tank top out of a drawer, and dress for a girly slumber party. The first day of our cruise was unexpectedly weird, but I’m enjoying myself and looking forward to the rest. As we laugh and form a circle to braid each other’s hair at Felicia’s suggestion, I realize how happy I am. Holly’s gift is working already.
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After an afternoon of intense sex, including getting fingered while holding on to the stern rail by Steven, followed by a wild sapphic tangle in the sun with Jenny and Felica, and finishing with Brad fucking me past the edge of consciousness. Jenny, Brad’s wife, stormed in with the idea of a girl’s time out—it’s just what I need. After the long, dry spell during my divorce, the intensity of sex is overwhelming but tiring.

Even before my failed marriage, I wasn’t promiscuous. I wasn’t chaste, but I took giving control of my body to someone else seriously. Marriage and years of drifting apart had left me somewhat blasé on the whole penis-in-vagina action.

No longer. I can’t get enough of cock, pussy, yadda yadda. It hasn’t been a full day since we boarded around noon in Galveston, Texas. I’ve lost track of how many orgasms I’ve had, and the sun has barely set. Holly’s scant details about the nature of this cruise left me unprepared for the hedonism my cruise mates enjoy, but I’m not complaining.

Now, we’re somewhere in the Caribbean, cruising south toward the Yucatan Peninsula and the country of Belize. I don’t know the time since my phone is in my tote, and I don’t wear a watch. I only know it’s night because it’s dark outside my stateroom window.

I’m in good spirits as I braid Felicia’s hair into two pigtails, and Jenny does the same with my amber curls. As Jenny puts it, we’re sitting criss-cross applesauce in a circle, front to back. We’re all in skimpy sleep-short pajamas, chatting like old friends. Nothing I’ve done today was on my bingo card, and I’m happy about it.

“Where did you learn to do this?” I ask Jenny, whose fingers work in my red curls, making French braids along the sides of my scalp.

“Soccer mom school,” Jenny laughs. “Seriously, the girls like to be pretty, but their long hair gets in their eyes when running up and down the pitch. Felicia and I started doing this for our girls.”

“You both have kids?” I ask and bite my lip; maybe that’s too personal a question.

“Amelia is Craig’s daughter,” Felicia explains without pause, peeking at me while I copy the style they are showing me. “Craig coaches Samantha, Jenny’s daughter.”

“But don’t call her that,” Jenny says with a snorted giggle, tugging on a braid. “She likes Sammie, and she and Amelia are best friends. That’s how Brad and I met Coach a few years ago when he started coaching the girls’ team.”

“Coach?” I ask, “I’m sure you’ve told me this, but it’s been a busy day. Coach is Craig, right?”

“Yes,” Felicia says with a snorted laugh. “Jenny hates calling him Craig, while I hope to become Mrs. Craig Sprague soon.” I glance at the ring flashing on her finger as she works the braids in Jenny’s blonde hair.

“Craig Sprague? I scrunch my nose. “That rhymes.”

“Right?” Jenny cackles behind me. “That’s why I call him Coach. It’s more or less a tease with him now.”

Jenny pats my back, and I turn to look at her. “Done?”

“Yep,” Jenny says as Felicia finishes her braids. I am much slower, and Jenny twists, nudging me out of the way. “Go look in the mirror, and I’ll finish Felicia.”

Twisting off the bed, I walk to the head to check the mirror. The braids look great, tight along my scalp arching over my ears, then Jenny let the ends stay loose, and a tassel of my curls hangs right above my shoulders. I twist in the mirror, then notice I’m smiling. I can’t remember the last time I’d spontaneously smiled.

“I love it!” I say, walking back into the room. Jenny’s hair is similar, but Felicia finished braiding Jenny’s pigtails to the ends on both sides. Felicia looks at me, then reaches to touch her braids. Then taps Jenny on the shoulder.

“Hold on, Jen. Let me fix yours to match us.” It doesn’t take long for Felicia to unbraid her hair and then finish it with about four inches of her blonde hair loose at the end.

“There, we’re triplets.” Felica grins at us, and the three of us bounce into the head to squish together to see our reflections.

