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		one

		

		The ship is beautiful, and we’re lucky to be on a cruise paid for by Nicole’s company, Davenport Technologies, but I can’t help being annoyed by the prospect of spending eight days trapped on a ship with my wife’s boss, Grayson Hunt. Things got weird the last time we were all confined together at a luxury resort in Big Sky country. For me, anyway. Everyone else had a great time. I can’t help but fear Hunt has an ulterior motive for scheduling another “team building” getaway so soon after the last one.

		I couldn’t believe it when Nicole told me about this trip and expected us to go. We were in the kitchen of our brand-new home when she told me. It’s a massive upgrade thanks to the substantial pay increase she received after that last getaway, with beautiful slate countertops, matching backsplashes, and appliances hidden behind herringbone patterns, but I hate it. The house feels like payment for services rendered—by my wife—to Grayson Hunt.

		“I can’t not go,” she said, hand on her hip while she gave me that exasperated look I’m far too familiar with.

		“I think you’ve got a pretty good fucking excuse after the last executive weekend.”

		Nicole stared at me. She didn’t have a good comeback for that. “That’s not going to happen again, Justin. Everything just sort of came together for one crazy night, but I won’t put myself in that position again. I’ve made that very clear to Gray.”

		“I doubt he believes that.” I didn’t believe it. I still don’t.

		Hunt is a man who’s used to getting what he wants. And he very much wants my wife in his bed. He got it once—and she told him it wouldn’t happen that time, too—so why wouldn’t he think he could get her again? I know hard he made Nicole come. I’ll never forget it. I was there.

		“I don’t care what he believes. You shouldn’t either. Either you trust me, or you don’t.”

		“It’s not that simple, Nicole. You know it’s not. It can’t be after that night.”

		We’ve talked this to death, Justin. Why can’t you just move on? Everyone else has.”

		Nicole’s jaw was set, and her blue eyes blazed. She was tired of having this conversation, tired of my insecurity. I know because she tells me every time it comes up. But I don’t know how it’s insecurity when I know Grayson Hunt wants to fuck my wife, and I know she wants to fuck him, too. Those moans are seared into my brain. Yesss…yesss…fuck me, Gray…fuck me deep…ohmygod…ohhh please…

		My problem with Grayson Hunt started long before the night he won Nicole’s body in a poker game. I knew he wanted to fuck my wife from the first time I met him. He fired virtually every other member of the executive team—except for Nicole—when his father bought Davenport Technologies. She had to know it, too, which is why I always felt like she was gaslighting me. And then that night proved me right.

		“Sorry that I’m having trouble moving on from seeing another man fuck my wife,” I replied.

		“No one made you watch. I thought you being in the room was a terrible idea.”

		“I wasn’t sending you off alone with him. That would have been much worse.”

		“Are we ever going to make our peace with this, Justin? I didn’t cheat on you. Not only were you there, but you encouraged me to do it. But now you want to treat me like some kind of whore.”

		Hunt paid a hundred grand to fuck you. And then you got a huge raise on top of it. If that doesn’t make you a whore… That’s an unfair thought. I’d never say it to her. She was right. I did encourage her to go into that bedroom with him. My reasons for that were complicated, and I don’t understand them to this day.

		“I don’t think you’re a whore, babe. I’m sorry. I encouraged you because I couldn’t bear the thought of you lying there and just enduring it. If you were going to do it…”

		Nicole came to where I stood beside the kitchen island. It was bigger than the entire kitchen in our first place. We’d come up in the world, but at what cost? She touched my arm. “I should enjoy it? But I enjoyed it too much, didn’t I? You weren’t prepared for me to like it that much?”

		“Nic…”

		“I’m sorry if that night hurt you, honey, but I can’t apologize forever. Especially when I didn’t really do anything wrong,” she said, her voice softening.

		Nicole wasn’t unsympathetic, but her sympathy had limits. We’ve been together since high school, and she’s always been the suck it up and move on type. I love her for who she is, but I don’t understand why she can’t get that this is more complicated than she wants it to be.

		I didn’t do anything wrong was a gross oversimplification. I begged her not to go to Hunt’s room that night. I had to go find her when I woke up alone in the middle of the night. And she was the one who wagered our entire new house fund in a poker game. Nicole has an annoying tendency to gloss over her flaws. I think it’s because she’s always been daddy’s little princess who could do no wrong. That instilled in her that unwavering self-confidence I love, but it has its downsides.

		“Besides,” she continued, “I wasn’t the only one who enjoyed it, was I?”

		“Nic, that’s not fair…”

		“Why not?” The annoyance in her eyes became something else. My wife knew how to be playful and seductive when she needed to be. She’d always known just how to get the attention she so loved. “Why isn’t it fair to remind you of the part you played that night? Do I need to remind you how hard you were afterward?”

		“No,” I confessed. It was barely a whisper.

		“Do you remember how quickly you came when you screwed me back in our room? When you felt my used pussy, Justin?”

		I was sweating out of nowhere. “Uhn, no…”

		“I remember. I remember the fire in your eyes while you watched him take me. I know how hard you get when we talk about this in bed.”

		“That’s not the point, Nic…”

		Nicole grabbed my cock through my chinos, cutting off my words. I needed her to touch it, but I didn’t want her to know how hard that talk made me. “That’s exactly the point. Maybe I can’t understand what you got out of watching me and Gray, but I don’t judge you for it because I love you. I was happy to relive it for you, but you wanted to stop that.”

		“Nic…”

		It was hard to get words out because my wife is very skilled at teasing a cock. I’ve spent our marriage trying not to think about how she picked up those skills during that break we took back in college. I knew I was being manipulated, but I couldn’t resist. There was truth under the manipulation anyway. That was the worst part. I had no moral high ground to take.

		“You told me that night that you love me. You said you wanted that for me and that you didn’t want me to have any regrets. Was that a lie, Justin?”

		“No, I meant it, but Nic…”

		“Then don’t you see how unfair it is that you keep holding that night against me? I can’t take it back, Justin. And I don’t think you want me to.” She unbuckled my belt and opened my pants.

		I groaned when I felt her warm hand on my hotter dick. She slowly stroked me, and even dry, it felt so good. I couldn’t think clearly, but even if I could’ve, I don’t know if I’d want to take that night back. I’ve struggled with it so much, but it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. I meant everything I told her that night, but I didn’t know then that I’d struggle so much with it. Nicole slipped to her knees on the black and white tiled kitchen floor.

		“Nic, Marley…” I moaned. I was worried, but didn’t stop her.

		“My dad won’t be here with her for twenty minutes. I have a feeling you’re not going to need half that,” she teased with a wicked smile. Her eyes twinkled when she slipped me between her lips. I don’t know which she loves more, teasing me or sucking dick.

		“Nic…this doesn’t…change anything…”

		My wife didn’t stop but sucked harder. She didn’t believe me. I understand why.

		And that’s how we ended up being shown into a mini-suite on the Princess of Adventure, where we’d be trapped at sea for eight days with Grayson Hunt and the other bros he’d installed at Davenport Technologies. Nicole is the only woman in upper management.

		After she swallowed my load, she informed me that she was going on the team building retreat whether I went or not, knowing full well I wouldn’t just send her out to sea with her boss without me. She was also right that we didn’t need the full twenty minutes. My head filled with visions of Grayson Hunt’s cock in my wife’s mouth, and I fed her my cum in about five.

		The porter opens the door and follows us into the cabin with our bags. I’m impressed. The mini-suite isn’t any larger than a standard mid-grade chain hotel room, but it’s sizable for a cruise ship. I expected a shoebox-sized cabin. Hunt is many things, but cheap is not one of them.

		A queen-sized bed takes up most of the first section , but a small sitting area with a couch is beyond and opens onto a balcony with an actual ocean view. I try to tell myself this won’t be so bad. At least I’ll have plenty of room to stretch out when I watch Hunt fuck my wife.

		“Isn’t this great?” Nicole asks. She’s practically bouncing. I think she hopes her enthusiasm will rub off on me.

		“Yeah, it’s awesome,” I mumble.

		Nicole tips the porter, but he is more interested in her other tips. The small Latino man has been eyeing up my wife like he thinks he’s got a shot with her. I’m offended he thinks he can do it right in front of me, even if I can’t quite blame him. She’s dressed for that kind of attention. Nicole didn’t let a day of traveling get in the way of looking good. I can’t help but think it’s for Hunt’s benefit.

		Her short floral-print dress has been turning heads all day at both airports, on our ride to the dock, and downstairs in the ship’s lobby. It has a low V-neck, and I don’t think she’s wearing a bra because of the thin straps—Nicole’s been jiggling like she’s not. Her nips are tight points in the thin fabric.

		“You’re not going to sulk for this whole cruise, are you?” she asks.

		“I’m not sulking,” I insist, even though I am. “I’m just wary. I don’t trust Hunt.”

		“But you trust me, right?”

		“Of course.” I hope that sounds more convincing than it feels.

		“I did not come here to screw Gray. And I don’t think he’d spend all this money just to get me in bed again.”

		She takes my arm and steers me out onto the small balcony. We’re still docked in Miami, so the view isn’t great, but I appreciate her trying to get me to loosen up. Still, I think Hunt put a hundred grand on the line to fuck you. He’d pop for a nice cruise. Nicole turns me to face her. She knows I can’t refuse her when she flashes those baby blues at me.

		“Besides, why would Gray and I have to go away to have sex with each other? I see him every day. Don’t you think we could just grab a hotel room for lunch? Or just do it right in the office?”

		Nicole grins. I know she sees the dark excitement that flashes across my face. Obviously, I’ve considered my wife never stopped fucking her hot, younger boss. I’m not a fool. The only reason I haven’t insisted on her finding another job is because I’m afraid she might divorce me. Nicole is right. Either I trust her, or I don’t. I swear I do, but that doesn’t mean I can control the dark thoughts that come when I’m alone.

		I’ve thought about the myriad ways Hunt could have used her body for the last few months. Bent over his desk. Bent over her desk. In one of the restrooms with the door locked. On the conference room table after hours. That one, in particular, gets me every time Nicole works late. But my wife is not a liar, and she swears it’s never happened. Either I trust her, or I don’t.

		“I trust you, babe. I do. But don’t try to tell me he doesn’t still want it. You used to insist he didn’t want to fuck you until he proved you wrong that night.”

		“I just always thought he was a bad frat boy type. I never took any of his comments seriously. He knows I’m married, and he knows I love my husband. I don’t think you get what it’s like being a woman in business, Justin. The little comments and looks when they think you aren’t paying attention are constant. I wouldn’t be able to work if I stopped whenever some man leered at me.”

		“I get it, Nic. I do. It’s just now that it happened once, he thinks he can make it happen again. I’m a guy. I know guys. Maybe I should have married a less attractive woman.”

		Here’s the thing about that. I know I outkicked my coverage, as they say, with Nicole. People look at us and wonder how a guy like me got a girl like her. But I was lucky enough to get in early. We’ve been together since we were teenagers. I think we were a more realistic physical match back then. But sometime in her mid-thirties—about ten years ago—Nicole magically stopped aging while I became another middle-aged dude with a receding hairline and a dad bod. I know I could never get Nicole now.

		She laughs. “I could put on twenty or thirty pounds. Listen, honey. It doesn’t matter what Gray thinks. I hope he does get blue balls every night thinking about what we did because it would serve him right. There is only one man I love. And that’s you, Justin.”

		“I will try to chill out. I promise.”

		“This is going to be amazing. I don’t think it will be possible for you to be miserable the whole time. Especially when you see some of the things I packed.”

		Wait until Hunt sees them. I can’t help thinking it. That bastard will write the biggest check of his life if he sees her in a bikini. Nicole isn’t for sale, I remind myself. She pulls me into a tight hug and then gazes up at me.

		“All this talk of Gray and I having sex has you hard again, doesn’t it?”

		“No,” I lie. “It’s thinking about you in those outfits.”

		“Right. You know, sometimes I think you’re protesting too much, and you want it to happen again.”

		“I don’t.”

		Nicole grabs me through my shorts. They’re dad, cargo shorts, of course. “Let’s go inside, and I’ll give you a lie detector test. You can tell me all the things you don’t want Gray to do to me.”

		“Nic…” I groan, but I don’t fight it when she leads me back into the cabin by my dick.

		

	
		

		two

		

		Nicole received a text from Hunt while we were making love, suggesting we meet up for drinks before dinner. I’d say that it feels like we can’t even escape the bastard while we’re in bed, but he was there with us anyway—in spirit, at least. Nicole knew why I was so hard when she led me to bed, and she teased me about it while we had sex.

		“His dick was so big, baby. I thought it would hurt, but it felt so good…” she whispered while she rode me. When we got close, she teased, “God, baby…make me come…make me come as hard as he did…”

		My wife claims she doesn’t understand why I’m turned on by that night, but she seems to know just what to say to get me coming so hard it hurts. I see the light in her blue eyes when she does it. The dirty talk turns Nicole on as much as it does me.

		We were never a dirty talk couple before Grayson Hunt. It’s another way he’s changed us. I took my wife’s virginity nearly twenty-five years ago, and in all that time, I’d never heard her beg to be fucked until she was in bed with her boss. Nicole is a proper Southern lady. Cursing isn’t a thing she typically does, but that’s also changed.

		I scroll through my sports betting app while waiting for Nicole to be ready. Some things don’t change whether we’re on land or at sea. At least the ship has decent wi-fi. Nicole steps around from the tiny bathroom, and I nearly drop my phone. It’s wrong, but my first thought is, Hunt’s going to love her in that.

		The strappy metallic pink dress fits her like a second skin. It’s not short, but it doesn’t need to be. The slit is dangerously high and nearly shows everything when she takes a step, which also exposes her strappy platform heels. The ankle straps are encrusted with little spikes. Nicole must have done her nails because her toes match the dress. Her lips are a similar pink, and her raven hair is pulled into a sleek ponytail hanging forward over her right shoulder. I know it’s paranoid, but I’m sure my wife dressed up for Hunt.

		“Are you ready? We’re going to be late,” she says. I don’t even comment, but I just tuck my phone away in my jacket. When I stand, she says, “Oh, you look so sharp, baby. I’m going to need to keep my eye on you.”

		I laugh. “No one will even notice me standing next to you.”

		“You’re sweet to say that.” She kisses my cheek but lightly so as not to mess up her lipstick.

		I’ve never been happier to have a specialty app in my life. Without the one provided by the cruise line, we’d never navigate our way through the labyrinth ship to find The Nautical Nook Bar. The large space is lively before the main dinner seating. A large circular bar in the middle is staffed by a crew of bartenders. High, circular booths around the edges serve as small nooks that foster intimate conversation. I scan the room before we step down into it, but I can’t pick Hunt out of the crowd. Nicole is busy with her phone. I know it makes sense, but I hate that she and Hunt have each other’s cell numbers.

		“Gray says they’re in a booth on the left.”

		The booths are difficult to see into unless you stand beside them. Each has a dim, recessed fixture that provides intimate lighting. I apologize several times when I stick my head into occupied booths. We find Hunt on the fifth try.

		“There you guys are. I was about to send out a search party,” he says, slipping out of the booth to hug my wife. His hand on the small over her back looks like it wants to stray to her ass. Nicole’s kiss on his cheek lingers longer than the one she gave me in our room and leaves a lip print.

		“Oops, sorry. Let me get that,” she says, rubbing his stubbled cheek with her thumb.

		“It’s okay. Taylor isn’t the jealous type,” he replies. “Justin, good to see you again.”

		“Yeah,” I grumble, accepting his crushing handshake. He towers over me because he’s got about five inches on me. I’d say he’s trying to prove a point after he fucked my wife, but he’s always tried to prove his superiority that way.

		Hunt looks like the stud he is. Nicole complimented my suit, and it’s the nicest one I own, but his looks custom-tailored. The man is incredibly fit, with the cut body of a male model, and the blue suit with its metallic undertones is fit to show that off. I don’t look down because I don’t want to know how snug his pants are.

		His words don’t click in my head until we join the group in the booth. There are three others: Lawrence and Melanie Garvey, and Taylor. The last time I saw Taylor, at the retreat in Big Sky country, she was with Vince Mazzeo, one of the frat brothers Hunt brought into Davenport when his father put him in charge. Mazzeo is nowhere to be found. Hunt slides in beside her. They’re clearly together now.

