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ABOUT FOLLOWING SEAS


The thrill of newfound freedom tingles through my veins.

Enjoying a quiet breakfast with my cruise companions, I reflect on the whirlwind of experiences since embarking. A call with my sister Holly reassures me about our upcoming island visit. Her support means the world to me as I embrace this journey of self-discovery.

Steven and I share a tender moment at the ship's bow as we approach Cozumel. Our connection deepens with each passing day, stirring emotions I hadn't expected. Our group unwinds at a beautiful beach resort, savoring delicious food and easy conversation.

As I relax in the tropical breeze, I ponder my future. This cruise has opened my eyes to new possibilities, and I'm eager to see where this path leads. There are only two more stops before our special island destination.

I'm determined to make the most of every moment with my new friends.


To those starting over, one of the most frightening things we have to do. The fear of nothing ever being the same, but that is also the promise of a new beginning.


I am not afraid of storms, for I am learning how to sail my ship.

LOUISA MAY ALCOTT


FOLLOWING SEAS


ONE
NIGHT MOVES
HAILEY


At the end of my first day of consenting to freeuse with my cruise mates, Captain Dick joins the six of us for a quiet, three-course, gourmet dinner. Izzy and Britt provide first-class service while I enjoy the rich, succulent seafood in the company of my new friends, making it one of the best meals I can remember. I focus on being present as Captain Dick asks us questions and participates in the ongoing conversation. It's difficult because everyone participated in the sinful soiree in the parlor adjacent to the dining room only a few hours ago. After dinner, we return to the main salon to enjoy cocktails and soft jazz. The carpet has been vacuumed, and the cushions are covered with a different pattern. All in all, I can’t tell that this room was the location of my freeuse deflowering.

The conversation flows naturally as we openly discuss life, work, and challenges. I learn more about their children and other friends. The name Christi is brought up repeatedly as Jenny and Felicia tell me about their decadent adventures in swinging. I’m happy to pay attention and listen to the lively discussion. But every time I glance at the circular table, my body flushes with arousal at the reminder of being the center of everyone’s attention. Steven runs his hand up my thigh as the room quiets, squeezing slightly. Captain Dick is on my opposite side and mirrors the movement along my other leg.

Glancing at the two other couples who are already kissing, the muted sexual energy in the room ramps up. None of us wore the green rubber bracelets indicating consent to unrestricted freeuse of our bodies, but the two other couples are committed partners with implied consent. I’m single and sitting between two masculine bachelors, and I need to show them I’m open to taking it further, but I'm shy and strangely nervous. Who should make the first move? Should I grab Captain Dick’s dick? Should I grab Steven’s hand and lift it to my breast so he knows how hard my nipples are?

As if on cue, Felicia and Craig rise together, and she winks at me as he leads her downstairs to our staterooms. Jenny pulls Brad to his feet, turning to grin at me as she pushes him toward the steep ladder. The men beside me stir, and I twist to look at each of them in turn. Their eyes focus on mine as their hands run along my thighs, slipping under the skirt of my sundress. I close my eyes and softly moan as my legs spread open.

“Do I need to put on my green bracelet?” I ask, fluttering my eyes open. “Or can I just ask that you both take me to my cabin and use me for your pleasure?”

“That’s enough enough for me,” Steven says, his hand lifting to squeeze my breast through the thin cotton of my top.

“I'm going to check with the night watch,” Dick replies in his commanding tone. “We’re due in port at Cozumel in the morning. Once I’m comfortable with our course, I’d like to join you in your stateroom. I won’t be able to stay all night.”

“I’d love for you to join us.” I'm breathless as Steven’s hand kneads my breast, his other hand sliding along my thigh. “I’ll leave my door unlocked.”

“I won’t be long,” Dick says as he rises, leaving me alone with Steven.

When Steven pulls away, I whimper, watching him loom over me. I recognize the darkness in his eyes as he looks at me. Slumped back against the sofa, legs spread, my skirt pulled high up my open thighs, I shiver but rest, waiting for him to make the first move.

“Strip.” Steven’s husky voice drills into my head, and I lean forward, reaching behind my head. I rise off the cushion as I pull my sundress over my naked body, then drape it over the sofa behind me. Standing naked and shivering with desire, I peer up at Steven with my head bowed. He steps forward, grabs me by the waist, and quickly lifts me, pulling me against his chest. I swing my legs up, whining at the slight ache from the activities I’ve enjoyed since embarking.

“Good girl, Hang on.” Steven moves toward the narrow stairway leading down to our staterooms while I wrap my arms around his neck, heels digging into his firm rump. A flash of worry passes through my thoughts as he steps down the ladder, gripping me with one arm around my waist. His other hand grips the rail as he lowers us carefully to the next deck.

“I can still walk,” I complain, grinning at the handsome man. “Though the look in your eyes makes my knees weak.”

“I’ve got you, Hailey.” His serious tone has me trembling. What does he mean by that?

“I know you do,” I admit, looking at him as a sense of peace mixes with my rising arousal.

My rigid nipples run over the soft linen of the button-down shirt he wore to dinner. His erection sways against my liquifying core as he slowly climbs down the step. We’d already be in bed if he’d let me walk, I think to myself. That thought is erased as the motion moves my body along his muscular frame, his thickness rocking against my soaked pussy lips. I tighten my thighs, not to hold on but to grind against the heated ridge burning through his clothes.

“You’re such a needy girl.” Steven’s teasing growl makes my core well with arousal.

“You make me needy,” I reply, then lean to kiss him as he hits the deck near the lounge in front of our staterooms.

He kisses me back, his growl of arousal rumbling up his chest as I press my tits against him. We fit together in the context of this cruise, being the two single guests. I wonder if I’d be so drawn to him if he were married or had a girlfriend. I tamp down the jealousy welling inside me at the thought because it’s an emotion I don’t want to entertain. I want to sink into the bliss of being his for the night. At my door, Steven turns the handle and presses inside. The door swings shut behind him, and my world cants when he lays me on my bed. I grip my breasts, pulling at the stiff points as Steven strips out of his clothes.

“On your hands and knees, facing the door.” Steven’s commanding whisper compels me to respond eagerly, and I twist onto my belly before rising on my hands and knees. My body is shivering with lust as my need builds, watching him grip his thick rod, stroking slowly. I focus on his pearlescent precum oozing from the slit as he approaches. My mouth opens as I extend my tongue, lapping at the drop before I seal my lips over his spongy tip.

I never want this cruise to end.


TWO
TORRID THREESOME
HAIILEY


Steven’s warm hands skim over my shoulders as I suckle on his broad crown. His masculine scent overwhelms me as I suck his stiff shaft to the back of my throat. He pumps his hips gently, probing and coaxing a gluck sound as I fight my gag reflex. I chase his bobbing shaft as he rocks his hips, pulling it from my mouth, and I glance up to see his grin.

“You really enjoy sucking cock, don’t you?”

“I do,” I say, lifting my hand to grip his shaft and pull him closer and then suck him back into my mouth. I swirl my tongue, moaning at his musky flavor, then slide off and coat his dick with my spit as I lick down his length. “It’s something I didn’t do much when I was married,” I admit, pushing away the memories of sadness. “I’m so glad you enjoy it. I love being a cock-sucking slut for you.”

I push my head down, relaxing and swallowing as I ponder why I’ve taken to sucking dick. I love how he fills my mouth, the heat of his skin, the steel stiffness under his warm flesh. The sounds he makes as I pleasure him orally flow into my ears and travel directly to my clit. I want him to lose control and coat my throat with his seed, but I also want him to fuck me. Hard.

We lock eyes as I rock my head up and down his cock. His hands shift under me, cupping my swaying breasts. His hands fill with my flesh as he kneads my mounds. He’s going slow, like he’s waiting for something. When the door to my stateroom squeaks open, I remember. Captain Dick is joining us, and I pull off Steven’s dick to smile at the handsome sailor.

“Got started without me?” Dick says, quickly unbuttoning a few buttons and then pulling his uniform shirt over his head.

“I kept it slow.” Steven steps away from the bed. “I wanted to share her with you; she’s become insatiable.”

Dick is barefoot; the crew doesn’t wear shoes as they serve us, but I don’t care to ask why. I look at him while I’m on all fours facing him. I lick my lips when he pushes his shorts down and releases his cock. My mind flicks back to taking him in my mouth after I pulled on the green bracelet earlier in the afternoon. The excitement from wearing the brand of a freeuse slut has me shivering with lust.

No words need to be said as Dick gives his stiff shaft a stroke and steps to the edge of the bed. I lean toward him and suck the tip of his cock, swirling my tongue around the crown as I stare up at him. He combs my curls away from my eyes so he can stare down at me, his fingers coaxing my red tresses into a bundle that he grips with one hand, pulling but not yanking.

“You take my cock so well.” His commanding voice echoes in my head as I push deeper down his length.

Emitting a moan of desire, I pull back and slide my mouth up and down his shaft. He tastes different than Steven; all of the men are unique but also sexy as fuck. I dip my head and suck his swollen crown between my lips and push down until he stretches my throat. My moan of pleasure and surprise when Steven’s hand cups my pussy vibrates Dick's skin. Steven fondles my leaking sex from behind, trailing his fingertips along my sensitive lips. Dick’s cock pulls out with a pop when I sway back, seeking more friction from Steven. Peeking up at his face, I spit on his throbbing prick, then stroke up and down his length.

“I want both of you inside me,” I breathe out as I flick my gaze back at Steven.

“You let us worry about that, “Dick growls as his fingers tighten in my hair, pulling my cheek against his rigid shaft.

The bed moves as I roll my neck, and my slick saliva coating his shaft spreads along my cheek. I nod, opening my mouth and letting out a moan as he slips between my lips again. His precum flows over my tongue, and I suck on the tip pulling more of his essence into my mouth. The bed dips behind me as Steven grips my hip, and I tremble with need as he drags the head of his cock through my drenched folds.

I focus on sucking him deeper into my throat while gazing into Dick's dark orbs. His gaze is hypnotic, and I can’t look away as he thrusts into my maw until I gag when he taps the back of my throat. Pulling back, he grips and holds my head still as he works his hips, plowing his crown into me with short, slow strokes.

God, why won’t he throat-fuck me?

The thought is both foreign and arousing as I tremble with lust. At the mercy of two men I’d only met yesterday, I’m a willing slut for them, only wanting more. The shards of my memory from my lifestyle as a secluded, unsatisfied wife shatter in a blaze of bliss as Steven drives into me with a firm, steady stroke.

As he throbs in my tight channel, his balls compress against my sensitive lips. Dick plunges his tool deeper, and I swallow perfectly, taking him into my throat. I stare at him as memories of my past life flicker. The two men take turns plunging their cocks deep inside my slutty holes, dissolving the stale memories of trying to be a proper housewife. My concerns flee as I cycle through the lurid details of this sailing adventure.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Steven says, picking up his pace. He slams into me harshly before drawing back slowly while Dick plumbs the depths of my throat. My brain blanks in the bliss of these studs using my body for their pleasure. Lust simmers inside me as I steadily gaze into the dark eyes of the captain. My overwhelming lust is reflected in my companions' expressions and motions as my core tightens.

Flashes of sucking their cocks, along with Brad’s in the salon, flow through my synapses as I moan and whimper around Dick. Echoes of Craig’s powerful thrusts earlier meld with Steven’s long, firm strokes. The memory of the look in Felicia’s eyes as I came on her financé’s cock, has me dizzy with need. Everything is hyper-sensitive as the two men take me. My scream echoes in my stateroom as I come hard. I’m not ashamed when I hungrily lean forward, stuffing my mouth and throat with the captain's thick manhood. Steven’s relentless railing of my clenching cunt pushes me to the edge of another climax. My vision blanks as I tumble over, savoring how they use me for their sexual cravings.

Steven throbs as he shoves in deep, and a swell of heat erupts inside my pussy, pushing me over another peak. I moan with delight savoring his releases as my core milks his cock, emptying his balls inside me. Musky, salty heat fills my mouth as Dick pumps thick ropes of cum inside me. My body trembles uncontrollably as we all shudder through our orgasms.

Too soon, Dick draws his cock from my mouth, causing me to whimper as I gaze up at him with lust. He leans down, his tongue playing with mine, coated with his spunk, as we sink into a passionate kiss. Steven slides free, and I whine against Dick’s lips as he, too, shifts away. I roll over, spreading my legs, my hand dropping to my pussy and pressing my fingers inside as I pose with my legs lewdly spread, open for these men to take another turn. Dick grins as he stands and looks for his shorts while Steven slides beside me and pulls me against his chest.

“I don’t want to leave, but I need to check on our course,” Dick explains as he departs. “You’re such a good little slut, Hailey.”

My face heats as I bask in his praise, grinning as I roll to my side. The captain leaves, and Steven drags me against him, pulling covers over us as I sink into bliss from another round of mind-blowing sex.

“Shhh. Relax, Hailey,” he says, his lips at my ear. “Rest for a moment. I’m not done with you yet.”

I smile and nod, wrapping my hand around his forearm and kissing his bicep. Why do I hope he’ll never be done with me? I don’t want to fall for a man I barely know, do I? I relax into the pleasure still streaming through my nerves as I close my eyes and steady my breath in the comfort of Steven’s arms.


THREE
CAPPUCCINO
HAILEY


I’m awake before Steven, sliding out of bed before turning and kissing his cheek on my way to the bathroom. He looks beautiful, like a Greek god, as he rolls onto his back. I want to lick along the ridges of his well-defined abs, follow the contour of his V, and suck his cock. But instead, I slowly back into the head, and shower quickly. He’s still resting when I slip on a new teal blue bikini and wrap a silky robe around my damp body. Pulling the green rubber bracelet on one wrist, I lean and kiss his cheek again, then leave to find coffee and food. I’m starving, and my mind is spinning while I try to find meaning in the dream-like events of yesterday.

There is movement in the salon, the light thumping of feet on the deck above, so I climb the ladder to see who else is up. Jenny and Felicia lean against the bar, talking with Britt, and I walk toward them, grinning. Their bikinis are skimpier than mine, and their wraps are more see-through. I wonder if I’ll need to update my wardrobe. I’m startled by Izzy buzzing past me to the bar, carrying some trays of delicious-smelling food.

“Excuse me, Hailey,” she says with a grin over her shoulder before twisting back to slide the trays on the bar counter beside my new friends. “Can I get you some coffee?”

“I’d love a cappuccino,” I say, then smile at my friends as they turn their heads with happy smiles. “Did you two sleep well?”

“Eventually,” Jenny grins. “Brad was still worked up from the afternoon and wanted to roleplay.”

“Yeah, Craig was voracious last night.” Felicia sighs as she lifts her cup of coffee to her lips. “It’s best they sleep in and get some rest.”