“Hot!” Jenny says. “I love it. They’ll make such good handles!”

I squint with confusion, and my new friends laugh. Jenny starts bobbing her head, facing Felicia while she grabs Jenny’s loose ends. When Jenny makes a gagging noise, I put it together.

“Oh!” I watch my neck and cheeks turn red at the thought of Steven holding my pigtails while I’m working his cock into my throat. My mind spins in instant arousal, recalling sucking Steven on the fantail when we departed port earlier. I turn, crawl back on the bed, and lie on my back.

“You don’t like the idea?” Felicia asks, sliding beside me.

“I do like the idea,” I confess. “It’s just all new. Before I stepped aboard the yacht the last time I had sex with my ex, I had to use my fingers to finish while he snored beside me.”

“That’s horrible.” Jenny plops on my other side. “That’s not going to happen with these boys.”

I blush again, remembering her husband, Brad, fucking me to an explosive orgasm on this bed. Then Jenny barged in as we were snugging, calling a time-out. Now we’re all acting like best friends. I’d fucked her husband, and Jenn’s telling me that all three of the handsome hunks still want more?

“It’s a lot to sort out in my mind,” I say quietly. “I’m having fun, but then after, my mind slips back into my old patterns.”

“You just need more orgasms,” Jenny says, and peels my top up until my nipple appears, then lowers her mouth to suck on the sensitive tip.

“Mmmm fuck.” I say and run my fingers along her braids. “That feels good.”

Felicia kisses my cheek, then down my neck slowly; when she sucks on my other nipple, my hips shift, and my legs open. My head spins with lust as the two sexy women suck on my nipples and run their hands down my sides. I don’t know what to do with my hands. I lift one hand to each head and stroke.

“You both are making me horny.”

“That’s the idea!” Jenny says. “We want you to have fun, Hailey. This is how we have fun. You can tell us if it’s too much—we’re flexible.” Felicia laughs on my other side, and Jenny blushes. “Being a yoga freak, Felicia is more flexible than me.”

Jenny shifts back, then pulls her sleep tank off, and then shimmies her shorts down her ass. She has a killer body; her muscles ripple along her abs and tight tummy, and her thighs shift as she lies back and pulls her shorts off her feet. Jenny looks at me as she rolls on her side and lifts one thigh, her fingers trace the lines of her pussy lips, and I can’t look away.

“C’mon, get naked, Hailey,” Felicia says. I twist, and I see she’s already naked, her lean body toned and limber. She grabs my tank and drags it up over my head. “Hands up, that’s it.”

Jenny kneels, pulling my shorts down, and when I lift my hips, she slides them off. I twist and get on my knees as the two face me kneeling.

“You’re beautiful,” Jenny says, her hands running up my soft belly and cupping my large breasts. “You have such lovely, natural curves.”

“You both are so sexy, nice, and thin. You’re every man’s wet dream.”

“Babe,” Felicia says, leaning close, her lips hovering over mine. “Stop comparing. Each of us is beautiful in a special way. Never compare.”

Her lips seal against mine, and I moan as she puts her tongue between my lips. Jenny presses against my other side, lifting her fingers under my chin. I turn as she pulls my head towards her. She nods at me, and I lean to kiss her, too.

“Felicia’s right,” Jenny says, speaking against my lips. “You’re a goddess just like us.”

I relax into the bliss of their touches and try to return the favor. When I touch them, they moan at the contact but push my hand away.

“This is for you. Lie back and enjoy,” Felicia says as her lips find mine, and I savor her deep kiss sucking on her tongue. J

enny moves to my breast and sucks one hard nipple between her lips. I moan, wanting to touch them, but end up surrendering. Lifting my arms above my head as arousal swims through my nerves. Closing my eyes, My mind drifts with the sensations and loses track of who is whom.

A mouth sucks on my thighs, and I spread my legs apart. “Good girl.”

Okay, that’s Jenny, and I want to peek down to watch her as she starts licking my throbbing pussy. I keep my eyes closed and drift again, feeling hands knead my breast. The hands have thumbs on the same side, and I imagine both of my new friends playing with my tits.