		I can’t say I’m surprised Taylor was done with Mazzeo after that trip. He dragged her into the high-stakes poker game where Hunt won my wife’s body. First, Hunt took the girl’s blouse and bra in winning poker hands, which is how I know her left nipple is pierced. Finally, he humiliated his friend by making him go down on Taylor until she came—in front of the group. I was shocked when she agreed to it. I knew then that she’d lost all respect for Mazzeo, but I’m stunned she ended up with their tormentor. Maybe she heard the way Hunt made Nicole scream that night.

		Taylor got off lightly compared to the Garveys. I still can’t understand why the outwardly normal middle-aged couple played Grayson Hunt’s games. Hunt Sr. sent Lawrence Garvey to ensure the young man didn’t bungle his investment, and Garvey always seemed like the adult in the room when Nicole didn’t fill that role. He was the one person at that company I related to.

		The Garveys revealed a whole other side that night. Melanie, a pretty blonde thickening with age but still sexy, was topless like Taylor when I got to that party. Seeing the dignified woman sitting with her tits out like it was nothing was more shocking than Taylor answering the door to Hunt’s suite in her bra. That should have alerted me there was more to Melanie than meets the eye.

		Before Taylor was ordered to come in front of the group, Lawrence lost his final hand, and our host instructed Melanie to jerk her husband off in front of the group until he came on her tits. The former Midwestern beauty queen cheerfully got on her knees and followed instructions. It was like being lost in a dirty Twilight Zone episode.

		Melanie smiles when she sees me. I swear she flirted with me that entire weekend, despite our both being married and her having about ten years on me. Her massive, pale tits are pushed up by a sparkly, baby-blue strapless evening gown. She’s still pretty, but I can see how she was a true stunner in her prime.

		“Justin! I’m so thrilled to see you. I was so excited when Lawrence told me you were coming along,” she says.

		“Well, we were invited. Why not accept a free cruise, right?” I don’t add that I’m here under protest because I wasn’t going to send Nicole off for eight days with her horny, well-hung boss.

		“Why not, indeed?” Hunt echoes. “I’m glad to have you along, Buckley.”

		He always calls me Buckley, and I know it’s intentional. That’s Nicole’s last name. Mine is Wilson. I guess I’m not a man because I didn’t force my wife to take my name.

		“Is this everyone?” Nicole asks. “Where’s the rest of the team? Vince and Carlos?”

		“Carlos isn’t here because Sloane wouldn’t let him come,” Hunt chuckles. His look conveys the unsaid part. The guy’s a pussy for letting his wife control him. “I’m glad you let bygones be bygones and didn’t keep Nikki from having fun, Buckley.”

		It grates on me every time I hear the bastard call her Nikki. My wife was Nikki when we met as sophomores in high school, but she became Nicole when she started college because she thought she needed an adult name to be taken seriously. Her father is the only other person she allows to call her Nikki.

		Nicole jumps in before I can wipe the smug look off his face. “Vince?”

		“I think he stayed home for the obvious reason.” Hunt allows a side glance at Taylor. His hand looks like it’s in her lap under the table. I hope they’re holding hands, although it would be hot if the girl let Hunt finger her right at the table.

		“So, it’s just the six of us?” Nicole continues.

		“Just the six of us. I thought this could be more of a vacation than a working trip—on the company dime, of course. Don’t you like to have fun, Nikki?”

		My wife’s cheeks flush just enough that I know she’s finally considering that Hunt may have an ulterior motive for this cruise. But she’s smart. I don’t believe it hasn’t occurred to her before now. She just won’t admit it to me. Nicole smiles.

		“I know how to have fun, Gray.” She pauses like she’s daring him to say something. It makes me wonder just how well-behaved Hunt is around the office. I do not believe for a second he hasn’t been trying to get into my wife’s panties ever since that ill-fated poker game. “If you want Justin and me to enjoy a cruise on your dime, we’re more than happy to do it.”

		“I think the group needs to do some things together,” he hastily adds.

		“Some business has to occur if Hunt Jr. is going to write this off against the business,” Garvey says. He’s always there to keep his old friend’s kid out of trouble.

		“What he said,” Hunt adds.

		“Besides, it’ll be fun to spend some time together. There are so many activities on this cruise,” Melanie says.

		“Eye-opening activities,” her husband says.

		Speaking of eyes, Taylor rolls hers. I know Grayson Hunt is a hot guy and has a lot of money, but the twentysomething girl has to be wondering how she ended up on a cruise with so many old people. Hunt’s only in his early thirties and closest to her age, but Nicole and I are in our early forties, and the Garveys are in their fifties. I can’t imagine Taylor finds spending time with Hunt interesting when his dick isn’t in her. She seemed pretty bored on that Big Sky country trip, too.

		“How eye-opening could the activities be?” Nicole asks. “This is a major cruise ship. They aim directly for the middle of the road.”

		“Yeah, I’ve never played an eye-opening round of shuffleboard,” I add, finally finding a spot to snark.

		“Surely, you’ve noticed this isn’t your average cruise,” Melanie says. She sips her champagne like she’ll say too much if she doesn’t.

		We haven’t explored the ship much. Nicole and I arrived and stayed in the lobby long enough to check in and wait for a porter to show us to our cabin. Now that I think about it, our fellow passengers were not quite the average cross-section of middle-class Midwest Americans I’d expected. Or, I should say the women were not. We’re on a cruise to a tropical clime, but there was still a lot more skin on display than I would have expected. I didn’t take the time to notice it because I was so annoyed by being here in the first place.

		“What does that mean?” I ask.

		Hunt shoots Melanie a warning look, and she sips her champagne again. “You two don’t have any champagne. How can we have a toast? Larry?”

		I don’t get an answer. Garvey pours two champagne flutes and passes them to Nicole and me. It is strange to watch the man obey a younger boss he clearly dislikes.

		“To a happy and productive cruise,” Hunt announces.

		Nicole is smiling when she raises her glass. Does she have the same questions I do? I no longer accept that I’m paranoid. I’m right not to trust that slippery bastard. Grayson Hunt is up to something, I think as I sip his delicious, expensive champagne.
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		I stare off our balcony and wonder if it’s too late to swim back to shore. Over the last few hours, our entire world has been turned upside down. That’s a lie. I’ve been trying to deny it for months, but our world was changed when my wife took Grayson Hunt’s absurd wager in that poker game in Big Sky country.

		After drinks, I analyzed everything I saw with suspicion. I know that sounds crazy, but I knew I had to stay one step ahead of Hunt. Everyone in the main dining room was much more dressed up for dinner than I expected for a cruise. We dressed in our finest because Hunt had arranged for us to have dinner at the Captain’s Table for our first night on the cruise. Money talks. But all the women I saw seated around the other tables were in silky formal dresses that accentuated their best assets. None of them matched Nicole’s beauty, but I still found my eye wandering.

		Captain Carlos Rodriguez was a charming older man. Captain Stubing, he was not. With his thick head of salt-and-pepper hair and matching beard, he looked to be right out of central casting. He cut an impressive figure in his formal dress whites, and the women in our party noticed. Taylor looked hungry, while Nicole and Melanie looked ready to melt when he greeted them with a kiss on the hand.

		The captain’s companion was just as striking. I assumed the fit British girl with the cherry cola hair was his girlfriend, despite their over-twenty-year age difference, but he introduced her as Felicity Jones, the cruise director. The only word to describe her was adorable, right down to her button nose and mischievous smile, but she dripped sex in the black velvet gown with its neckline that dipped to her navel. The gown was long like Nicole’s and featured a similarly high slit. I forced myself to stop staring. Felicity’s smile suggested she didn’t mind the attention—another similarity to my wife.

		“It’s my pleasure to meet all of you. I’m glad to have your group aboard for this special cruise, Mr. Hunt,” the captain said. His voice carried a debonair Spanish accent I couldn’t place. Argentina maybe? “I hope you ladies take full advantage of all the pleasures our hosts have arranged for their guests.”

		“I think this is going to be the adventure of a lifetime, Captain Rodriguez. And I’m sure our girls will return to land changed women,” Hunt replied, giving the captain one of his challenging handshakes. Unlike me, our confident host hardly seemed to notice the squeeze.

		All the pleasures our hosts have arranged? Our girls will return to land changed women? What the hell was going on? I began to sweat in my suit, surer than ever that Hunt had set us up. But for what? Surely, the captain wasn’t in on Hunt’s plan to fuck my wife again. Besides, Hunt said girls. Did he plan to fuck Melanie, too? I wouldn’t have thought she was his type, but maybe the bastard was planning an orgy, and the captain’s job was to keep the husbands away.

		“I’ve coordinated some wonderful activities at our hosts’ request. I’d be happy to help you ladies find anything you need. I’m completely at your disposal, as well, gentleman.” Felicity’s charming, upper-crust Brit accent distracted me from her baffling words.

		“Please allow me a moment to greet my guests before we retire to my private dining room,” the captain said. “I traditionally greet everyone at each dinner seating on the first night.”

		Captain Rodriguez took up a wireless microphone that had been set aside and tapped to make sure it was on before speaking. His speech made me think a hallucinogenic had been slipped into that champagne.

		“Welcome aboard. I am Captain Rodriguez. I know you all are anxious to start having fun, but let me formally welcome you to our cruise and encourage all of you to drink deeply from the cup of passion you’re offered over these eight days. We are proud to be hosting the Emancipated and their hotwives, cucks, and bulls on the Princess of Adventure.

		“However, I would be remiss if I did not take this opportunity to remind my takeover guests of our ground rules. Please remember that adult activities are to be conducted privately or in one of our designated group fun areas. Please be courteous of any guests not partaking in the fun. Remember, consent is mandatory. If any of you have questions, concerns, or need any guidance, your lovely cruise director, Felicity, is at your service.”

		“That’s me,” she cheerfully announced, snatching the microphone from her captain. The girl added a bow, and I’m sure I caught a flash of pale nipple.

		“Shall we go back to the captain’s table?” Captain Rodriguez suggested.

		

	
		

		three

		

		Istare at my husband out on the balcony and wonder what I can possibly say to him. Justin looks like he’s ready to jump overboard. I understand why he’s upset—I’m going to give Gray an earful when I get him alone—but we’re trapped on this boat for the next eight days, and we have to make the best of our situation. If Justin is miserable the entire time, I might just be the one who throws herself overboard.

		For the second time today, I follow Justin onto our balcony to soothe him. He jumps when I touch his shoulder like he didn’t expect me to be there. Did he think I ran up to Gray’s room to screw him? I understand everything is different since that night Justin watched us together, but I still can’t stand that my husband thinks I’m just going to open my legs for my boss. How big of a whore does he think I am?

		“Justin, honey…”

		“Nicole.” His voice is cold. It’s crazy. He didn’t react this badly the night I actually had sex with Gray. He couldn’t have been more excited after it happened.

		“I guess I have to admit that you were right about Gray. This is over the line.”

		“You think? The bastard brought you on a sex cruise. He must think that if everyone is fucking each other around us you’ll just give in.”

		“He’s wrong. You know that, honey. I’ve told you that over and over. I don’t know how I can get you to believe me.”

		Justin wheels on me. He’s angry. I don’t like it, but I’ll take it over the defeated way he usually acts when the topic of my boss comes up. “Do you know what these people—the people on this cruise—do? I knew what a cuckold was. That’s a real word. But I had to Google the other stuff. Do you know what a hotwife is, babe?”

		“An attractive married woman?” I offer with the slightest smile. I need him to calm down.

		“A married woman whose husband encourages her to fuck other men. These guys get off on it! What kind of lifestyle is that?”

		I take a deep breath and don’t point out that he is one of these guys. He says he didn’t want it to happen. We didn’t plan for it. But Justin was enraptured when he watched Gray and I together. I’ll be honest. I was too consumed with Gray to pay much attention to my husband watching us, but when my attention was forced to Justin, he looked stunned and horny as hell. He loved every second of it.

		Justin couldn’t wait to sink his dick into my well-used, stretched pussy the first chance he got. And for weeks afterward, my loving, doting husband came in under five minutes every time we relived that night in bed. We only stopped because he felt bad about feeling so good about it.

		I try to be patient with Justin, but sometimes it’s hard. His low self-esteem was a problem before Gray came into our lives, but it was a low-level thing. Gray made it a much larger problem. Maybe that’s why relationships that start in high school don’t often go the distance. Justin and I met when we were sophomores. I thought he was the cutest, sweetest boy ever. I had plenty of boys buzzing around me, but he was the only one who wasn’t rushing to claim the prize of my virginity. I fell hard for that boy. We had a rough patch in college when we took a break, but we’ve been together ever since.

		The cute, confident athlete I fell for in high school has settled into an average, middle-aged, suburban kind of dad. I don’t mind at all. I don’t care that he has less hair than he used to or that he’s grown soft around the middle.

		I still love Justin for who he is, even if I wish he’d take a little better care of himself. I’ve gotten older, too, but in his head, I’m somehow much too hot for him now, and he lives with the suspicion that I’m going to run off with a better man. Justin won’t accept that there is no better man for me. Maybe sex could be better with someone else, someone fitter—I know now that it could be, ohmygod it is—but amazing sex isn’t the most important thing in a life partner.

		“I do not get open marriages, honey. I don’t know how you can have feelings for two different men. Not real feelings, anyway. I don’t want that.”

		“Are people just going to be fucking everywhere on this ship? Do they get pushy about it? What if some guy just grabs you and tries to be with you? It might not even be Hunt.”

		“No one is just going to grab me. Now you’re getting crazy, Justin. Captain Rodriguez reminded everyone that consent matters, which I found to be remarkably responsible. Besides, what do you think I’d do if some strange man grabbed me?”

		Justin finally smiled a tiny smile. “You’d slug them.”

		“That’s right. Daddy taught me to stand up for myself.”

		“But Hunt brought us here, brought you here for a reason.”

		“And I will talk to him about it. I work with the man. I have to be the one to handle him. I feel like I’ve said this until I’m blue in the face, but you have to trust me, Justin. And if you don’t, we have bigger problems.”

		“He’s wanted to fuck you from day one, and you’ve always tried to convince me I’m paranoid.”

		I’ll never admit to my husband that he’s always been right about Gray. I knew how he looked at me. Men have been looking at me like that for a long time. I don’t care how conceited it sounds. I know men want me. But that doesn’t mean they can have me. I’d never cheat on Justin.

		I’ve been handling men like Grayson Hunt my entire life, and I was sure I could handle him, too. He’d slip his sexual innuendos in, and I’d bat them away. I’ve been doing it since Gray was still in elementary school. Women have to either figure out how to handle men or go hide in their houses and become housewives. I’ve always wanted more for myself. I’m smart enough to play the game. Justin must trust that I’m smart enough to do it. I tell him so.

		“I trust you, Nicole. I really do. It’s just this stuff in my head. I feel like we’re reliving that weekend all over again. I knew the entire time that he’d find a way to get you into his bed. You kept telling me I was crazy, but what happened? Hunt got what he wanted.”

		“Justin, that just happened. I didn’t go there planning for it. I wasn’t looking for it. Do you want the truth? Fine. I had too much to drink that night and I was caught up in the glamor of that weekend and being included with the boys, and yeah, I let my guard down.

		“I didn’t dream that in a million years the night could go there. That’s not a thing that happens in real life. So, I put myself in a bad position, and I had to get myself out of it. I’m not a liar. I made that wager, and I had to follow through. I regret it. You have no idea how much I regret it. Doing what I did that night went against everything I’ve fought for my entire career. I know how they see me now. They don’t say anything, but I catch the little looks.”

		“I’m sorry you have to put up with that. Why do you stay there? I’ve practically begged you to find something else.”

		“Seriously, Justin. Who else is going to pay me what Gray does? Don’t give me that look. I know why he gave me the increase, but I did earn it. Yes, I guess in every sense, I earned it. I also helped build that company from the ground up. I don’t want to walk away from that.”

		“Everyone else did when Hunt bought the company.”

		“They didn’t have much choice.”

		“Do you regret what it did to us? You said you regret fucking him because of what it makes you at work. Do you regret what it makes…”

		I blaze at him. I feel the flush in my cheeks. “What it makes me to you? In our marriage? Does it make me a whore, Justin? You can say it. Go on, tell me I’m a whore.”

		“Nic, I would never…” He actually backs away from me, although he doesn’t have far to go on the small balcony.

		“Call me a whore? But you’d think it. Sweet Lord, honey, you told me to do it! You said it wanted it for me.”

		“I know. I meant it. I did. God, Nic, you’re so hot. I know you could have a guy like Hunt anytime you want. I was drunk that night, too. I thought maybe if you did it and got it out of your system… I don’t know if I was thinking at all.”