They join me, filling our plates with the breakfast offerings Izzy brought from the galley. The three of us settle into chairs around the table while the two young stews deliver freshly prepared cappuccinos. The two stews smile at me, and the memory of Izzy grinding herself on my thigh the previous day flickers in my psyche. My core clenches as my mind plays through the previous day’s events.

Yesterday, I broke my freeuse cherry with three amazing scenes. Smiling into my cup of creamy caffeine, I reflect on the sinfully salacious interludes that began with three of the men showering me with their seed. Then Izzy joined Jenny and Felicia, rubbing themselves against me until they fell apart, trembling from their orgasms. Finally, Craig manhandled me, fucking me stupid until I shattered around his cock, coming in uncontrollable waves while everyone watched.

My cheeks heat as the memories spike my libido, and I bite my lip and smile at my two new friends. We eat quietly, even as we all look at each other. I'm not ashamed of my activities. Enjoying sex with both of their men doesn’t phase me. I keep waiting for guilt or shame to rise alongside my building arousal. Instead, an odd calmness flows through me as my body heats up, my nipples tightening against the tight bikini top. I notice Jenny and Felicia are experiencing similar feelings as we fuel our bodies for a new day.

While recalling the series of mind-shattering orgasms yesterday is lovely, it’s the care and concern my new friends and lovers showered me with that made the difference. They showed me care and love at every turn, and the whole day was a bonding experience that left me more whole than I’d ever felt in my failed marriage. Maybe it’s just the happy sex chemicals spinning in my brain, but I don’t discount my affection for the two beautiful women enjoying breakfast beside me.

Captain Dick walks in, looking around the half-empty salon before slowly turning back to the three of us. I grin at him, recalling my second turn with him and Steven after we rested and the captain checked our course. I blush, remembering how his big dick stretched my anus as Steven's cock filled my pussy from below. Dick’s eyes lock on mine, then drop to look at my hands holding my cup. I blink with confusion, then see what he’s staring at—the green band still looped around my wrist.

I tilt my head, glancing at Felicia and Jenny’s wrists. They aren’t wearing the telltale bracelet that identifies the wearer as a freeuse slut. I shiver as my core clenches when the captain takes a step closer to me. I look up, place my cup down carefully on the table, and wait for him to use me for his needs.

I realize I’m ready for anything. I’ll suck his cock. I’ll bend over the table while he takes me from behind. I even crave the fullness of his cock stretching my backside again. My eyes drift shut when Dick combs his fingers through my hair. He tightens his grip, levers my head back, and captures my mouth with his. My tongue tangles with his, showing him how eager I am for his attention. It's slutty to kiss him so wantonly, but I don’t retreat from his ardent desire. He parts the kiss, combs through my hair, and then plucks at the wristband as I whimper.

“We’ll be entering Mexican waters soon,” he explains with a comforting smile. “Unfortunately, I need to suspend the freeuse rules. I need to focus on piloting and getting us moored.”

I nod as my slow thoughts sort through his words, then frown slightly. “I’d forgotten I had it on,” I admit with a shrug.

“Where are the men?” Dick asks, turning to Jenny and Felicia.

“We wore them out.” Jenny giggles.

“This is why we need that freeuse excursion,” Felicia boldly claims. “We’re too much for them. Just like Hailey is too much for poor Steven.”

I giggle, then quiet at the unexpected sight of Steven entering the space. I quickly grab my cup and sip to hide my blush. He grins, nodding at Felicia as he sits across from me.

“It’s true,” he says, waving to Britt to bring him coffee. “Hailey’s stamina is surprising for a first-timer.”

I blush harder and take another sip, but pride builds inside me. I faced the challenge of doing something new, and I succeeded. My desire for more is tempered by knowing we’ll soon be on an island dedicated to hedonistic, freeuse pleasures. For the first time since Holly explained her lifestyle to me over the phone, I understand why she enjoys it. Brad and Craig arrive, sharing smiles with me as they sit across from their partners. The men help themselves to the breakfast platters along the center of the table.

“We should be moored alongside the quay in Cozumel by noon,” Captain explains, standing to the side. “You’ll have the opportunity to shop in town and see the sights, but we need to cast off by dinnertime for the tides. Do you want to eat while you’re off the ship?”

The six of us look at each other. Lost in my sex-addled thoughts, I’d forgotten we were visiting a cruise location, so I let my companions decide with a shrug. “It’s up to y’all. I’m just glad to hang out with you.”

Brad speaks for the group. “I checked out some websites when I noticed we had internet. There’s a beach resort that looked like fun.”

“Good. They are generally excellent a few miles from the port but shy away from drinking water unless it’s from a bottle you open,” Captain Dick explains.

“Wait. Do we have internet access?” I ask, putting together Brad's explanation and twisting to look at Dick. “Will I be able to call my sister?”

“Finish breakfast, then come up to the bridge with your cell phone,” the captain says. I’m unsure of their location, but you can try. We can try the satellite number, too.”


FOUR
CATCHING UP
HAILEY


After breakfast, I detour to my cabin to grab my cell phone, then walk toward the bow. I have a vague idea of where the bridge is, and I orient myself from what I remember from different cruise documentaries. After more than two days at sea, the ship has become more familiar despite my being distracted by an abundance of sex with my cruise mates.

Climbing the stairs, I push open a hatch and walk down the narrow walkway. An open hatch appears near the end of the deck, and the tall mast looming on the bow tells me I’m close to the bridge. Turning into the compartment, I smile at Dick standing behind a small wheel. He turns as he notices me and winks.

“I expected it to be bigger,” I say, then blush when I realize my eyes have dropped to the level of his crotch. My eyes widen, and I bite my lip. “The wheel, I mean.”

Dick’s good-natured laugh relaxes me, but now I’m thinking of the bulge in his shorts. Did it just grow bigger? I’ve become a nymphomaniac.

“You want to try calling Holly?” Dick asks, ignoring my horny innuendo.

“If we can. I’m excited we can see each other,” I say before chewing my lip. “I’m nervous about what will happen during the excursion, though.”

The captain walks to a high bench against the bulkhead, grabbing his bulky satphone off the surface. He rises, sits on the leather bench, and pats the seat beside him. I climb up, slightly self-conscious that I’m in a teal bikini under a silky robe that is loose and open, exposing lots of skin. Cool air pours from an air conditioning vent, making goose bumps erupt over my bare skin.

He presses a few buttons on the phone and then hands it to me with a smile. I hold it to my ear, and the strange ring starts with a steady cadence. A baritone voice answers. “Dick, glad you called.”

“Um, hi!” I say brightly to the unfamiliar voice. “Uh, I’m Hailey. Holly’s sister. Is she there?” I don’t know who answered, but I assume it is her boyfriend, the captain. Dick squeezes my shoulder, then slides back to stand over his console.

“Good to meet you, Hailey,” the deep baritone on the line says. “I’ll get Holly. I know she wants to talk with you.”

“You can talk here or on the bridge wing if you need privacy.” Dick offers.

“I trust you.” I smile, then cross one knee over the other as I admire Dick’s backside in his Bermuda shorts.

I’m daydreaming about dropping to my knees to pleasure the captain while he’s at the wheel when my sister breaks me out of my reverie.

“HAILEY!” she shrieks into my ear, causing me to wince. “Oh my god, I’m glad you called. Turns out my ship is going to the same island you’re visiting for the… uh… thing.” She quiets to her usual volume as she struggles to phrase what’s in my future. “I swear, I didn’t know we’d be there together when I bought your tickets. I don’t want to make it awkward.”

“It’s fine, Holly,” I say, realizing I mean it. We’re two grown women. I’m not sexually attracted to my sister. The last few days have relaxed my reservations about living an open and active sex life. I’m at peace that she understands more than I do about what I’ll experience. “This cruise has been wild. I’m enjoying myself.”

“Good. That’s what I wanted for you.” Her voice relaxes, and she sighs. "You deserve so much more than your boring ex-husband.”

“I’ve turned that page,” I say softly. “We can talk about something else.”

“We’ll be there tomorrow,” Holly says. “The new owners of our ship also own the island, and we need to help set up your excursion. When do you arrive?”

“We’ll be in Cozumel today, then cruise tonight and spend the next day in Costa Maya. Then, sail to the island and arrive the following morning. I guess you’ll be there to meet us?”

“Yep! I’ll be on the pier waving!” Her laugh is infectious, and I smile at the thought. “I have duties with the owners during the excursion. So, I want you to relax and have fun. I’ll be sure to catch up after it’s over. There will be more… um… festivities after the freeuse portion.”

“Oh,” I say, then tap my lip with a fingernail. “I was a bit anxious—if we both …uhm…”

“Yeah, no.” Holly laughs. “I'm a bit of a voyeur, don’t get me wrong. But I’m not up to watching my big sis in slut mode.” She laughs joyously, and I laugh with her. “I want you to enjoy yourself, sister. You deserve just to let loose. Do you know what color you’re going to choose?”

“Uhm…” I say with a mix of calmness at her not being there and anxiety about how much I should share.

“You don’t have to tell me,” she offers, and I can tell she’s nervous.

“Green,” I blurt out. “I’m wearing green for the excursion. I’ve already practiced the last couple of days.”

“You what? Oh, that’s amaaaazing! I want you to tell me all about it when you’re willing. This shakedown cruise has been crazy. We can share some stories if it doesn’t make you uncomfortable.”

I pause as my mind flips back to the past few days. How I let go of my inhibitions from the moment we left port. The memories of what Steven, Dick, and Brad did with me, and remembering Felicia and Jenny, along with Izzy, tangling with me on the table. I shiver as I recall how Craig dominated my body and fucked me the hardest in front of everyone. Finally, last night with Steven and Dick. I want to tell Holly about parts of my experience. I’m unsure where to start or how much to share.

“I’ve accepted that I’m bisexual. I’m proud of who I am,” I say, confident in my sexuality for the first time in my life.

“Me too!” Holly laughs. “Seriously, good for you. I’m proud of you. That’s a big first step. I only realized it after I stowed away on Captain’s ship. Speaking of, he’s signaling I should get off the phone.”

“I love you, Holly,” I say quietly and thoughtfully. “Thank you for your surprising gift. I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to explain how much it means to me.”

“I love you too, sister. Here, say goodbye to Captain.” I can picture her smiling face as her laughs cut away.

“Hailey.” the captain’s voice is low but comforting. “Call me Mike, please. I look forward to meeting you soon.”

“Me too, Mike,” I reply before continuing. “Thank you for taking care of my baby sister. I feel like you saved her from some bad choices.”

“You're welcome,” Mike says. “She’s worth protecting. See you soon.”

The phone disconnects, and I look at the satellite handset as the lights turn off. A mix of emotions swim in my thoughts, but I'm proud of myself and Holly. I'm relieved that she will be occupied elsewhere during my freeuse time and excited for the next phase of this trip. I slide off the bench and walk to Dick, wrapping my arms around him.

“Sounds like it got sorted,” Dick says, squeezing my hand against his chest.

“Thank you,” I say, then pause. “Thank you for looking out for me.”

Mike’s words echo in my head as I lean against the warmth of Dick’s back. I realize Dick’s been my protector since we met when I embarked on the Pineapple Princess. My thoughts drift to Steven, who’s also been beside me the most during this life-changing trip. I kiss behind his ear, then drift off the bridge and into the bright sun on the deck.


FIVE
QUEEN OF THE WORLD
HAILEY


Walking aft along the sun deck, I find four bodies swaying in the hot tub. Jenny looks cozy in Brad’s lap while Felicia straddles Craig facing him with her arms around his neck. As I get closer, I realize they're just hanging out and talking in the bubbly water. Their easy physicality is comforting and pings another reminder of the frigidity between my ex-husband and me.

“Where’s Steven?” I ask when I’m close enough.

Brad and Jenny turn and smile at me, their cheeks pressed lightly together. “He went forward. I thought he might be looking for you,” Brad replies.

“Yeah, we’re all talking about the beach resort,” Jenny says. “It's going to be wonderful to relax on the beach.”

“I trust it will be great. I’m going to find Steven.” I smile before reversing and walking toward the bow.

Their voices fade away in the breeze as I walk forward. I don’t remember seeing him near the bridge on this deck, so I take an exterior ladder down to a lower deck. Even though I’m walking toward the bow, this level reminds me of being with him on the stern as we left port. The water is moving past the hull quickly, and the engines thrum as the ship sways in the current.

I see Steven on the forecastle, near the very tip of the bow. He’s holding on to the handrails, leaning into the wind, and I smile at the sight. He’s bare-chested, wearing boardshorts that, while baggy, hug his firm ass. He’s been my steady companion on this cruise, and I’ve soaked up his caring attention.

“Are you king of the world?” I shout because the wind is loud in my ears. He turns and grins, then lets go of one handrail and beckons me closer.

“Come here. I’ll keep you safe.”

“I know you will,” I say, stepping in front of him with only a thin sliver of the deck between my toes at the edge of the bow. “Don’t let go,” I say as the boat rocks, and I sway from a slight vertigo attack.

“Never.” He slides his arm around my waist, pulling me back into his warm chest. I close my eyes as the word echoes in my mind and drift into a fantasy about what it might mean.

Gripping the handrail near me as he anchors me against his body, I stare out ahead of us and see the looming port of Cozumel in the distance. The humid air smells different this close to land, more raw and acrid and I wrinkle my nose, even as I take in the beauty around us. All I wanted to do was find Steven. Now that I’m this close, the heat of his chest pressing against my back, a welling desire builds between my thighs. Our first affair on the stern of the ship plays in my mind as I remember how he pushed me to orgasm with his fingers as I hung over the rail leaving Galveston. I recall my first taste of his delicious cock as I dropped to my knees to blow him as the port faded behind us. The view of the shore creeps closer and mixes with the waves crashing under the bow. The sinful memories of departing Galveston ripple through my consciousness, and I rock back into him. I push back against his thick, firm length that’s tenting his swim trunks and grind against him slowly.

“You’re being naughty,” Steven says, kissing behind my ear. “The captain is right above us, steering us into port.”

“You like me naughty.” I reach between us and slide my hand inside his shorts. He’s rock hard as I grip and slowly pull along his shaft. “It seems poetic to fuck on the way in since we left port with you in my mouth.” I bite my lip, surprised by my words and even more so by the slickness coating my thighs. I’d hardly have to move for Steven to fill me with his rigid prick. I know his broad shoulders and muscular torso mask me from Dick watching from the bridge. Letting go of the rail, I pull the thin wrap away from us, baring my ass and leaving just our swimwear as I sway against him.

“Needy slut,” he growls, nipping the top of my ear.

“That’s not a no,” I purr, stroking his dick, shifting his shorts down in the front.