The bed shifts and a shadow moves over my face. When I blink open, I stare at the pretty pink petals of Felicia’s pussy. I open my mouth as I lift my head, yearning to taste her glistening lips again.

“Lie down,” Felicia purrs in a low tone. “I’m going to ride your face. You don’t have to do anything.”

Something about her tone has me relaxing back onto the bed. My thoughts drift back to earlier on the deck under the sails. Her hips lower, then I feel her weight push her drenched pussy against my mouth. She’s facing away from Jenny, who is still exploring my pussy with her lips and tongue. I tilt my head slightly, my nose pushing through Felicia’s folds until she moans loudly.

“Yeah, right there. Now, don’t move.”

I stiffen my neck to obey, and Felicia’s hips do all the work, and she rides my lips and tongue. She grinds her clit against my nose, and the muffled sounds of her moans add to my enjoyment. While I’m watching Felicia’s ass cheeks flex and undulate above me, Jenny slides two fingers inside me. I can’t hold back my moan as she presses the tips against my G-spot more surely than my fumbling attempts with a vibrator.

My thoughts fade into the mindless pleasure of these incredible women, including me, playing with me. I feel safe and secure as we all move in a tangle of flesh. Moans and shouts rise to a crescendo as I feel another orgasm rush through my nerves. My cheeks are bathed with a gush of fluid as Felicia’s thighs tighten against my cheeks.

I lie boneless on the bed as Jenny and Felicia shift around and press their bodies against mine. When I catch my breath and close my eyes, I sink into the delicious darkness of my dreams.
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“Christi, how much longer,” Mark asks behind me.

I grit my teeth instead of letting loose with a bratty sigh. First, because I’m not a mother, I don’t do family road trips like Clark fucking Griswold. Secondly, Mark is a grown-ass man; this is the third time he’s asked. The GPS route, ETA, and speed are displayed on the console of this rented Cadilac Escalade. All he has to do I open his beautiful grey eyes and look. I swallow my frustration because I know I’m just grumpy and not used to the inconvenience of travel.

“About thirty minutes,” I say, looking at Will behind the wheel of this fine automobile. “Unless Will decided to give it more gas.”

Will smirks. I smile back. We’ve been driving or flying since we woke up, and now the sun’s getting low on the horizon. We’re both zapped, but we’ll be able to rest soon. While this car is crazy comfortable, with leather ventilated seats, tinted windows, and three roomy rows of seating, I’m done. It was nice for the first hour, the next two and a half, not so much.

I gaze out the window, the breathtaking view of the Atlantic Ocean on one side and the Gulf of Mexico on the other has gotten a wee bit monotonous. Our journey began in Dallas when we boarded Mark’s jet. We started with seven: Mark and Kirsten, Brandon and Meghan, Will and I, and Lisa. Who we left on the plane in Miami, and she’s should be close to landing in Belize now. The six of us loaded up and headed for the scenic route to the southernmost point of the continental United States.

“Okay, let’s plan on a little break when we're at the hotel, then meet in the lounge for dinner,” Mark repeats the plan we all agreed on.

This is the third time he’s updated us on “the plan,” I bite back the urge to snap back at my new boss. I mean, I get it. Highway 1, aka, the Florida Keys Overseas Highway—or the Stab My Eyes Out Expressway, as I call it. It’s a beautiful but ultimately boring stretch of elevated highways and bridges that hover over the light teal waters that connect the mainland with Key West, our destination. It also has poor cellular reception, and we only have one SatPhone with us; Lisa is taking the other.

Entertainment by streaming music lasted until we drove past Key Largo, and the cell signal shit the bed. I’d checked the coverage map, and it seemed to be okay, but fuck if I know why our bandwidth sucks. The subject of the first plan update was turning off the spotty, laggy playlist I’d curated on Spotify.