		“There was nothing to get out of my system, Justin. I didn’t want to screw Gray.”

		My husband looks at me like he wants to believe me but can’t quite get there. I realize I’ll never convince him I didn’t want to have sex with my boss all along. I truly didn’t. Of course, I knew Gray was hot. I have a pulse. He’s exactly the kind of handsome, sexy guy who’s catnip to a woman like me—and poison. I’m with Justin because I know I don’t want to be with a man like Gray.

		But did I do anything to feed my husband’s paranoia? Did he ever catch me looking at Gray like a popsicle on a hot day? That didn’t mean I wanted him. I’m sure Justin looks at attractive women, but I don’t think he’ll try to sleep with them.

		Of course, I’ve never seen Justin with any of those women. He saw me with Gray. I’d been fully prepared just lay there and let my boss take what he wanted from me. But Justin told me to enjoy it. He said he wanted me to. I feel terrible that it’s tormented him, but I can’t feel bad for taking him at his word and enjoying myself.

		My husband saw the passion my boss ignited in me. I’m not proud of it, but my body just responded when Gray touched me. He brought things out in me I didn’t even know were there. The way he felt inside me…the way he used that big dick of his… I should have held back with my husband there, but I couldn’t. Deep down, I didn’t want to. I had Justin’s permission to go for it, and I did. And that always brings me back to the other truth of that night.

		“You think I always wanted to be with Gray. How about you, Justin? Did you always want to see me fuck another man?” Fuck is a word I rarely use. I was raised to be a proper Southern lady.

		I see that my words land like punches. They were meant to. My self-doubt only lasts a moment. I didn’t bring this on myself. This is all about what’s in Justin’s head. We’ve had so many versions of this fight since that night—we had one earlier today—and I always defuse them because of my residual guilt, usually by making him come. Justin is too easy to distract that way.

		“It’s not like that, Nic.”

		“Isn’t it? You think I’m a whore now⁠—”

		“You’re not a whore…”

		“I’m a whore, but you loved watching this whore fuck. If you deny it, I swear I’ll pull out your dick and make you come right off this balcony so everyone sees it, Justin. Maybe you hate Gray for being younger and hotter, but you loved watching that younger, hotter guy fuck your wife. That’s what this is about. You’re not mad that I fucked him. How can you be? You told me to do it. You’re mad that you loved watching me fuck him.”

		“Nic…”

		“Should I text him right now? Should I tell Gray that you’d love to watch me suck his dick again? I don’t think Taylor would mind. She seems pretty flexible.”

		“I don’t want that. Nic, I don’t know…”

		“But you do, Justin. You know what you want. Maybe you haven’t always wanted to watch me fuck someone. But you discovered that night how much you like it, and it rattled you. I understand, honey, I do. Being with another man after so long…discarding my vows…it did a number on me, too. But I worked through it. I didn’t put it on you. And you need to work through your crap.”

		“I know. I love you, Nic. I just can’t…”

		“I don’t want to hear can’t anymore, Justin. I love you, but I can’t take this. I swear to our sweet Lord Jesus Christ, if you don’t work your crap out, I will move into Gray’s suite, and I will spend the rest of this cruise fucking his brains out. Do you hear me? And I won’t invite you to watch.”

		“You wouldn’t.”

		Justin goes pale. He sees my fury. I’d never really do that, but it’s good that he believes I would. Maybe it’s the thing he needs to sort this out. “You think you’re not a man because you liked watching me with him, but that’s not it. The only thing that makes you look weak is this—this inability to accept what you’re feeling and who you are. But apparently there’s a whole community of guys into it. This ship is full of them. Maybe you need to talk to some of them and learn how they accept it.”

		“You’re not going to go to him, are you?”

		“That’s up to you. What you don’t get is that your behavior is pushing me into Gray’s arms, not pulling me away from him. Women love a confident man. I fell in love with a confident man. Find that again, Justin. I’m begging you.”

		He reaches for me, but I shrug off his hands. I don’t want to be with him, not right now. I don’t want to feel how hard this argument made him. I really don’t want Justin to know how horny it made me. The passion of arguing always gets me going, but arguing about how hard Gray made me come does a serious number on my head. All I want is to have my husband inside me. But not tonight.

		“You’d better pull out that couch.”

		I leave my husband on the balcony and slip out of my dress in our cabin. The dress I wore hoping he’d pounce on me. I feel him watching me and how much he wants me. My resolve weakens. I really do need to get laid. Gray is an option. He’d love screw you silly again. I push those thoughts down. Instead, I go into the bathroom to take off my makeup and brush my teeth.

		Another truth I’ll never admit to my husband. Of course, Gray wanted to start an affair after that night. I hoped he wouldn’t, but I knew he would. That’s been my biggest regret from what I did. I knew I’d never cheat on Justin, and I didn’t want to deal with Gray.

		Gray gave me the hard sell when we got back to work. He called me into his office and tried to screw me on his desk. I pushed him away—after a long, slow kiss. I told him it wasn’t happening. He tried again. And again. He stopped touching me after I grabbed him by the balls—thank God. Every time Gray touched me, I got weak in the knees.

		God, did I want him! Yes, I know men want me, but I can’t explain how good it feels that a man like Grayson Hunt, successful, ten years younger, and built like a college fullback, wants a married, fortysomething mom like me. It doesn’t matter that he’s an asshole. He’s a hot asshole, and a big part of wanting him is simply that he wants me. I know how terrible that sounds.

		But I could not have him. I would not cheat on my husband. Gray dialed it back after that but made it clear he was there when I was ready. I wanted to wipe the smug smile off his face. He was so confident he’d have me again. I hated he saw that desire inside me.

		Justin is on the pullout couch when I emerge from the bathroom. I’m relieved. I would have submitted if he’d pushed. I want him inside me. But my husband is not the sort of man who’d push. He’s not Gray.

		I get into bed and miss Justin immediately. When I’m sure he’s asleep, I touch myself. I rarely used to do that, but it’s been all the time since my night with Gray. It doesn’t matter how much Justin and I make love. I always feel like I need it. I press my face into the pillows to muffle my moan when I climax. I won’t confess who I’m thinking about when it happens.

		

	
		

		four

		

		Nicole rides Hunt’s cock right there on the deck in the bright sunshine. Her legs are spread wide so she can straddle the poolside lounge. His feet are planted on the deck, giving her the power to pound down onto the bastard’s huge cock. I’ve tried to forget how big that thing is.

		“You’re my whore…are you, Nikki…”

		“No…ohmygod nooo…only want your cock…not your money…mmm…”

		“You’ve been my whore since I bought you that night…”

		“Yesss…ohgodyesss…bought me…own me…please…Gray…”

		“Say it, Princess…say it, and I’ll let you come…”

		“Mmmm…god…Gray…please…I’m your whore…I’m your willing whore…”

		Nicole cries it out as loudly as she can. She wants the crowd gathered around to hear it. They cheer her on.

		“Ahhh fuck…it’s about time…that tight pussy feels so good, Princess…”

		Hunt grabs her firm perfect tits. They’re bouncing wildly. He pulls their tips, and my wife screams. I know the bastard made her come again. Is that three times out here on the deck? Those other hotwives had better get busy. Nicole is putting them to shame.

		“Fuuuck…ahhh fuck…that pussy…milking it right out of me…”

		“Come, baby! Please fill me…please…I need it…mmmm…yesss…”

		The bastard fills my wife with his potent, young seed. How many times does he need to do that before he breeds her? Am I going to be stuck raising Grayson Hunt’s baby on top of everything else? Nicole begs like she wants that. I should be horrified, but instead, I shamefully shoot my load all over my stomach. Thinking of the man breeding, my wife twists the knife in my gut, but I come so hard my balls ache.

		The sticky mess on my stomach snaps me back to reality. I’m in the bed in our cabin. Alone. Nicole was gone when I woke up. She’s probably at the gym, but my sick, weak side wants to believe she sought out her boss to make good on her threat. I swear to God, if you don’t work your crap out, I will move into Gray’s suite, and I will spend the rest of this cruise fucking his brains out. That’s what Nicole told me. I pray it was an empty threat.

		Despite my turmoil, the moment I realized I was alone, I grabbed the lotion from the bathroom and climbed into bed to get off. I’ve needed to come since last night. All that talk of Hunt fucking Nicole got me all turned around. And then I heard her masturbating in bed. She must have thought I was asleep.

		I didn’t even know she did that. Has she always done that, or did thinking about fucking Hunt again make Nicole need to get off? Listening to her in the dark was so hot, but I’m ashamed she’d rather rub her pussy to get off than fuck me. She’s right. I do need to get my shit together.

		I was shocked by some of the things that came out of Nicole’s mouth last night, and not just the threat to spend the week fucking Hunt. Nicole actually said fucking. She does not say fuck. She said it a lot when she was actually doing it with her boss, but that’s not her. No, I was shocked that she implied I was pushing her toward that bastard. Could that be true?

		All this time, I’ve been thinking I don’t know my wife anymore, but the flipside of that may be true. This has all distorted who she thinks I am. Does Nicole actually believe I’ve always wanted to watch her with other men? How could she think that? I didn’t want her to be with Hunt—not really. My reaction to that was just as surprising to me. It’s not a natural thing. Husbands do not get off on their wives fucking other men. But apparently, they do. Nicole said it. This ship is full of them.

		I don’t want to believe I’m one of them. A cuckold. My research is limited to some hurried internet searches, but I get the gist. Is Nicole a hotwife now? She’s a normal woman. A wife. A mother. A professional. We have a house in the suburbs and go to church. That doesn’t sound like a hotwife to me. But all those women on this cruise fucking random men probably have all of that, too. She could be one of them, however much she swears she doesn’t want Hunt again.

		Nicole doesn’t lie, but I think she’s lying to herself. I saw her with him. Hunt brought things out in my wife that I’ve never seen in nineteen years of marriage. It’s incomprehensible she wouldn’t want to feel that again. I would. Nicole is blunt, but she’s also kind. She’s sparing my feelings. She wouldn’t cheat on me—I pray—but if I gave her the greenlight…

		I swear I’m not a cuckold, or whatever you could the husband of a hotwife, but I’ve never been harder than when I watched Grayson Hunt rail my wife. I just jerked off thinking about him doing it again. I’m fooling myself. I am one of those guys. But I don’t know how to live with that. I don’t know how to encourage Nicole to fuck a stud like Hunt and not worry that she’s going to slip away.

		These husbands must have a secret. I’ve always been good at absorbing new information. It’s essential in sales. Maybe I need to do that with my marriage. I’m not going to figure out anything lying around our cabin, jerking off and feeling sorry for myself. I need to get dressed and get out of here.
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		I feel more human after a shower and coffee, but my heart sinks when Nicole doesn’t answer my texts. I scour the places on the ship where I think I may find her, but my wife is missing in action. It takes everything I have to hold back from banging on Hunt’s door. I’m on the fence if I want to find my wife riding the bastard and howling for his cock or not. I’d be devastated, but a large part of me wants to see it again.

		I venture onto land after not finding Nicole on the ship. I have no idea how I could find her in a place like Nassau, but I have to try. Getting away from that ship can only be good for my mental health.

		Searching for my wife on the hot, sunny streets of the Bahamas—and not finding her—is thirsty work. After a couple of hours, I admit defeat and duck into a bar for a drink. I must find a way to distract myself from what Nicole could be doing. If I don’t, I’ll be at Hunt’s door when I return to that ship.

		Like many tourist traps near the cruise terminal, the Pirate Republic Brewing Company is a big, open-air bar. Although I’d rather have some air conditioning, it will do. The bar is packed, so I find a spot at an empty table and try to lose myself in the island music pumped through the speakers. That’s not possible because I overhear the conversation from the table beside me.

		“But a guy came into the restaurant where we were eating lunch earlier,” one of them said. “He had approached her last night, but we had already hooked up with the big guy here, so she told him to check back later. It doesn’t take long before she wants to get back on the horse, so to speak.”

		These must be swingers from the cruise—or hotwife people—or whatever. Three men sit at the table: a huge Black guy and two white guys about my age. The white guys seem to be married, but not the one the speaker called Big Guy. It sounds like Big Guy is there to fuck other men’s wives. I take an instant dislike to him, but that’s my bias. I’m hardly objective. The one telling his story continues, but he doesn’t sound thrilled with the turn of events.

		“The guy found us in the restaurant and joined us again. Uninvited, I might add. He made his pitch again, and Felicia said why not, and went off with him. All I could do was sit and watch her go.”

		“What the fuck? And you let him take her?” the other white guy asks.

		“Of course, I’m the cuckold. She does what she wants. It’s why we’re on the cruise.”

		He says it like it’s the most natural thing in the world. I’m with the other one. Why would he allow that? I guess that’s why he’s on the cruise, but that’s not why Nicole and I came.

		“She always plays like this, going off with other men and leaving you alone?” It’s the shocked white guy.

		“No…” the cuckold replies, sounding surprised by the other man’s shock. Maybe I’m not the only one who didn’t know what this cruise was. “You’re not on the cruise with the Emancipated?”

		“We’re musicians. The string quartet from last night,” Big Guy answers.

		I can’t take anymore. These might be some guys I can talk to and set my head right. I lean over and interrupt. “Sorry, but I couldn’t help overhearing you guys. My wife, Nicole, and I didn’t know what kind of cruise this was either. Her boss booked it and said it was a work thing, like a team building trip.”

		“Your wife’s boss booked the trip? Okay. I don’t even know what to say to that…” the cuckold replies.

		“Sorry, Justin.”

		“Justin. I’m Philip. This is Cedric and Ezra.” Big Guy is Cedric. “So, your wife’s boss brings you guys on an Emancipated cruise and tells you it’s for team building?”

		“I know what kind of team building he’s planning, and it ain’t trust falls,” Cedric chuckles.

		“Take it easy,” Ezra says. “My wife and I are part of a string quartet. This was just another job for us. We had no idea either.”

		“And now that you do?” I ask.

		Ezra scowls but doesn’t answer.

		“How about you? Have you and Nicole talked about it? Are you going to give it a try?” Philip asks.

		Now, I don’t want to answer. I don’t want to admit to these guys that Hunt’s already fucked Nicole, although it sounds like Philip would understand. “We fought about it if you want to call that talking. I’m on the same page as you guys. I know why Hunt brought her here. Hunt is her boss.”

		“And you’re not interested in being Emancipated?” Philip asks.

		“Not like you.” The words just slip out. “No offense.”

		“None taken. I know it’s not for everyone.”

		“Even if we were going to do such a thing, I wouldn’t want her to do it without me there.” I conveniently say were going to do it. I don’t know these guys well enough to admit I’m halfway to where Philip is.

		“I get it. Watching is so amazing. Seeing the way Cedric gave it to Felicia was incredible. Try to make sure you’re there if it happens.”

		“But why bring her here to sleep with her? This Hunt doesn’t need to bring her on a hotwife cruise to bed her. He has the chance to try and seduce her every day, right? He could just keep her late after work or take her to happy hour,” Erza suggests. He’s right, but it’s not helping.

		“How wild is your wife? Does this guy have any idea? Maybe he thinks she’ll fuck other guys, too. Maybe he wants to watch it,” Cedric says, sounding excited by the prospect. Does the big guy think he can get in line and have a turn with Nicole? Hunt is big, but this one would probably break her in half.

		In all my anger and worry about Hunt, it never occurred to me that he might have other motives for bringing Nicole on an Emancipated cruise. What if he does want her to fuck other men? Oh, Christ, what if he wants to pimp her out? How much of a slut does he think he is? I guess he’s got reason to think she’s enough of one.

		“Sorry, no one wants to make it worse for you,” Ezra sympathizes. “I know how you’re feeling right now. I’m pretty much in the same boat. Ginny and I fought, and now I don’t know where she is.”

		“Nicole was gone when I woke up. I came ashore hoping to find her.”

		“Maybe you guys should team up,” Philip suggests.

		“Do you think she’s with him?” Cedric asks.

		I shoot him a look. Again, not helping. I turn to Philip. “You’re really into this? You want to watch your wife with other guys? And you don’t have any mixed feelings about that?”

		“I don’t. I didn’t. I’m not so sure now. I was about to tell these guys that I missed their concert because Felicia and I were so excited about our Emancipated agreement that we were fucking each other’s brains out last night. And when we finally left our room, we met Cedric. That was incredible, like I said. I couldn’t wait for Felicia to get more of that. But now that she ran off with this other guy, I’m not so sure. This isn’t how I thought it would be.”