“You are so needy,” Steven says gruffly as he lets go of the rail and reaches for me, pushing my bikini bottoms down until my ass is bare and they dangle around my knees. “Don’t scream. Your voice carries to the bridge.”

“Yes, sir,” I moan as I lean forward and pull his cock closer, angling it down until the tip presses along my cleft. Swaying his hips, he glides through the slick arousal coating my thighs. “I need you inside me.”

My brazen yearning is evident in my rough tone. I wriggle my hips, trying to find the right angle for him to thrust into me. I’m lost in the sensations flowing through my body. This hunk of a man is hard… for me. He wants my pussy clenching around him as much as I crave him there. His hand grips my waist firmly.

“Stop,” he growls. I whimper, aching for him to fill me. “I’ll take care of the angle, just hold still.”

I freeze but sway forward as the bow pitches. The scenery shifts as the boat rocks and tilts to the side as we turn toward the port. I drop one hand down in front, my fingers grazing Steven’s crown, and guide him into my slick heat. He drops slightly, his knees flexing as his cock pushes in. I rock back, my head nodding forward as he slides into my feverish cunt.

“Fuck me,” I pant softly with my head down. The water is streaming below us as I play with my clit, tightening my core to squeeze Steven’s prick.

“Fuck, Hailey,” Steven says as he starts cycling in time with the sway of the boat. “How can you be so wet and still so fucking tight?”

“Don’t stop,” I say, turning my head to look over my shoulder. “Don’t stop. Keep fucking me.”

Our eyes meet, and I sink into his sexy gaze. Our bodies are in sync as we flex our hips and thighs, and our fucking quickens. His hips smack against my ass as he drives into me at a steady pace. I can’t look away from his eyes as his face tightens, masking his lust.

“You're so good at this,” I say, gazing into his eyes. The bridge wing behind us darkens with a silhouette of Captain Dick looking forward, lowering his binoculars enough that I know he’s watching Steven’s ass flex in time with our ribald rhythm. “God, make me come.”

Dizzy with lust, I lean forward, gripping the rail with both hands. The ship’s prow slices through the water as outlines of dolphins crisscross under the surface. Steven speeds up, his firm thrusts slapping into my ass, and I know he’s as close as I am.

“Fill me up, please. Fuck I’m⁠—”

I crash into an orgasm, and the day turns brighter as my body stiffens. He slams into me, arching his back as he shoves his cock as deep into me as he can. When his heat expands in my clenching cunt, my lips curl into a wild grin. Leaning my head back into Steven’s shoulder, I crane my neck as his head looms beside my cheek. He captures my lips with a growl as we sink into a passionate kiss.

My knees steady after my orgasm fades as he stands taller. His cock slips out, and I reach back to stroke his shaft, now coated with our spending. Steven pulls his shorts up as I retract my hand, lifting it to my lips to clean the sinful syrup from my fingers and palm. I smile at him as I reach down, pulling my bottoms back up my thighs and wriggling my hips as I fit the thin material back against my leaking pussy.

We hold still for a moment and then I swing around and embrace him tightly.

“Thank you,” I whisper in his ear. “Would you like to escort me to my stateroom? I need a shower before we dock.”

“Right behind you,” Steven says, turning as I lead us back to the interior.

I glance up and wave at Captain Dick as he watches us leave. Two of the deck crew pass us as we return, and I bite my lip, realizing how close we’d been to getting caught by the crew.


SIX
FONDNESS
STEVEN


Hailey and I must prepare for a day at the beach resort. Although she offers to share a shower again, I refuse, explaining that we need to be quick. Our time in port is limited, and we can’t be late. She agrees, and we separate in the passageway outside our staterooms. I wash and rinse quickly, my mind still abuzz with the public fuck on the bow. I shake my head, focusing on my clothes: a button-down, tropical shirt, a pair of tan cargo shorts, and leather sandals seem like a good choice. I slip my passport and wallet in one of the side pockets and button it securely.

Waiting in the passageway for Hailey, I expect her to take a long time. Jenny always took longer than Brad, though Felicia usually is ready quicker. But it's not long before Hailey’s door opens, and she steps out, wearing another sundress and sandals. The material isn’t transparent like the wraps she wears over her bikinis, but it still displays her familiar curves that I find so enticing.

“Well, what do you think?” Hailey asks, twirling slowly. She stops and looks up at me, chewing her bottom lip. She’s so cute, and her sexuality has blossomed in the few days we’ve known each other.

“You look amazing,” I say, grinning and taking her hand to escort her up on deck.

“You think so?” she asks with a giggle. “After wearing little more than my bikinis, I feel overdressed.”

I smile over at her as we top the ladder into the main salon, walking past the familiar parlor and the table where Hailey had her freeuse cherry popped. The memory of her indulging in the pleasures of all of her new friends has me rising to the occasion. I didn’t think I’d be so into her when we first met. Now, she’s on my mind constantly.

“We’re going to be out in public now.” I squeeze her fingers. “It is a bit weird after you’ve gotten used to being naked for an extended time.”

“Oh,” Hailey says, her eyes trailing down my side. “You always seem to be wearing shorts. Unfortunately.”

I laugh, and she grins her spectacular smile. I don’t think she understands how attractive she is, both in looks and personality. I know she’s just off a divorce, which I don’t know anything about. I know nothing about her past except that she has a sister on another sailboat like this one. I don’t know what she does for a living. Those details have never been important with other girls I’ve played with.

Being single and active in the swinging lifestyle is different than dating. I know a lot of other women, but they’re all married and have active, non-monogamous relationships with other people. I don’t judge. I want the women I sleep with to not cheat on their husbands, and I’m not comfortable with being a degrading bull playing into a humiliation kink. Lately, I’ve only really played with the small circle formed around Jenny.

I knew Christi was a swinger before we met at Jenny’s beach house. But we didn’t run in the same circles until that fateful weekend orgy that capped off Jenny’s hotwife awakening. Between those two and Felicia, I get invited to enough playdates to be satisfied sexually. When Brad offered me a ticket to join them as a single, I assumed that I’d continue to be a stunt dick for Jenny and Felicia. Meeting Hailey on the pier and getting to know her as we departed Galveston was a happy surprise. She was skittish at first, which was to be expected. I never want to push a woman into something she hasn’t fully consented to.

When she asked the captain if she could practice freeuse before we arrived on the island, it surprised me. Since then, we’ve spent little time apart. Brad and Craig always swing back to being with their sexy spouses, so it isn’t surprising that the last few days have been more couple-ish for them. I'm happy to continue learning about Hailey and watching her play with my friends. As much as I enjoy Jenny and Felicia, Hailey’s been the one I seek out more and more.

That’s weird for me, but I kind of like it.

“Hey.” Hailey squeezes my hand. “It was just a flirty joke.”

Lost in my reminiscing, it takes me a moment to replay our conversation.

“I know, I’m just …”

She looks up at me, biting that distracting lip. “Just…?”

“I was thinking about how we’ve become friends since we met.”

“A little more than that, don’t you think?” Her smile makes me grin back.

“Definitely.”

We go quiet again, hanging back and following the rest of our party off the ship and down the pier. Brad is in the lead, with Jenny on his arm. Felicia is leaning against Craig with an arm around his hip. Squeezing Hailey’s hand, I smile at her as we approach the end of the quay wall. She smiles back, then interlocks her fingers in mine, taking me back to high school dates.

I don’t often engage in public displays of affection, but with Hailey, it feels right. I don’t know what to do about that. So often on these trips, I have to control my emotions and be distant and stoic. The bits of caring touches I get are usually part of aftercare, and my attention is on the other woman. I’ve adapted to the lack of tenderness in my lifestyle.

It’s terrific to share our fondness for one another so openly.

As we exit the pier and melt into the crowded cruise port of Cozumel, I let go of Hailey’s hand. She looks at me, one eyebrow raised, and I grin at her, lifting my arm to invite her closer. She blushes but leans into my side, her arm fitting around my waist. I pull her hip closer, and we hit an instant rhythm as our bodies shift together, not missing a step.

I’m in trouble. I don’t want this to stop. I can’t remember the last time I felt this way about a woman. I’m not sure if I ever have before.


SEVEN
BEACH CLUB
HAILEY


As good as it is to lean against Steven’s side with our arms around each other, I'm uneasy as we stand behind Brad, waiting in line for a shuttle. I’m slowly recovering from the toxic solitude of the end of my marriage. Starting a new relationship is the last thing I want. But Steven is getting under my skin, and part of me is beginning to wonder if his open affection for me means anything.

Brad made reservations at a beach club outside the cruise ship terminal. I’m wearing yet another bikini under my sundress because we’re supposed to have a semi-private section of the beach to ourselves. I want to be prepared if we decide to swim. Besides getting dressed and listening to Brad’s plans, I surrendered any planning responsibility. That pings another memory of my time with my ex-husband, who was always too distracted to plan with me. I pause momentarily, wondering if he spent most of his time preparing for his mistress. I sigh to shake that thought away and return to the present.

Jenny and Felicia talk with their partners as Steven and I lapse into a comfortable silence. I don’t need to speak or force conversation, and Steven’s arm around my waist is a security I didn’t expect. I let the other conversations drift away, lean against his chest, and listen to his heartbeat.

When we board the shuttle, I slide in next to the window, and Steven sits beside me. The seats are small, but I’m comfortable sharing space with him. Jenny and Brad are across the aisle from us, and Felicia is behind me next to Craig. The rest of the bus is filled with other cruisegoers from monstrous cruise ships moored along the pier. The behemoths dwarf our sailboat, and I’m glad Holly didn’t buy me a ticket on a kitschy singles cruise. The six of us have formed a quick bond, and I'm safe with them around.

Leaning against Steven, I close my eyes as we start to move. I’ve gotten used to the movement of our ship, but I want to minimize any motion sickness while riding in a stuffy, crowded bus. I startle when a hand touches my shoulder and turn around to see Felicia smiling at me.

“You’ve been quiet,” she says, leaning closer to talk in my ear. “Is everything okay?”

The noise of the bus muffles her words, so I twist and lean close to be heard. “I’m fine. It’s nice to just relax, you know?”

“Yeah, that’s true.” She smiles. “I’m here if you want to talk, should any emotions get too overwhelming. Today is going to be much more lowkey.”

“Just what the doctor ordered.” I shrug. “I’m trying to erase the last of the memories of my ex. We never took many vacations, so this is all new territory.”

“If you want, we can talk when we are somewhere quiet,” Felicia says, smiling and squeezing my shoulder. “I’m glad we’ve become friends.”

“Absolutely, and same,” I say, then turn back and lean into Steven’s side again.

I close my eyes as the din of conversations and the engine drone on, and I relax into a short nap.

“Wake up, sleepyhead.” I blink rapidly and look up at Steven, who looks down at me with his boyish grin. “We’re here. Are you hungry, or do you want to swim?”

“Can I take another nap? That felt good.” I smile and rub his chest, looking up at him.

“It’s possible. Let’s see what he's set up for us.” We wait while Brad and Jenny slide into the aisle. When Steven follows, I get out behind him, followed by Craig and Felicia.

Once outside the bus, Jenny hooks her arm through mine as her husband walks to the front with Steven. Felicia latches on to my other arm, and I admire Craig’s backside as he joins the other men.

“I think we need to sit together and tease the boys while we’re here,” Jenny says, winking at me. “I don’t know anything about this place. He says he has a private space reserved, but maybe it won’t be enough. He likes to surprise me and doesn't tell me all the details.”

“What type of surprise?” I ask, but I roll my eyes when she tilts her head and drops her sunglasses down her nose. “Didn’t you get some this morning?”

“Of course, but I’m in my sexual prime and on vacation,” she says, and I look around to see if anyone can hear her. “Besides, I’m leaning into my exhibitionist era, and if there’s a dark corner… you never know.”

“I’m curious about the food,” Felicia interrupts. “I’ve been so hungry lately. I think we’ve been more active.”

“I’ve been so much more active.” I laugh and sniff the air. The smells of roasting meats and other food aromas make my mouth water. “I’m down for eating first, then napping. Have to wait an hour before swimming, right?”

Felicia laughs. “You know that’s a myth. Right? But I’m down for food and naps. We can swim after a cozy nap.”

We giggle, then follow Brad and the boys as they follow the guide. This place is enormous and full of scattered buildings, seating areas, and winding footpaths through the tropical trees that line the beach area. The guide waves us to an area with Brad’s name on a slate chalkboard and then departs. It has oversized chairs, loungers, and a wicker bed big enough for three.”

“Dibs on the bed,” Jenny says. “Us girls want to snuggle after we eat. You boys can go smoke your stinky cigars over there.” She waves toward a cluster of beach chairs in the sand.

The area is separated from neighboring spaces by natural foliage, and the bed is inside a pergola with a thatched roof and plenty of shade. Following Jenny, Felicia and I drop off our bags on the cotton-covered mattress, claiming our space. After tucking our things into neat piles, we join the men on their quest to find the buffet. The scents of grilled meats and vegetables have me practically drooling and my stomach growling.

“I’ll get us some margaritas,” Felicia says, spying the bar and pulling Craig along. Steven settles beside me as we join the line for the lunch buffet. There are fresh tortillas, fajitas, roasted peppers, and salsas, and I stack my plate up because everything looks delicious. Once we all fill our plates, we gather in our private space and eat around an open-air table.

A steady breeze from the waves cools the tropical warmth. A strip of beach stretches along the resort, with other private spaces scattered randomly. We talk about everything and nothing between mouthfuls of yummy Mexican food and sips of our margaritas. We leave the plates on the table and split into groups when we finish. Jenny leads us back to the wicker bed covered by a white, linen cover, and we strip down to the bikinis we wore under our dresses and lay out towels over the mattress. I pull out my tube of sunscreen, and we take turns helping apply. I’m pleasantly surprised at my tan. It’s not too red, and I’ve avoided a lousy sunburn.

With our skin all shiny from the lotion, we lie back and rest together. This is wonderful and relaxing, and I think of my sister and her gift of this cruise to me. I don’t want to go back to my apartment full of memories. How can I get a new start, like Holly did? Though I’m enjoying the cruise, I’m not planning on stowing away to find a new home.

I look at the men and enjoy watching Steven relax between Brad and Craig. They laugh and smoke cigars, drinking more water than beer. I wonder if Steven has room for me in his life. Laughing silently at that absurdity, I close my eyes and drift off.


EIGHT
RELAXING
STEVEN


Staring out at the Gulf of Mexico with my feet in the warm sand, I feel at peace. Hailey rests in a cuddle pile with Jenny and Felicia flanking her while I relax in an oversized beach chair, smoking a cigar with Brad and Craig. These chairs are fantastic, large enough for me and Craig and me to spread out as we bask in the heat of the day.

