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Fair Winds


Nestled between the two warm bodies of my beautiful new friends, Jenny and Felicia, a new day begins. Enjoying their touches as they listen to me explain my past, I haven’t felt this free in years.

I didn’t know what to expect when I boarded this sailing yacht thanks to my sister, Holly, gifting me this luxury, adult-only cruise. I’ve never met swingers before. The difficulties of my marriage drew me into a dark solitude. The reality of the lifestyle my five crewmates enjoy is an intoxicating surprise. They share freely without a hint of jealousy, and their joyful personalities persuade me to continue to explore my reborn sexuality.

My libido is off the charts as I enjoy the company of the handsome, muscular men and their alluring female partners. My thoughts flash with memories of embarking on my adventure, and I’m excited to discover new experiences that help me heal and grow, embracing the changes in attitude.

We’re moving through the latitudes to enjoy tropical ports, with the final destination a freeuse weekend on a mysterious island. I’m learning what that means and getting ready for my future.


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


Slumber Party
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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 girls’ time out. It’s just what I need. After the long, dry spell during my divorce, the sexual intensity of the past few hours is wonderfully overwhelming and tiring.

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

No longer. I can’t get enough of cock, pussy, what have you, and the sun has barely set. It hasn’t been a full day since we boarded around noon in Galveston, Texas, and I’ve lost track of how many orgasms I’ve had since we departed. Holly’s scant details about the nature of this cruise left me unprepared for the hedonism my shipmates 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 as my phone is inside 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 comfortable sitting with these two women as I braid Felicia’s hair into two pigtails. Jenny does the same with my amber curls. As Jenny puts it, we’re relaxed, crisscross applesauce in a circle, front to back. We’re all in skimpy 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 tresses, 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 team.”

“You both have kids?” I bite my lip; maybe the question is too personal.

“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 girl.”

“But don’t call her that,” Jenny says, giggling and tugging on a braid. “She likes Sammie, and she and Amelia are best friends. 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 answers with a laugh. “She 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.”

She pats my back, and I turn to her. “Done?”

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

Twisting off the bed, I walk to the head to check the mirror. The braids are awesome—tight along my scalp, arching over my ears, then keeping ends loose, and a tassel of my curls hangs right above my shoulders. I twist, noticing my smile in the reflection. I can’t remember the last time I 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 peeks at me, then reaches to touch her braids. Then she taps Jenny on the shoulder.

“Hold on, Jen. Let me fix yours to match us.” It doesn’t take long for her to unbraid Jenny's 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 off my bed and into the head, squishing together to admire our reflections.

“Hot!” Jenny says. “I love it. They’ll make excellent 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. Crawling back on the bed, I turn to 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 guys.”

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

“All of this a lot to sort through,” 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. She peels my top up till my nipple appears, then lowers her mouth to envelop the sensitive tip.

“Mmmm fuck,” I say, running my fingers along her braids.

Felicia kisses my cheek, then down my neck slowly; when she sucks on my other bud, my hips shift, and my legs open. My head spins with lust as the two sexy women suck on my nipples and trace their hands down my sides. I don’t know what to do with mine, so I stroke the backs of their heads.

“You both are making me horny.”

“That’s the idea!” Jenny says. “We want you to have fun, Hailey. This is how we enjoy ourselves. You can tell us if it’s too much—we’re flexible.” Jenny blushes as Felicia laughs. “She's a yoga freak, so she is more so than me.”

Jenny shifts back, then pulls her sleep tank off, and then shimmies her shorts down her ass and past her thighs. She has a killer body; her muscles ripple along her abs and tight tummy, and her thighs shift as she lies back, kicking her bottoms off her feet. She smiles 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 nude, 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 bottoms down, and when I lift my hips, she slides them off. I get on my knees as the two face me, kneeling.

“You’re gorgeous.” Jenny's fingers trail up my soft belly and cup my large breasts. “You have such lovely, natural curves.”

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

“Babe.” Felicia leans close, hovering, and I focus on her eyes. “Each of us is beautiful in a special way. Never compare.”

Her lips seal against mine, and I moan as she slips her tongue into my mouth. Jenny molds her body to my other side, and I turn as she pulls my head towards her. She nods at me, and I lean to kiss her, too.

“Felicia’s right.” Jenny's breath whispers over my lips. “You’re a goddess, just like us.”

I relax into the bliss of their touches and try to return the favor. When my hands run over their warm flesh, they sensually moan at the contact but push my hand away.

“This is for you. Lie back and enjoy.” Felicia brushes our lips together. When she sweeps her tongue inside my mouth, I savor her kiss.

Jenny moves to my breast and sucks one hard nipple, and I whimper, wanting to touch my partners, 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 doing what.

A hand pulls on my thighs, and I spread my legs apart. “Good girl.”

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, right there. Now, don’t move.”

I stiffen my neck to obey, and Felicia does all the work as she rides my face, grinding her clit on the bridge of my nose. Her muffled sounds add to my enjoyment as my senses fill with her fragrant essence. While I’m watching Felicia’s pert breasts sway and flex as she undulates above me, Jenny slides two fingers inside me. I can’t hold back my moan as her fingertips brush circles around my g-spot more surely than my fumbling attempts with a vibrator.

My thoughts fade into the mindless pleasure of these incredible women playing with me. I feel safe and secure as we all move in a tangle of flesh. Whimpers and gasps lead to a crescendo as another orgasm rushes through my nerves. My cheeks are bathed with a gush of fluid as Felicia’s thighs squeeze my head.

I lie boneless on the bed as Jenny and Felicia shift around and press their bodies close to mine. When I catch my breath and shut my eyes, I sink into the delicious darkness of my dreams.


Breakfast
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Waking up beside two lovely women wasn’t something I thought I wanted until I woke up in a sandwich between my new friends. Felicia’s behind me; her hips press against my ass, and her arm drapes over my side. As I turn, my forehead rubs along Jenny’s ribs, and she stirs, rolling toward me. She smiles when her eyes focus, then leans and kisses me softly.

“Good morning, beautiful girl,” Jenny sings quietly. Her smile is infectious, and I grin back. I'm content to stare into her blue eyes and enjoy her cheerful presence. Felicia moves languidly and grips my breast, squeezing.

“You want some dick?” Felicia’s gruff voice vibrating against my back makes me snicker, and she laughs.

“That’s a great question,” Jenny deadpans, then we all giggle.

We shift around, the two of them turning toward me in the middle, and we grin and brush our lips together. Their hands slide over my body, kneading my tits and circling over my clit. I reach and caress both of them as our kisses deepen, and we sink into the bliss of arousal.

“We need to eat,” Jenny says, pulling slowly back from kissing me. “And I want dick.”

She snickers, and I nod, blushing at Felicia. I want to know what Coach feels like. Do I call him Craig? She winks at me like she knows I’m thinking of her fiancé. I lean and kiss her.

“Can you guys reassure me that you're… okay? With your men?” I whisper as we shift off the bed and find our pajamas. “I want to stay friends with you, and if…”

“Oh, sweet girl,” Jenny says, pushing her finger against my lips. “You are our friend! We’d be more upset if you didn’t have fun with us on this cruise. Just being honest, we have no jealousy, and our relationships with our men are solid. Felicia just got engaged a few days ago.”

“That’s so exciting!” I look at them before continuing. “ I know. This must seem like I’m overreacting. It’s all new to me, and I only remember my past. My husband was always jealous. He accused me of cheating when we were together. I never did but he held a grudge like I had. His rejection of me crumbled any respect I had for him and then we grew so far apart that there was no healing the rift. I’m glad to be out of it, but my mind still remembers.”

“That’s horrible, sweetie.” Jenny hugs my neck tightly, and I wrap my arms around her back. We don’t say anything, and I appreciate the silence and the comfort. I’ve never felt more listened to and accepted.

Felicia squeezes us both and presses her forehead to ours. “We are always here to listen. Open relationships like this take a lot of work and communication by all parties. We think it's important to discuss our emotions. So anytime you want to talk, we’re available. Any of us, including the guys.”

I bow my head for a moment, before lifting and smile at my new friends.

“Let’s eat.” Felicia grins.

“Then get some Vitamin D—dick,” Jenny adds and laughs.

After quickly checking each other, adjusting our pajamas, and making sure our new braids aren’t cattywampus, we head out of my stateroom. Felicia and Jenny check their staterooms and don’t find Brad or Craig.

“They’re probably upstairs,” Jenny says, and we file in a single line up the stairs to the club room.

“They’re alive!” Steven shouts from the deck outside. The three sit in a semi-circular booth around the table. A variety of breakfast options are on trays along the middle. “Thought you princesses would sleep till noon!”

“Not me,” Brad says, holding up his hands innocently.

“Nor I!” Craig nods while Steven rolls his eyes at them.

“Oh, that’s the way it’s going to be?” He laughs and winks at me. My cheeks warm up from his attention.

“Okay, make room, boys, Your princesses are hungry.” Jenny takes charge and tells us where to sit. She pushes me, making me crawl over Brad's lap and settle beside him. Being close to him again brings up memories of last night. As I get comfortable in my seat, I rub his thigh, and he squeezes my hand.

“How’d you sleep?” I ask, not knowing what else to say.

“I slept wonderfully,” Brad says, then elbows his wife. “I love sleeping with Jenny, but she can be a bit of a blanket hog.”

She simpers, then leans and kisses her husband's cheek. “You missed my hot bod. Admit it!”

“Absolutely, but I needed rest. You tire me out constantly.” I laugh with them.

Craig is scooting into the booth from the opposite direction, with Felicia beside him. She keeps moving him toward me, and he keeps getting closer. When he presses against me, he glances at me, surprised.

“Oh, sorry.”

“It’s okay.” I notice Felicia winking like she made him get so close to me. I have hardly touched Craig, although we’ve seen each other naked. The heat of his firm thigh alongside mine, coupled with the feeling of Brad on my other side, has me blushing. “I don’t mind a little skin-to-skin.”

“Excellent.” Craig chuckles. “I guess you’ve discovered why we’re all here?”