Mark and I are sitting in the front in the comfy leather seats. Mark and Kirsten are seated in the club chairs behind us. Mark is directly behind Will, who’s driving, so when I look back, I enjoy the view of his grey hair and scruff beard. When his eyes are open, I almost forget where I am. For the last hour, he’s had sunglasses on snoozing. Brandon and Meghan are stretched out on the bench in the final row. Currently she has her feet in her husband’s lap while he’s giving her a foot massage. Why? Fuck if I know--we’ve barely walked all damn day. At least that’s better than trying to ignore them fucking around in the back seat, moaning or laughing.

“The captain is having dinner with us,” I confirm. Continuing with Mark’s plan status update. Otherwise, he’ll ask me again if I’ve set everything up how he wanted. “He was scheduled to arrive at the pier an hour ago. He and his plus one should be there.”

“Excellent,” Mark says, then leans back and relaxes.

It gives me another moment to think about how crazy life has gotten. We met at his pineapple party when I slept with Mark, and Will fucked Brandon’s wife Meghan. The next morning, Mark introduced us to their family, including his wife Kirsten, and hired both of us. I tried to explain to him that while my bedroom skills are off the fucking charts, I’m a trophy wife who's never needed to hold down a job. Instead, I let him convince me to be his mentee/personal assistant now that Lisa is working with Will on this new venture. We've worked tirelessly after being hired, and everyone went balls to the wall to bring Fantasy Unlimited Charter Cruises (FUCC)to life.

We’d acquired the first sailboat and the island of the coast of Belize, Playa Cabana, within days. We need an unbiased, honest assessment of a cruise, so I’d offered to send my friends on the yacht as guests. The ship is homeported in Galveston, so they all took the four-hour trip (almost as boring as this one) from North Dallas to Brad’s beach house. The five of them: Brad, Jenny, Craig, Felicia, and Steven—I have carnal knowledge of all of them—left port this morning with a sixth guest I don't know. They didn’t even know they were acting as my secret shopper vacationers, so I could see if this crazy idea would work. They’re cruising to the Yucatan to do the first three ports on their cruise, then continue to the Playa Cabana in time for the weekend excursion.

Mark bought this second yacht intending to sail directly to Playa Cabana, join the others for a freeuse excursion, and celebrate the kick of his newest endeavor. He’s planning on renaming the two boats, Fantasea I and Fantasea II, during a rechristening ceremony during the celebration. He has a few other VIPs slated for the hedonistic fuck fest; at least, I hope that’s what it’s going to be.

Lisa is on her way to Playa Cabana and plans to acquire a helicopter to transfer guests to and from the small island instead of the over-water ferry from the port of Belize City. She plans to ensure the Playa Cabana resort is up to the luxury standards of Fantasy Unlimited. I’m seriously impressed with her work ethic, and I have no worries about her part of the venture. But I’ve lost track of all the moving pieces. It’s amazing how Mark keeps it all straight in his head. It’s all come together, though, and this cruise from Key West to Belize will reward all our hard labor.

Mark still has to convince Captain Mike to change his SOP (whatever that means) to account for the FUCC’s adult-friendly activities at sea. I’ve spent hours listening to Mark and Captain Dick discuss the policy of a sex-positive experience on the high seas. It’s a lot. The privately owned island serves as a prime destination for even more debauchery after the at-sea portion of the cruise. We've coordinated medical, security, and hospitality teams to support all this. I learned that working with the contractors is merely an extension of how he runs his bed and breakfasts, which cater to the rich perverts that buy into his club.

I can’t wait to start the party; only fifteen minutes until we’re in Key West. Then … well, the rest of the plan that Mark keeps inside that beautiful mind of his.
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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.

https://read.hankdolworth.com/stowaway-adventures
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Felicia is exploring her sexuality with Craig (Coach) is right beside her, supporting and watching her blossom and accept her bisexuality, switch, and kinky proclivities. With the help of friends like Christi and Jenny, Felicia is growing confident in her new hotwife lifestyle.

read.hankdolworth.com/feisty-felicia
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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


Hank Dolworth Collection Series


[image: ]


Hank Dolworth Collection Series

includes the following:

	Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast

	Freeuse Stowaway

	Study Buddies with Benefits

	Jenny, the Soccer Mom
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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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