We shed our shirts shortly after finishing the buffet lunch, baking our chests in the Caribbean sun. My base tan can keep me from getting a sunburn. We haven’t been out of the shade too long, so it’s not a worry. As a single guy who likes to socialize with sexy females, both single and married, I’m very aware of my looks. I was a swimmer in college, and I still swim laps regularly. The full-body workouts keep me fit, and I have to say, the ladies always seem to enjoy looking.

This beach club is a mix of people. Some families are down the beach, the kids playing in the surf while the parents observe from the shore. They may have come from one of the large cruise ships currently moored at the port down the pier from our sailing yacht. Mixed in with other vacationers are females of all ages, and I sense them sizing the three of us up.

“When do we have to be back aboard?” Craig asks, blowing out the fragrant cigar smoke that hovers momentarily before being blown away by the breeze.

“We need to start back in a couple of hours,” Brad replies, taking a draw on his Mexican beer.

“We could swim,” I suggest, finishing my Corona. “Cool off a bit in the gulf.

Craig looks past me at the girls, then back at me. “We could heat up first?” He cocks an eyebrow and nods behind us.

Past the pergola with the girls lying in bed is a dark walkway with a solid wall on one side and lush tropical bushes on the other. I glance over at Craig and then at Brad. “We could get kicked out if we’re caught.”

“We’d just head back to the ship early,” Brad says. “I’ll take Jenny out into the waves and keep a lookout. You four can have fun.”

I arch an eyebrow at him; it’s not a secret he enjoys watching, and not just his hotwife. I glance out at the waves, then back at the shadowy walkway. He’d be able to see us from the beach, but could we hear him if he shouted a warning? That's the thrill about playing in public: the danger of getting caught. I turn to Craig, and he nods, adjusting his board shorts. Okay, we’re going to do this.

“Swap?” I offer, and he shakes his head.

“There’s a position Felicia wants to try." He tilts his head. “How about we swap after dinner?” He looks over at Brad, getting his attention. “Hailey and me, you and Felicia, Steven and Jenny. Make it a sleepover.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Brad says, standing up and walking toward the girls.

I’ve gotten used to sleeping with Hailey. While being with Jenny is always fun, the tug of jealousy in my gut surprises me. I don’t fall for women. I don’t want the strings. I shrug, though, trying not to show my disappointment.

“Yeah, sounds good. You and Hailey haven’t spent much time together.”

“Cool,” Craig says, then pushes to his feet. “You ready?”

“Yep,” I say, standing.

Looking over at the three girls in their bikinis, I focus on the redhead that’s shared my bed the last two nights. I’m getting hooked on Hailey, and maybe a night apart would be best. I don’t want to mess with her feelings. Still, as we walk closer, I’m laser-focused on Hailey, and my cock thickens as I look past her to the dark walkway.

Jenny laughs as Brad shifts her over his shoulder, then screams after he swats her ass. While he carries his wife to the surf, Craig leans down and whispers in Felicia’s ear. Her eyes widen, then she looks into the shadows, looking back with a feisty grin. Hailey looks up, and I offer her my hand.

“Where are we going?” she asks as I help her onto her feet.

“Follow Felicia,” I say with a dark grin. “Let’s do something wild.”

Watching her cheeks and chest flush red, she takes in a breath. “Wait. Here? Isn’t it against the rules?”

“Only if we get caught.” Felicia winks at her new friend. “Think you can keep it down?”

Hailey’s nipples tighten, poking against her bikini top, and she bites her lip. I guide her toward the dark alcove, slowing down to let Craig and Felicia explore the narrow pass-through first. I squeeze Hailey’s hand when Craig waves discreetly to follow from the shadowy entrance.

“You can back out,” I say. She’s not wearing her green bracelet, so this isn’t a free-use expectation. I know I have an exhibitionist side; after playing with her on deck a few times, I think she does, too. But I don’t want to press her.

“Not a chance,” Hailey says with a glow in her eyes.

She leads me and disappears into the alley. When I walk in, checking back to see if anyone is watching us slink into the shadows, it takes a moment for my eyes to adjust to the darkness. I keep walking cautiously until I see Hailey’s back. Felicia has her arm around her, and I can tell they’re kissing.

I look past the two girls at Craig, and we share a look. Intuitively, I know what we will do. I walk behind Hailey, wrapping my arm around her and pulling her hips back against my stiffness. Craig mirrors me, and Felicia breaks the kiss with Hailey to peek back at Craig. Hailey pushes Felicia’s bikini top up, popping her breasts free, then glances back and presses her hips into me before lowering her mouth to Felicia’s raspberry-sized nipples.

Grinding against Hailey’s ass, I reach and push my fingers under her bikini, filling my palms with her warm breasts. Felicia looks at me as her new friend sucks on her nipple, her eyes smoldering. She is probably the most daring of our group, once blowing a cop on the side of a highway. I know she loves the thrill of public sex.

A swirl of anxiety coils in my core as I drop my hand down Hailey’s belly and cup her bottoms. She’s soaked, even though she’s not gone swimming since we arrived. She moans into Felicia’s chest, plucking at her other nipple with her fingers. The heat of the day and the cramped space are like a sauna, and we all glow from sweat as we try to stifle our moans.

“Oh, mmm,” Hailey says, pulling her lips from Felicia’s gleaming nipple. She looks over her shoulder at me. “Are you going to fuck me? Please?”

Her hips dance, rolling and rocking against my stiff dick. I know we need to be quick, lest someone see us, but I also want to indulge in Hailey’s curves. Everything I’ve learned about her turns me on. That she’s an exhibitionist is the topping on the cake.

“Since you asked so nicely,” I growl in her ear.


NINE
SHADOW PLAY
STEVEN


I pull my hand from Hailey’s bikini bottoms, then push down as she wriggles them down her thighs. My cock is so hard it aches, and I pull the waist out so my trunks don’t catch on my crown on the way down. Cupping my hand, I sweep my palm over the head, spreading my precum over the blunt tip.

Felicia’s moan shifts higher, and when I glance, she stares at me. I’ve seen the face she makes when Craig slides inside, and I wonder what Hailey’s face looks like when I do the same. She’s grinding back into my stiff ridge as she leans and starts kissing Felicia again. Their heated kiss quiets their rising moans.

Bending my knees to drop lower, I drag my cock through Hailey’s drenched lips. Her hips jerk at first contact, and when I fit my swollen crown against her opening, she pushes back eagerly. I grip her hip tightly with one hand, then rut into her with firm punches of my hips. She’s tight but makes up for the snug fit with copious slick juices that coat my length. We find a slow rhythm, our bodies slapping against each other, trying not to make too much noise. I lean and grab a handful of Hailey’s red curls, pulling her head back and arching her back. I bite her neck under her hair, and she squeaks at the slight nip of pain.

“You like this?” I growl. “You like being my slut. I can fuck you anywhere, anytime. Admit it.”

With her head pulled back against my chest, she looks up at me, her mouth open as she pants. Our bodies work in perfect sync as I plow into her tight sheath. She nods at me, biting her lip.

“Yes,” Hailey whines, and her thighs tremble as I power into her harder. “Fuck me. You fuck me so good. I want you to fill me, Steven. I want your cum dripping out of me.”

Our husky voices are quiet as we stare at each other. I blink and glance past Hailey as Felicia’s mouth widens into an O-shape when Craig’s hips crash into her. “Oh fuck, baby. Yes.”

When I glance down at Hailey, her eyes are locked on her friend, so I focus back on Felicia as she lets out a low moan. Craig’s hand covers her mouth, and her eyes roll back as he fucks her harder.

“Oh fuck,” Hailey says, staring at them as her moans grow louder.

I cover her mouth, keeping my hips rocking into her. The quiet simmers around us while the two girls shake, coming quietly. There is some commotion on the other side of the hedge, and I snap my head to the side, watching shadows of people walking past on the other side.

Hailey turns toward the noise, but my hand mutes her gasp of surprise. When I don’t stop, she flexes her core into me, pushing herself to another peak. The idea of people catching us drives me to the edge. I grip her hip, tugging her back as I slam forward, arching my hips as I drive into her depths. When I release the first jet of cum into her, her pussy clenches, rippling around my cock as she flexes automatically, and my spunk shoots into her until we’re both wrung out.

My heart is pounding as I hold Hailey against me, letting go of her hair and wrapping my arm under her breasts. Her bikini top is skewed, but I can't fix it until I can stand without shaking. I lean down and kiss her neck, inhaling the perfume I now associate with Hailey.

“Babe,” I say, at a loss for words.

“Mmmm,” Hailey says, tipping her head back to look at me. I lean over her, kissing her deeply, with my cock still sheathed inside her. We slowly relax as our kissing continues, and I slide my hips back until my cock is free.

“Mmm, god, you’re leaking out of me,” she says in a hushed whisper.

I look over at Felicia and Craig. They’re straightening each other’s clothes. I take a half step back and turn Hailey. We pull up our bottoms, and I tuck away my cock. Hailey grins at me as she fits her breasts back into her bikini top.

We all pause when a voice echoes along the wall. “Hey, what are you doing?” I twist to the entrance and see a man with crossed arms and a face masked in shadows.

“We got lost,” Craig ad-libs. “We’re leaving.”

Taking Hailey’s hand, I pull her behind me as we approach the staff member. His forehead creases as he lowers his brow but stands to the side. We pass by him and back into the bright sunlight. Hailey giggles behind me as I lead her back to our pergola. She falls onto the bed laughing, and Felicia lies beside her, tittering. I look over at Craig, and he smirks, then slides behind his fiancée. I look out into the surf, catching Brad and Jenny looking our way and waving. Jenny’s smile says she’s onto us. I thought it was too dark to look into the space; with so many people milling about the shoreline, we’d be lucky if no one had noticed us.

“Come on.” I offer Hailey my hand and pull her up when she grips it. “Let’s cool off in the surf.”

Linking our hands, we walk to the surf and splash into the small waves. Jenny is on Brad’s shoulders, and I swing Hailey up on mine as I wade through the thigh-high swells. Felicia’s shriek behind me, followed by a splash, means I don’t need to turn to know all six of us are together again.

It feels right to be with Hailey and my other friends. My stomach tightens when I think about how soon we’ll have to say goodbye. This was just a short fling, but I can’t help wondering if we could make it something more. I keep my thoughts to myself, and we all enjoy frolicking in the salty surf. When we exit the water and wash the sand off, it’s time to return to the ship.

We collect our belongings and then hike back to the front entrance. The tour bus is waiting, and we’re early, so we choose seats near the back. We pair up and settle into the worn seats. Pleasure warms my chest as Hailey sits close and leans against me. I put my arm around her, and she smiles before closing her eyes. She drifts off to sleep before I close my eyes and drop my chin.
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Steven gently wakes me with a nudge, combing his fingers through my hair. When I open my eyes, he’s looking at me with a slight grin. A shiver of excitement passes through my nerves. He’s my favorite person right now.

“We’re back on the dock,” Steven says, waving toward the window. “The shuttle is dropping us off on the pier, so we don’t have to walk back.”

The familiar shape of our sailing yacht fills the window of the cab as it stops. Izzy and Britt hold a tray of drinks and warm towels across the gangplank. Captain Dick waves at us from the stern of the ship, and another thrill passes through me. When Steven slides out, I follow, carrying my tote. Trailing the others, I take a cocktail from Izzy and a warm towel from Britt. I sip the cocktail, enjoying the fruity alcohol as it warms my throat. The damp, warm towel cools my face as I wipe off the dust from our beach resort. I set the towel back atop the pile and carry my drink as I climb the stairs. Steven follows behind me. He’s probably looking at my ass, but I also know he’s very protective and careful around the various ladders and steep stairs aboard the yacht.

“Welcome back,” Dick says, greeting us. “We’re preparing to cast off, so I’ll hand you off to Emma. We should be in Costa Maya in the morning.”

“Hope you had fun. Where did you go?” Emma asks while the six of us mill about on the fantail, sipping our drinks.

“We spent the day at one of the beach resorts,” Brad says, taking the lead. “I think we all need a shower before dinner.”

Brad’s always thinking, and the thought of dinner awakens my hunger. I only ate the buffet lunch, one beer, and a few water bottles while we were at the resort. The thought of the chef’s gourmet meals makes my tummy growl.

“Whoa.” Steven chuckles near my ear. “Are you hungry?”

I nod and wink. I need food, but Steven’s warm chest resting against my back sparks a different type of hunger—images of what we did in public in the shadows of the beach resort flash through my mind. I think I’ve become a nympho because I hope to enjoy a shower with him.

“Conserve water?” I ask, looking over my shoulder as I walk toward the stairs leading to our stateroom.

“Love to,” Steven says, with his eyes darkening.

The way he looks at me is exhilarating. He’s a fantastic lover, but right now, he’s looking at me like a predator, and I’m his next meal. Pulses of arousal build in a steady beat in my core as I climb down the stairs. The others are already opening their staterooms, so I hurry along, anxious to be naked again.

Steven starts lifting my sundress when my stateroom door clicks shut, and I raise my arms to help him remove it, kicking off my sandals. My nipples peak against my bikini top, growing more rigid as he unties my bikini and pulls it away from my chest. He looks down at me, his blue eyes darkening with intensity. I’m about to untie my bottoms when he stops me and holds my hand.

“Allow me,” he says and steps closer, cupping my breasts and tugging on my nipples. He runs his long fingers along my sides, then grips the ends of the bows on my hips. I shift my hips when the bottoms go slack and flutter to the floor at my feet. “Beautiful,” Steven rasps in a husky whisper.

Raising myself on my toes, I tilt my head up, pursing my lips, and we share a slow, deep kiss. My body flushes with arousal, and my pussy wells with need. His cock is a thick, rigid column tenting his board shorts, and I run my hands along his waist. Pushing my fingers inside the waistband, I tug it out, then down, sliding his trunks down his muscular legs as I lower to my knees.

He unbuttons his shirt as I grip his cock, stroke it, then kiss the tip. I suck on the pearl of precum as I look up at him. He only has eyes for me as he tosses his shirt away, then combs his strong fingers through my damp, red curls. I still can’t believe I make a knockout guy like Steve hard.

Heat fills my mouth as I suck on his knob, pushing my mouth lower. Steven’s fingers tighten in my hair as I swirl my tongue, coating his rigid shaft with a mouthful of my drool. Gagging slightly when I take him to the back of my throat, I pull back and wrap both hands around his shaft. His eyes darken as I roll my wrists in opposite directions as I stroke his thick manhood.

“Shower after,” Steven mutters as his fingers tighten, holding my head firmly as he pumps his hips and pushes deeper into my mouth.