I’m speechless. I meant it innocently. But I realize this group enjoys innuendo and teasing, and I enjoy the light-hearted banter. I rest my hand on Craig’s thigh and nod at his question.

“Yes, I have,” I grin and squeeze. His leg is like a rock, and I impulsively stroke my hand higher. When I feel the thickness of his cock, I stop suddenly. I didn’t want to grope him, but his wink tells me he doesn’t mind. I swallow and run my hand along his shaft, measuring him. The way his eyes darken as I stroke along his length robs me of my words. He’s huge, even if he’s not rock-hard, and his cock swells under my touch. I glance past him at Felicia, who’s grinning as if she can read my thoughts. Her jokes about wanting dick earlier spring to mind, and that hunger burns inside me.

“We should eat,” I finally manage, reaching for a fruit platter.

“And get some Vitamin D,” Felicia says, then winks before changing the subject. “We need to work on your base tan. You got some color, but you don’t seem sunburnt.”

“I don’t think I am” I say, even if my cheeks burn with embarrassment. I focus on keeping my hands above the table but feel the heat of both Craig and Brad as they relax and spread their thighs apart. “Sunning sounds awesome. I’d enjoy that.”

“Maybe Steven will help you with your sunscreen.” Jenny shrugs.

I’ve lost track of Steven, so I scan the deck, noticing he’s pulled a chair up and is sitting right in front of me. He smiles, pressing his foot against my lower leg, and winks. His attention deepens my blush.

“I’d love to,” Steven says. “We got interrupted before I had the chance yesterday.”

The three men’s attentiveness makes my head spin. They aren’t entirely focused on me as we eat and chat. They talk with their wives and then with each other, but they include me and ask me questions.

I’m not used to this kind of attention. I’m more accustomed used to feeling invisible. It’s a contrast to my ex-husband’s distant coldness. When we started having issues, we stopped meeting with friends. I realize I’d curled into a ball in the back of a dark cave of depression and hopelessness about my failing relationship. Now, I’m in the light, surrounded by enchanting women and handsome men. I make a vow to myself to never allow someone to mistreat me like that again.


About That Shower
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Everyone decides to take some time for themselves after breakfast. I need a shower and should don a different bikini. The couples pair off, swiftly disappearing into their suites. It isn’t rocket science that they want to reconnect physically with their mates. Steven’s door is opposite mine; we’re in the smaller rooms meant for single guests. He looks over at me, and I smile back.

“I need to shower.” I shrug but don’t open my door.

“Me too,” Steven says, holding the knob but keeping the door closed.

“Be a shame to waste water,” I mention like I’m a conservationist or something. “Care to join me?”

Steven crosses the passageway in two steps, just enough time for me to open my door. He follows me as I enter my stateroom, walking backward, watching him. The intensity of his gaze sends a thrill through me as he trails me. I feel like prey, and Steven is a predator. It’s not frightening, just a heightened awareness that I’m his target. The door shuts behind him, and I touch his chest.

He stops, not pressing forward but not backing away. I gnaw on my lip before speaking.

“A shower first,” I say calmly. I know I will want to get dirty again after we’re done, but I’d also like some quiet time with him. “I want to ask you a question. Will you please not tease me?”

“I won’t.” His friendly grin returns.

“I might have more than one,” I say, then wave to my bed. It’s a mess of sheets from sleeping with Jenny and Felicia. It’s the only place to sit, so I settle down on the end, then pat beside me. Steven’s eyes are soft, and his genuine smile melts me inside. He nods and walks over, sitting close.

“I told you we’ll do this at your speed,” he reminds me. “This is about your comfort and enjoyment. I’ll be happy to answer any of your questions.”

Shifting to face him with one knee on the bed, I start talking. “I know we never got to finish what we started.” He watches my eyes as I speak and doesn’t focus on my breasts. His respect and care surprise me, but I still need to ask this question: “Did it upset you that I picked Brad?”

Steven leans and touches my bare thigh, sparking my nerves with the heat of his touch. His smile remains steady, and he keeps his eyes on mine. My nipples tighten as I inhale slowly, my senses filling with the scent of his cologne.

“Jealousy isn’t an emotion I should hold onto. Yes, I wanted to be with you, and I still do. But in this lifestyle, you get used to changing plans.”

“Did you enjoy your time with Felicia?” When I finish the question, I shake my head. “Sorry, that’s none of my business. This type of situation is new to me.”

“To answer your question, yes, I did. Felicia is a fun sex partner. So is Jenny. I like being in threesomes with one of them and Brad or Craig. I like it when I’m with two women at once.” My body can’t help responding to the list of erotic things, pictures sparking in my imagination and arousal pooling in my core. “There isn’t any reason to keep anything secret between friends in open marriages. Our conversations are as open as their relationships.”

“Why aren’t you in a relationship?” I ask and fight the impulse to excuse the prying question.

“Haven’t found the right person,” Steven says soberly. “I enjoy being a bachelor. My reputation in the swinging lifestyle is important, and I’d want to find someone who accepts my non-monogamous ethics. Dating apps don't work. I've never found the right match. I work a lot, and these parties and weekends with friends satisfy my sexual needs.”

“So, you’re opposed to building a relationship with a single woman?”

“No, I just want to be open about who I am. I’m wired toward many partners. Would I enjoy having a sole partner? I don't know. It’s possible. I’ve not met anyone willing to share me with other women. What about you? What happened to end your marriage?”

“We stopped caring.” I shrug and bow my head. “My ex was jealous and possessive. He believed I cheated on him, and nothing I could say would change his mind. Our communication dried up as our resentment grew and then it was just a matter of time.”

“Did you?”

“Did I, what? Cheat?” I reply. My eyes well with tears of frustration as the memories spin in my mind. “No. I was faithful to him. But I’m not sure he was, especially as the years passed. I didn’t want to find out if he was or wasn’t faithful. I was trapped in a loveless marriage and wanted out.”

My head hangs, and I watch my fingers while avoiding Steven’s gaze. The constant memories of my failed marriage and my boorish husband exhaust me. When I tilt my head to peek at him, he half smiles.

“He sounds like a fool,” Steven says, reaching for my hand. “This lifestyle isn’t for everyone, but the people I’ve met who are committed to their spouses yet enjoy multiple sexual partners seem to have strong relationships. Whenever they have emotional issues, they stop and talk about it. They might disagree, but they understand each other more.”

“I never understood my ex,” I whisper. “He never opened up to me emotionally, and I guess I did the same. I chose silence rather than confrontation.”

“I’m sorry,” Steven says. “That must have been hard to be quiet about your pain.”

He opens his arms, and I lean into him as he wraps me tight. I press my cheek into his chest, feeling his warmth. He rubs my back and holds me. It’s soothing, and he’s patient until I pull away. I look up and press closer, tilting my lips. He meets my bid for a kiss with a gentle molding of his lips against mine. Then, with a growl, he deepens the kiss. I welcome the increased intensity with a shuddering moan.

“About that shower?” I ask as we part.

“Let’s do it.” Steven grins and stands up, offering me his hand.

I cross my arms and pull off my top, then push my pajama bottoms off before I stand. He watches me strip for him and pushes his shorts down to his ankles. When he tugs his t-shirt over his head, my hands press against the planes of his chest.

“Will we both fit? The stall is so small.” My fingers trace the definition of his abs.

“Only one way to find out.” Steven grips my hand, and I follow him into the tiny cubicle.


Turn Around
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Steven holds open the door to the compartment while I step past him and start the water running. He follows me in, ducking his head to get through the door, and I watch his muscular frame as I tilt my head back.

“It is a bit tight, isn’t it?”

Steven grins as he steps into the stall with me. His body brushes against mine, and I slide over, touching the far side of the shower. My fingers run over my braids, and I’m glad I don’t have to shampoo my hair. Blinking up at him as the spray hits his torso and splashes my face, I reach out and touch him, pressing against the broad planes of his chest.

The idea of washing myself slips from my mind as I brush my hands down the ripples of his abs and feel his cock rise between us. I lean and kiss his nipple, sucking it lightly. He has sparse, blonde curls across his broad chest, and they narrow to a line down his abdominals. Their delicious ridges draw my gaze lower to his swelling manhood.

“Maybe we’ll fit better like this,” I tease, sinking to my knees.

My hands run down his muscular thighs as I allow myself to examine his legs down to his feet. When I glance back, Steven is watching me, his eyes dark with arousal. Holding onto his thighs, I brush my cheek against his cock, feeling its heat and the slickness of the water streaming down his torso. I roll my head back and forth, his stiff cock rubbing against my cheeks as I open my mouth.

“I like the braids,” he says as one hand grips the loose strands on one side. I blink up at him as I press my face against his hardness. He tugs my braid, twisting my head until his swollen crown slips across my lips. I moan at his taste, licking and sucking at a dribble of precum before its slides past my mouth.

His grip on my other braid moves my head back, and I can't help but blush at the arousal that wells up in my core. He stares down at me while using my braided tails as handles and directing my mouth until I suck the tip of his cock between my lips. His scent is a mix of his musk and soap, and I realize this must be his second shower this morning. I swirl my tongue around his head, then push my head lower when he pulls on both my tails.

I moan. It feels so filthy to have this powerful man take control of my head like the reins of a horse. His heat and thickness fill my mouth as I wag my tongue under his shaft, feeling the ridge of his vein. His jaw clenches as I take him to the back of my throat and gag.

“You enjoy sucking my cock, don’t you?” His confident baritone voice thrills me, and I nod my head, pulling back until his dick slides from my lips.

“How could you tell?” I ask, rubbing my face against his stiff manhood.

He’s silent as he tugs at my braids, and I follow his lead, sucking him back into my mouth. I relax my jaw, lapping along the bottom of his shaft. As he sinks deeper, he lets go of my hair to grip my head. I blink up at him as he pulls my mouth deep onto his cock. When he hits the back of my throat, I swallow to suppress my gag reflex as his cock stretches into my tight opening.