		“What, exactly, is an Emancipated agreement,” Ezra asks.

		“It’s why we came on the cruise,” Philip replies, shaking his head. “I wanted to watch her with another guy. She agreed to come on the cruise, but only if she had complete freedom to do what she wanted—with whomever she wanted.”

		“Even if you’re not there?” Ezra asks, sounding stunned.

		Philip shrugs. “What could I do? She wouldn’t come otherwise.”

		“And giving her to other guys was that important?” I ask.

		“I don’t know how to explain it, but if you’re into it, you’re into it. I’ve thought about this for so long. We’ve talked about it so much. Felicia finally got to a place where she said yes, but it had to be on her terms. I’m only watching, not the one who’s doing it. How could I tell her no? That’s only fair.”

		I let that sink in. She’s the one doing it. It’s only fair. Wasn’t that how the night went after Nicole lost her body in that poker game? I encouraged her to do it. I didn’t put any conditions on her. She didn’t stop me from coming into the bedroom, but would I have demanded we call it off and find some other way to pay Hunt back if she had? I don’t know that I can honestly say I would have.

		“And you’re really okay with that? You can live with it? She’s out there fucking that guy right now, and you can handle that?” I ask Philip.

		“I have my doubts now, but don’t I have to be? I can’t blame her for something I agreed to.” The man was echoing my dilemma again. I kept blaming Nicole for that night when I told her to go do it.

		“What if she doesn’t want to go home with you after the cruise?” Ezra asks, sounding horrified by the prospect.

		“What? God, no. Nothing like that could happen.” Philip sounds amused. “We’ve done some swinging stuff before. She just likes to tease me. After Cedric here gave it to her long and hard for half the night, we took a shower together this morning while he slept it off. She told me she wanted to really let go, as often as possible, this week. I gave her permission to do what she wanted. I have some doubts, but I really am all in on this.”

		“Even if you weren’t watching?” Ezra asks.

		“Well, that’s not what I meant, but that’s how she took it. It’s okay. She’ll spend a couple hours with that guy, then we’ll meet up for dinner. No problem.”

		“I hope you’re right,” Ezra replies.

		“And doing…this stuff…it hasn’t messed up your marriage? You guys are still as strong? Your life isn’t screwed up?” I ask.

		Philip grins, looking more confident than ever, like explaining it to us fools has given him clarity. “Playing has made us even stronger. A couple can’t do it if they aren’t strong. It makes your honesty and communication so much better. Take my word for it, guys. If you can find it in your heart to let her go, she’ll come back better than ever. If you’re strong enough to share her, you’ll be rewarded for it. You guys trust your wives, right?”

		I stare at Philip, trying to believe him. I think part of me wants to. Can I have that thrill I felt when I watched Hunt rail Nicole without destroying our lives? I don’t know if I’m that strong, but maybe I must be. The door is already open, and I know she must crave what that bastard gave her again. She might be getting it right now. If I keep fighting it, I could lose her. This cruise might be the perfect place to come to an arrangement.

		Ezra slams down his beer and announces he needs to go. I guess he’s had enough. Or maybe he needs to find his wife. I know the feeling.

		“I need to stay a little longer,” Philip says. “They might be in our room. Better give them some more time.”

		The other two leave, but I linger. “How do you feel knowing your wife is getting her brains fucked out right now? Doing God knows what else? How can you sit there and have a beer?”

		Philip smiles. “Let go, man. Your situation sounds different from mine, but I don’t think this guy would have brought your Nicole on this cruise if he didn’t think she was suited for it. Is it possible he sees something in her you don’t—or can’t? Try to see her the way he does. If you can, it will change everything.”

		I don’t doubt that for a second. But will it change everything for the better or destroy us? I need to figure that out before I find Nicole.

		

	
		

		five

		

		Ican’t believe I’ve been reduced to stalking. I’m better than this.

		As a kid, I’d run my finger through the creamy icing of the cake my mother just frosted and proudly announce that I did it. The time my Daddy caught me in the backseat of a 1987 Oldsmobile Cutlass Supreme with Jimmy Haskins from up the road, I put myself between him and that poor boy and told Daddy in no uncertain terms that I was the one who told Jimmy I wanted to go parking. If Daddy wanted to whoop someone, he could whoop me. He did not. But he put the fear of God into Jimmy Haskins, and that cute boy never came near me again.

		My point is that I am not sneaky. Justin should know that and know I’d never screw Gray behind his back. But here I am, stalking Gray through the streets of Nassau, waiting for my chance to confront him about this cruise he put us on.

		Taylor is with Gray, and while they don’t look like a young couple in love, they are very much together. The girl hangs on him every chance she gets. He likes the attention of a hot, younger woman. Taylor was an intern at Davenport Technologies before she dated Vince. I don’t want to think she’s just climbing the executive ranks, but it looks how it looks.

		I’ll confess that seeing Taylor in that crocheted, cropped halter top and tiny shorts makes it hard to think he’s still interested in me. She is the perfect accessory on the arm of a hot, rising executive. I’m a married, forty-two-year-old mom. I’m pretty, but I’m not eye candy. Not like Taylor. Perhaps Gray isn’t discriminating about where he puts his dick. Perhaps it’s just about the challenge of getting me in bed. Neither option makes me feel good.

		I wait outside when they go into several shops, hoping my wide-brimmed white hat and sunglasses are enough of a disguise. Taylor comes back with bags of outfits, so I see part of the appeal for her. That’s not fair. Gray is a gorgeous man, and he screws like a stallion. I know the appeal too well.

		They arrive at the beachfront resort where the cruise passengers have day passes. I’m glad I stopped back at the room to get mine. I spent the morning in the gym trying to sweat out my fury at Justin, hoping that if I let it go, I could find space in my heart for some grace. I was glad he was still asleep when I returned to our cabin. I showered and changed as quietly as I could and decided to go ashore. I don’t need Justin with me to have a good time. And that was when I saw Gray and Taylor, like God himself put them in my path.

		Someone must notice that I hide behind a pillar in the lobby like a spy while Gray speaks to the concierge. I’m waiting for security to escort me to a tiny room to sweat the truth out of me. It would be so humiliating if Justin had to come and get me. But I’m left alone and scurry behind them when Gray and Taylor are shown to the beach.

		Gray has one of the expensive beachside cabanas because, of course, he does. He’s not just going to drag out a beach chair and an umbrella like a normal person. The bright white and blue striped tent is closed on three sides, and I can’t see the couple when they enter it.

		I am not prepared to spend money on that. Justin would kill me, and he’d be right. I take up residence on one of the beach chairs but turn it parallel to the ocean to keep an eye on Gray and Taylor. I hope a plan comes to me while I wait.

		My chance comes when Taylor scampers down to the water. Her bikini is so tiny I’m not sure she’s wearing one at first. The curvy girl wears the strings of beige fabric well, even if she looks like she’ll bounce right out of them. I feel boyish in comparison and marvel again that Gray still wants me when he has her now.

		He looks surprised when I storm into his cabana. I try not to be distracted by his shirtless body. Surprise becomes a smile. “Fancy meeting you here, Nikki.”

		“I saw you come here with Taylor.”

		“Are you stalking me?”

		I freeze until I realize he’s just yanking my chain the way a cocky former frat boy would. I remember his kind very well from my own college days. They were fun, but you didn’t take them seriously.

		“What the hell are you up to, bringing us on this swinger cruise, Gray? This is low, even for you.”

		“Technically, it’s an Emancipated cruise. Some of these people are swingers—there’s a lot of crossover there—but it’s really about liberated wives and the husbands that want them to get well and truly fucked for eight days.”

		“Damn you, Gray.”

		“Wow, that’s strong language, Princess. Is someone going to wash your mouth out with soap?”

		“This is serious. And I told you not to call me that. Justin is livid.” Like it’s an afterthought, I add, “I am, too.”

		“Where is the husband? Is Mr. Buckley lurking outside? I know you wear the pants, Princess.”

		“His name isn’t Buckley, and you damn well know it. Why do you put him down like that, Gray? You don’t need to do that. You’re not in some kind of competition with my husband.”

		“I know. There is no competition. You’re sexy when you get all flushed like that when you’re angry, but would you like a margarita? It’s a hot day, and they’re very good.” He indicates a sweating pitcher on a small rattan table in front of the large, padded lounge that looks more like a daybed.

		I want to be proud, but I’m wilting in the heat. At least, I pour my own drink. I sit on the lounge but keep my distance. “I’ve been very clear, Gray. We’re not having an affair. I won’t sleep with you behind Justin’s back.” His look says it all. That’s the purpose of the cruise. “And bringing us on a swinger—or whatever you called it, emancipated, hotwife—cruise isn’t going to change that.”

		Gray moves closer. I scoot away but don’t have much room to escape. I hold the cold glass to my lips. He can’t kiss me if I’m drinking. But the icy, tart cocktail is so refreshing that I sigh—not the message I’m trying to send.

		“We both know what you felt that night, Nikki. I was there. I felt it, too. I just don’t believe you don’t want that again. Do I need to remind you how it felt?”

		I move to the edge when he touches my bare knee. We’re on a crowded beach, but being inside the cabana feels so intimate. Dangerous.

		“I don’t need a reminder.” Is that an admission? “And that’s not the point. This isn’t about how that night felt. I’m a married woman. You knew that going in. We only… It only happened because I lost a foolish poker hand. I should have folded.”

		Gray smiles. I hate the way that cocky smile makes me tingle down to my core. “It didn’t happen because of a poker hand, and we both know it, Nikki. You didn’t fuck me like it was an obligation.”

		“Gray…” I hate how breathy it sounds. I hate the way my body reacts when he says he fucked me.

		“We also both know your husband, Justin, loved it every bit as much as you did. I saw the way he watched us. That poor bastard sent you into the bedroom with me. He wanted you to fuck me, Nikki. Don’t fool yourself. Maybe you don’t want to admit you’re married to a cuck, but it’s true.”

		“Justin is not a cuck. He is not weak. He loves me. He only wants me to be happy.” As I say the words, I feel terrible about our fight, about being here with Gray and how it’s making me feel. I want to explain that Justin didn’t want me to have sex with him, but he wanted me to enjoy it if I had to do it. I don’t because I know how lame it sounds. I know it makes my husband look weak. He is not a cuck!

		“I don’t judge, Princess. I’m damn lucky he is…whatever he is. I would have fought him for the chance to fuck you, but I didn’t have to. Look at you. You’re so fucking hot, Nikki. Even he knows a body like that needs more than he can give you.”

		“Justin…” I pause because I almost say fucks me. Gray is a terrible influence. I don’t know why I feel the need to tell him anything about our sex life at all, but he must understand that I don’t need him. “Justin takes care of me fine. You’ve got it all wrong.”

		“I’m sure it’s wonderful when you make love,” he mocks. His hand moves higher, fingertips dipping under the hem of my dress. I’m in a cute, tropical print dress. It’s short and backless, with a keyhole in the front. I’m only wearing panties under it, which I’m sure Gray’s noticed. I cover his hand with mine. Our fingers twine together. “But does he make you come the way I did, Nikki?”

		“Gray…”

		“Tell me the truth. I know you’re a terrible liar. Tell me he makes you come just as hard as I did.”

		I look away instead of answering and try to ignore how much my heart is pounding.

		“I brought you and Justin on this cruise because I think you’re made to be a hotwife, Nikki. Yeah, I want you for myself, but I think you could have so much more fun than that. Haven’t you two been together since high school? Think of everything you’ve missed.”

		“Justin isn’t the only man I’ve been with.” I don’t like him thinking I’m some sheltered, naive girl.

		“I know.” Gray grins.

		I want to wipe it off his face, but I hate that I want to do it with my own lips. I can resist temptation. I don’t have to have something just because I want it. I’m an adult.

		“Not just you.” His smile gets wider, and I don’t want him thinking I’m a cheater, so I add, “We had a break in college. I went out and had my fun.”

		Gray chuckles. “That’s exactly what I mean. You present this perfect, proper princess, but there’s a wildcat waiting to get out.”

		I roll my eyes. “That’s such a cliché. Not all married women in their forties are desperate cougars. That’s your problem, Gray. You see me as a conquest, not a real, complicated woman.”

		“I see all of you, Nikki. That’s why I want you.” He pushes his hand under my dress. I snap my legs shut just before he reaches the promised land, but his fingers are still hot on my thigh. Can he feel that I’m trembling?

		“Why do you even want me? You have Taylor now. I don’t think I was that hot when I was her age.”

		“You think Taylor’s hot? Maybe we should explore that.”

		“Idiot.”

		“Don’t pretend you don’t know you’re hot, Nikki.”

		“I’m pretty,” I allow. I know I’m attractive. I just don’t understand why a man like Gray wants a woman like me.

		His eyes deliberately roam my body, taking in the swell of my breasts that are now capped by tight points in the fabric of my dress. “You were a goddess when you were coming on my cock.”

		Gray needs to stop reminding me of that. I felt like I goddess when I rode him.

		“None of that matters because I’m married, and Justin doesn’t want that again.” I correct myself, “I don’t want that again.” I’m less than convincing.

		I gasp and melt when Gray kisses me. This is not the first time he’s kissed me since that night. He kissed me in his office on our first day back. I shoved him away and smacked him. He kissed me again weeks later when he thought the hard sell might be getting to me. I briefly responded before pushing him away that time.

		I know when I tell my husband this happened, I’ll say I shoved him right away, but I luxuriate in his kiss. Justin kisses me tenderly and romantically. He makes me feel treasured, and I love that. Gray kisses me possessively like he’s proving I’m already his. I suck on his tongue and think about where else I want him inside me. I’m so wet I know my panties are damp. My thighs part in my weakness and he feels it. That brings me to my senses.

		“Gray, stop,” I pant after I push him back. He at least respects me enough to stop when I say it with conviction. This is not a mixed message. To prove my sincerity, I’m honest. “Stop trying to prove I want you.” I allow myself to touch his sculpted chest. “I took a vow. I can’t just do what I want. This isn’t about what I want.”

		“I’m not going to make you do anything, Nikki.” He turns softer. “I was trying to nudge you to take what you want, but forcing you isn’t what I want. See how you feel after a few days on the cruise. I think it will open your eyes.”

		“I’m leaving.”

		Taylor is standing at the entrance to the cabana. How long has she been there? She’s stunning, glistening wet from the ocean. I almost want to throw myself back at Gray to prove I can compete with her. She looks disappointed, and I wonder if it’s because she thinks I should be better than chasing Gray or if she thinks I’m trying to steal him. I’d love to have sex with him again, but otherwise, she can have him. I need a reliable man like Justin, not a shark like him.

		“See you around, Nikki.” I liked it better when she was an intern and called me Ms. Buckley.

		“It’s Nicole, Taylor,” I say, pushing past her.

		

	
		

		six

		

		Justin is in the water at the swim-up bar. I hoped we could talk in our room, but he told me to meet him by the Mermaid’s Cove Pool. Perhaps it is better we discuss this in public, where tempers have to be managed, and we don’t have to worry about anyone on this cruise judging us for discussing our sex life.

		The pool is packed in the late afternoon. Either many people chose to stay on board and have fun, or most people are already back from going ashore. I suppose on an Emancipated Cruise, as Gray called it, there is an incentive to stay on the ship and follow your passions.

		Looking around, the crowd doesn’t seem like swingers or whatever hotwives consider themselves. And I hate to be catty, but hotwife is quite the misnomer. The people on this cruise are about the same cross-section of humanity I’d see in a Target—all levels of attractiveness, with a smattering of truly hot ones. Nearly everyone is showing off their bodies with aplomb. A lot of flesh is on display in barely-there swimsuits—and sometimes not.

		Captain Rodriguez warned the passengers about playing in public areas, but it didn’t sink in with this group. Several couples and threesomes are pushing the boundaries. I try not to stare, but no one else seems to care. I don’t see anyone just having sex in plain view, but a couple against the side of the pool seems close. Other couples make out—hands inside swimsuits—like they’re alone in their cabins. A smattering of women are topless. I’ve considered that it would be exciting to be daring enough to go topless if I ever visit a French beach, but all these explicit public displays of affection are scandalous to a churchgoing Southern girl like myself. I don’t know if I could be so open.

		I recognize Justin’s backpack and place my things on a poolside lounge beside his. I wiggle to pull the mesh cover-up over my head, not thinking a thing of it, but I notice eyes on me when I lay it aside. I’m used to attracting some attention, but not such interested attention. All the men on this cruise must think every woman is available for fun. I’ve been married for almost twenty years. I’m not used to men assuming I’m available.