I can only hum and nod as Steven takes control, surrendering to his needs after taking control and initiating sex. His ass is firm when I grab him with both hands, pulling him deeper in time with his slow thrusts. My pussy clenches in jealousy as Steven fucks my mouth at a leisurely pace.

We stare at each other, something passing between us as we indulge in this sensual dance. I love the taste of him. His muscular ass ripples under my fingers as he rolls his hips to push deeper and edge into my throat. This time, I’m ready, swallowing and moaning as he stretches inside me. My hips tighten, rocking and swaying on my knees. My pussy needs friction, but I’m just a toy for my hunk of a boyfriend.

What? My mind buzzes at my thought, and I blink up at him as he keeps fucking. Is he my boyfriend? Not just a fuck buddy or a friend with benefits? I chase the fantasy out of my mind. I don’t want a boyfriend; I don’t want a relationship. I'm lying to protect myself from pain when whatever we have ends.

“Fuck me,” I beg, pulling off his cock. “Take me hard from behind. I want it rough, bent over the dresser.”

Steven grips my elbows and pulls me to my feet, shifting my body with little effort like a doll. He twists me and pushes my head down. His fingers grip a hank of hair, pressing my cheek against the glass-topped dresser. My breath fogs the glass as I pant with arousal. “Don’t hold anything back,” I manage to grit out before I scream when he spanks my ass hard.

I spread my legs apart, my arousal dripping down my thighs. Steven’s fist tightens, and I push back. His rock-hard tip teases between my folds. I shudder, but I don’t want tenderness—I want to be fucked. I buck my hips back, needing him inside me.

“You want it rough?” The rough edge of Steven's growl echoes as I nod, closing my eyes.

“You want me to shatter you, make you cum. Make you mine. I’m going to fucking own you. Is that what you want?

“Yes! Ruin me. Make me forget my name,” I blather and then scream as he thrusts his cock in deep.

The delicious stretch begins with a sharp pinch that dissolves into pleasure as his shaft spreads me open. He’s perfect, rough, and rugged. Fast like he can’t get enough of me. My mind blips on what he said. Does he want to own me? I shudder with desire.

“Yes! Yes!” I cry above the slapping of his hips against my tender ass. He keeps smacking my ass as he thrusts into me. “God. I’m yours. All yours. Take me. Own me.” I’m babbling out phrases, and I wonder if getting fucked this hard is like a truth serum. I confess the desires that I deny I have. I want Steven. I want more than his cock. I look over my shoulder at his tight features as he chases his orgasm.

“Fuck, Hailey. I’m close,” he pants, rocketing his hips forward. “Come for me, beautiful. Come apart on my cock.”

The room brightens as my pussy contracts. My orgasm bursts from my core and races through my nervous system. My knees and thighs shake and tighten, and my whole body shivers. Steven’s powerful arm slides under my breasts, supporting me even as his hips buck through his peak.

I slump against the desk when my orgasm runs its course. Steven relaxes against me, his bulk pressing me against the desk, flattening my breasts. I savor his weight on top of me. Our bodies are slick with sweat, and I don’t want to move.

“Fuck, Hailey,” Steven says and kisses behind my ear. “I… We need a shower.”

He stands and steps back, and I twist my head to look at him. His boyish grin returns, and I push to stand, wrapping my arms around him. “We do,” I say, then whisper against his chest, “I do.”
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We take our time in the shower, and I take charge and wash Hailey as she relaxes, swaying on her feet. Shampooing her hair, my fingers soothe her scalp where I might have tugged too hard. She leans back, eyes closed as I work the suds through her tresses, then rinse them away. She nods toward the conditioner bottle, and I wink when I take it and pour a small handful before working it into her curls.

My feelings for her are tangled. I almost told her I loved her. I haven’t said that to a girl since I tried to get into Kenzie’s pants back in high school. The warmth in my chest as I care for this surprising woman is foreign but not uncomfortable. I shake my head to clear my thoughts. Whatever we have has a time limit. When the cruise is over, we’ll part ways.

Hailey winces as I turn her to face the spray. It's too hot, and I dial it back before washing her smooth skin. I notice darker freckles and a reddish glow over her shoulders from a day in the sun.

“The cooler water is better. My skin is a bit tender. Maybe I'm sunburnt?“ she asks. Her hands run lightly up my side, and I savor her tender caresses.

“Just lightly,” I say. “I can spread on some aloe vera after the shower.”

We’ve touched each other all day whenever we’ve been within arm’s reach. Holding hands, walking close together, and napping on the bus, Hailey has accepted and sought my touch as much as I did hers. I lower the water temperature and soak a washcloth, adding some body soap.

“Mmmm, thank you,” Hailey says, her eyes close as I slowly wash her.

Her nipples are softer but sensitive. Her skin still has a little grit from the sand and dust, and I’m careful to rinse it off her reddened skin before washing. It’s meditative to care for her. I enjoy putting my partners in the center of my attention, and I love soothing aftercare as much as I do hard, rough sex.

She turns to me when I finish, looking up at me. “My turn?”

Her grin when I nod and hand her the soap makes me smile. She scrubs the washcloth against my chest, working the suds over my shoulder and rinsing away the grit from our day ashore. My cock is still thick, and a tingle of arousal grows in my core as she washes down my abs.

“Down, boy,” she giggles, noticing my crown pulsing. “We need to make it to dinner. I’m hungry too, but I need real food.”

We both laugh, and she goes back to her task. She pulls my head down, soaking my sandy blonde hair, then scrubbing in the shampoo. After I’ve rinsed, she shuts off the water, and I reach into the head to grab two towels. Stepping out onto the bathmat, I give Hailey room to dry off. I make quick work, then turn to her.

“I’m going to grab some clean clothes. Meet you upstairs?” I ask, holding my towel around my waist.

“See you soon.” She smiles and waves, holding the towel over her breasts. Part of me wants to rip that away from her sexy tits, then suck one after the other until she begs to come. Instead, I smile and nod, collecting my clothes off the floor. With a wave, I leave her stateroom and open the door across the hall.

After opening it, I turn and sink against the door as it clicks shut. My mind is full of confusing thoughts about the sexy, ginger gal next door. I take a deep breath through my nose, then exhale slowly before tossing my clothes in the laundry bag hanging by the door. Some of my clothes have been washed and hung in the small closet—the benefits of a luxury cruise with five-star service. I pull on a clean, short-sleeved, button-up shirt and a fresh pair of swim trunks, then leave barefoot to go topside to the table where we’ve been enjoying our meals.

Izzy pours me a large glass of ice water, adding a slice of lime, which I’ve only had to ask for once. I thank the perky girl, recalling our short encounter on the first day of our cruise. Since Captain Dick declared this a freeuse cruise, the stewardesses are back to servicing their crewmates and are off-limits to passengers. Surprisingly, I'm not tempted to bend the rules.

Felicia and Craig enter, followed by Brad and Jenny, and they all sit around the table. Hailey takes more time before she joins us, sitting across from me. I smile, and my focus centers on her. Jenny is hot, Felicia is wicked fun, but Hailey—Hailey has me. I try to remind myself that a relationship with her has a time limit, but her grin makes me forget quickly.

We start eating while Emma, Britt, and Izzy provide their usual stellar dinner service. The chef walks out and announces the menu: fresh lobster with a wagyu beef filet and asparagus. The room quiets as the six of us focus on eating. We’ve all been more active and expended more calories than usual. I ask for seconds on the steak, and Craig does, too. Dessert is a rich cheesecake with tropical fruit and sweet syrup. All six of us rest in comfortable silence after the meal. Brad takes charge, as he usually does.

“We were thinking of mixing up the sleeping arrangements tonight.”

Hailey frowns, and I offer her a comforting grin. I sense she would rather sleep with me. If I’m honest with myself, I would like that, too. But she’s on this cruise to try new experiences. Maybe I should take a step back.

“That should be fun,” I say, then wink across the table at Jenny sitting beside Hailey.

“Dibs on Brad,” Felicia says, and I grin, remembering the pairings we’d thought up back at the beach resort. There’s a long pause before Jenny perks up.

“Steven! I pick Steven.” Her sexy smile never fails to get a rise out of me.

“Hailey's mine then,” Craig says in his deep voice.

I push away the sharp punch of jealousy when he claims my girl. Where is this coming from? I glance at Hailey, who stares at me. I nod as if giving permission when none is needed. She smiles back, gets up, walks around to Craig, and slides into his lap. I nearly break the fork in my hand watching it.

I need to get my head on straight. She’s not mine. I’m not hers. I stand and offer Jenny my hand, and we meet at the table’s edge. Felicia and Brad have already vanished, and Craig is standing with Hailey’s legs wrapped around his thick, muscular waist.

“Hot tub?” I glance at Jenny, forcing myself not to watch Hailey as Craig carries her down the stairs to our staterooms.

“Oh. Yes, please!” Jenny says, then bites her lip as she looks at me, resting her hand on my chest. “Someone has a crush.”

I roll my eyes. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

“This is amazing.” Jenny laughs. “Hailey has gotten through your macho armor. I can sleep with Craig if you want.”

“Speaking of crushes,” I scoff. “You spend enough time with Craig. Come on, let’s get wet.”

She giggles and squeezes my hand. Her bikini is tiny, and her thick nipples are outlined through the small triangles, barely restraining her round breasts. My cock is on board with the familiar thrill of getting to play with Jenny. We kiss as we sink into the hot water, and I enjoy her comfortable presence. Jenny is hot, and I love fucking her. I never think of taking her home or even spending the night. Her heart belongs to Brad, and that suits my bachelor lifestyle perfectly.

Why can’t I stop thinking about Hailey?
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Craig’s body is remarkably firm and thick. My thighs stretch wide to clamp around his waist while he holds one treetrunk of an arm around my back. He grips the rail as he carries me down to the level of our staterooms. He’s the strong, silent type, but Felicia says he’s kind and considerate. I’ve only seen him in action, and our time together outside of the endorphin-fueled romp in the salon has been limited.

Jenny picking Steven was unexpected. My disappointment is silly. I’m still trying to figure out my obsession with Steven. When this cruise is over, we'll part ways. Besides, soon we’ll be on the island and enjoying the freeuse excursion. There will be plenty of other men available. My green band will draw them to me, and I’m excited about experiencing raw hedonism. But tonight, I can’t deny I want to sleep with my bed buddy.

I nuzzle under Craig’s jaw, inhaling his scent. It’s different than Steven’s, and it reminds me of getting pounded by this Hulk while my new friends watched. I nibble on his neck as he carries me down the stairs. He hits the deck where our cabins are and takes me toward the cabin he shares with Felicia. She is probably already in Brad's cabin. I do the math, and determine Steven will take Jenny to his stateroom.

I shake my head, filing that away, and try again to focus on the powerful, sexy man I’m wrapped around. I want to surrender; I’m not comfortable initiating. My ex-husband’s rejection of my advances made me believe I wasn’t attractive. The looks of desire the men on this cruise give me have helped erase that self-image. Jenny and Felicia find me sexy, too. I must continue to work against the ingrained lies I believed until this cruise.

I’m a sexual being, attracted to both men and women, with a preference for men. I want to explore sex of all kinds more than I ever allowed myself to admit. I feel alive when I’m fucking these new friends. It has no strings, and that's what I need, right?

When Stev… When my partner gives me their full attention, I bask in it. I let go, surrender to their will, and get lost in the sensuality of two or more bodies joining in passion. This cruise has opened my eyes to something inside me that I’ve tried to ignore. I can’t hide behind a proper housewife image anymore. I’m accepting my slutty side, embracing it. It’s like a rebirth, how easily I fell into the pleasures of the flesh on this wicked cruise.

The bed bounces under me, interrupting my intrusive thoughts, and I grin as Craig hovers over me. His eyes are dark, but he sees something in my expression and relaxes. He pulls me into his lap sideways as he sits on his bed. I wrap my arms around his neck, watching his eyes. What’s happening?

“You’re into Steven?” Craig asks with a soft confidence. “He’s into you too. He’s trying to ignore it, but I see how he acts around you. Do you want to talk about it?”

I study his eyes. Half of me wants to shake my head and beg him to fuck me. My mind flicks to Steven’s face, and I nod back with a sigh. “I’m trying to be realistic,” I admit. "Whatever we have has an expiration date. Once we’re back home, he gets on with his life, and I return to mine. That’s it.”

“You don’t want to go back home?” Craig asks.

“Fuck, no. It’s the last place I want to be,” I say, biting my lip hard to keep from crying. “That town is full of bad memories, and I don’t like my job. I want to move on and get past my disastrous marriage, but I don’t have the money to start over. I’m on this trip because my sister gave me a free ticket. Once this is over, I’m back to where I was. I dread it, Craig. What’s the matter with me?”

“Two things that I see,” Craig says, running his large hand along my back, the other tracing circles on my knee. “A little bit of a mid-life crisis and more than a little crush on my friend. He’s into you, too, and I’ve never seen him crush on anyone.”

The heated hand on my back soothes me through the slip dress I’m wearing with nothing underneath, not even a bra. Being this close to the muscular man Jenny calls Coach is affecting me. I want and crave him differently from my feelings for Steven. It’s raw and primitive, and my core clenches remembering him fucking me in front of his fiancée. I’m avoiding the conversation, so I sigh.

“I don’t know what to do about it. I can’t think about it, or I’ll get lost in crazy dreams. I want to forget my life, forget the past.” I drop my hand down, opening my legs to reach for his stiff cock. “I want you to fuck away all my thoughts. Make me blank and mindless. I don’t want anything else right now.”

His cock responds to my suggestion, and I slide to my feet, strip off my dress, and sink to my knees. Craig’s eyes darken, even as he grins at me. “You’re more surprising every day,” he says, fingering my cheek. He combs my hair back, and I lean my head against his hand. He stares at me before continuing. “Stick a pin in this conversation. I’m a coach, and I can help you.”

I nod at his clear eyes, looking at him from my knees. It’s like he slides on a mask as his eyes darken. His cock throbs under my hand, and I stroke along its growing length. He stands up, pushes his shorts down, and releases his thick, meaty cock. I moan, thinking of it stretching inside me. I reach for him, wetting my lips with my tongue, and my mouth fills with saliva.

“Yeouch!” I cry out when Craig grips a hank of my hair and pulls me back from his cock.

“I’m in charge,” he says, firmly gripping my hair.

My mind flicks to my safeword for a millisecond, but I relax and nod. “Yes, sir.” I sway on my knees, parting my thighs and mimicking the submissive pose Jenny taught me. “Use me. I’m just your toy.”

As Craig’s demeanor changes into one of dominance, my mind clicks off, and I slip into submission. My body calms, and my mind empties, and I look up at him as his fist tightens in my hair.

“Open.”