“Fuck,” Steven moans out, staring down at me. The tightness of the shower stall leaves me little space to move—not that I want to. Pulling my hands behind me, I relinquish control to the muscular man as his hips push himself deeper down my gullet. My nose presses against his short, blond pubic hair as his heavy balls rest on my chin. My pussy clenches with jealousy as he draws back and fucks my throat.

When Steven pulls back, popping his cock free from my lips, I inhale through my nose, then spit the collected drool in the back of my mouth at his swollen crown. Gripping his hot, meaty rod, I stroke my fist, spreading my spit over his steely shaft. I’m about to lean and suck him back into my mouth, but he pulls me to my feet.

He leans and kisses me. Our mouths mash together as he lowers his hands and grips my ass. He lifts me like I weigh nothing, and I wrap my thighs around his waist, feeling his manhood press against my pussy.

“I don’t want to finish in your throat this time,” Steven says, and my mind rewinds to when I sucked him on the fantail yesterday. “Do I need to get a condom?”

“No.” I shake my head, not that I’d want to pause to find one. I need him inside me, now. “I’m on birth control. I want to feel you come inside me.”

Dropping one hand between us, I take hold of his shaft, my other hand gripping his powerful shoulder. His muscles ripple under my touch as he presses me higher into the air. His strength amazes me; I know I’m not petite, but he manhandles me like a feather. Rubbing his crown through my drenched lips, I let go of his cock when his tip dips into my opening.

“Oh fuck,” I manage as gravity lowers me onto his rod. Steven’s hands grip my waist as he stretches me. The exquisite feeling of being filled with his cock makes me moan. “You’re so fucking big,”

It’s all I can say as we press together, and Steven grips my ass so hard he may leave bruises. His biceps bulge as he lifts me with ease. His shaft sliding through my tight channel pulls a whimper of need from me. I wrap my arms around his neck, kissing him and thrusting my tongue between his lips.

He shifts me up and down his dick like I’m a doll. I hold on and move my hips, grinding along his shaft as he strokes into me, driving his cock deeper as my body drops with each stroke.

“Fuck me,” I gasp, needing more, and his eyes burn into mine with dark heat. “Harder. Oh fuck.”

He tilts me, and I arch back until my shoulders hit the side of the stall. He pounds into me, gripping my hips, and I steady myself by grabbing his forearms. His steady pace makes my body shudder as I reach my peak. He leans forward, bowing his head, and I moan out when he sucks one of my hard nipples. Trembling, I know I’m on the precipice of bliss when he pulls completely out, and I whine at the sudden emptiness.

Steven lowers me, and I drop my feet to stand on my toes. He kisses me deep and hard. When I wrap my arms around his neck, whimpering at the absence of his cock, he growls as he parts the kiss.

“Turn around.”

He twists me in the tight shower as my mind is dazed with lust. When he presses my breasts against the stall, his hand pulls my hip. I get the idea and flex my ass back.

“Don’t stop,” I beg as he slumps over me, one hand aligning himself with my opening. “Fuck me until you come. Fill me up with your cum.”

“That’s the idea,” Steven growls into my ear as he thrusts into me.

Whipping my head to stare at him over my shoulder as he fucks me hard, my body flexes against the shower wall, and the spray goes everywhere as we move in the flowing streams of water. Shivers ripple through my arms and legs as I watch his jaw tense. My eyes flutter, but I force them to stay open.

When I shatter around his cock, my pussy clenches in waves. My vision blanks as I scream out, then moan while he fucks me through one peak and keeps pounding me. My body trembles as Steven presses my head against the shower wall. His hand grips my braid, and I come apart again as he uses me for his pleasure.

“Fuck, your cunt feels like magic when you come,” Steven growls as I cry out through another peak. “One more, Hailey. Give me one more.”

“Oh god, YES!” My cries echo in the small space as one orgasm blends with the next. When Steven slams into me, I feel his cock throb, and the base of his shaft pulses against my clit. Heat blooms in my core as I go limp against the wall. Steven wraps his forearm around around my belly. His hips jerk in time with his bolts of cum billowing inside me, and I twist my head back to look up at him.

All I hear is our breathing and the shower spray around us as he tightens his grip, holding me upright. His cock slides free as I turn to face him and moan into our deep kiss, feeling his absence inside me.

When I can stand on my own, Steven leans and turns off the water. I don’t remember using any soap, but I don’t care when he finds a towel to dry me off. When he guides me out of the small shower, he dries himself. I make it to my bed before slumping onto the mattress.

I turn to my side, watching him finish drying before he walks over to me, naked. He smiles as he climbs onto the bed and spoons me from behind. He kisses me when I turn to face him; unable to find words as I stare at him, I close my eyes. Like a kitten purring, I relax, feeling safe and comfortable as I curl into his athletic frame. My mind drifts along the bliss flowing through my senses.


Steven Takes Seconds
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The boat rocks as I wake, and I feel like I'm floating weightless. I exhale slowly, relishing the peaceful moment in my bed. The warmth of Steven’s body as I wake from the short nap comforts me. Cuddling isn’t something I’m used to after sex, so I stay still and savor the firmness of his cock pressing into my ass, his heavy arm over my side. I. Feeling his breath warm and steady against my shoulder I don’t move so I don’t disturb him.

Replaying the past day in my memories kindles my passion, and I rock my hips back, moving my ass along his cock. I can feel it throb near my sensitive pussy, and I gasp at the sensation of him thickening more. Steven’s hand moves, cupping my breast and pulling at my hardening nipple. I moan at the sensation as my hips continue rocking against his hardening shaft.

“You’re such a needy slut.” His gruff voice only amplifies my rising lust as I nod.

I reach behind me and grip his cock, twisting my body as I shift to to my back and align myself with his crown. Moving my thumb over his head, spreading his precum, I push him inside me.

“Just fuck me,” I gasp, feeling his tip stretch my opening. “Fuck my slutty cunt.”

My filthy words shock me, but I continue to moan as I lift my hips, meeting his slow thrusts. Arching my back, I lift my leg outside his muscular thigh as I find his eyes. His vivid gaze holds mine as his hips cycle, each stroke pushing deeper.

“Fuck, you make me so needy.” I exhale, lowering my fingers to play with my clit.

Steven’s hand pushes mine away, his thick fingers taking over. Gripping my breast with his other hand, he squeezes hard, and I moan as he plays with my body. The exquisite pressure building in me takes my breath away, and I struggle to fill my lungs.

“Your cunt feels amazing wrapped around my cock.” Steven growls, and the way he emphasizes the dirty word makes me clench in waves. His fingers press against my clit, and I shudder, feeling his cock driving inside me. Reaching down, I grip his arm to hold his hand in place. It feels so fucking good, and I know I’m not going to last long.

“God, Steven. I’m going to come,” I whine, locking eyes with him.

“Do it,” he growls, his hips cycling faster. “This is for you, beautiful. Come all over my cock.”

The edge I’m riding disappears as I fall into bliss and scream. My thighs clench together, shaking uncontrollably. My cunt clenches his unyielding shaft as I gush around him. Waves of breathless orgasms rush through me as he keeps flexing into me.

“Good girl,” he praises as his hips slow but don’t stop pumping into me. His spongy crown hits my g-spot squarely as it curves along the front of my pussy. His fingers press into my clit, trapping my pussy between his fingers and cock. “More, Hailey. Give me more.”

“Yes!” My eyes shut as white-hot bliss shoots through my nerves as I shudder feeling my pussy clenching through another wave release that gushes my juices out, coating his balls. “Oh fuck, what are you doing to me?”

“You know what I'm doing,” Steven growls, and I nod while he continues to fuck me. “Do you want me to stop?”

“No. I want more.” I gasp as I plead, lifting to meet his thrusts. “I want to see you—watch you when you come.”

Steven draws back, and I emit a sigh at the sudden emptiness. I rest on my elbows while spreading my legs and lifting my knees. Steven kneels, one hand pulling on his cock, slick with my releases. Dropping my gaze as he lines his flared head with my drenched pussy lips, I nod frantically then tilt my head to lock onto his eyes.

“Please,” I mutter, rocking my hips to meet him. When I feel his head slip back inside me, I can’t help arching my back as he thrusts deeply. “God, keep fucking me. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

Steven rises, his hand lifting under my chin, fingers and thumbs cradling my neck as he pushes me into the sheets, his other hand smacking my breast, then the other. I cry out at the bite of pain that blooms into heated bliss. I’m trapped underneath him as his hips continue to pound into me, slapping against my spread thighs with each of his firm strokes. He grips my breast, as he pushes me down. Looming over me, his grip on my neck holds me steady until our eyes meet. His jaw tenses, telling me he's close to his peak. Reaching between us, I run my hands along his side, feeling his muscles ripple as he drives into me.

Gasping and moaning, my mouth is wide open. Orgasms crash through me in waves as my pussy clenches around him. I'm at his mercy, and my body writhes helplessly as my body burns with passion. We stare at each other, and the intensity of his thrusts pushes me higher.

“Fuck. More,” I cry, watching his blue eyes darken.

“Needy slut,” he snarls.

“So needy.” It's not like me, but I need him—his cock, his strength, the way he manhandles my body. I want to feel his cum shoot inside me. It won't be enough. I know I’ll want more when he’s done. “Oh fuck, more!”

He grunts without words, his hips firing hard, and I convulse under the onslaught. Overwhelmed, I crash into another orgasm as he jams his hip, driving deep and releasing his hot streams of cum.

“Fuck.” Steven curses as his hips jerk.

Bolts of heat rush in my core as he empties inside me. My hips jerk as I come hard, and then I collapse, limp and breathless, spread flat against the bed. My pussy milks him as my orgasm trails off into a feeling of bliss. He looms over, lowering to kiss me, and I suck on his tongue, my hand lifting around his neck. His weight compressing my tingling body into the bed is a comfort I didn’t expect as he kisses me slowly.

When he pulls back, I watch him, my lips curling into a smile at his boyish grin. He slides back on his haunches, slipping from inside me, and I curl forward to cup my leaking slit. His cum seeps down my lips, and I gather some to rub in circles, soothing the ache in my clit. When I lick my fingertip, tasting his essence, my stomach growls.