		My blue two-piece isn’t nearly as daring as some of the swimsuits around me. Having so many eyes on me with such intent while I apply sunscreen makes me self-conscious but gives me an unexpected tingle. I don’t need anything else to work me up after my encounter with Gray on the beach. A man looks like he’s on his way to offer to help with the lotion, and I quickly finish. He’s attractive, but no. I scamper into the pool before he can reach me.

		“Hey, handsome. Would you buy a girl a drink?”

		Justin jumps when I touch his shoulder. He’s waiting for me but still seems surprised I’m there. He looks me over in my bikini the way the other men do. I know my husband wants me, but this feels different than usual. He’s wearing a swim shirt like he always does. I wish he were confident enough to take it off.

		“Anytime, but you could have your pick of the men around the pool in that bikini.”

		“But you’re the one I want. Besides, I don’t think I’m daring enough for this crowd.”

		I wait for him to follow my eyes to where a heavy-breasted, topless woman in her fifties sits with two men who can’t take their eyes off her chest. I wonder which one is her husband. Both men are fit silver foxes.

		“She doesn’t hold a candle to you, babe. But if she’s stealing all the attention, you should get more comfortable, too.”

		I laugh. “Do you think I’d be more comfortable topless? You know me better than that, honey.”

		He gets a strange look. “No one really knows us, do they? And I know you like attention.”

		“Justin…” I warn. I want to resolve things, not launch into another fight.

		“I didn’t say it was a bad thing, did I? You have a beautiful body, babe. You’d be swarmed if you took your top off.” He puts his arm around me. I think he’s been drinking for a while, but I hug him back anyway. I hope he hasn’t spent the day feeling sorry for himself.

		“Well, I’m not doing that. I don’t need that kind of attention. Besides, you’d throw a towel over me as fast as you could,” I say, kissing his cheek. He turns his head and kisses my lips. His tongue tastes like he’s been drinking all day, which doesn’t bode well for having a real talk.

		“Maybe you should try me, Nikki.”

		I grit my teeth before I laugh. He knows I only tolerate Gray calling me that. Only two other people in the world are still allowed to call me Nikki—my daddy and sister. “If you keep calling me Nikki, I just might call your bluff to prove a point.”

		Justin stops the bartender and orders me a margarita. I hope it’s as good as the one from Gray’s pitcher. He orders himself another bourbon, which he does not need. The break eases the mounting tension. For a moment, I thought I might actually flash him just to see the look on his face. Our drinks come and I know I have to tell him about seeing Gray. I sip my drink first. It’s close, but the one from the expensive beach cabana was better.

		“We need to talk.” Justin and I say it simultaneously. Then, in unison, we say, “Go first. No, you.”

		“I saw Gray today.” I just blurt it out. He needs to know.

		“Okay,” he exhales very slowly. I see his wheels turning. “I thought that might be where you were.”

		“We didn’t… I didn’t see him for that.”

		“Listen, Nic. If you did…”

		“I didn’t. I know what I said last night, but I was angry. I wouldn’t just go off and do that. You know that, don’t you?”

		“Nic…”

		“I wouldn’t.” I take the bourbon out of his hand so I can hold it. “Justin, I just wouldn’t. I went looking for Gray to tell him to stop playing games.”

		“Nic, stop. I need to say some things before you go any further. What you said last night was right.”

		“Which part?” My eyes narrow. I know I was right. I always am. But he doesn’t think I’m right about any of this. Has all the bourbon pickled his brain?

		“That I needed to deal with my shit. I’ve been in a tailspin ever since that night because I can’t make sense of what happened.”

		I squeeze his hand. “I can’t either. I know I can’t understand what you felt…watching me…and Gray. I was so confused afterward, too. But…”

		“No but. I’m agreeing with you. I felt what I felt. I can’t keep denying it. And I can’t pretend it didn’t happen. I need to accept it or purge it, and I don’t know how to scrub that out of my brain.”

		“What you saw? Justin, if I knew how it would affect you, I never would have done it, no matter what you said.”

		“Not what I saw. Well, yeah, what I saw, but I meant what it stirred in me. Those strange, terrible, exciting feelings. I don’t think they were always there. If they were, they were bottled up. But I can’t pour them back into that bottle and seal it again.”

		“I talked to Gray. He knows it’s not going to happen. This cruise doesn’t matter. He could take me to an orgy. He’s not going to get what he wants. He finally gets it.”

		Okay, that’s not the whole truth. Gray still thinks I’ll come to him, but he’s wrong. No matter how much I ache for him, I won’t, so my husband only needs to know that Gray is not going to have me again.

		“That doesn’t mean you don’t want him.”

		“Justin…” I’m so confused. Are we turning a corner, or aren’t we?

		He nearly drains his bourbon before continuing, like he’s fortifying himself. “I went ashore today.”

		Oh, no. Did he see me with Gray? Did he already know we were together and just assume the worst? After last night, I couldn’t blame him.

		“I had the most interesting conversation. I was in a bar after I couldn’t find you, and these guys from the cruise were talking. One of them was like me. He couldn’t wrap his head around all this hotwife cuckold stuff. But the other two guys…

		“One of them, Philip, was a cuckold, like the other husbands on this ship. And the other guy, Cedric, fucked his wife last night. And they were hanging out like they were buddies. Philip didn’t hate him for it. He was thrilled Cedric gave his wife such a good time.”

		“That’s very, uhm, evolved of him, but you don’t have to be like that. I just want you to be happy, whoever you are. I’ve never asked you to be a…cuckold…” I have trouble even getting the word out of my mouth. I never want to see my husband that way. “I’m not asking you to share me with…men.” I say men instead of Gray, but even that’s hard. This shouldn’t even be a conversation.

		“You’ve never asked, no. But I think that night changed you as much as it changed me.”

		“I’m still me, Justin.”

		“I know, Nic. You’re still that girl I fell in love with in that tenth-grade biology. This isn’t about that. I think that night unlocked something in both of us. I’m trying to accept that, and you need to as well. It’s okay for you to want…”

		“I don’t. Not in any real…I have to… way.”

		“I watched you, babe. I know what you felt. It was written all over your face. All over your body. I’ve never seen you so alive,” Justin says. For the first time, he doesn’t sound bitter about it. “Philip said if I let go, let that come out in you, we could be better than ever. He wasn’t without doubts, like anyone else, but I could tell me meant it.”

		“So, we’ll get stronger by sleeping with other people? Sounds like he was selling you swamp land, honey.”

		Justin grins, and I see the boy I fell for peeking through. “Could be. But running from my feelings isn’t working, so I think I need to try embracing them. And we won’t be sleeping with other people. I don’t want anyone else, babe.

		I broke him. It’s the only explanation. This isn’t the man I boarded the ship with. I don’t know how to handle my husband telling me he wants me to sleep with another man. I never asked for this, which I know sounds silly after I was with Gray, but it’s true.

		I wouldn’t ask for an open marriage—or whatever this would be. I don’t know that I want to live like that. How could I go from Gray’s bed to being Marley’s silly mom? Can I sing with the church choir after his dick has been in my mouth? Me being Gray’s lover is not how we live. It’s not how normal people do things.

		Deep down, I don’t know if I can handle it. The temptation could be overwhelming. I still feel Gray’s hand on my thigh. His lips on mine. I barely controlled myself. If I’m given free rein with him, I don’t know what I might do. I never considered it because I knew it wasn’t possible. But now it’s all I can think about. I drink my margarita because I fear how much I want this. But that’s not a good reason to do it.

		I want Justin to be happy, but do I want a husband who’d give me permission to be with someone else? Forget how he sees me. How will I see him afterward? Can I feel cherished by a husband who pushes me into the arms of another man?

		“Your mouth is hanging open, babe,” he says.

		“I don’t know what to say. I can’t believe you’re saying any of this. It’s a lot, Justin.”

		“Is that good or bad?” Why does he sound hopeful? This is a man who was ready to throw himself overboard last night.

		“I honestly don’t know. You go to the same church I do. Wanting something doesn’t mean you should have it. There’s strength in resisting temptation. Doing this would break all the rules. It’s dangerous.”

		“The rules are whatever we say they are.”

		Justin really wants this. I see it in his eyes. And I want Gray, which is both why I’m fighting this and why it’s crazy that I am. I can’t believe how our roles have reversed. Last time, I had to convince him that being with Gray was only sex and it wouldn’t change anything. Now, my husband is encouraging me to take a lover. He bent for me. Shouldn’t I do the same for him?

		“You know, I just convinced Gray that it’s not going to happen. Do I just stroll into his cabin and tell him to take me?” I try to sound light even though I’m scared out of my mind. Scared of myself.

		“Who says it should be him? Maybe it’s better if it’s not. Maybe tonight we do a trial run at one of the parties.”

		I’m so focused on Gray that I didn’t even consider being with anyone else, but maybe it’s better for Justin if it isn’t Gray. Can I do that? Can I be with a stranger? I don’t know if I even want that.

		Justin is more alive than I’ve seen him in months—years even. Embracing this has done something for him. I feel foolish for fighting it. I didn’t ask for it, but I’m being offered freedom on a platter.

		“Okay. Let’s go out tonight with open minds.”

		“You’re incredible, Nic.”

		I’m about to tell him the same when he pulls down my bikini top. I drop my drink in the pool in my scramble to cover my breasts, but Justin pulls my arms aside. He exposes me to everyone. Men leer. Even women eye me with appreciation. The attention tightens my core so fast that I get weak in the knees.

		A fit Latino man stares from across the bar. He’s ruggedly handsome and a few years younger than us. He stares at my chest unashamed and smiles when our eyes meet. It’s an offer. I could go back to his cabin right now and have him.

		Would Justin like to watch that? I’m dizzy with power and desire. It’s so unexpected. I like attention, but this is something else. It’s charged with erotic potential. The stranger’s smile is a promise to leave me sweaty and content. He shouldn’t look at a married woman like that, which is why it’s so thrilling.

		I pull my arms from Justin’s grasp and cover my breasts before I get an offer I won’t refuse. We don’t need to rush. Tonight will come soon enough.

		

	
		

		seven

		

		As excited as I am about what might happen tonight, the electronica, frenetic lights, and wild crowd make me feel old. The ship’s nightclub has been taken over by the Emancipated cruise for a Neon Glow Rave party. I’m not so old in this crowd, but even when I was younger, this wasn’t our scene.

		I’m exhausted by too much time in the sun today and too much booze. I’m not drunk any longer—not very, anyway—but I still needed an energy drink to rally for the evening. The tall, slender can of chemicals doesn’t deserve all the credit. The moment Nicole stepped out of the bathroom, I knew I’d follow her anywhere.

		A secret that not many people understand about Nicole is that she has always been an incredible chameleon. Going all the way back to high school, she’s had an uncanny ability to blend in with whoever she’s around. That’s why she was the cheerleader who could hang out with burnouts or fit right in with the theater nerds when she did the musical.

		Today, Nicole fits in perfectly when her father invites us to his stuffy, reserved country club, finding a way to still be sexy in a turtleneck and tweed slacks but pull out a skimpy dress for a night of dancing with the girls. And tonight, she’s somehow gone from suburban mom and corporate executive to wild rave girl like she’s hitting the clubs every weekend. I don’t know if I’ve ever seen her wear so little in public. I’ve given her the opportunity to cut loose, and she’s grabbing it with both hands.

		My wife is a complete counterpoint to me tonight. I’m reserved and wary, but she bounced right into the party with a joyous expression and the energy of a toddler on speed. When I didn’t move quickly enough, Nicole pulled me along by my hands. And when she turned and favored me with a rapturous smile, I did my best to match it. I’d have trouble rising to this sort of occasion even if the reason for it wasn’t nagging trying to pull me under.

		I didn’t lie when I told Nicole I’d made peace with what she’d done with Hunt that night. I really have, as best as I can. I’ll never be entirely comfortable sharing my wife with another man, but it’s senseless to torture myself over feelings I can’t control. And it’s selfish to deny Nicole because I can’t man up and deal with those feelings. I’ve decided to embrace what Philip told me and pray he’s right. But that doesn’t mean those conflicting feelings aren’t still inside me. I’ve just decided that I’m going to ride them out.

		Nicole is a glowing goddess under the black lights. She’s my beacon, and my love for her will guide me through tonight. In the darker parts of the club, her outfit is all I can see of her.

		It’s neon pink, and I think it’s more cutouts than fabric. The tiny crop top has such a huge cutout in the front that I’m surprised Nicole hasn’t popped out of it. It has a matching circular void in the back. The neon pink skirt that barely covers her ass has diamonds cut out on the side. Her hair is in two high, spikey pigtails tied off with neon pink. Even her makeup glows under the black lights. I can’t quite believe that half-naked vision is my wife.

		Nicole orders one of the special event cocktails, which also glows under the black light. I stick with water. I still feel awful from all my earlier drinking, and I need to keep my wits about me. In the semi-darkness of the club, I feel like anything could happen. It’s unnerving.

		“Come dance with me!” she demands over the thumping base. Talking is going to be virtually impossible tonight. I’d be concerned about what that means for a pickup, but I know that isn’t about getting to know someone.

		I allow her to drag me onto the crowded dance floor. I’ll make a fool of myself if I’m drunk, but dancing is not my thing. Whatever moves I had in my youth have left me. Now, I just awkwardly shuffle, glowing like a new moon in my all-white outfit, while Nicole shimmies, slides, and spins in front of me.

		My lithe wife has always drawn attention on the dance floor, but glowing in the dark makes her an undeniable magnet to the men around us. I don’t know how many of them are husbands looking for a distraction while their wives hook up with other men and how many are bulls—I think that’s what they’re called—looking for a wife to fuck. No one is more fuckable than Nicole.

		A tall, skinny Black man comes in behind her. She grinds back without thinking, and he holds her narrow hips. How strange that he thinks he can touch her without permission. She holds his hands in place and grinds back hard, almost bending fully forward to give him the full power of her tight ass. He must get low, but he’s determined to get her round peach where he wants it. Nicole must feel his reaction because her eyes widen, and she smiles.

		I watch with fascination when she raises her hands above her head, lofting her drink high, to move her body with his. My cock twitches, tenting my pants, but I don’t feel threatened. He’s not her type, which he’ll learn if she ever turns around. Grayson Hunt is her type. She’s always loved a jock. I was on the lacrosse team when we met.

		Nicole finally turns and rubs against his hard-on. The guy is at least six feet tall, but she’s the perfect height for him in those wedge-heeled sandals that lace up her calves. Her arms rest on his shoulders. His hands move to her ass. I still can’t adjust to this stranger handling her like she’s available to be pawed. He tries to kiss her. She turns her head and dismisses him.

		“Was that okay? Are you angry?” she asks, moving into my arms and pressing her lips to my ear. She’s slightly taller than me in those shoes.

		“It was… interesting.”

		“Good interesting, I see,” she replies, reaching down to rub my pulsing lump. She nibbles on my neck while she does it, and lust flashes through me. “You’ll tell me if it’s too much and you’ve changed your mind, right?”

		I grunt when she keeps her hand on me. Is she determined to make me come on the dance floor? Or is she just making sure she gets her way? I grab her ass like he did. I ordinarily try to be gentle with her, but if other men can manhandle my wife, so can I.

		“Are you good?” I ask.

		“I’m great,” she announces before shoving her tongue into my mouth. She tastes sticky sweet, like her glowing drink.

		Nicole breaks the kiss and spins far enough away from me that it looks like she’s dancing alone. I keep moving just because I’m on the dance floor, but we’re not dancing together anymore. She’s made herself available. She dances with everyone who moves into her orbit. Three different men have their hands all over her, but Nicole doesn’t keep any of them around. She’s just having fun. Maybe that’s all she’s doing tonight. Or she hasn’t found the right partner yet.

		I try to reconcile the woman I see on the dance floor, grinding on all comers, with the wife who kept telling me that she didn’t want anything like this. She tried very hard to convince me that I’m all she wants, but when she lets a broad, dark-haired fireplug of a man feel her up, I don’t see any conflict in her excited blue eyes.

		Nicole loved getting out on the dance floor in college and teasing the men around her, but she didn’t let them grab her tits. I loved when she received that attention back then, but I was younger and fitter. I didn’t feel like having her was outkicking my coverage with her.

		The muscular guy in the day-glo, mesh tank top kisses Nicole and she doesn’t push him away like she did her first dance partner. My gut tightens, and my body lurches, rejecting the vision of my wife making out with another man. And they are fully making out.