My mouth falls open, tongue sticking out, as I stare into his dark eyes. I’m at peace; he’s not going to hurt me. He’ll make me scream, but in passion, not pain. Craig grips around his thickness and presses his blunt, uncut tip against my lips. I hesitate before pushing my tongue against him, tasting his desire. I wag my tongue, rolling his foreskin down. Slurping around his emerging crown, I suck on the tip, and my mouth fills with its musky taste.

“You’re such an eager cock sucker.”

His growl of praise has my pussy clenching in need. I bob on his tip, swirling my tongue and spreading my spit over his hard flesh.

“Spit.”

Gathering up the building fluid in the back of my throat, I rise until his cock is under my chin. I tilt and open my mouth, letting the ball of slick goo dangle from my lips, then drop onto his crown. Instinctively I grip his cock, stroking over the slick fluid and spreading it over his shaft. I cup his heavy balls with my other hand, gripping and tugging.

“You want my cum, little cumslut?”

“Please,” I beg, then push my mouth over his cock.

His grip on my hair lessens as he allows me to bob on his rod. I come alive, my nerves sparking as I work his huge tool deeper into my mouth. I have to pull off and spit again and stretch my lips wide to take him deeper. My pussy aches from clenching around emptiness. I’m torn between wanting him to fill my mouth with his seed or fuck me senseless with his massive dick.

He decides for me, pulling my head away from him. He bends and picks me up like I weigh nothing, then flips me on my belly and pulls me to the edge of the bed. I drop my feet to the floor and lift my ass, looking over my shoulder as he stares at my needy pussy. He silently smacks one ass cheek then the other, and I scream in protest, then whimper as his hands lightly knead away the sharp pain. His fingers dig into my cheeks, and I’m spread open.

It's so nasty to be bent over and spread wide so another woman’s fiancé can see how needy I am. My juices dribble out and down my thigh as Craig traces my lips with his thick thumb. He presses inside and while his thumb isn’t as big as his meaty cock, it still stretches my pussy as he wriggles it in deep. He leans and spits at my asshole before gripping his shaft and lining up behind his thumb.

“Beg.” His voice is deep, strained with desire.

“Fuck me. Use me. Anything. I’m your fuck doll.” I spew back the filthy words as my body tingles, on edge.

Craig grunts and, with a full stroke, drives his cock into me until his hips compress against my ass. My initial scream is muffled by the low moan of lust as my pussy stretches around his magnificent thickness. His thumb plays with the puddle of spit oozing over my asshole, and I gasp when he presses against my ring.

“Fuck, yes. Do it,” I mutter, dropping my head to the sheets. “Fuck me. Finger my ass. Use me however you want.”

My words space out as he starts to go to town, slamming his hips to punch his dick in deep. His thumb works its way inside, and I’m treated to a sharp pain that morphs into pleasure as he sinks into my ass. My hands curl into fists, holding onto the sheet. His muscular thighs slap against my ass and echo in his small stateroom. His cock stirs up the coil of need in my pussy, and I grunt and groan. Words are impossible as I surrender my body to the man pounding into my cunt. I come with a rush, my pussy clamping around his flexing cock.

“Fuck, good girl. Come all over my cock,” he mutters while keeping up his torrential pace.

My body bucks, twitching wildly as his relentless thrusts pull another orgasm from me. The waves begin, echoing bliss as I lose track of how often he makes me come. I’m lost in bliss as he uses my pussy and ass. Surges of pleasure crash through me until he pulls out. I slump to my belly in a heap. He rolls me over, and I look up, blinking at his lust-filled face.

The first shot of cum makes me jerk in surprise before I relax and enjoy the feeling of his hot seed painting my face and chest. When he’s done, he pushes his fat cock head into my mouth, and I swirl my tongue, savoring his pungent taste. Sucking the mess we’ve made from his cock, until he’s clean, my eyes close, and I drift, mindlessly happy.
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After he tenderly cleans his cum from my face and chest, Craig peels back the covers, and I slide inside. He presses behind me, and his massive bulk and warm flesh soothe my frayed nerves. My god, I’ve never been fucked so hard nor come so many times. It’s like his magic cock is an orgasm machine. I close my eyes and breathe steadily, listening as Craig’s breath deepens, and then he snores lightly.

But my eyes won’t stay closed. I stare around his room. It’s pristinely neat, save for the clothes we stripped off on the floor. I'm exhausted, but my brain won’t shut off. I managed to chase the thoughts of Steven away long enough to enjoy a romp with Craig. Now they're roaring back.

To keep my mind from spinning, I think of Felicia. Did she have fun with Brad? They seem like close friends and have a mutual attraction, but there isn’t any spark beyond sexual chemistry. Next, I think about how Jenny and how her toned body would look as Craig fucks her hard. They do have chemistry, at least for their frequent pairings, but it’s clear that Brad owns Jenny's heart. Either of my new friends would quickly fall asleep with the comforting warmth of Craig near. Why can’t I relax?

I shift away from Craig slowly. I don’t want to wake him up, but I need to walk off some energy. I slip on one of my thin wraps and walk down the dark hall. There is movement upstairs, and I walk into the aft parlor to find Britt cleaning up with a tall deck hand helping her out. I never considered how shipboard life works, but this crew makes it seem effortless.

“Can I get a glass of ice water?” I ask when Britt notices me.

“Of course.” Britt nods and puts down her equipment. “I think we have some fresh chocolate chip cookies left from the crew’s dinner. Can I bring you one?”

“That would be awesome, thank you.”

I’m loitering around the parlor while the deckhand steps out on the deck and fades away. A memory of Britt getting railed by Steven while sucking Brad’s cock flashes through my mind. I'm still cycling through the intensity of that emotion when Britt returns with a small plate of cookies and a glass of ice water.

“Here you go.” Britt smiles, and

“Thank you,” I say, taking the plate and glass. “I’m going to the hot tub to look at the stars. I’ll bring the dishes back inside.”

“No need. I’ll clean up when you’re done. Just go back to bed and get some rest.” Britt blushes as she looks at me. I grin, nodding my thanks.

I haven’t hidden my emerging hedonism from the crew. I remember her watching with the rest of them when Craig fucked me in the parlor. Until Captain Dick permitted freeuse at sea for any of us who wore the green band, Britt and Izzy were our designated freeuse crew. I wonder if she misses it? Is she like Holly and keeps the crew's morale high by fucking them when off duty?

Setting my plate and glass on the side of the hot tub, I strip off my robe and slide into the hot, bubbly water. Craig washed me off after he painted me with his cum earlier, which is an odd detail to bring to mind as I relax. I pick up a cookie and carefully take a bite before setting it back on the plate. I love chocolate chip cookies and grin as I look up into the sky.

We left Cozumel after dinner, and now I can see the dark line of hills along the coastline as we cruise south toward Costa Maya. Jenny demands a shopping trip after spending all our shore time at a beach resort. I look forward to shopping with her and Felicia. Steven and the guys will find a bar to watch the game. They didn’t specify which game, and I don’t think it matters.

Taking the last bite of the cookie, I sip some water and sink back into the tub, resting my head on the edge. I startle when the water splashes, then grin as Felicia slides in beside me.

“Can’t sleep,” I say, shrugging.

"I figured as much,” Felicia says. “I decided I would swap with you to sleep with Craig, but when I got there, he was alone. So I started searching.”

“Busted.” I grin. “My mind turned on. Which is rude, considering how much work Craig put in to turn it off.”

Felicia laughs and grins. “Yeah. He’s very good at taking my mind off troubling thoughts. What are you spinning about?”

I level my gaze at her and sigh.

“Ah, Steven?”

“Yeah,” I say, playing with my fingers under the water. “I’m starting to catch feelings I don’t want.”

“Why is that a bad thing?”

“I just got divorced. I’m horrible at relationships, per my dipshit ex.” I shake my head and look up at the stars. “The last thing I need is to jump headfirst into a new relationship.”

Felicia is quiet and then speaks softly. “I can relate to that,” she says, then looks at me. “I’m up because I miss my girlfriend.”

“I didn’t know that you had a girlfriend.”

“She works with Craig, and he knows about us. She’s my submissive, and I’m her domme. We like to role-play with kinky things. At first, it was just fun, you know.”

I shake my head and laugh. “Until this cruise, I wouldn’t have known. But I understand. Suddenly, you and Jenny are the best friends I’ve ever had. Is that just the fun sex hormones?”

“In part,” Felicia says, shrugging. “Sex is a powerful act. It does make everything better. But like anything else, it’s fleeting. It doesn’t last. I think that when we draw close to people with sex involved, bonds form that are difficult to let go of. It’s the hardest thing about open relationships and polyamory. You have to work through those feelings all the time. I had to learn to communicate better with both of my partners.”

We sit in silence, listening to the water bubbling as we stare at the brilliant stars spread across the blackness of night.

“I like Steven. A lot," I confess. "I’m afraid he’ll disappear when the cruise is over. That all I’ll have of him is memories.”

Felicia lets that thought sit, then turns and faces me, leaning close.

“I love Craig, and I love my girlfriend. I love Jenny and Christi. I’m also falling in love with you. This is my polyamory coming out. I want us to remain close, Hailey. I think you can make something work with Steven. I’ve seen how he looks at you. You’re different.”

“How so?” I ask, still working through how she can manage loving five different people.

“I’ve seen him at parties. Nat and I people watch while we snuggle and enjoy seeing the other people play before we start playing. Nat’s my girlfriend; she’s almost Craig’s age, but I’m her domme, so I boss her around.” Felicia says, playing with a loose strand of hair as she smiles while talking about Nat. “Steven is different when he’s with you. At parties, he’s aloof, like he's aware he'll go home alone, so he keeps his distance.”

“I am very comfortable with him,” I admit. “He’s been my protector. He’s always there when I need him.”

“Do you need him now?” When I nod, Felicia flicks her hand towards the interior. “Go. Find him. I saw Jenny slipping out of his room when I left Brad. I know she’s snuggling with her hubs now. I’m going to climb into bed with Craig. I love you, Hailey. Things will work out.”

I lean over, and we kiss. “I love you too,” I say, thumbing over her lip. “Thank you for talking with me.”

Stepping out of the water, I pull the thin robe tight. The thin material sticks to my wet skin and turns transparent. I laugh. Everyone on this ship has seen me naked, and I enjoy that thought as I head inside.

I open the door to Steven’s stateroom, but his bed is empty. I wrinkle my nose as I scan his room. I was sure Felicia said he was asleep in his cabin. A wave of sleepiness hits me, and I leave the empty room, cross the hall, and open my stateroom door. I stop when I see Steven curled into my pillow, his nose pressed to the sheets. My heart thumps, and I gasp.

He snaps up, and I rush him, wrapping him in a hug and kissing him.

“Don’t freak out, okay?” I say, pulling away.

“Okay?” he says, narrowing his eyes. “What’s up?”

“I love you,” I admit, then look down at my hand on his chest before having the courage to peek at him.

Steven grins, his eyes soft as he watches me. “I love you, too. It’s weird.”

“It is.” I laugh, agreeing with him. “Will you hold me and help me sleep?”

He slides back, and I slip in front of him. He wraps his arms around me, and I sink into his arms. I’m on the edge of sleep in no time, as Steven’s gentle breathing tells me he’ll meet me in my dreams.
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We make slow love when we wake up. I’m unsure who woke first, but Steven was all over me when my eyes opened, kissing every inch of skin he could touch.

We kiss slowly, tangling our tongues as my hands caress and explore as if discovering him for the first time. When my need rises, I spread open, and Steven slides between my legs. He enters me, and my heels spur him on as he makes love to me. We stare into each other’s eyes, speechless, as we push together toward another peak. I keep my thoughts and emotions to myself, but they swim in my mind. We don’t repeat our love devotions, but I accept the truth of my feelings for him.

God, I hope he feels the same way.



Things could get messy, and we will struggle with distance, but we sync together so well that maybe we can make it work. I remember seeing him on the pier; he's been present ever since. I saw his love for me reflected in his eyes this morning as we made love. We need to talk about many things but now isn’t the time. After indulging in our morning orgasms, we hold each other tightly as our breathing slows and our bodies quiet.

“Costa Maya today,” I say after a calming snuggle. I didn’t anticipate a day apart from him and am not thrilled, but I’m looking forward to spending time with my new friends. “I can sneak away from the girls if you want.”

“Don’t do that. Enjoy some time with them.” Steven grins at me confidently. “They are great friends, and I know they adore you. I’ll be fine doing guy stuff with Craig and Brad.”

“I’ll miss you,” I say, kissing him lightly.

“I’ll be right behind you, babe,” he says, then shifts off the bed.

He stands naked and looks around at the floor but doesn’t find anything. When I came to my room last night, he must have been naked. I know he and Felicia were together, but he chose to sleep with me. My chest warms at the image of him with my pillow in his face.

“Oh, right. I came in here naked last night.” He laughs at himself.

“I love that you did. Finding you like this in my bed was a nice surprise.” I stand and hug him snugly, and he leans and kisses my forehead. He leaves to get clothes, and I shower quickly before finding a new bikini and a sundress.

When the six of us meet upstairs, we trade smiles around the breakfast table. I grin at Craig, and he blushes. Jenny blows a kiss at Steven, and he rolls his eyes, then leans and kisses my cheek. It’s sweet, but I know Jenny’s not a threat. Brad grins at me, and I blush back. I love this weird group of people. They have included me in their circle, and I love that. The fact that we’re all fucking each other ends up leveling the field. There’s no hint of jealousy as we eat breakfast and talk about the day ashore.

“We’re not leaving the port?” I ask, a little confused about the plan.

“No, we’ll stay in the extended port the cruise ships use. It’s modern and secure. And we can return to the ship easily without worrying about the time,” Brad patiently explains.

“Girl! I saw photos of the mall. It’s going to be amazing!” Jenny nearly vibrates with excitement over shopping.

“I’m a bit nervous,” I confess. “It’s been so long since I bought anything new, and I’m unsure of my size.”

Jenny stares at me, reaching across the table to grip my hands. “We’ve got you! Felicia and I will treat you to a makeover at a spa in the mall. Mani-pedis for all of us, then you get an hour-long massage while we shop for you. Well, and us. But you don’t have to worry about a thing.”

Now I’m even more nervous, and I self-consciously comb my hair. It’s been ages since I’ve pampered myself. Looking at the excitement in my friend’s eyes, I start to catch their enthusiasm. I look over at Steven for his reassurance, and then I scold myself. I’m my own woman now and can decide things without a man’s approval. “I’m in. I trust you guys. I’ll have to pay you back after I get back home.”

“It’s on us, silly.” Jenny grins. “We love you and want to treat you to a girls’ day you will never forget.”

Jenny’s exuberance makes me smile, and I’m grateful for the gift. “I’ll find some way to make it up to you two.” I grin at both of them, and their eyes flash with interest at my low-key innuendo. I flush at the thought of the three of us tangling together like we did during girls’ time out.