He laughs as my mouth opens in shock, and I giggle at his happy laugh as he slides off the end of the bed. His cock is softening, but it still catches my eye as I watch him walk to the bathroom. Dipping my fingers back inside my cunt, I play with his sticky release. Closing my eyes, as I spread it up and down my lips and then circle my clit again. Sucking his juice off my fingertip, I feel the bed dip, and Steven covers my mound with a warm cloth.

My eyes drift open, and a dreamy smile pulls at my lips. He cleans me slowly with the cloth, then kisses me. I've never been so cared for after sex, and I tremble at the sudden emotion rising inside me. I close my eyes, trying to pinpoint my feelings before relaxing when I can't.

“You need to eat,” Steven says when he rises and tosses the washcloth into my tiny bathroom. “And hydrate, too.”

Rolling to my side, I push myself up and shift to the edge of my bed to stand. My legs still tremble, but I pull new bikini bottoms up my legs. Steven hands me the matching top, and I pull the strings over my head and against my bare neck. He ties a bow behind my back after snugging the triangles over my breasts. My nipples tighten under the thin material. When I turn, he smiles and pulls one of my braids. Grinning because I don’t need to fix my hair, I slip the wrap around me and tying it at my waist. It leaves little to the imagination with only my bikini underneath the near-transparent gown.

“You're sexy as hell,” he says, grabbing my hand and leading me out of my stateroom.


Relaxed Rules
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My cruise mates sit around the oval dining booth outside the main salon. Steven holds my hand and then squeezes it when we part. Jenny shifts out of the booth, and Felica pats the padded seat beside her.

“Sit your sexy ass down.” Felicia grins as I slide in next to her.

Jenny climbs back in and rubs my thigh, I shiver at her touch, my nerves settling back to normal. It’s like the two girls know everything.

“A two-fer? Look at you! You go,” Jenny says, grinning. “Everyone else stopped after one. It’s okay to be greedy, though.”

“It feels good to be greedy.” I grin back, then glance at Steven. He winks when our eyes meet, then returns to talking with Brad and Craig. I don’t try to deny that I had sex twice during our rest period. “Steven is hard to resist.”

“Yeah, he is.” Felicia nods, then points to the spread of sandwiches, fruit, chips, and other lunch fare. “Now, you need to fuel your body.”

Sucking a slice of melon between my lips, I reach and grab for a sandwich as I chew the sweet fruit. Adding a banana and other fruit to my plate, I realize I’m ravenous. I blush when I notice my new friends watching me as I peel the yellow skin away.

“What?” I ask, biting off the tip. “I’m starving.”

The girls wear bikinis with diaphanous wraps, and the men wear t-shirts. Everyone stops, and, in the sudden quiet, I stuff my mouth with the banana. Everything tastes delicious, and I moan at the flavor. I don’t notice a shadow looming over me until I hear a cough behind me.

The back of the booth is open to the deck outside, which is bright with tropical sunshine. I twist around and shade my eyes, my mouth full of the white banana flesh, and see Captain Dick smiling down at me.

“It's good to see you are enjoying the fruits of this cruise.” His eyes sparkle as he grins.

“I love fruit, Dick.” is what I want to say. But since I’m chewing the mouthful of banana, it comes out as “I love—dick.”

My cheeks heat as the captain’s eyes widen. Jenny and Felicia giggle, making me laugh and almost spit out what’s left of my banana. Captain Dick pats my back as I cough and then squeezes my shoulder gently.

“We never got to finish our conversation,” Dick whispers in my ear. In my floaty mind, I’m slow to remember my proposition in his stateroom when I asked him if he and his crew could play on our adults-only cruise. A promising bulge in his shorts catches my eye before he walks around to the front of the table. He sits in a chair on the opposite side and places his hands flat as he surveys his guests. I go back to eating, my cheeks still warm. I try to slow down, but it takes effort with how hungry I feel.

“Are you all enjoying the cruise?” Captain Dick asks, looking back and forth.

“We are,” Brad says, and we nod in agreement as Brad continues. “For our first time, we’re impressed at the service and the opportunities a sailing trip like this allows.”

“Excellent. That's what I like to hear.” Dick waves his hand at something behind us. “We get different types of people on these cruises; some are well-behaved, while others like pushing the boundaries. I’m happy to see your group is more of the former.”

“Thank you, Captain,” Brad says. “We want to be the best ambassadors for the lifestyle.”

Captain nods and stands as Izzy and Britt walk to stand behind him. Their uniforms have changed; they’re both in micro-mini skirts that barely cover their privates and low-cut polo shirts that barely contain their ample breasts. Outfits like this made me self-conscious in the past while at dining establishments catering to men, but now my body responds to their revealing outfits with rising heat from my core.

“Considering your behavior during your first day, I’m relaxing my staff and guest interaction limitations. Britt and Izzy have volunteered to be freeuse stewardesses until we reach our first port.” He scans the table with a relaxed but stern expression. “Remember the rules of consent. Their safeword is ‘red.’ Please stop any activity and focus on their physical and emotional safety if they use their safeword.”

Everyone nods, and all six of us enjoy the view of the pair of young beauties in scanty, revealing clothes. Captain tilts his head and motions at me with one hand as he walks to the side. Jenny hurries out of the booth to let me out, then walks to each of our stewardesses to give them a welcoming hug.

Captain walks to the glass doors of the interior and stops just inside. My belly flutters with butterflies as I follow him inside the salon. I’d nearly forgotten my advance at him when he explained the nature of the cruise in his stateroom when we embarked. His eyes are steady as he watches me with a knowing grin.

“I promised you an answer,” Dick says and rests his hand on my shoulder. I don’t know if I should sink to my knees or stay standing, but he continues quickly. “When the time is right, and if you’re still interested, I’d like to enjoy some intimate time with you.”

The pieces of our earlier conversation fall into place, and my core flutters with arousal as I stare into his enchanting eyes. Heat rushes up my neck, and I feel my cheeks flush. He wants to have sex with me, and I surprise myself at how deeply I crave him. Even after two orgasms with Steven a short time ago, my body responds to the casual advance.

“I’d like that very much.” I glance over at the others before smiling at Dick. “When will the time be right?”

“I can’t promise a time, Hailey,” Dick says, squeezing my shoulder. “The schedule is fluid, but I want you to know I’ve been thinking about your offer continuously. I’ve observed you, and I like what I see.”

Heat washes through my nerves again. He’s watched me? What does that mean? Was he watching when I blew Steven on the fantail? He was on deck when I tangled with Felicia and Jenny while we were under sail. Did he have cameras to monitor my fucking of Brad and later Steven in my stateroom? The thrill I feel at being watched shocks me, and I hope he and enjoyed my lascivious activities.

“Um, thank you.” My cheeks heat as I blush. “Looking forward to time with you.”

He winks before turning and walking into the interior and down a ladder, going deeper below deck. I turn and exit to rejoin my friends, and stutter to a stop when I see Jenny on her back with Izzy on her knees between her thighs, lapping at Jenny’s pussy. Britt is on her knees beside them, sucking Brad’s cock and staring up at him. I glance at Steven, standing to the side, and walk over to him. My hunger for food evaporates in the heat of this impromptu exchange.

“Watch,” Steven says, pulling me against his side. “This will be what freeuse is like on the island. Only you will be the one on your knees.”


Sorting Emotions
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Jenny and Brad are already taking advantage of the new freeuse rules with our stewardesses, and I can't help but stare as they enjoy the sexy younger girls. Steven watches raptly, and his eyes focus on Izzy breasts that sway under her smaller polo shirt. Glancing at Craig, I find him staring at Jenny as she holds Izzy’s mouth to her slick pussy. Jenny’s eyes lift, staring back at her crush with blazing intensity. Sitting next to Craig, Felicia watches with one knee propped up on the cushion, and I imagine her fingers under the table playing with her clit.

The sudden shift in sexual energy makes me dizzy. When Steven steps forward, I step back, watching him stride toward Britt, whose ass is exposed under the miniscule miniskirt. When he lowers to his knees behind her, I back up another step. Craig slides from the booth and lowers to his knees beside Jenny. She blinks her eyes open and rises to pull Craig’s cock into her mouth. Britt is down on all fours sucking Brad with gusto as Steven settles on his knees behind her on, cock in one fist as he grips her hair with the other.

Arousal competes with shame in my racing thoughts, and I’m shocked at the unrestricted hedonism of my fellow travelers. When I twist to stare at Felicia alone in the booth, she turns away from watching her boyfriend getting his cock sucked by his blonde crush and tilts her head at me in curiosity. I glance at the empty couches inside the parlor and then back at her, and she nods and slides out of the booth.

After walking around the sudden orgy, we meet at the sliding doors. Felicia takes my hand, leading me to the leather settee, and sits down. Lowering beside her, my thoughts are a mess of arousal and shock.

“What’s going through your mind, Hailey?” Felicia takes my hand and starts squeezing my fingers, giving my tense hands a massage.

“It’s suddenly a bit too much,” I say, shaking my head before looking at her. “I enjoyed my time with Steven and everything that happened yesterday and last night. What’s happening outside is beyond my experience, and my feelings are a mess.”

“Emotions or feelings?” she asks, massaging my hand and fingers. “It’s hard to discern the difference sometimes.”

“I don’t know how to answer that?” Her tone and focus help to settle me as she works the tension out of my fingers.

“Emotions are like joy, sadness, anger, fear, et cetera. We experience emotions but often can’t control them. Many of our emotions combine, making them seem more extreme.”

“Then what are feelings?” She inches closer and starts rubbing my arm from my forearm to my wrist. Her touch is soothing and helps me relax.

“Feelings spring from emotions,” Felicia answers and moves to my other hand. “You might feel aggressive when you’re angry. You can learn to control your feelings, but your emotions are more raw. We learn how we respond to emotions as we experience life.”

“It seems circular,” I sigh, feeling my body relax from her massage. “This feels good.”