		Nicole has handfuls of his tank top, and his hands roam, caressing through the cutout in her back and kneading her ass. But I don’t feel like I’m going to throw up, like when she kissed Hunt. Maybe it’s the semi-darkness sparing me from vividly seeing them swapping tongues, or maybe it’s because she doesn’t have a relationship with this man. Grayson Hunt felt like a threat long before he actually had my wife.

		This clutch ends when her partner tries to pull Nicole’s crop top over her breasts. The Nicole I know is still in there and doesn’t want to be exposed in front of everyone. She looked ready to die when I pulled her bikini top down in the pool. She only warmed to the attention when I kept her arms at her sides and made her show off. I wanted her to know I was serious. I also wanted to see how we’d both react to her being exposed. Nicole deeply kisses her dance partner again and pushes him away.

		Nicole is sweaty when she presses to me again. Our kiss is just as hot as the one she just shared with a stranger, which is reassuring, but knowing her arousal isn’t really for me stings. Still, disorienting as it was, watching my wife kiss another man raced through me like a drug. I’m wired. I ferociously return her kiss and grope her tits because I can. I’m still her husband.

		We’re interrupted just when I think Nicole might drag me off to a darker corner of the club. “Ohmygod! I didn’t think I’d see you guys here! This doesn’t seem like your scene at all!” It’s Melanie Garvey. She hugs us before we can separate.

		“Don’t tell me you dragged Lawrence to a rave.” Nicole sounds as shocked as I am to see her.

		Melanie laughs, sounding like the bubbly blonde she must have been twenty-five years ago. She’s still an attractive woman, carrying the echo of the Midwest state fair beauty queen she must have been. She’s thicker than she like was then—although I’m sure she always had the massive tits—but she carries it proudly. It’s all on full display tonight. She’s even more exposed than my wife in a glowing green fishnet dress over what looks like a bra and panties. The whole outfit looks like lingerie.

		“For the moment. He’s at the bar, but I don’t think he’ll last long. This kind of music is like a spike to his head. But he wasn’t about to let me come alone.”

		“So, you guys aren’t…” Nicole asks, shouting to be heard. We’re still close together. Melanie’s soft curves make my cock throb harder.

		“Swingers? Emancipated, or whatever they call it? We’re not quite like that. We enjoy other couples in all kinds of combinations, but Lawrence is not one to send me off on my own to get screwed by some guy. He is always in control.”

		“And you’re good with that?”

		Melanie grins. “I love it. I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

		I see Nicole finds the idea of a man—at least me—controlling her alien. I know she loved the way Hunt threw her around, but that didn’t mean he was in control of her.

		“Love the outfit, Mel,” I say, because I have to say something. Between what I just watched Nicole do and Melanie’s unlikely appearance, my head is spinning.

		“I’m sure you do,” she replies, eyes flashing seductively. It’s not the first time I’ve sensed I could have her if I wanted. “I didn’t think you were into this scene, especially after dinner last night. You looked like someone killed your puppy.”

		“Hunt tricked us into coming on this cruise. We had no idea what it was. Did you guys?” I reply.

		“No, but knowing him, I’m not surprised. Gray is always trying to mess with people. Especially sexually. He loves to push people past their limits. That poker game wasn’t the first time we saw that side of him. And it wasn’t the last.”

		“I knew he was an overgrown frat boy, but I never suspected he was like that,” Nicole says.

		Melanie laughs again, giving Nicole a squeeze. “Gray plays even harder than he works. And he always gets what he wants. He did that night, didn’t he?”

		“It wasn’t planned. I never thought…” Nicole rushes the defense out. This is the wife I know. Maybe she doesn’t regret what she did, but he hates that anyone knows about it. Maybe she has an inner slut, but she needs that to be a secret. That’s why the cruise is a safe place to experiment.

		“It’s okay, honey. From what I heard, you got what you wanted, too.” She turns to me and squeezes my ass. I jump. Nicole looks amused. “I hope you found a way to enjoy the show that night.” I babble, trying to respond. Melanie cuts me off. “You must have, or you wouldn’t be here tonight, would you?”

		The DJ’s voice cuts through the music. “The body paint booth is now open, ladies and gentlemen. Get over there and show off your creativity! We have artists to help. There will be prizes for the best design!” The music cranks back to full volume.

		“Oooo! Let’s go get painted!” Melanie cries.

		Before either of us can respond, she drags Nicole away into the crowd. My only choice is to let them go or follow. I consider finding Garvey for a moment, but of course, I follow. The crowd is thick with revelers, and as I push through it, I get an up-close look at what these hotwife types are like when they’re partying.

		Most of the women in the club—and many of the men—started half-naked, but as I encounter people hooking up on the dance floor, I see they’ve shed even the lingerie and club dresses they wore. I swear half the women I see are topless, dicks are out and in hands, and I’m pretty sure I see one woman taking it from behind—her dress up around her waist—right there in front of everyone. I can’t help wondering if Nicole is capable of any of this. I want to say no, but can I be sure?

		Once through the crowd, I have to find this body paint booth. I work my way around the perimeter until I find the kiosk. A line of mostly women waits for their turn with the artists, but Nicole and Melanie are already getting worked on.

		Why aren’t I surprised to find the artists are built, shirtless men? The one painting Melanie has long, blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail. The lean-muscled stud painting my wife is strikingly handsome with a shaved head he’s painted a glowing blue. Streaks of orange highlight just how muscular he is. Nicole must love having his full attention.

		The artist is crouched and painting streaking fireworks on Nicole’s abdomen in crimson and yellow. I grudgingly admit they look fantastic. She’s squirming under the tickling brush. The black light is much brighter in the kiosk, making the dents of her aroused nipples plain through that spandex top.

		Nicole laughs and shakes her head when the artist speaks to her. I can’t possibly hear them over the throbbing electronica. I could move closer, I’m her husband after all, but I hang back. Watching my wife interact with hot guys is growing on me. The artist squiggles his brush in the air, and she laughs and shakes her head again.

		Beside her, Melanie sheds her fishnet dress. I don’t know how her artist was going to paint her with it on anyway, but her ease with being so bare so publicly is refreshing—and a little frightening because I can’t help but wonder if Nicole could get there. She pulls off her bra, and those giant tits spring free with such force that I expect a shockwave to hit me. They’re surprisingly firm for their size and vintage.

		Melanie leans back, thrusting her tits at the artist on the stool in front of her. He grabs them with both hands like he needs to feel his canvas before painting it. Knowing the truth about her marriage doesn’t make seeing such a conventional Midwestern woman behaving like this any less shocking.

		Nicole’s artist has been busy while I was distracted. He’s painted more firework trails streaking up her thighs, their detonations ending just past the hem of her tiny skirt. They feel like instructions on where men should go tonight. My cock surges, and I get the chills. He’s flirting with her the entire time. These guys must bed a lot of the wives, and I know mine is on his radar now. Nicole shakes her head again but then gives me the shock of a lifetime.

		Nothing in my life until now—not even watching her bounce on Grayson Hunt’s cock—has prepared me to see Nicole pull off her top in a crowded nightclub. Her firm, round orbs bounce free, and I’m dumbfounded. Did I make this happen when I pulled down her bikini in the pool? I was drunk and trying to make a point. It must have struck. The artist evaluates her tits and smiles. He cups the right and strokes her nipple with his thumb. She shivers. Does Nicole even know his name? Was there something in that drink?

		Nicole pushes out her chest, and the bald artist flicks her other tip with the paintbrush. I can’t hear it, but I feel her moan. Once he has both her nipples rock hard, he paints his masterpiece. Neon pink fireworks explosions cover both her swollen pink tips, their jagged edges extending just past her areolas.

		Nicole squirms like mad when he’s painting her. I swear he has her panting. He must tell her to keep still because she places a hand on his smooth, tanned head to brace herself. Streaking lines are painted up the slopes of her swells from her cleavage. Nicole closes her eyes at one point, and I know that look. She’s trying to control herself and hold onto a shred of dignity. She probably wants to fuck the hunky artist right here, but she won’t do that in public. His finishing touch is a constellation of stars across her tits. She looks disappointed he’s finished.

		I stiffen when she spots me. Why do I feel like I’ve been caught doing something wrong? This is my wife, and dozens of other people are watching her. But she is my wife, and standing back in the shadows to watch another man paw her just feels wrong—even if a big part of me wants it. Nicole sees Melanie is only getting started. Her artist is mixing something much thicker than paint. The girls talk, and Nicole springs out of her chair. She looks ready to throw her arms around me but stops short.

		“Oops, sorry. I can’t. I need to let the paint dry,” she laughs. I’ve never seen her so alive. She’s always looked nearly a decade younger than her forty-two years, but I swear she’s like a college girl again. It’s thrilling if I can accept the reason why.

		“Are you going to walk around like that?” I hate that I sound so stunned. I’m trying to be the cool guy who rolls with everything, but I can’t adapt as rapidly as she apparently can.

		Nicole pulls me down for a kiss, her tongue attacking mine. She loves this! “Can you hold my top? I need another drink.” She trots off, her bare tits bouncing, leaving me to follow once again.
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		I’m not sure how I got here, doing this in front of so many people, but I blame my second glowy cocktail. The cute bartender asked if I wanted a little something extra with it, and I nodded after too little thought. It’s literally been over twenty years since I rolled on Molly, and this crazy rave felt like the perfect time to dip my toes in again. What’s a glow party without Molly, right?

		Justin has no idea I poured the vial into my drink. He doesn’t know that I’ve ever done Molly. That wouldn’t fit with his image of me, although that ship has sailed now. It happened during our break in college, and I never told him because I was a little ashamed of the things I did during that semester. I loved him desperately and wanted him back, and I was afraid he wouldn’t accept me if he knew what I’d done while we were apart.

		I look around and find my husband watching. I feel like he’s always watching now, and it gives me both an uneasy feeling and a thrill I can’t explain. He shouldn’t be watching me do these things, but I love knowing how much I turn him on. I wish I knew if he loves what he’s seeing. Justin looks feverish, but the club is so hot, and his face is unreadable. He could be dying for me to do more or praying I’ll stop.

		What’s happening feels too good. I can’t stop. Somewhere, deep down in the haze, a little kernel of the rational adult I’m supposed to be tells me I should stop, but the rest of me is a big ball of pulsing, fuzzy feelings, and I wouldn’t stop for anything. I swear I’ve never felt so alive. I’ve never been so horny—even though that’s probably not true.

		I can’t stop rubbing the head planted between my thighs. It’s so smooth and warm. I’m trying to decide if it feels like warm glass or the soft leather seat of my SUV when the seat heater is on. Either way, I love touching him. I wish I remembered his name. It’s so deliciously wrong to let a man kiss my pussy like this when I don’t even know his name.

		Ohmygod is he good at it! I thought I loved it when we were making out on the dance floor, but his tongue fluttering in and out of me now is so hot that my entire body vibrates. I swear I hear it humming just under the pounding beat of the music. I love this music! I’m still trying to move to it even though I’m on this squishy couch, and my leg is over his shoulder, and Mel is sucking on my nipples. It’s a good thing the paint is edible. What’s-his-name between my legs told me so when he was painting me.

		Mel and I were back out there dancing and having a good time when he approached us. I don’t know where Justin was. He didn’t want to dance and had melted away. He was probably watching me from somewhere. And then the painter just kind of appeared and the three of us were dancing together.

		Mel kissed me, and then he kissed me, and they were both touching me. I remember touching them. I’m pretty sure I had one hand on the painter’s dick and the other on Mel’s breasts. Someone started touching my pussy. It had to be Mel because she told me how wet I was. But then the painter was fingering me because he was looking me right in the eyes and smiling while he did it. I thought I was going to come right there on the dance floor!

		I’m not sure how, but we ended up here on this couch, and I was in the painter’s arms. The rest of his skin is as soft as his head, but his body is so hard. It’s like granite wrapped in velvet. I couldn’t stop touching him. It was like I’d never touched a man before. Kissing him was ecstasy. I felt a spark every time our tongues touched. I didn’t want to ever stop that, but I wanted to taste the rest of him, too. I think I kissed and licked his entire chest. He tasted salty but also sweet.

		Mel was molded against my back. Our bodies were joining together. Her breasts crushed against me like these giant massage pillows. I wanted to grab them, too. Why can’t I have four hands? Her lips on my neck left a molten patch of desire everywhere they touched me. I wanted to split in two so I could fully experience Mel and the painter at the same time.

		All of that flowed into Mel easing me back and the painter kneeling at my thighs. I wanted to beg him to lick my pussy. The teasing made me want it so badly it hurt. I might have begged.

		“Yesss…ohhh myyy…yesss…please…please…ohhh myyy…”

		Am I getting loud? I don’t know. The music must be louder than I can be. Its rhythm pulses pleasure through me. People are around, watching us, but everything feels so good that I don’t care. I feel their gaze on my body wash over me like warm water. If watching me makes them feel as good as being watched makes me feel, I welcome them. That might be the Molly talking. I should be mortified.

		“God yesss...ohhh myyy god…yesss…please…don’t…ever…stop…”

		Mel sucking and licking my nipples makes them feel like they’re flowers blooming—blooming with pleasure. Why did I ever stop taking Molly? Fucking on it is so intense! I think I might get fucked in front of this crowd, and I don’t even care.

		I need to come, but it feels like it’s taking so long that I might never come. But when I do, it’s going to rock my world, and I know it will be so amazing that all of the waiting will be worth it. But then maybe I shouldn’t come because I don’t want this to end. Where’s Justin? Does he want me to come?

		“Is it too much for you?” Mel asks. She’s kissing my cheek and nuzzling me. God, I love her!

		“Noooo…yesss…nooo…too much…I want it…I want it all…ohhh god…”

		“Can you come, Nikki? It would be so hot if you came. Everyone wants to see it.”

		“Ohhh god…yesss…Mel…I want…I want to come…please…make me…”

		“I know my daddy will fuck my ass if I make you come. He wants to see you come, Nikki,” Mel hisses before pushing flicking her tongue at mine. Our kiss isn’t long enough. She needs to come back to our cabin and kiss me all night.

		I remember she calls her husband daddy. Ohmygod, is Lawrence Garvey watching? Seeing me like this? I scan the people gathered around us, but it’s hard to pick anyone but Justin out because they’re so fuzzy. My husband vibrates at a different frequency because of our connection, so he’s easy to pick out. I see Lawrence there, taller and older than everyone else. He’s leering at me, and it feels so dirty.

		A man like him—a colleague—shouldn’t see me like this. I want him to look away. He can’t see me come. It’s almost enough to make me want to cover my body. I’m topless, and my skirt is around my waist. Lawrence sees everything. But then a shiver goes through me. I want him to see! Watch me come, Lawrence! I know it’s the Molly talking again, but feeling so dirty feels so good.

		“God yesss…please make me come…I want to come…”

		“Come for me…come for my daddy…” Mel urges.

		“Yesss…make me come, Mel…please…I need it…”

		It feels like the painter is sucking my pussy harder, and I think he’s humming because new vibrations send me into the stratosphere. And now Mel is rubbing my clit, and I’m either going to come or pass out because it’s all so intense.
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		I don’t know if I’m supposed to rush in and save Nicole or let her experience all of this. I feel like she might be angry that I didn’t intervene when she comes down later. She’s definitely on something, and I’m positive she took it voluntarily. I’d whisk her out of here if I thought she’d been slipped something. Don’t ask me why—especially with what’s happening now—but I trust that Melanie wouldn’t have let that happen. If Nicole is high, she wants to be. For what seems like the millionth time, I wonder if I know this woman at all. My wife does not get high.

		Nicole also doesn’t get naked in crowds and certainly doesn’t have sex in front of other people—besides me—but she’s laid back with her legs wide open while that bald artist licks her pussy. He must be good because she’s losing her mind, begging him and Melanie to make her come. Shockingly, the blonde is there, too, playing with my wife’s tits and making out with her. I had no idea Nicole leaned that way.

		I can’t even parse out the most stunning part of this. All of it is unbelievable. Any single piece seems like something that should make me question my marriage—my entire life—but I watch a stranger go down on my wife and have no thoughts of divorce. I’m riveted. Watching Nicole, wife, mother, Deacon, corporate executive, put on a live sex show is electrifying. It is like I’ve grabbed a powerline and can’t move.