Since we don’t have to catch a shuttle, we disembark off the stern and into the port. Where we are moored is a smaller pier set apart from the international terminal filled with gigantic cruise ships. I recall from my research before we embarked that Costa Maya is an island off the coast of Mexico and a popular cruise destination. A sprawling shopping mall connects the two with everything imaginable.

“I can’t imagine what it’s like on that huge ship,” I say as we stroll down the pier.

“Yeah, they seem like a jumble of bodies,” Felicia agrees. “I’m delighted with our intimate little sailing yacht.”

“It’s been amazing,” Jenny says. “The crew takes such good care of us. There is just the perfect amount of space. I think we entertain ourselves very well. Remind me to thank Christi when we see her tomorrow. I think we might need to plan another trip.”

“Tomorrow?” I ask, then shiver. “Oh my god, we’ll be at the island. I’m excited to see my sister and meet your friend, but I’m nervous about the freeuse weekend now.”

“You were looking forward to it,” Felicia says, tilting her head. “What changed?”

“This thing with Steven.” I try to play it off casually, but my expression betrays me.

“Oooh! What is with you and Steven?” Jenny asks lowering her voice like we’re gossiping at a coffee shop.

“It’s new,” I admit, and she hops on her toes, clapping her hands. I just lay it out on the table instead of hiding my feelings. “I told him I love him.”

It sounds so cliché that I want to hide my face in embarrassment but smile instead. Jenny beams at me while Felicia grins knowingly; I told her as much in the hot tub last night.

“Did he say it back?” she asks in astonishment. When I nod, she wraps me up tightly. “Oh, that’s so wonderful! Are you happy?”

“Very,” I say before lowering my eyes. “What does it say about me that I tell a guy I just met that I love him, then the next day, I go off and have a freeuse weekend?”

“Pfft,” Jenny says, “It won’t faze Steven. He’s in the lifestyle. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him jealous.”

“To be fair, I don’t think he’s ever been in love,” Felicia adds. “We’ll be there with you, and so will all the guys. You can strip off the bracelet any time you're uncomfortable. It’s consensual fun. You can always back off.”

“I don’t think I want to,” I say.

“Then don’t. The best thing about our lifestyle is we respect people’s decisions. We don’t shame or condemn. We’ll support you in whatever you decide.”

Jenny takes the lead, and we’re soon sitting in a row of massage chairs getting mani-pedis. Our talk turns to other things, and my mind spins over what she said in my mind. Steven understands what’s happening, and her explanation soothes my anxiety.
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After I finished my massage, we reconnected outside the spa in a small cantina where we agreed to meet. I don’t have to wait long before seeing my two friends, their arms overloaded with shopping bags. Jenny is energized, while Felicia looks like she needs a nap. I grin at them and wave.

“I’ve ordered a pitcher of margaritas,” I say, thinking they’d need a cool drink.”It should be here soon. Along with the nachos and something with shrimp. This is my treat.”

“You’re a goddess,” Felicia gushes. “I need a drink and a nap. How do you have this much energy? In this climate?”

“It’s a gift,” Jenny sasses as she stacks their bags on the fourth chair of the table. “It’s hot and humid, sure. But we’re talking shopping! How do you not get excited?”

I enjoy their good-humored barbs and giggles. They are close friends but have two distinct personalities. Jenny is like a middle-aged cheerleader, peppy and friendly, and her bright smile can encourage you to try anything. Felicia is lower-key, mellow, and peaceful. It might be from her yoga practice or the sober way she listens intently when we talk.

“How was your spa massage, Hailey?” Felicia asks as their banter dies down.

“Intense,” I say, working my shoulders. “I was sore in so many places, but she found all the knots and worked them out. Now I feel loose and limber.”

“You have had quite the workout the last few days.” Felicia grins, and her eyes sparkle. “I think we should keep tonight low-key; what about y’all?”

“I just want to soak in the hot tub for a while, then crawl into bed with Brad.” Jenny stretches with a groan. “Shopping is a gas, but, like Hailey, I’ve been much more active than when we’re back home.”

“What’s that like?” I ask, dying to know more about how they live. “I don’t want to pry, but how do you work these activities with your lives? You both have teenagers, if I recall correctly?”

“It’s much less frequent back home,” Felicia replies. “Our girls are off at camp for the month, and this is the second year we’ve taken a wild vacation. We figure out times, or special occasions, the rest of the year.”

“My mother likes to spend time with Sammy, who adores her grandma. So Brad and I can take a weekend break or party with Christi,” Jenny describes her lifestyle. “We meet for coffee with Christi weekly and plan. She’s been swinging the longest and has some connections around town. But mostly, we live everyday lives.”

“Amelia spends every other weekend with her mother, which has its challenges.” Felicia continues. “The schedule is nice to plan when we can get away. I like to spend time with Nat, and she’s been with us here and there. But Jenny’s right. Most of the time, it isn’t very spicy. We all enjoy a family-oriented daily life and spending time with our friends.”

“You're in Dallas, right?” I can’t help trying to pull more information from them.

“Just to the north. The metroplex is always growing,” Felicia says.

“Yeah, in a wealthy suburb, excellent schools, lots to do. But it has challenges, like living anywhere, I’d imagine.” Jenny smiles and shrugs.

“I'm alone, and I want to move somewhere new. My apartment has too many memories I’d like to forget,” I confess. “I’m not attached to my hometown the way I used to be. When Holly moved to Florida, everything changed.”

“What do you do?” Jenny asks me, helping herself to more of the margarita pitcher.

“I’m an executive assistant for a marketing firm. It’s not much; I only have a high school diploma. We got married early, and … Well, he didn’t want me to get a degree. He said we couldn’t afford it, but I think he felt threatened.”

“That’s a pretty generic background,” Felicia adds. “You could probably move without too much hassle.”

“Where would I go?” I look at them, and they open their mouths in surprise. “What? It’s a fair question.”

“Move to North Dallas, duh!” Jenny exclaims like it would be easy, and Felicia leans in, nodding.

“Oh yes, we could help you find a new job. Christi has lots of connections.”

I press my lips together and look at my encouraging new friends. “Whatever I do, I want to do it for me. I don’t want any handouts or favors. I need to be independent. I never want to rely on a man again.”

“Not even Steven?” Jenny teases, waggling her eyebrows.

“Stop, Jen,” Felicia says, smacking her lightly on the shoulder before looking at me. “You absolutely need to do whatever is best for you. It’s essential to your growth. But I have to say, Steven would treat you right wherever you end up.”

“Even long distance?” I ask. My mind is spinning, and the whole thing is outrageous. I laugh and reach for their hands, and they grab on. “This is ludicrous. I love you two, but we’ve only known each other for a few days. Wonderful days. It’s a great fantasy, but I must prepare for the harsher realities when I return home.”

“Keep an open mind,” Felicia says, squeezing my hand.

“No pressure. We love to dream.” Jenny smiles, leaning and kissing my cheek. “But it’s pretty cool when dreams come true. I’m going to manifest this from the universe.”

As the nachos disappear, we chat about lighter topics. When the girls start collecting their shopping bags, the men wander in and join us.

“Ready to get back to the ship?” Brad asks as Steven wraps his strong arm around my neck, pulling me against him. Butterflies flutter in my belly at the pleasantness of being close to him.

“Yep!” Jenny says. “We need to get back and have a fashion show. We haven’t shown Hailey the new things we bought her. You’ll love some of the things we bought, Steven.”

My cheeks heat up, and I press my face against Steven’s chest to hide my slight embarrassment. He presses his lips to the top of my head and kneads my shoulder.

“Whatever you got her, she’s going to look awesome in it,” Steven says.

His comment surprises me. I’m still trying to purge the negative thoughts my ex filled my head with. To him, a new outfit would make me look fat, or the color was wrong for my complexion. That I accepted his bullshit for so many years stirs difficult emotions. I push away the toxic thoughts and grin up at him.

“Thank you,” I say as I lean up and kiss his cheek. “You don’t know how good it feels to hear you say that.”

Steven’s boyish smile cements my growing feelings for him. It’s been so fast, but it doesn’t seem rushed. As we walk back down the quay, my cheeks hurt from smiling. My new friends are happy. Their husbands are handsome and supportive. My boyfriend—God, is that what he is? I shake my head. It would be easy to keep daydreaming. I have to try to keep my feet on the ground.
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We get back to the ship in plenty of time before it casts off. Our next destination is the island and the freeuse free-for-all I’ve fantasized about since Holly described it over the phone. My little taste of being shared by so many sexy people only makes my imagination run wild. I chew on those thoughts as we board and head down to our staterooms.

Steven pauses outside our opposite rooms, and I turn to face him. He grins as he leans to kiss me, and I eagerly return the kiss. My hands slide down his back to his firm ass, and I squeeze. He emits a sound like a growl or a grunt as his fingers dig into my curvy behind. He pulls away, and I suck my lip between my teeth, peering at him from under my lashes.

“I’m tempted to ravish you right in this passageway,” Steven growls lightly.

“Why don’t you?” I tease, dropping my hand to his groin and gripping his firm manhood. “We have a little bit before dinner. We could cuddle in my bed after until it’s time to eat.”

Jenny’s laugh, followed by Felicia’s giggle, makes me turn toward them as they appear. They walk toward us with their arms full of shopping bags. Jenny smiles, seeing Steven and me, and then winks at me.

“Steven, you’ll have to wait.” She laughs, raising the bags. “I’m calling another girl’s time out. Hailey needs to try on the clothes we bought.”

“Don’t worry,” Felicia joins in. “We got a few things with you in mind. Here.”

She hands him a small pink bag, and Steven’s brow wrinkles as he peeks. He looks at me and closes the bag quickly. His smile tells me he is thinking impure thoughts—at least, I hope so.

“Use it as you’d like,” Felicia explains. “But when you’re done with it, let Hailey keep it, okay?”

“Absolutely,” Steven says before pausing to kiss her cheek. “Thank you. This is unexpected, but welcome.”

“No trouble at all,” Felicia shrugs and nods at Jenny. “We all got something from that store.”

“No cheating,” Jenny adds. “We want to save this for the island. Besides, we need to rest tonight, don’t we?”

“What is it?” I ask, trying to peek inside the bag.

“You’ll find out when Steven is ready for you to find out.” Jenny hooks her arm around my elbow and tugs me to my door. “Open it up. We need a fashion show so you can choose what you’ll wear tomorrow.”

I wave my free hand at Steven, and he opens his door and disappears inside. I grumble lightly, “You cock blocked me.”

“I think you’ll survive.” They laugh, then lead me to my bed. “Sit. Strip.”

“You’re not even going to buy me a drink first?” I laugh but do as I’m told.

While I’m undressing and putting my clothes in the laundry bag, she and Felicia open their bags and start laying out their finds from the port mall. My nipples harden, remembering their bodies tangling with mine. A well of arousal builds in my pussy, and I wonder if I’ll be able to scratch the building itch before dinner.

Felicia empties their shopping haul, stacking lacy lingerie, daring bathing suits, silky robes, and sexy sundresses in separate piles. I want to sort through them as Jenny helps with arranging them, but I’m unsure what to do, so I stand naked, watching my two new best friends unpack. They bought a lot, and I'm self-conscious about them spending money on me. It’s not like my wardrobe didn’t need an upgrade; it’s limited outside of the few new things I bought for the cruise. I would have never considered fitting the stuff they bought into my wardrobe.

I wind through fading thoughts of my difficult marriage, considering how the lack of intimacy grew as my fashion taste lessened. I didn’t dress to attract my husband; what was the use if he withdrew and withheld affection from me? Letting out a sigh, I shake my head and reflect on the male companions on this cruise: Steven, Brad, and Craig. While I spent most of the last few days naked or in a bikini, the men all complimented my sundresses and other casual clothes. Their attentive appreciation helps me push away the darker thoughts of my frustrations with my ex.

Once they are happy with the organization of their gifts, we start trying on the lingerie.

“We guessed at your size, and I think I have a good eye.” Jenny smiles as I pull lacy cups over my generous bust.

“These fit better than the stuff I get at Walmart.” I grin and let my fingers run over the lace and my stiff nipples.

“They better!” Jenny says and cocks an eyebrow at Felicia. “What’s our first rule?”

“Turn away from the big box stores,” she answers, then bends and helps me with the skimpy bottoms with too many strings.

I sway from side to side, modeling for my friends, and admire my reflection in the mirror. The rest of the fashion show moves quickly. They nail my sizes on the first go and remove some of the outfits that don’t fit, so the initial piles grow smaller, too.

“We’ll split what doesn’t fit between us,” Jenny says. “I think we got some that were more for us anyway.”

I giggle as I continue to dress and try on various things. My keep pile grows, and I’m stunned at what this must have cost. “I’ll pay you back,” I say, shaking my head. “This is too much!”

“Nonsense. Brad gave me a gift budget, and we’re well under what he approved. We might have incredible fashion sense, but we’re also bargain hunters.”

“She has a gift,” Felicia agrees, nodding. “She knows where they hide the bargains. My wardrobe has gotten much more fashionable since we started shopping together.”

“Well, I needed to switch up my wardrobe from athleisure outfits to sexy swinger attire,” Jenny explains, waving her hand like it’s nothing. “I was such a gym rat before I became a hotwife. I’ve let go of the body-building look, though. I like my girls too much.”

That explains her athletic, muscular physique, even if her girls are augmented with surgical help. Her toned body makes curves sexy as hell, and her ass has a rounder appearance than mine. Felicia is thinner but just as alluring with how gracefully she moves. They are out of my league, though I know they’d scold me if I admit that aloud. I shake my head and wipe my eyes.

“Hey, hey.” Felicia wraps me in a hug from behind. I’m only in a silky robe, and her body heat warms my back as her arms wrap around me. “Shhh, talk to me, what’s the matter?”

“I…” I can’t concentrate as her fingers brush over my abdomen, trying to soothe me. “You guys. I’ve never had anyone care for me like this, save for my sister. I don’t know how to process it.”

“Just breathe, babe,” Jenny says and hugs me tightly, kissing my cheek. “We enjoy spoiling our friends and forget that it can be too much sometimes.”

“Here,” Felicia’s soothing voice says. “ Lie down.” She pulls me back and pushes the clothes off the bed, lying behind me on the bed.

“Just relax,” Jenny coaches, climbing in front of me.

I focus on breathing and being sandwiched between these two surprising women. They are both sexy and confident. I wish I could say the same thing about myself. I close my eyes, finally relaxing after my cycle of self-doubt.

“Thank you,” I say, caressing my new friends. “Is it almost dinner time? I’m starving.”