“How?” she asks. “Use a different word.”

“Soothing,” I say quietly. “It’s calming me down.”

“Did your husband touch you when you were married? Not just sexually, but small things, like holding hands or hugs?” Felicia asks, and I shake my head.

“I’m sorry." Felicia's genuine concern is manifested in her expression. "Unfortunately, it’s quite common to withhold touch from someone as your feelings change. I’ve studied how our bodies respond to touches and sensations, and it’s important to our emotional health. When you go without, it’s like trauma. It’s almost like getting hit, only it doesn’t physically hurt.”

“I never knew that,” I admit.

She stops, puts her hands on my shoulders, and looks me in the eye. “You’re going through an unfamiliar experience, and your emotions are probably jumbled. Nothing seems to fit anymore. Is that accurate?”

Felicia smiles at me as I nod. “Turn around. Let me work on your shoulders.”

Twisting around and leaning forward, I sigh as she grips my shoulders with both hands.

“Oh, yeah. You’re super tight.” She runs her thumbs against my spine and fans them out, going further up each time. “Focus on your breathing. Slowly inhale for a count of three, hold it for three, then exhale for three.”

Following her instructions relaxes me further.

“That a girl, Hailey,” she whispers as her fingers work at my tense muscles. “Breathe; that’s all I want you to think about.”

I go quiet and focus on breathing while Felicia’s fingers and hands knead my muscles. She pops some coils of tension but remains silent. Time slows, and I'm unsure how long she continues as I sink into my breathing pattern. When she taps me on the shoulder, I startle.

“Let’s go back outside,” Felicia says.

We find that the deck is empty as we exit the salon. Everyone must have left, and I wonder what happened after the impromptu fuckfest. She takes my hand and walks out, past the booth where we ate, then into the bright sun. Down the teak deck, she leads me to the side a small raised tub. She puts her hand into the bubbling water.

“It’s not too hot. Let’s sit and soak while we talk.”

“I didn’t know where the hot tub was.” I say, recalling she prompted Steven to help her find it yesterday.

“Yeah. Steven and I had some fun, but it’s too small for more than one or two couples.” She leans back, slumping into the water while smiling at me.

The sun is warm, and I relax, feeling the heat rise on my skin. “We can’t stay too long. I haven’t put on sunscreen.”

“Steven distracted you with his cock?” Felicia grins.

“More than once.” I shrug, then giggle.

“What’s going on with you two?”

“Having fun,” I say, focusing on what I feel around Steven. “He makes me feel beautiful and sexy. I feel safe with him. It’s like he’s not taking advantage of me. Same with Brad.”

“They both care for you and all of us. They are genuinely nice guys first, and hot, sexy men second.”

“What about Craig?” I ask curiously.

“Craig is a teddy bear.” Her smile brightens her whole countenance. “He puts me first so often; I love it when he can have fun with Jenny on these side trips.”

“You don’t get jealous?” I ask.

“No, not really. I know he’ll come back to me.” She shrugs. “I met Jenny and Brad at their beach house a year ago. I’d been dating Craig for a few months, and we were getting serious. I drove to Galveston with our friend, Christi, who told me she and her husband were swingers.”

“What does that mean?” I ask and bite my lip. “This is all new to me.”

“Swingers are people that enjoy having sex with people other than their primary partner. They enjoy non-monogamy but can also feel and experience love with their partner. It’s mostly physical, while polyamory includes more emotions like love between all of their partners.”

“There’s another new word—polyamory,” I say with a chuckle. “I have a lot to learn. Continue, How did you meet Jenny?"

“So, they have a beach house in Galveston; Christi took me with her and told me that Jenny was a hotwife—meaning Brad allows her to have sex with other men.” She pauses and checks to see if I'm keeping up. When I nod, she continues. “We walked in on Jenny giving Brad a blow job while Steven fucked her from behind.”

“Wow!” I say, then whistle. “That must have been shocking. What happened next?”

“A lot, quickly. Jenny separated from the guys to welcome me and Christi. The two of them started making out in the heat of the moment while Steven and Brad watched. Their cocks were still stiff and I couldn’t stop staring at the two men. When Brad stood to check if I was okay. He invited me to join in with him and Steven. From there, we all enjoyed an orgy with us three girls and the five men.”

“That’s incredible,” I say. I feel like I’m gaping at her.

“I’m telling you because I felt many emotions through that first surprising day. It was difficult to sort it out in the middle of a lot of really hot sex. The guys took the time to talk with me because it was new to me. Christi and Jenny were already in the lifestyle, but everyone ensured I was safe emotionally throughout the week. I’d never felt so cared for.”

I look at her, remembering how I felt with Steven in my cabin—safe, warm, cared for. She watches me closely before she nods at me.

“The emotions you’re feeling are normal. Take the time to experience them and find out what they mean to you. You may be like me and love the experience. Or you could ultimately reject this lifestyle. It’s up to you. I’m happy to talk with you if you need to sort something out in your head. Talking about your feelings helps to straighten out your emotions and how to respond to different experiences.”

The loudspeakers crackle and then the Captain’s voice speaks. “Hailey Thompson, please come to the salon.”

“What’s up with you and the captain?” Felicia asks as I stand and climb out of the tub.

“I’m about to find out,” I say, drying off with a towel I pull from a nearby stack. “I told him I’d like to have adult fun with him when he told me what this cruise was about.”

Felicia grins, “Go on and have fun. He’s a hunk.”


Message from Captain Mike
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On my way back to the parlor, I spy Craig and Jenny walking to join Felicia in the hot tub. They aren’t far away, but the breeze from the yacht’s speed mutes their conversation. Jenny’s face is flush as she leans against Craig’s side. He’s supporting her but winks at me as we pass.

That is the trend with Craig—passing by. I chew on my lip because I’d like to see what happens with him, but his size and strength intimidate me. Jenny is shorter than me, but her physique seems sturdier, like she can handle the intensity Craig can dish out.

Walking around the booth, both Izzy and Britt smile at me as they clear away the lunch service. Their hair is messy, and I smile and point at my plaited hair. It was a smart move to wear braids with these dominant, hair-grabbing men. Izzy laughs and nods while Britt tries to smooth her hair. She smiles a dazed grin as I pass.

Inside, I see Captain Dick sitting on one side of the parlor. Across from him, Brad and Steven sit relaxed wearing their swim trunks as they chat amicably. My belly tightens as I approach, seeing the two men I’ve fucked since embarking on the ship talking with the captain. Was I the topic of their conversation?

Steven notices me first and smiles before standing as I walk into the circle of lounges. Brad and Dick rise to their feet, smiling and nodding at me. I scan the ring of couches, wondering if I should sit now that they’re all standing. This group of men continually surprises me with their attentiveness. My ex hardly noticed when I was in the same room with him.

“Here, Hailey. Have a seat,” Dick says, patting the space beside him. “We were just chatting. We’re curious if you’re enjoying the cruise.”

“It’s been incredibly intense.” I smile as I sit beside Dick. “I haven’t had this much sex in my life. These guys are incredible because they care and aren’t selfish. They listen, and I feel safe when I’m with them. I rarely felt that way when I had sex with my ex-husband.”

Brad and Steven smiles fade as Brad’s expression sobers. “I’m sorry that you had that type of marriage. It must have been hard to stay when you never felt supported as a woman with sexual needs.”

“I didn’t even know I had sexual needs,” I admit with a shrug. “It felt wrong to masturbate when we started having trouble. By the end, I didn’t care enough to try. I thought I’d spend the rest of my life alone.”

“I’m glad we met you,” Steven says. “I know things have gone fast, much faster than you expected. But we want you to enjoy your cruise, and I've enjoyed having you here.”

“Hailey, I’m sorry. I need to interrupt,” Dick says as the conversation lulls. “I didn’t call for you to grill you on your experiences with the other guests. I’m glad you are all getting along. Please don’t think I’m trying to pry.”

I look at him, tilting my head. I keep getting mixed signals from him. Does he want me or not?

“I called because I’ve heard from Holly’s captain,” Dick continues, “They are sailing to Belize from Key West and should be there in time for the freeuse excursion.”

“Really?” I ask, eyebrows raised with excitement. “Oh, that’s wonderful. I haven’t seen Holly in years aside from Facetime calls. She’s been so busy with her new job. It will be awesome to see her in person. I’ll get to meet this Captain guy, too.”

I lean over and hug Captain Dick. I’m so happy about seeing my sister. It takes me a second to put the pieces together. I sit nearer to him, noticing the other two men watching me.

“She’s coming for the excursion too? The freeuse weekend?” I ask as I run through what that means. “Which means she’ll see me there, and I’ll see her.” My voice drifts as I try to find the words to describe my sudden tangled emotions

Dick nods and takes my hand. “I wanted to warn you, so if you wanted to cancel the excursion, you could. I understand having your sister there might make it awkward for you to enjoy it completely.”

My mind spins at the thought, and I recall the phone call where I watched her and her shipmate in her bed. While it was shocking to see my sister that way, and I don’t want to see her in that position again. The brazen display of her with her shipmate, sparked my curiousity and started me down this path. Embarking on this ship, enjoying adult activities, and making new friends after only a day with this ship full of swingers has thrilled me. I’m still nervous about the excursion, but now it’s the type of anticipation I’ve felt since the ship departed. I’m looking forward to a wild weekend. Now, I needed to consider whether Holly’s presence will affect my ability to enjoy myself.

“Did you talk to her?”

“No, I only talked with Captain Mike,” Dick says. “He was aware you were on my cruise and, like me, wanted to give you a heads-up.”

“Is it possible for me to call her?” I ask because I suddenly want to talk to her and share what I’m going through. I want to ask her advice, which, as her older sister, is something I never thought would happen.

“We’ll be in Costa Maya in the morning,” Dick says. “We’ll spend the day there, then sail to Cozumel at night to spend the next day. We’ll sail for the island the day after that. You can try calling her once we are within cell range or when you’re ashore. They are behind us and won’t be making any stops.”

“I don’t know how this works, but can you send her a message from me?” I ask. “I’m not sure how you spoke to her.”