		“Ohhh god…yesss…Mel…I want…I want to come…please…make me…”

		Her voice is raspy and desperate, but that’s Nicole begging for more on that long, curved couch. With the darkness and glowing neon, it would be easy enough to convince myself that I’m mistaken because that couldn’t be my wife. She doesn’t glow as much as before. There’s just the band around her waist that was her skirt and the paint Melanie’s smeared all over her chest. Nicole stares at the ceiling, and she holds the head between her legs with both hands while pushing her hips at it. She looks like she’s trying to fuck his mouth to the DJ’s pounding rhythm.

		The couple dozen people gathered around are impressed. Several couples whisper and touch each other like Nicole is the spark for their own passions. I doubt any of them are official couples. They’re probably wives with their lovers. Solo men watch like they think they’ll get a turn with my wife next. One tries to step up with his dick out, but Melanie shoos him away.

		I’m becoming as depraved as Nicole because I don’t know whether or not I want to see her take on the men watching. It could break me, but I realize now that I’m burning to see her sink further into her debauchery. I’m so hard that I’m afraid to touch my cock. My balls ache so badly I’m afraid I’ll come the second I get Nicole alone.

		“She’s quite something. I consider myself an excellent judge of character, but I never thought Nicole had this in her.” The voice is Lawrence Garvey. He seems to have appeared out of nowhere, but my entire focus is on my wife.

		“She’s, uh, having fun,” I lamely reply.

		“That’s a word for it. I was quite surprised when Hunt Jr. got her into bed the first time. I knew he wanted her, of course. We all knew it. That whole weekend was an attempt to get your wife alone and finally have her. And now that he’s had her, I suppose this cruise is about finding out how much of a slut Nicole truly is. But then, they’re all sluts deep down, with the right temptation, aren’t they?”

		I stare at Garvey, wondering if I should punch him for talking about my wife this way. He’s so even keeled that I can’t tell if he called Nicole a slut as a slur or not. His wife is right there with her, but apparently he enjoys Melanie being a slut. I don’t know if I’ll ever get to a point where I’m as calm about this as he seems. I don’t think I want to.

		Garvey isn’t just the mild-mannered accountant type, though. I see the animal within him while he watches Nicole. He wants to ravage her just like all the other men around. Just like I do. Feeling their lust for my wife short circuits any reason I possess. So much of the drug of it for me is knowing other men want what I have.

		“Did Nicole always have this tigress inside, or are you discovering it now? I know you two have been together for ages.” Garvey’s question breaks through my mental turmoil.

		“She ahhh…no. This isn’t Nicole. I’ve never seen…”

		“Oh, it’s her, my friend,” he replies, clapping me on the shoulder. Being touched, even by him, is shocking, nearly pulling me out of the moment. “Perhaps she never showed you this part of herself, but it’s always been there. Keep that in mind when Hunt Jr. is stretching her cunt again. You have a vision of Nicole, and it’s valid, but this is also her, and once you’ve seen it, you’ll never unsee it. And now that you’ve uncaged it, there will be no stuffing it back in—for either of you.”

		I need him to stop talking. Garvey is pumping up anxiety up when I just want to feel the good parts—the exciting parts of this. I’m about to tell him to get away from me when Nicole goes off.

		“Ohhh myyy god…ohhh yesss…yesss…yesss…ahhh…”

		This might be the part I both love and hate the most. It’s seeing another man make my wife come like I never have in over twenty years together. She looks like she’s going to burst into confetti and disappear. I didn’t know a woman could come this hard. I’d think it was overacting if this was a porn video. But this is very real, and this is my wife experiencing a shattering orgasm while a crowd cheers her on.

		Nicole clings to Melanie like she needs an anchor to reality. She’s shaking, and her hips twist like she’s either trying to get away from the artist’s hungry mouth and get more. Melanie stops her howling with a kiss, and the women madly make out for a moment until Nicole shoves her away and howls again.

		The artist stands and lowers his tight silver shorts. An enormous cock springs out. Does every man on this ship have an unearthly cock except for me? A chill goes through me when I realize he’s going to fuck my wife in front of all these people. My twisted side loves that there will be witnesses to her ruin, but I still don’t want to believe she would let a stranger fuck her in a club.

		Melanie strokes his cock and whispers something to Nicole, who looks dazed. I’m not sure she’s in her right mind. I want to see her fucked, but I’m going to have to stop this. It can’t happen if she’s not fully with it. I don’t have to intervene. Melanie shakes her head and pumps the artist harder. She leans forward and swallows his monster like it’s nothing.

		“Christ,” I mutter.

		Garvey chuckles. “My dear Melanie loves a cock down her throat. You should see her work a glory hole. I’m sure there’s one somewhere on this godforsaken cruise. I discovered what a slut she was back in her days as a drink cart girl at my golf club. She loved taking care of a foursome.”

		I just stare at the man. He knew she was getting gangbanged on the golf course, and he married her? I’ll never know if I’d have married Nicole if I knew she had this in her. Did she know? Why did she marry me?

		The artist deserves a lot of credit. Most men would have pushed, but he’s pleased to take what he can get—not that Melanie is a consolation prize. A blowjob from a beautiful blonde is always welcome. I don’t want other women, but I wouldn’t stop her from sucking my cock if she tried right now.

		Just before he comes, the artist pulls out of Melanie’s mouth and finishes on Nicole, who’s lying there watching and smiling. He pumps his shaft and leaves a massive batch on her chest, painting my wife’s tits for the second time in the night. Nicole mewls and rubs it into her perky rounds like it’s the most expensive skin cream.

		“If I were you, I’d get her out of her before the next contestant lines up,” Garvey advises. “Unless you want to watch Nicole get used for the rest of the night. I’m not sure she’ll say no.”

		I’m not sure either, and I rush forward to rescue my wife.
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		Idown the largest bottle of water I can find before I let Justin drag me out of the club. I bring a second bottle with us. I’ve never been so thirsty. I forgot about this part of taking Molly. I didn’t think I was so loud when I came, but my throat hurts from shouting. I smile, thinking about how amazing that felt. I need to come like that again. I need Melanie and that man to keep touching me. I need someone to keep touching me. I’m not feeling choosy at the moment.

		Justin is holding me, and I shimmy against him. I love that he’s kind of soft. He’s so cuddly. We need to go somewhere and cuddle. And then he can make me come again. He might need to bring a friend. I may need more than one person to make me come like that. God, I want to come like that again!

		He wrestles my clothes back into place, but it’s all wrong. The skirt is too tight and binding, and one of my breasts is falling out of the hole in the top, but I appreciate him covering me. I wouldn’t have thought about it, and I know I shouldn’t be running around the ship naked. He’s probably taking me back to our cabin, but I don’t want to go back yet. Being out is too much fun. We just need to find a spot with people where we can settle in and cuddle.

		When Justin tries to pull me toward the elevators, I yank him in the other direction. He’s off-balance and stumbles my way. I’m laughing as we tumble down the hallway, and he loosens up and joins in. He says my name like a complaint, but I ignore it. We’re finding somewhere else cool to hang out.

		We burst through the door into the pool area. It’s a warm tropical night, but I feel better the moment the clean nighttime air hits my lungs. I hadn’t realized how much the rave smelled like booze, sweat, alcohol, smoke machines, and sex. Justin wants to pull me back inside, but I tear my hand from his and rush forward. I love the way the glassy surface of the pool shimmers under the moonlight.

		I look up at the sky and slowly spin, marveling at all the bright stars I can see from out here on the ocean. Each one is like a tiny twinkle of joy. I’m not peaking on Molly anymore, but I still feel amazing. I lose balance, but Justin is there to catch me. He always is.

		“We should probably go back to our cabin, babe,” he says, wrapping his arms around me and turning us away from the pool.

		“I’m not ready to go to bed. Let’s stay out.”

		Justin kisses me with shocking ferocity. His urgency pushes all other thoughts from my mind, and now I just want him. I came so hard with Mel and…what was his name…that guy, but I’m still so horny. The need throbs from my head to my toes but is an ache in my core. I cling to Justin’s shoulders while sucking on his tongue and revel in the feel of his white linen shirt.

		“I don’t want to go to sleep. I need you, Nic. Please, I want to make love to you.” He sounds desperate for me. I love it.

		“Tell me you want to fuck me, honey,” I whisper. I think I’m whispering. “Say it.”

		Justin looks shocked to hear that word come from my lips, and that makes me hornier. I like being shocking. His warm breath on my cheek gives me sexy shivers. He stays close and breathes into my ear, “I need to fuck you, Nic. I really need to fuck you now.”

		I grab him in his pants, and he grunts. He’s not lying. I love how hard he feels because I know it’s for me. I tease his lips with my tongue before kissing him again.

		“Do it, honey. Fuck me. Do it right here.”

		“Here?” Justin looks like I asked him to have sex with me on the fifty-yard line of Neyland Stadium. “We’re not supposed to do that in public areas. And there are people around, babe.”

		I didn’t even notice, but there is a smattering of other people around the pool. There are even naked people in the pool. And not everyone I see is behaving. I see one buxom redhead giving a blowjob on a lounge away from the pool. Another older woman with black hair has her hands in the shorts of the men on either side of her while they casually touch her body.

		“Everyone else is busy with their own fun. They won’t notice us.”

		Justin struggles when I pull him toward a chaise lounge several rows back from the pool. I think we could get lost among all the blue and white furniture. I push him down onto a chaise and straddle his legs. He doesn’t assist when I struggle with his belt until I give him a look that says, seriously?

		I don’t need to prep him. He’s as hard as I’ve ever seen him. I’m tempted to suck him anyway because he’s dripping with excitement, and I want to taste him. Everything has been so wonderful on Molly, and I bet he’ll taste wonderful, too. But I don’t want him to finish in my mouth. I do stoke him because the smoothness of the skin on his hot, veiny shaft makes me feel all happy and fuzzy.

		Holding my husband’s cock, I’m disappointed I didn’t get to play with the painter’s. I wanted to suck it the second he pulled it out. I was still awash in the bliss of my orgasms, and it would have been sloppy and unfocused, but I wanted to experience him. His cock looked so powerful and beautiful the way it was shaved. I should get Justin to shave down there.

		“Uhnnn god…Nic…jeez…god yeah…” Justin groans when I hike up my skirt and sink onto him. I take him all the way to the base. I don’t have to stretch and adjust to him because we fit together so well. I had panties when we left our cabin, but I don’t know what happened to them.

		Justin stares up at me like I’m a goddess, and he can’t believe I’m there. That look makes me melt for him. How could he think I’d ever leave him for someone else? Other men look at me with lust in their hearts, but no one looks at me like my husband does.

		I gyrate my hips and grind on him. The feel of him inside me is wonderful. I need to come again, but I’m in no hurry because I want this all night. My hands slide up under his shirt so I can feel his happy, hairy, soft belly. I love how it quivers when he gasps, and he can’t stop gasping while my slick canal massages him.

		His hands slide up my body, and I tremble from the wave of pleasure it sends through me. Being touched is so amazing. I wish Justin had more hands—or a friend or two. I don’t think about what that could become, just that I want as many hands touching me as possible. I lean down and kiss him. Being together under the stars feels transcendent. It’s wrong to be watched like this, but I want everyone to see how happy we are.

		Justin grips my butt and rocks me on him. I’m happy just to feel him, but take the hint. I slide my hips, and the friction feels fantastic, too, but I don’t want this to be over. I know how excited he is. We’re not going to do it all night. Not this time, anyway.

		I sit up and plant my hands hard on his belly. The leverage lets me bounce up and down on him. The chaise creaks beneath us. I stare up at the stars while every bounce on his cock sends another pulse of bright pleasure through me. Justin palms my breasts through my top. It only stays on for a minute before his impatience has him pushing it up. I pull it off completely. What’s a few more people seeing my body?

		“Uhnnn…Nic…dammit…can’t believe…so hot…so wrong…”

		“You…ohhh…love it…admit it…Justin…honey…”

		“Nic…you…uhnnn...everyone watched…”

		“They’re watching now…ohhh…I don’t care…feels sooo good…”

		“But…Nic…it’s…uhnnn…wrong…”

		“It’s hot…admit it…tell me…you…ohhh yesss…love it…”

		“Nic…uhnnn…jeez…I…”

		“Tell me…dammit Justin…you ohhh…love watching…ohhh…me…”

		“Fuuuuck…I love watching you, Nic…fuuuuck…I love watching you fuck…”

		“Yessss…oh god yesss…ohhh fuck…you want me to…ohhh…fuck for you…”

		“Uhnnn…dammit…yeah…I want you to fuck…little slut…everywhere…”

		“I’ll…ohhh…fuck all over the ship for you…Justin…I’ll be your…ohhh…slut…”

		“Yeah…yeah…uhnnn fuck yeah…god help me…be my slut…”

		“Should have…yesss…let him fuck me in the…mmmm…club…”

		“Yeah…show off, babe…sooo fucking hot, babe…too fucking hot…”

		“I’ll fuck soooo good…ohhhh…for you…”

		Justin’s eyes are wild. He’s manhandling my breasts, and when he pinches my nipples too hard, I whine, but I love the lightning strike it sends to my pussy. I love a rough man! I’m such a bad girl! He’ll see how bad I can be! I ride so hard that our bodies loudly slap together.

		A noise beside us draws my attention. It’s a security guard in a white and navy blue uniform. He stares impatiently at us. I smile back at him and keep screwing my husband. Just hasn’t seen him. He’s a rule follower. I bet he’d stop. If he does, I just might let the security guard have a turn. He’s cute.

		“Fuck him…fuck that bastard…fuck Hunt…”

		“Yeah, honey? You want me…ohhh…to do it…”

		“Ahhh god…yeah…fuck him…be his slut…let him…ahhh fuck…”

		Justin doesn’t finish because that triggers him. I’m impressed that he’s lasted as long as he has. My sweet husband is always quick when we talk about how bad I am. I think that’s why he wanted to stop. I keep riding as I feel him jet his release inside me. I feel a deep throb when I accept his seed. Something primal is always triggered when I feel a man come inside me, like my body craves being bred, even though I have an IUD. I keep riding as he goes soft, only stopping when he slips out of me.

		I don’t come, but that’s okay, I guess. It’s all so breathtaking. Every moment of being touched and feeling Justin inside me is like a tiny orgasm anyway. Besides, that guy in the club made me come so hard. That should be enough.

		“Sir, Ma’am. I’m going to have to ask you to stop. Ma’am, you need to put your clothes on,” the guard says. He’s stern, but I bet he has a great smile.

		His Jamaican accent washes over me like warm water. I wonder what his big hands would feel like on me. My husband is not as enthralled by our new guest.”

		“Oh, god. Sorry, man. We…ahhh…I didn’t…damn…”

		“Just get dressed and move along. You can do this back in your cabin or one of the public play areas if you want to be watched. But you can’t do it out here.”

		“Sorry, sir. I promise we’ll be good from now on. We’re not normally like this,” I ramble, smiling and batting my eyes. I’m still nearly naked astride Justin.

		The guard rolls his eyes. I can see why he doesn’t believe me. I know what I look like. But when he’s done, I catch his eyes sweeping over my pale body, stopping on my tight pink tips. Mel licked off most of the paint, but they’re still streaked with color. Should I tell him he can suck them if he wants? He’s telling me to get dressed, but he looks like he’d be happy if I didn’t.

		Justin sits up and spills me off him, holding my hips so I don’t tumble to the deck. The guard appreciates the way it makes my boobs bounce. I smile up at him, batting my blue eyes. I know how to avoid trouble with men—or find it.

		“Sorry, we’re getting out of here. Nic, fix that,” Justin says, tucking his dick away and generally gesturing at me. I wiggle my hips to tug my skirt back into place, but I’m getting used to being exposed. I never thought I’d like it this much.

		The guard stands over us until we’re dressed and moving. I don’t know if I’m scared he might follow us to our room or hoping he will. He doesn’t. That’s okay. I know I can coax Justin to get hard again. He wants me so badly that it’s coming off him in vibrations. I have a feeling we’re going to need to sleep in tomorrow.
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		Nicole and I have the best sex we’ve enjoyed in years that night—maybe ever. We got intense after that night with Hunt, but it was different. I was still in shock that it even happened and couldn’t process it. I worked so hard to convince myself that I was completely okay with it, and part of that was leaning into the hot sex with my wife.

		After our night at the glow party, we make love until the sun comes up. I come two more times. I lose track of how many times she does. We sleep until the afternoon and have sex again before slowly prying ourselves out of bed. I’d love to shower together, but that isn’t possible in the tiny cruise ship shower.