“Yeah.” Felicia leans, kisses my cheek, and then swings to stand by the bed. “I felt the boat move; we must be getting underway.”

“Finally,” Jenny says and squeezes my hand before I can cup her breasts. “When we wake up tomorrow, we’ll arrive at the island. Let’s get to the salon and see what’s for dinner.”

I blink at her, thinking we could be late for dinner if we had some fun. It’s been a long day, and it feels like forever since Steven and I enjoyed a shower. She grins as she rolls off the bed and stands by Felicia. Felicia tosses me a sundress, and I reluctantly twist to sit up and then rise to my feet.

“We’re going to rest tonight,” Jenny says, hugging me after I pull the sundress down. “No more orgasms until we’re on the island. We need to be hungry, right Felicia?”

“Well, I’m hungry for food,” Felicia winks and prods me toward the door of my stateroom. “But I agree; no sex tonight. Cuddles and caresses, but save the fun stuff for the freeuse shebang.”

“She-bang?” I open the door and head down the passageway to climb the stairs.

“Oh yeah, she BANG!” Felicia cracks and starts laughing. “I can’t wait for all our banging tomorrow.”

A shiver runs through my body at the thought of a freeuse weekend. When we reach the dinner table, the men are waiting for us. The ship is coasting through the waters, leaving Costa Maya, and the sun is about to set. I settle between Steven and Brad while Craig winks at me across the table.

“Are you excited?” he asks, grinning. “I think you’re going to have a blast.”

“I’m nervous,” I admit, biting my lip. “Will you guys look out for me? I can remove the bracelet if it gets to be too much. But I want to know some friends are looking out for me.”

“We got you, Hailey,” Brad says, taking my hand while Steven squeezes my thigh. “We always look out for our friends.”

Izzy and Britt start serving us dinner and then the table quiets as we start eating. I play with my food, poking at the tender fish and rice. Their words reassure me, but I’m anxious about what’s to come. I hope I’ll get to see Holly before things get wild.
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After dinner, Steven takes me and walks with me up to the forecastle. The humid heat has lessened with the setting sun, and the breeze cools my skin. We stand quietly, staring at the sea as the boat glides through the water, the steady thrum of our engines barely audible. For all my nervousness over what will happen tomorrow, I’m calm with Steven’s arm around my waist. I lean against his side, tracing my fingers along his chest.

“Are you okay with me wearing the green wristband?” I ask softly, deciding to say what’s on my mind. Steven’s quiet after my question is disconcerting as he stares into the night sky.

“Yeah,” he finally says, then looks at me. His arm lifts, and his fingers brush a lock of stray hair off my cheek. His thumb runs along my jaw. “I don’t want you to miss a new experience. I can’t let my possessiveness limit your freedom.”

“Your possessiveness?” I ask, short of breath.

“I didn’t know you when we started this cruise.” Steven’s eyes glint from reflections from the ship’s running lights as I stare at him. “I thought you would be a fun friend to share a cruise with. I didn’t expect to catch any feelings.”

“I didn’t either,” I confess, rising on my toes to kiss his lips.

The kiss starts lightly, but when Steven’s hand slides behind my head, we deepen the kiss like it’s our source of oxygen. I don’t want it to end; the way his body feels against mine, how his tongue twists with mine, how he holds me securely. I'm dizzy with lust and decide to throw Jenny’s rules overboard.

“Stay with me tonight,” I say when we finally part. “I want you beside me.”

His eyes stare into mine as he nods and takes my hand. We pace down the decks, taking the nearest ladder to the deck where our staterooms are. We sweep into my stateroom together, eager and impatient. We kiss again, moaning at the taste of each other, pulling at our clothes.

I undo his shorts while he pushes the straps of my sundress off my shoulders. We both dance, wriggling out of our clothes. I start trying to work Steven’s shirt open, but he pushes my hands away and then rips his shirt open with buttons popping across my room. My fingers dance over his warm skin, tracing the lines of his muscles as he pushes his shorts and underwear down.

“Please,” I gasp before our mouths collide, kissing with deep hunger. Tracing my fingertips along his erect shaft, I wrap my hand around him and stroke. “I need you inside me, Steven.”

We stare at each other as I slide back on my bed until my head hits the pillows. Our eyes lock together as Steven crawls onto the mattress, then between my open thighs. He drops his gaze to my sex, licking his lips before meeting my eyes again. When his mouth starts devouring me, I arch back and grind my hips against him. His tongue flicks over my clit, then down, tracing between my slick lips.

My nipples are rigid when I grip my breasts, tugging at the sensitive tips as Steven eats me out like he’s starving. When he fits two fingers in me, I moan with lust as he stretches my tight passage. I want more than his mouth and fingers, so I drop my hands to his head, fingers curling in his sandy blonde hair. I can’t help working my hips, grinding my slick folds over his lips and nose before I tug his head up.

“Inside me,” I gasp, staring into his lust-darkened eyes. “Please, I need you inside me.”

I sound so desperate, but his eyes betray his passion as he climbs over my body. His mouth engulfs one nipple, sucking on it hard while gripping his cock and dragging through my needy core. My breath hitches as his tip slides over my clit, then explodes out in a moan of need when he shifts and slides in. My thighs stretch wide as my lower legs wrap around him, my heels digging into his ass.

“Yes,” I gasp as he starts a steady pace. I groan needily, wanting more but also loving Steven’s controlled thrusts that fill me with every stroke. He moves his mouth to my other breast; his upper body curved over mine as I run my fingers through his hair.

I don’t want this to stop. My need for him grows as my core tightens, but it’s not just lust and passion. Something in my core swirls with desire as our bodies meet and part. I’ve never felt this way, and I hardly know Steven, but it’s like we’re made for each other.

My mind spins as he plays with my body like a master pianist. His hands grab my wrists and pull them over my head. His core tightens as he drives his hips, staring at me with his blue eyes dark with lust and need.

“You’re mine.”

“Yes! Yours!”

“Mine, Hailey.”

He jerks his hips, snapping his length in deep. I come apart hearing his possessive claim on me, body and soul. I tense as my thighs clamp against his sides, and the first jet of his seed erupts inside me.

“Fuck, Hailey.” His hips snap, driving deep, then draw back as he growls and pumps more of his cum in jets.

“Oh, Steven, fuck!” I cry out as I crash into a second wave of bliss, my pussy gripping his cock as I gush around his pulsing root. “Oh god, I love you.

I slam my lips together, and my eyes widen at how easily I express my feelings for him. We’ve said it before, but I didn’t expect to fall in love so quickly. He keeps grinding his hips, grunting, and I’m not sure he heard me. My heels dig into his ass as I grind my hips into him. When Steven’s blue eyes lock on mine, I know he heard what I said. My eyes soften as he leans down and kisses me softly. Our kiss deepens as our bodies shiver from our release, my core tightening, swimming in bliss and afterglow.

“I love you, too,” Steven says, looking into my eyes. “I love you, Hailey.”

I nod, then close my eyes when his intense stare becomes too much. I am more attached to him than I ever was to my ex-husband. I sense he doesn’t tell other women this, and I shiver when I open my eyes and stare into his.

“Yours,” I say, nodding. “I’m yours.”
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We make love throughout the night, falling asleep entangled, then waking and starting again. I know I’m getting addicted to orgasms, as many as Steven lavishes me with. We have so much to discuss, but I get lost in his eyes, and my body ignites, and we go at it again. My body belongs to him, and my heart belongs to him. It’s my mind that is warring with the other two.

I stir as light shines through the porthole and open my eyes. There is another mast beside our boat, and there are voices outside. The ship sways as the engines whine, and the passing masts slow to a stop. Climbing out of bed, I peek out the window and see a ship like ours beside us. Men handle lines, pulling our boat into position alongside each other and securing our stern to the quay.

Steven leans over my shoulder and kisses my cheek as he wraps his arms around me. The heat of his chest against my back comforts me, and I lean back into his shoulder, my mind stitching together while I breathe in his scent.

“We’re here,” I say, then turn around, wrapping my arms around him. “Do you want to meet my sister?”

He kisses me, then leans back and nods. “I’d love to, but I should get dressed. I really should move my things into your cabin, but…”

He winks, and I shrug. It’s a small thing; he’s slept in my bed more than his own. But the thought of him taking up space in my domain knots my stomach. I don’t doubt our love, but I’m still raw from my divorce, and everything seems to be moving so fast.

He turns to the door, leans down to pick up his clothes, but pauses to look back at me. I nod, like he needs permission to leave them in my room. His grin stirs butterflies, and I tremble.

“I’ll be right back,” he says, leaving his clothes on the floor of my stateroom. “We can go topside whenever you’re ready.”

After he leaves, I gather our dinner clothes, plopping them on the bed to fold neatly and then moving them to a drawer in my dresser. His pile stacked beside mine feels strangely fitting. I grab one of my new sundresses and lay it on the bed atop the rumpled sheets. The light-blue bikini I picked fits perfectly, and I slide the blue flowered sundress over it.

My stomach is rumbling as I smooth out the dress and look at my reflection. The smile I see on my face broadens as my door opens, and Steven walks inside. He’s dressed in white Bermuda shorts and a blue, floral Hawaiian shirt.

“We match.” I grin and meet him at the door.

I carry my sandals in one hand as I walk beside him. Steven shifts his hand to the small of my back as we head to the ladder and topside. I’m nervous. I haven’t seen my sister in years outside of Facetime calls.

My mind spins with thoughts; today is the official start of the freeuse weekend. We have some time before the freeuse clock starts, and I’m nervous about what that will be like. The green wristband is already on my wrist, and I’m unsure if Steven even noticed it. We never clarified if our new feelings for each other changed things. He’s used to having open relationships, and I want to see what happens. It’s not like I’ve been exclusively his during our cruise, nor has he been mine.

As I climb to the main deck and look aft, I exhale to soothe my nerves. The ship is moored alongside Holly’s boat, both sterns facing the small cement quay. Captain Dick is at the gangway, and I see another uniformed man striding up from the pier toward him. The eyes of the man flick to mine, and he grins like he recognizes me. Steven steps alongside me and pulls me against his side.

The two captains shake hands, and I see Holly standing on the gangplank. She waves at me, bouncing on her toes and saying something to Captain Dick. He nods, and she hops off the gangplank. Without thinking, I leave Steven’s side, and Holly and I meet, wrapping each other up in tight hugs, squealing.

“Hailey, you look so good!” Holly says, taking a step back to examine me.

“You too, sister!” I say. She’s wearing a variation of her uniform, which reminds me of Izzy and Britt’s skimpy outfits. She is vibrant and full of smiles as she looks over her shoulder.

“Mike, this is my sister, Hailey.” She waves her hand toward me.

“I’m Mike Weaver,” he says, shaking my hand. “I knew you were Holly’s sister at first glance.”

I grin, and look back at Steven, then wave him up. As he comes to my side, I smile at Holly.

“This is Steven.” I grin at her, wanting her approval.

She grins and then hugs him tightly. “You’re taking good care of my sister, I can tell.”

He steps back, then turns toward Mike. “Steven Butler. Nice to meet you both.”

The boat fills with the rest of our party, and I step back, introducing Holly to my friends. Jenny, Felicia, Brad, and Craig are all smiles. Captain Dick claps his hands together.

A tall man with silver hair, and a confident bearing climbs up the gangplank, and we quiet as he steps aboard.

“Welcome to Playa Cabana. Please call me Mark. I’m the owner of Fantasy Unlimited,” he says, then waves toward the dock where an Asian woman stands at the base of the gangplank. “We have a breakfast set up for all of you. Please follow Lisa there, and we’ll get started. We have a lot to discuss before the fun begins at noon.”

I’m still a bundle of nerves as I fall behind Mike and Holly with Steven alongside me. There is a line of people waiting with leis and handing out flutes of champagne as we disembark the ship. We walk to the end of the pier, where a three-story building is set off from the shore. As we file inside, I realize it’s a hotel conference area but a little worn around the edges. Lisa leads us to a large banquet room, where tables are scattered around the room with people already sitting down. Jenny squeals as she races toward a brunette, and Felicia is on her heels.

“Christi!!” Jenny wraps her friend uptight, and they lean back to look at each other. Felicia leans and hugs her. I can tell the three of them are close friends.

“Hailey!” Jenny says, waving me over. "Meet our friend, Christi. She organized your cruise, so have her to thank for everything.”

I reach out to shake her hand, and she skips it and pulls me into a hug. “It’s so good to meet you, Hailey. Mark filled me in that Holly had a sister aboard the Pineapple Princess. I hope you enjoyed your cruise. This weekend is going to be wild.”

Her confident expression and fun smile win me over. “It’s been life-changing,”

I turn to find Steven as he walks past me and hugs Christi. She tosses her head back, laughing. Another man steps beside her and hugs Steven tight, patting him on the back. I smile, realizing that it must be Christi’s husband.

“Will, this is Hailey,” Steven says, turning back to me. “I think you might see much more of her once we return from this vacation.”

I grin broadly as the introductions continue. Mark’s wife, Kirsten, is stunningly beautiful. Brandon is Mark’s business partner, and his wife, Meghan, is cheerful with brown curls. We meet the rest of Holly’s cruise, and I shake hands with Steph, who gives me a wink.

“Hols’s sister, Hailey, right?”

“That’s me,” I say, then connect that she was the one Holly was with on our last Facetime call. My cheeks heat as we greet each other. There are many people between the two crews and passengers, and I know I won’t remember everyone’s name. We sort ourselves out and start to take our seats. Steven and I sit with the rest of our cruise mates. Christi and Will sit with us. Holly sits with Mike at Mark’s table, along with Dick.

As breakfast is served, I grab Steven’s hand under the table. I’m nervous but also excited. Everyone seems warm and friendly, but I’m anxious about what will happen this afternoon. Steven smiles at me, squeezing my hand to comfort me. I smile back. We have a lot to talk about. I’m curious about what he meant about after this vacation. I look around at the other tables, noticing a lot of men from the ship’s crews. They’re all rugged and handsome.

I don’t know what will happen when the freeuse excursion begins, but I’m ready. All the women I’ve met wear green wristbands. That sends a thrill up my spine, knowing what it means and knowing I won’t be alone.
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Thank you for reading. Please rate and review. Your feedback is vital to independent authors like me. To learn more about the adventure ahead, please sign up for my newsletter and claim a free book

Preparing for Paradise

read.hankdolworth.com/preparing-for-paradise


FREEUSE CARIBBEAN CRUISE
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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
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Hank Dolworth Collection Series

includes the following:

	Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast 

	Freeuse Stowaway 

	Study Buddies with Benefits 

	Jenny, the Soccer Mom 




read.hankdolworth.com/hdcollection


ABOUT THE AUTHOR


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

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

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

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

read.hankdolworth.com/freebies
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