“Mike’s guests have a satphone,” Dick says. “It surprised me when my cell phone rang earlier, but I have the number from caller ID. Cellular access is spotty in the gulf, but sometimes, we get a signal near some of the oil rigs nearer the coast. Mike said he might try to call again. If he does, I’ll send for you, and maybe you’ll have time for a short conversation.”

“I’d appreciate that, Dick,” I say, looking over at Steven and Brad, then back at the captain. “I want to experience the freeuse excursion. These guys will look out for me with any others that join. I don’t want to back out because Holly will be there.”

“Excellent,” Dick says, grinning. “The days after the freeuse, day and night, will have additional, less intense activities. Mike is bringing some VIPs and they’ll have some special events planned. You should still have a couple of days to visit with your sister.”

“That will be amazing.” My heart pounds. This surprising cruise keeps getting better.


Consent
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Sitting near the three hot hunks, I can’t help recalling my trysts with Brad and Steven. The short interactions with Dick also have my pulse racing. Maybe I don’t have to wait for the excursion to experience freeuse with these proven polite and respectful gentlemen whose passions run hot. I’m surprised that I don’t want them to be as respectful as they have been. I want to feel unrestrained, passionate needs from any partners and from myself.

“I have a question.” I start chewing my lip nervously. The three men give me their full attention.“Do we have to wait for the excursion to make a freeuse zone?”

Brad raises a brow and looks sideways at Steven. Then they both turn to the captain, and I swivel to watch him, too. He stares at me with an intense expression. I’m unable to interpret if he’s angry or just surprised.

“You disappeared earlier with Felicia when we started playing with Britt and Izzy,” Brad says. “We already have two freeuse sluts to engage with, and the captain has cleared them. Why didn’t you stay and watch to understand the experience better?”

Captain Dick nods but keeps looking at me. I glance back at Brad, feeling my cheeks heat with embarrassment.

“It was suddenly too much,” I admit. “I’ve gone from having sex rarely with an inattentive and uncaring partner to engaging in wild sex experiences with people I hardly know. You all have been caring and accepting. Felicia and Jenny have helped me work through my emotions and feelings. I understand better that emotions and feelings aren’t required to enjoy the sexual fun I’ve had.”

“I see.” Brad’s expression blanks, but he’s looking at me with care, and I feel like he’s heard me.

“It’s not the absence of feelings,” Steven interrupts. “It’s more putting feelings in the proper context. We’re raised with the concept that sex is meant for marriage. So, throughout our lifetime, we’ve been conditioned into thinking that sex means a long-term, monogamous relationship. The lifestyle we lead doesn’t require love or a long-term relationship to enjoy sexual pleasures.”

“It’s very different, but I see the benefits.” I scan across the three men’s faces, who are attentive and listening. Their demeanor is so different from my ex-husband’s. It’s a relief to unburden my hurts. “I was extremely unhappy with the way my marriage ended. I was starving for touch and affection, and my ex couldn’t be bothered. I’m sure I punished him for that lack of attention by withdrawing into my shell. I’m not looking to catch feelings or start a relationship.”

“That must have been hard for you,” Captain Dick says, watching me with concern. “These cruises can be intense, and freeuse is often misunderstood. That’s why I briefed you at the start of the cruise, and these gentlemen have told me they’ve checked in with you continuously.”

Brad and Steven nod as I smile softly. “They have been incredible. I’ve never felt pressured or uncomfortable with any of them.”

“That might not be the case on the island,” Brad says. “You may not know the others; they may think your presence implies full consent and could stretch your boundaries. To completely release your will to random strangers will test your resolve.”

“That’s why you often hear it used as a BDSM kink.” Dick says, leaning forward and steepling his fingers. “Women like your sister, Izzy, and Britt, enjoy giving up control completely. You might not. If you want to try the freeuse waters on my ship, things will change, and you may have to use your safeword.”

I lower my eyes, rubbing the palms of my hand along my thighs as I consider their words. It’s scary, but not in a dreadful way. I realize the anticipation building inside me from watching the scene on deck with the stews. While it was intense and I felt confusion, I can’t deny I was highly aroused at the sudden intensity. I want to know how it feels to surrender myself to someone else entirely. Shifting my gaze to the two men across from me, then panning to Captain Dick, I nod.

“Thank you,” I say. “It’s very different for me to have men put my wellbeing first. I appreciate your concerns, and they are comforting. I’m ready to experience for myself something wild and unrestrained. I understand that I can use my safeword if it overwhelms me.”

Captain Dick nods, and his lips curl into a slight grin. He reaches into his pocket, pulls out three stretchy rubber wristbands of different colors, and holds them out to me. I reach out with an open palm.

“Freeuse like all other sexual interactions should always be consensual,” Dick says, placing the rubber bands in my hand. “These wristbands show your consent in different colors. Orange means you consent to oral sex with any partner. Yellow adds penetrative vaginal intercourse, while green means anything goes, including anal. Along with the sex, you may also be exposed to dirty talk, humiliation play, and any other kinks your partners enjoy. You might experience more than one person at a time. Freeuse isn’t always about your enjoyment, but the dominant partner’s.”

I swallow as I listen, arousal pooling in my core. My nipples tighten under my bikini top, and I feel short of breath. Exhaling as Dick finishes his explanation, I nod at all of the handsome men. “I understand. I’m in. I consent to freeuse by my cruise mates.”

Captain stands, and I tilt my head to focus on his eyes as he watches me. I glance down at the three colors and remember their meanings before pulling the green band around my wrist and leaving the other two on the cushion beside me. Captain’s hand runs over my braids, and I lock onto his intense gaze.

“The time is right now.” Dick’s voice is husky as he grips one braid, tugging my head to the side. “Get on your knees.”

My mind spins as I realize it’s happening now. I slide off the cushion and onto my knees. I peer up to his face, then pan to the bulge in his shorts. My mouth fills with saliva, and I wet my lips. I want to reach and tug down his zipper and pull out his dick. Instead, I put my hands behind my back, lower my head, showing my submission to his desires.

Dick’s shorts fall to his bare feet, as he grips my head, tipping my head up. I open my mouth on impulse as Dick’s cock swells in front of my eyes. He pulls my head, and I lean forward—I’m not sure which happened first. I kiss the head of his cock, then suck the bead of precum from his tip.

My senses fill with his scent and his taste. I want to close my eyes and savor this first taste of the captain, but I widen my eyes and stare into his intense gaze. My pussy floods, and I feel my core tighten as Dick pushes his thickness deeper into my mouth.

“Such an eager cocksucking slut.” His growl sinks into my brain as I use my lips and tongue to show him how right he is.

I sense Brad and Steven moving, before their naked bodies appear on either side of the captain. I peek and see both of their cocks hard and pointing at my head. I pull off the Captain and suck on Steven’s tip, moaning at his taste. His flavor combines with an unfamiliar tang, and my lust-fogged mind connects that he probably fucked Izzy while she ate out Jenny.

Moaning with my mouth full of his shaft, I reach up to stroke Captain’s cock as I work my mouth up and down Steven’s dick. I gasp as I pull off and turn toward Brad, moving my hands to stroke two other cocks as I lick around Brad’s flared crown. My mind sinks into deep pleasure as I enjoy the feel of all three dicks, stiff and throbbing because of me.

I get lost in the sensations, my mind reeling as the men start to assert their dominance over me. One cock after another pushes deeper, stretching my throat. I gag and gluck, needing more of this thrilling power of submitting my will to their dominance. My hands and neck move constantly. The sharp pain of them tugging on my braids to move me between each cock has me moaning with pleasure before another cock plunges deep.

They use me hard, and I’m breathless as they take my mouth and throat. I’m dizzy with lust as my pussy throbs with welling need. The need grind against something rises inside me, but my mind cycles back to Dick saying freeuse isn’t about my pleasure. I don’t know how else to describe what I’m feeling, though, as I swim in the sensations of becoming a cock-sucking whore.

My head is yanked back as I feel Dick’s cock throb in my throat. I’m pushed away and gasp as he forces me onto my back before standing above me. Blinking up at the three virile men, I watch them stroke their cocks as they devour my curves with their dark eyes. Mesmerized, I open my mouth, waiting for the heat of their cum. When the first shot hits my skin, I shiver. A bolt shoots onto my forehead, and I close my eyes. The acrid aroma of sex and semen fills the air as white streams of cum rain down on me. I close my eyes, my lips curl into a wild grin as I savor the feeling of their warm cum coating my hot flesh. My mind spins as I relax, anticipating whatever is next.


Just a Toy
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When my thoughts slowly stitch back together, my mind and body are still swimming with lust and need. The room is silent, the floor rocking as the ship moves through the water. Wiping the sticky cum from one eye, I blink and look up. The salon is empty except for me lying with my limbs spread out on the carpet, covered in sticky streaks and globs of three men's cum.

My pussy is throbbing, and I want to reach down and finger my aching clit. I hear titters of laughter and crunch up to rest on my elbows. One of my eyes is completely covered with the sticky goo, but I can see out of one to watch Felicia and Jenny hurry inside and kneel beside me.

“Girlfriend!” Jenny grins down at me, “A bukkake shower as your initiation into freeuse. Damn, girl, you’re hardcore.”

I feel a weird sense of pride at her excitement and glance at Felicia, who smiles at me with care.

“Let’s get you cleaned up,” she says, looking around the luxury salon. “Where is a towel?”

“Here.” Another voice says, and I struggle recognize the new person with my blurry vision. “Brad asked me to help.”

Izzy’s blushing face comes into focus in my one functional eye.

“Wow, Hailey,” she says, grinning. “Maybe it does run in the family.”

I’m moved around and end up with Jenny sitting behind my head, then propping my shoulders on her thighs. Felicia and Izzy kneel beside me as all three start cleaning the white, sticky mess from my hot flesh. They untie and pull off my bikini that must be covered with the virile spending of the three men. My mind still spins, and my tongue moves around my mouth as I recall each man’s unique taste. Without thinking, I scoop up a glob of sticky cum off my breast, then suck on the tangy spunk. When I moan with pleasure at the taste, my three attendants giggle.

“I feel drunk,” I slur, my words blending and sounding raspy.

“Such a needy slut,” Jenny laughs. “Hold still, let’s clean you up. Izzy, go get some water.”

I relax on Jenny’s bare thighs, my fingers itching to move to my clit. Every time I try to glide my fingers down my body, one of the girls grabs my hand and pulls it away. Moaning in frustration, I peek up at Jenny, who smirks. “You didn’t get to come, did you?”

I shake my head, lifting my hips, hoping to find some friction to grind my needy pussy against. Felicia and Izzy straddle my thighs as they clean the pools of cum from my belly and breasts. As they toss the sticky towels away, Felicia starts to cycle her slick slit on my thigh. When Izzy sees, she mirrors the movement.

“You’re our fuck toy,” Jenny says. “You need to get us off with your body. Then maybe we’ll take care of you.”

She smirks at me, as she lays me back on the carpet. I’m in a daze, but I tighten my thighs, lifting my knees to put more pressure on Felicia and Izzy’s slick pussies as they undulate. The slick friction against my skin fuels their desire, while stoking the building lust inside me. They lean toward each other and kiss. I watch, wishing it was me pressing my breasts against them. Their moans of pleasure rise as their hips grind against my thighs working their slick cunts over my skin. My vision of the pair rocking in sync side-by-side is interrupted when Jenny’s bare pussy blocks my view.

“Are you as good a pussy licker as you are a cock sucker?” Her voice is gritty and rough as her slick lips lower to my mouth, grinding firmly.

I moan before her juicy lips mash against my mouth. Pressing my tongue inside her, I wrap her thighs with my arms, pulling her tasty quim to my hungry mouth. I sink into the space of being a submissive toy to these sexy girls. My pussy clenches helplessly with rising need, writhing under the weight of them against me.

“You are a perfect pussy pleaser.” Jenny’s thighs muffle her moans of pleasure. Someone grips my breast and then my other nipple is pinched and tugged. My body responds to the sharp pain by morphing the sting into rising pleasure. I try to focus on licking Jenny’s clit, but I’m dizzy from the touches of the three juicy pussies grinding along my body.

“Fuck me.” My words vibrate into Jenny’s pussy, and I open my mouth to suck her slit feeling her labia pull between my lips. “Fuck me,” I gasp again, pulling my mouth away.

Jenny grabs my head in both her hands and pulls me tight to her slick slit. I’m helpless to stop her as she grinds herself on my face. My senses fill with her taste and scent, as she mashes her hot flesh into me, silencing my gasps of pleasure. Two hands mold to my breasts, squeezing, pulling fingers focusing on my stiff sensitive nipples. I’m just a toy, and something inside me wells with pride that I’m able to give these sexy women what they need.

“Yeah, that’s it. Give in. Submit,” Felicia growls, and I feel a smack against my bare pussy and savor the jolt of exquisite pain. “You’re our fuck toy. Our pussy-pleasing slut. The boys had their turn. Now it’s ours.”

I push against the complaint in the back of my mind, asking when it’ll be my turn, and sink into the feeling of helpless submission to their ardent motions. Jenny’s grip tightens, grinding her drenched slit against my face, my nose, and my lips. I press my tongue out, giving her another bump to hump against.

The speed of Felicia and Izzy grinding hips increases, and I hear them moan as they work their needy cunts on my thigh. My pussy aches to get in the game, but I’ve surrendered, and my mind thrills that my body can be used to please these hedonistic whores. When Jenny’s pussy clenches, my mouth fills with her gushing fluid. She keeps riding my face as her grip relaxes, and I feel the other two girls’ thighs squeeze and then spray and gush, coating my hot, sticky flesh with their release.

My body quakes, on the edge of release, as they coat me with their juices, and their bodies slow. I whine in pleasure and frustration. I need to be fucked—used. I want to be filled with cock and cum. I’ve never felt so needy. My welling orgasm fades as the three girls disengage. My head lolls limply to one side as my body sinks into the lush carpet.

Three sets of lips kiss me. Their voices hum thanks in my ears. Then, the salon is silent as the boat rocks under me. I can feel the engine’s vibrations as I lie spread-eagled, hyper-aware of the tiniest movement. Darkness falls over my face, and I blink up, seeing the massive bulk of Craig’s body backlit by the tropical sunshine.

“Think you’re ready for me?” Craig asks as he looms over me, bending to scan my eyes.

“Please,” I beg.

All I can think about is getting fucked by this massive, muscular man..


Main Event
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My mind is still in a daze as I stare into Craig’s dark eyes. I’ve begged him to fuck me, but he only hovers over me. I watch as he surveys my bare body, glistening with the spending of three other women. Under that glaze is the remnants of sticky cum his friends showered me with. I know their names, but I can’t remember with my swirling emotions buzzing inside me, building a need I've never felt before. I reach for my pussy, and Craig catches one wrist, then the other.

“Not yet, Hailey,” he says and pushes them over my head. I can see the outline of his cock straining against his shorts. “Be a good girl, and don’t touch.”

I nod, sucking on my lip, holding my hands above my head. My naked body feels like it’s twitching as I try to lie still for him. I’m desperate to be his good girl. I need to be such a good girl for him. He moves around the lush salon, pulling the cushions from one of the four loveseats and laying them on the squat coffee table in the center.

I’m still dazed as I roll onto my belly, push up to all fours, and crawl to the makeshift pedestal. Craig is on the opposite side and pushes his swim trunks down. His cock springs free as he stands with his hands on his hips, the thick crown pointing at me. I lick my lips, staring at the thing of beauty as I lift my shivering body onto the cushions and slink to the edge.

“Is this what you want?” Craig asks in a husky whisper. “They tell me you’re a natural cock sucker, but can you take me?”

My pussy clenches as I stare, hypnotized, at his meaty dick. The question has merit given his massive girth and length, but all I want to do is try. I drift my eyes up his chiseled torso until I lock onto his dark eyes and nod.

“Yes,” I say, trying to sound confident. “I’ll be such a good cock sucker for you.”

Craig wraps his fist around his grith and gives it a slow, squeezing stroke, milking out a pearly drop of precum. I lick my lips, gripping the table’s edge to lean forward as my mouth stretches open and my tongue wags out. He lets go of his cock, and fists the base of one of my pigtails, holding my head still as his hips cycle and smear the sticky bead over my lips. I lap at the retreating tip, then swipe my tongue across my lips to taste him.

“Don’t tease me,” I croak, opening my mouth. He presses his tip against my lips, and my jaw stretches around the smooth bell of his head. Wagging my tongue along the bottom of his shaft, my mouth fills with his heat until he prods the back of my throat. I gag but swallow the thick drool pooling on my tongue.

“That’s a good girl. Suck it.”

I clamp my lips against the rim of his crown and suck, pushing my mouth down as my cheeks hollow around with his rod. I pump my head down and back, soaking his prick with my saliva and drool. Supporting myself with one hand, I reach for his cock, spitting on his meaty shaft. When I look up at him, his dark grin encourages me as I spread my slick drool over his rigid cock. My fingers barely touch as they I wrap around his circumference, jacking him off.

I glance up and hum, “I want you to fuck me with this monster.”

Leaning forward, I engulf his cock, pushing to my limit. Craig’s huge hand grips the back of my head and pushes it lower. Forcing my jaw to open wider, I work down his column until my nose presses against his pelvis. I swallow, pulling him deeper, not caring that his hand has moved away. I want to remember this feeling of my mouth being stretched around his huge cock.

His hand grips my head, fingers digging into the sides of my braids, and hauls my mouth from his cock. I keep sucking as he slips from my lips, then open wide ready to take him deeper.

“Spit.”

I spit a ball of saliva on his cock.

“Again.”

I hock another mouthful of drool at his throbbing, red crown.

“Head down. Ass up,” Craig growls as he stalks around the table.

I sink my head, lowering onto my elbows with my ass high. I spread my thighs and inch back so my pussy is jutting over the opposite side. My eyes are half-lidded as I anticipate the feeling of his cock stretching me open. When I notice people filing into the salon from outside, led by Felicia my mind spins with excitement at her presence and I can’t help staring at her.

“I’ll go slow,” Craig says moments before his hot tip presses against my drenched folds.

“Fuck,” I say, closing my eyes. Felicia’s fading grin of encouragement is etched in my darkening vision as Craig pushes his cock inside me. “Oh fuck. Fuck.”

His massive tool pushes inside me with an intense but pleasurable ache. It’s a mix of sharp pain as my muscles stretch to accept his meaty shaft that fades into deep pleasure as my body adjusts. He takes his time, and my need ramps up after waves of pleasure erase the pain. He thrusts in slow cycles, pushing inside, then pulling out. I can feel my needy pussy stretch as my lips cling to his retreating shaft. When the firmness of his thighs compresses my ass, my eyes flutter open with a manic grin.

“Now fuck me,” I groan with delight. “I want it. Hard.”

My vision fills with the faces of the other guests, Captain Dick, Izzy, Britt, and the other guest sitting in the encircling sofas, watching me like I’m in the center ring of a sexual circus. I realize I am as Craig drives his massive manhood into me, making me yelp at his sudden punch. His slow retreat has me moaning. My body stiffens to take his next thrust as he goes deep again.

Craig’s hands grip my hips, squeezing firmly, as he pulls my body back when he slams forward. I become his cock sleeve as he fucks me hard. My orgasm tightens into a coil, and I whine with each stroke.

“Fuck me. Fuck me. Make me come. Please. Oh god! Yes! More.”

Aside from Craig’s grunts and the smack of his thighs against my ass, the room is quiet as he ruts into me, snorting like a beast. I’m whining out streams of encouragement as my peak grows. The edge I’ve been riding since I sucked three dicks, then squirmed under three women using my body for their pleasure, only amplifies my need. I’m aching to come but can’t quite crest over the top. I'm desperate for something I can’t describe when I lock eyes with Felicia.

“Please, may I come?” I sputter, looking at her and pleading. “He's fucking me so deep. May I come on his cock?”

She stands and walks toward me, naked. Her hips sway as Craig’s strokes shove my body forward, forcing me to crane my neck to see her while getting railed by her fiancé, and she smiles down at me.

“Come, sweet girl.” Her gruff tone is like a command as she crouches in front of my strained face. “Come all over my fiancé’s cock.”

I whine as she presses her lips to mine, her hands gripping my shoulders, holding me as Craig continues to rut hard into my contracting cunt. Felicia thrusts her tongue between my lips. Her permision unlocks something as I suck on tongue. The room turns bright as my orgasm hits. I gasp out a loud moan as my body clenches, my pussy contracting in ripples around Craig’s shaft, and he mutters a curse while smacking my ass.

“Fuck, she’s so fucking tight when she comes.” His voice is gritty, words coming in bits and pieces. I gaze up, watching Felicia as she watches him over my naked body.

“Fuck her, Craig. Make her shatter. Do it, babe.”

I wail out, screaming as my body seizes and trembles uncontrollably as waves of pleasure sweep me into the bright lights of bliss. One orgasm crashes and then wells into the next as I hold on to the table’s edge. Craig ramps up and then slams deep into me, pressing me forward with the impact. A well of heat blooms in my core as his hips jerk against my ass as he empties his heavy balls into me.

“Oh, fuck,” I mutter as my body slumps down, my knees spreading and legs splaying out.

Craig’s cock slips out, and his heavy frame lowers, pressing me into the table. Felicia is holding my cheeks, kissing my forehead as I relax. I’m dimly aware that I’m the focus of everyone in the room. My eyes close, and my limbs tremble, feeling jolts of pleasure stream through my nerves. I struggle for breath with Craig’s weight on me, but his warm bulk feels comforting, like a weighted blanket.


Quiet Contemplation
[image: ]


I remember being lifted and wrapping my arms around someone’s neck. My body is still twitching in bliss and rapture, my thoughts swimming in the sensations from my initiation into freeuse sluttery.

“Rest,” a deep voice says.” I’ll be back with water and some food. Don’t get out of bed.”

“Aye, aye,” is what I want to say, but I can’t tell if I made a sound.

I curl into a ball, resting on my side in a bed as revisit the memories of hedonistic pleasures. Images of hard cocks and slick pussies flash in my mind, along with the sensations of sticky spunk and sweet lady juice coating my tired body. Once Felicia gave me permission, getting railed by Craig pushed me through so many orgasms that I’ve lost count.

“Sweet girl.” I hear her voice and blink my eyes open, watching her crawl into the bed beside me.

I reach for her, wrapping my arms around her, and start to cry. My emotions are a mess, and all she does is comfort me. I fucked her fiancé, and she still cares. I don’t deserve this, but I breathe out the feeling of guilt and let it go. Everyone knew what was happening; no one was upset with me. Felicia herself encouraged me through two of the rounds of delightful sexual deviancy.

“Shhh,” Felicia coos in my ear, rubbing my back.

“How’s she doing?” Jenny asks as the bed dips beside me.

“I think she’s just raw,” Felicia replies. If I could speak, I’d agree. Felicia kisses my temple, then lifts her head to talk to Jenny. “Do you remember the beach orgy? I was so out of it that first night.”

“Well, we’re here for you, babe.” Jenny rubs my back, then spanks my butt lightly. “You’re stuck with us now. Sorry.”

I laugh at that and twist to lie on my back, looking up at my two sexy friends.

“I think I’ll like it here,” I say, and my eyes soften before tears spill from the bottom lids.

“Oh, honey,” Jenny coos, and they both hug me as I cry.

They shift against me, and only then do I realize they are as naked as I am. Their warm bodies feel nice as I allow myself to weep. I’m not sad. Hell, I’m the happiest I’ve been in years. My tears are part joy and something else I can’t name. I sit up to wipe my eyes.

“Water,” Steven says, sitting on the edge of my bed in my tiny stateroom. “Start slow.”

I nod and smile as I take a sip, feeling another wave of emotion as I watch his caring eyes. “I don’t deserve you guys.”

“Too bad,” Brad’s voice carries from the doorway. I see him and Craig leaning inside to watch me. “Like Jenny said, you’re stuck with us.”

Jenny grins but pops up and pulls Steven off my bed. “Give us girls a few minutes, my loves,” she says as she escorts Steven past Brad and Craig. “We’ll be up for dinner in a little bit.”

“What time is it?” I ask as I sit with crossed legs in the middle of my bed. The sky outside is muted, but the small window doesn’t show much other than the waves passing by outside.

“It’s almost sundown, Eight or so,” Felicia says, sitting beside me.

She passes me another bottle, and I take another sip, savoring the cold water as my mind clears. Jenny climbs back in bed, passing Felicia another water bottle. They relax as I stare off into space, sipping the icy water and running my hand over my bed sheets. My room has been cleaned since I was here with Steven after lunch. So much has happened, and I sit quietly, processing my chaotic feelings.

“Are you okay?” Felicia asks, reaching and holding my hand.

“Yes,” I say and nod firmly. “I am fine. Great even. That was intense, but I don’t regret it.”

Glancing down, I finger the green rubber band still around my wrist. Then, I notice that Jenny and Felicia are wearing the same rubber bands. I glance up at them, and they grin broadly.

“We’ve done this with these guys in the past,” Jenny says. “We were hoping to practice freeuse again before the island.”

“But then I boarded,” I say, and I can’t help but frown.

“No.” Felicia grabs my hand. “And then you boarded. You added to the experience, Hailey. You didn’t keep us back.”

“Absolutely,” Jenny agrees with her friend. “We are so happy to meet you and have been excited to see you accept us as friends. We are used to more judgmental attitudes toward our non-monogamous ways. We mean it when we say you’re stuck with us. We’re friends now. It’s as simple as that.”

“One hundred percent,” Felicia says and squeezes my hand.

I smile at them both but my eyes start leaking again, and I laugh through my tears. They hug me close, and we all rest in the embrace. When I pull back and wipe my eyes, I take a long, soothing breath, then blow it out.

“I’m happy to be friends with you guys,” I say, taking their hands. “Apart from my relationship with my sister, I haven’t had a lot of people in my corner. I’m looking forward to the rest of this cruise. Whatever happens, I want to remain friends.”

We share another group hug and then I tug at the bracelet. “Can we take this off if we need a break?”

“Yes, of course,” Felicia says, slipping hers off and holding it in her hand. Jenny does the same, along with me. “It’s a sign of your consent. By taking it off, you’re retracting consent. If you put it back on, freeuse starts up again. No one will judge you for taking breaks.”

“I have a lot to learn. But I need to shower before dinner. As much as I love you two, I need space to wash up. I’ll meet you up there?”

“You bet,” Jenny says, grinning as she hops to her feet. The three of us hug at my door, and I take a moment to enjoy the closeness. Even as they leave my room, I don’t feel alone anymore, and that’s beautiful.

After I close the door behind them, I rest my fingers on the lock. Pulling back without locking it, I realize I’ve never felt safer in my room than I do now. I walk into the shower, my joints and muscles aching as I turn on the hot water. I stand in the heated spray as it stings my skin, basking in the sensation. Then, as I begin to feel calm, I smile and start soaping up my body.

Working my braids free, I wash my hair and then add conditioner. I rinse in the spray until I feel clean. It’s like a new day, and I pick out a sundress for dinner. I won’t wear any panties, and I won’t worry about my breasts bouncing. I am comfortable in my skin, and it’s the first time I remember feeling this way in a long time.

“Thank you, Holly” I say softly as I head up the ladder to the aft deck and a meal with my new friends.


Freeuse Caribbean Cruise


[image: Freeuse Caribbean Cruise banner focuses on a bikini model with an ocean view behind her]


Hailey is restarting her life after her divorce. Gifted a Caribbean cruise aboard a luxury sailing yacht, she meets new friends that include her in their swinging lifestyle. Follow Hailey as she learns how to let go and enjoy surrender.

https://read.hankdolworth.com/caribbean-cruise


Freeuse Stowaway Adventures
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When Holly takes her future in her hands and stows away on a sailing yacht, she's sure her future is bright. It comes crashing down when the yacht's handsome captain tells her the consequences of stowing away. Offering her an option, Holly takes it eagerly, hoping to prove herself to the man who's given her a chance at a new life.

Follow her Freeuse Stowaway Adventures.

https://read.hankdolworth.com/stowaway-adventures


Jenny’s Hotwife Evolution
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Discover Jenny’s exploration of her blossoming sexuality. She loves her husband Brad, who wants to watch Jenny embrace her inner slut and fuck his friend. Read through the changes in their lifestyles, then continue with Felicia's steamy awakening as Craig's future hotwife.

https://read.hankdolworth.com/hotwife-evolution


Feisty Felicia
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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


Fantasy Unlimited Bed and Breakfast
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Discover Mark, Kirsten, Brandon, and Megan’s story.

Fantasy Unlimited Bed and Breakfast is a chain of exclusive resort-level bed and breakfast establishments. The highest-tier VIP members enjoy a luxury suite, gourmet-quality breakfasts, and the services of an exclusive freeuse hostess for all of their needs.

https://read.hankdolworth.com/fubnb


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



read.hankdolworth.com/hdcollection


About the Author


Hank Dolworth is the nom de plume of a technology educator who had to stop flying around the world and is trapped in his home office attending too many Zoom calls. To cope with this high-stress environment, in his free time, Hank likes to write story-driven erotica and erotic romances.

Hank's spicy stories are packed with sizzling sex, mind-melting orgasms, and heartwarming romance. While not always having a happy ever after, his endings always end up happy for now.

Living in Texas, Hank also enjoys hot, spicy, rich, melt-in-your-mouth barbecue, time with his family, and working with other erotica writers to improve his craft.

Find out what Hank's been up to by signing up for his newsletter, which is easy to do. Just grab a free book when you visit:

read.hankdolworth.com/freebies
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