		Once we feel human enough, we have a light lunch at one of the bars on the ship and catch the late day sun at the pool. It’s the first time we pause to catch our breath since we boarded the cruise and our first chance to just be together without fighting or stressing. She finally confesses she was on Ecstasy last night. While I’m shocked she’d do that, I can’t argue with the results. I’d say we should do it together if we lived a different kind of life.

		Nicole’s bikini looks tame when I think about what she wore—and didn’t wear—at that party last night. The simple black two-piece shows off how she’s maintained her figure, but it’s not a few triangles and strings like I see on a lot of the women around us. Nicole’s worn this bikini on regular vacations and at family pool parties. Part of me wishes she was almost naked like the other wives around us, but I’m relieved she’s still recognizably my wife after what she—what we—did. We finally have a chance to talk about that.

		“A lot happened last night,” I start, trying very hard to sound casual. I don’t want her to think I’m freaking out. I’m not—not much, anyway. Internally, I’m controlled chaos.

		Nicole reaches over from her chaise and squeezes my hand. She holds a fruity drink in the other. I think she’s going for the hair of the dog because she’s much worse off than I am. Must be the Ecstasy.

		“Are you okay? I know last night got a little crazy.”

		“Crazy is one way to describe it.”

		“I probably shouldn’t have done the Molly. It’s been so long that I forgot how intense it gets.”

		“So long? You’ve done Ecstasy, I mean Molly, before?”

		“Back in college.” She reads my expression and adds, “When we were apart.”

		“Oh.” I still know very little about that time. Nicole has never wanted to talk about it, and I’ve always been too afraid of her reasons why to press. I let it go now. I don’t need another thing to try to handle. “Was that the only drug you did?”

		She laughs. I still love her laugh all these years later. It’s so joyful. “Maybe not the only one, but I don’t know that I could have gotten drunk enough to act like that without passing out. It’s hard to describe how Molly makes you feel if you’ve never done it. You just love everyone. Everything feels so amazing. You want more, and you never want it to end. All of that was great, but in another environment, I would have been content to lay there and let you pet me all night.”

		“That sounds like…something.” She’s right. I can’t even imagine it. I don’t know if I even want to feel that, even if the sex was amazing.

		“I want to know if last night was too much for you, honey. When you said you wanted to try this, I know you didn’t mean…that. I didn’t mean anything like that either. I don’t know why I…just let go.”

		“Because you wanted to? All these people around us say this only works with radical honesty. You can tell me anything, Nic.”

		“I was excited to go to that party and cut loose. I felt good, and I think that’s why I took the Molly from the bartender, but I didn’t think I was capable of any of that.” She smiles. “I want to blame Mel.”

		“She was egging you on, but you took off your top. And when that guy started kissing you…”

		Nicole looks away. “That was hot. I did want that. And I don’t know if it was all the Molly.”

		“Look at me, Nic.” I wait until she does it and smile. I don’t think it reaches my eyes, but it’s a smile. “I don’t want you to be ashamed of anything. We agreed to see where this goes. We’re in this together.”

		“I can’t believe I got naked in front of those people!” she exclaims, trying to lower her voice. “I can’t believe I did those things in front of all those people! I can’t believe you let me do it.” She looks embarrassed by her behavior, but I see something else in her sparkling blue eyes. Pride. She’s proud that’s still in her.

		I chuckle. “I didn’t let you do anything. I doubt I could have stopped you.”

		“And you liked it? You liked seeing me…do that stuff…with him…with all those people around?”

		“Wasn’t just him. Don’t forget Melanie.”

		“Oh god. How… Why…” Nicole truly looks embarrassed by that part of it.

		“I guess you wanted to. But you asked if I enjoyed it. Couldn’t you tell by what happened afterward?”

		I see she blushes a little bit, even under the Caribbean sun. “We almost ended up in cruise ship jail, didn’t we?”

		“I think he secretly liked watching you fuck, Nic.”

		“Don’t say it like that! It sounds so vulgar. You’re my husband. We make love.”

		Eventually, back in our cabin, we made love. Out on that deck—not far from where we’re sitting now—we fucked. It’s funny that she’ll beg Hunt to fuck her or taunt me with it when she’s angry, but Nicole is embarrassed when I say we fucked. My wife has many layers.

		“Whatever we were doing, I think that guard was jealous that you were doing it with me and not him.”

		“We could have invited him to join us,” she suggests. I can’t remember the last time I saw that mischievous smile. She’s really taking to this hotwife thing. Still can’t quite swallow calling my wife a hotwife. “Would you have liked that?”

		“Maybe. I don’t know.” I like watching her. I don’t know if I want to share her with another man in that way. I don’t think I can be that close to a naked man and stay hard.

		“And Gray. Last night you said…”

		“I remember, Nic.”

		“Was that just the heat of the moment, or did you mean it? I’m going to have to answer his texts at some point. Whatever else is going on, he’s still my boss.”

		“Is he still your boss in bed?”

		Nicole can’t meet my eyes, and that’s my answer. She likes that he takes charge. I’ve never done what he did to her. I don’t think I could. But damn, I loved watching him do it, no matter how it made me feel afterward.

		“I meant it. If I can watch what you did last night, I can watch you fuck Grayson Hunt again.”

		“I didn’t fu…have sex…with anyone else last night.”

		“You would have.”

		She doesn’t lie and deny it.

		“I want you to do it,” I continue.

		“You said that last time.”

		“But now I have an informed opinion.”

		“You’re not all conflicted anymore?”

		“I can handle myself. I have to trust you, and you have to trust me, Nic.”

		“I still want you to sleep on it again. Justin, you must be very sure. Things are different with Gray and don’t deny it. He’s not some anonymous guy in a dark club. I know you hate him.”

		I laugh. “Shouldn’t I? He angled to fuck you for over a year and finally did it. I’m entitled to feel a certain way about that.”

		Nicole rolls her eyes. “But you’re okay with it?”

		“It’s not about him, Nic. I like seeing what he does to you. I love what he brings out in you. We’ve been together since we were sophomores in high school, babe, and I never saw that side of you before.”

		“Honey, I love you. When we make love…”

		“Don’t, Nic. I know you love me, but this isn’t about love. It’s about something else—something I can’t give you. But I want you to have it. I want to see you get it. And yes, it makes me feel a lot of things, but the primary thing is that it’s hot as hell because you’re a force of nature, and you deserve to unleash that, whether or not I’m the one that brings it out in you.”

		“I don’t know if there’s any other man strong enough to say that, Justin.”

		“Look around, babe. This ship is full of them, apparently.” We both laugh. “Let’s just enjoy ourselves and be open to whatever happens. Okay?”

		“Okay.”
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		We plan to go the concert that night. It’s some kind of chamber music thing, I think. I don’t really know that kind of music. A ship wide announcement encourages skimpy dress. I don’t consider it because I don’t think it applies to me. Nicole wears the sexy pink dress with the waist-deep diving V that tempted Hunt in Big Sky country. I don’t think it’s a coincidence that she packed it. We don’t make love again before the concert. She says she’s sore, but I think she’s trying to torment me. We have a lovely dinner instead.

		Neither of us considered that skimpy dress means something entirely different on an Emancipated cruise. Nicole is one of the few women who attend the concert wearing actual clothes. Nearly all the women are in lingerie, including the performers. One of the musicians is in a red babydoll, with her tits spilling out of the top. I’m surprised to see it’s the wife of that guy from the bar, Ezra. I guess he changed his tune on this stuff like I did.

		I also notice a lot of women wearing anklets, many of them with dangling charms. I’ve been seeing them all cruise but didn’t think about it. Some of them have little spade charms, like from a deck of cards, or the initials “HW,” or the gender symbols. Do I need to buy Nicole an anklet now?

		Men flirt with Nicole, but she doesn’t seem interested until she meets a linebacker at the bar after the concert. It feels so strange to have a man come up and flirt with my wife while I’m sitting there. I don’t know if it’s something I can ever get used to. He says his name is Alex, and he’s one of the cruise’s personal trainers. Nicole mentions she’s been meaning to get to the gym again, and he lights up.

		Alex is respectful, as weird as that is to say. He respectfully kisses my wife at the bar and slips his hand into her low-cut neckline. She purrs when he fondles her tits. He puts a hand up her short dress, too, while she rubs his cock through tight jeans, but she stops him before she comes. I think Nicole is afraid she can’t stay quiet enough. We don’t want another brush with the law.

		He asks if we’d like company in our cabin. Nicole looks tempted, and I wouldn’t say no if she said yes, but she declines, keeping to the promise that today is about us. We do not make love back in our cabin. No, we fuck. We’re both thinking about what Alex would have done to her, but there’s no dirty talk. We’re too focused.

		While Nicole falls asleep in my arms, I try to decide how sure I am about all of this. I want it to happen, but I am not as confident as I want her to believe. I’m still pulled in a million directions inside. The fear that I could lose my wife to Hunt is almost as strong as my desire to see him toss her around.

		Knowing she loves me doesn’t truly make me feel better. I think she can love me and yet become addicted to the way Hunt fucks her. I’ll do everything I can to be the man Philip said I should be, but I can’t just shake the feeling that this will all blow up in my face.
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		Gray and I meet in an intimate, open-air lounge at the bow of the ship on the Horizon Deck. A large, semi-circular couch that probably seats a dozen people is set back from the railing. The view must be incredible at sunset. The Captain’s Suite is above it. I look up but can’t tell if anyone is watching us from above. We have the space to ourselves for the moment. Justin wasn’t thrilled when I told him I wanted to talk to Gray alone, but he let me go.

		I take a minute to stare at him from behind before announcing my presence. My core tightens just from taking him in there in the afternoon sun. The black tank top shows off just how ripped he is. His back is absolutely sculpted. All I can think about is how easily he moved me around in bed like I was a ragdoll. His power was such an incredible turn-on. His butt is perfection in tiny white shorts. I just want to grab it and feel how hard it is.

		My reaction shames me after all the protests to Justin that I don’t need to have sex with Gray. How can I tell my husband that my body craves another man like this? He says he’s okay with this, but I cannot believe he’d be okay with how badly I want my handsome younger boss.

		“I’m pleased you want to see me but surprised after the way we left it,” he says when I touch his shoulder. He doesn’t turn around.

		“I meant what I told you then, but things have changed.”

		“Is that why you haven’t returned any of my messages?”

		“Justin and I had a lot to sort through.”

		“I’m sure you did.”

		I hate his arrogant chuckle, but it makes me want him more. I want to believe there’s more to him than a cocky frat boy, but that’s too many romance novels talking. Justin is probably right about him. I don’t need more if this is just about sex. Gray smiles. I swear that face was genetically engineered to make me melt. I’m proud that I resisted him as long as I did.

		“You know, I could punish you for ignoring me. We’re technically on the clock during this cruise.”

		“Are you going to write me up? As the head of HR, I can tell you that you may have some issues there.”

		“Are you going to report me to yourself? That may be a conflict of interest. I think we’re past written warnings anyway. I was thinking something more old school.”

		I give him an Are you serious? look, but he’s too busy drinking me in to notice. The white cover-up over my bikini is semi-translucent and closed with three ties in the front so that he can see my black bikini beneath it. I just left Justin at the pool. 

		“I hope you’re not thinking about something crazy like putting me over your knee. Do I seem like the kind of woman who’d let you spank me? By the way, my eyes are up here.”

		Gray doesn’t meet my eyes but keeps his focus on my chest as he pulls the top tie free, making my cover-up part at my chest. I bat his hand away, but it slips back and opens the second tie. “Stop that!” I insist.

		“Come on, Nikki. You didn’t come up here dressed like that and expect me to keep my hands to myself, did you?”

		I swat his hand back again before he can loose the last knot, although it doesn’t matter. My cover-up is hanging open. “I didn’t think you’d expect to have the privilege of just touching me. That’s not for you.”

		“Just your husband?” He looks like he can hardly contain his laughter. I’d tell him to get lost if I didn’t so vividly remember how hard he made me come.

		“Sometimes. No man has the right to just touch me whenever they choose.” With a hand under his chin, I direct his eyes to my face and defiantly make him stare at me.

		“I’m not going to make you do anything, Princess, but when I have you in my bed again, I’ll do what I please.”

		“You think so?”

		“I know you’re not going to stop me. I remember how you begged last time.”

		My cheeks burn, and my breath catches in my chest. The effect he has on me is infuriating. He moves closer. I’m pinned between Gray and the railing. My hair is wild in the breeze coming off the ocean. My lips part because I know he wants to kiss me. But he doesn’t.

		“Why are you so confident that’s why I’m here? I just said I needed to talk to you.”

		“I wouldn’t have heard from you otherwise. Did you tell Justin about our meeting on the beach?”

		“Of course I did.”

		“Did you tell him we kissed?”

		“You kissed me.” I hate how weak my voice sounds. I sound needy. I feel needy for him. My body is absorbing his heat. The thick lump in his shorts seems to pulse against my stomach. I hold onto the railing behind me with both hands because I don’t want to touch him.

		“And now Mr. Buckley wants to watch me fuck his wife again. Correct me if I’m wrong, Nikki.”

		I do not let him know he’s wrong about me telling Justin we kissed. I feel like it would be worse if he knew my husband just came to this conclusion on his own. I want to tell him he’s wrong about why I’m here, but that would be a pointless lie.

		“He didn’t send me up here to have sex with you right now, Gray. But yes, we would like to get together again.”

		“So he can watch me fuck you?” Gray smiles and takes off my sunglasses.

		I nod and look away.

		“I want to hear you say it.”

		“He…Justin…he wants me to be with you again.”

		“You’re going to have to say it, Princess. Tell me why you’re here.”

		I stare at Gray, hoping to intimidate him, but he’s not a man who intimidates. I’ll give him what he wants, but I won’t be timid about it.

		“He wants me to fuck you. Are you happy, Gray? My husband wants me to fuck you.”

		“Fuck, you’re beautiful. Those eyes, goddam, Nikki. I bet you’ve been able to wrap every man in your life around your finger just by batting those baby blues. That’s why I should put you the fuck over my knee. I love your fire, but you need to be humbled, Princess. I’m going to fuck you, but it won’t just be on your terms. I’m going to take what I want.”

		“I think this was a mistake,” I mutter, weakly pushing against him.

		Gray finally kisses me, and I melt. My tongue flicks right into his mouth, and my arms wrap around his broad, powerful shoulders. His fingers lace through my hair to hold my lips to his, and he grabs my butt to grind us together so I feel how big and hard he is. I whimper into the kiss. He knows exactly how much I want him.

		“I’m going to fuck you senseless while your husband watches. That’s what he wants, isn’t it, Nikki?”

		“Yes,” I gasp before kissing him again.

		“That’s what you want. Isn’t it, Nikki?”

		“Yesss…” I confess, kissing his stubbled jaw. I want to be defiant, but god, I crave what he can do to me.

		“Tell me again, Princess. Tell me what you want.”

		I try to kiss him instead of answering, but his fingers tighten in my hair, keeping my lips from his. I tremble. “I want you to fuck me, Gray. I want you to make me come while my husband watches… Oh god, are you happy?”

		He kisses me, tongue thrusting into my mouth like I need his cock to thrust into me. He pushes inside my bikini bottom, and his fingers graze my furrow just below my landing strip. He finds me slick for him. His finger dip deeper, and my knees go weak when he strokes them.

		“I should fuck you right here just to prove I can.” He has no doubt he can do it. Why would he? He finds my button. I tense and whimper when he teases it. I press my forehead to his chest, trying to wrangle the wild feelings inside me.

		“Please…ahhh…not here…”

		“Tonight?”

		“Yesss…tonight…”

		I grab him through his shorts. Not because I want it—I do—but I need to take some power back. Gray grunts and pushes it into my hand. He lets me rub it, but he’s still toying with my pussy. I need him to stop that.

		“Maybe I should have you suck my cock right here instead. You can go back to Justin with my cum on your breath. He’d probably love to kiss you after that.”

		I mash my lips to his. I give him the aggressive kiss I imagine I’d share with my husband if I complied with Gray’s taunt. But then I push him away after a final squeeze of his cock. I’m weak in his presence, but his taunting Justin gave me the strength to pull back. Maybe I’m one of these hotwives now, but my husband is not a cuck. I won’t think of him that way. He doesn’t have to be weak to want this.

		After catching my breath and wiping the kisses from my lips, I say, “Maybe I’ll be the one to fuck you senseless tonight.”

		“Fuck, Nikki. You’re all over the place, and I love it. You fucking need it for sure, but you’re still so proud. That’s why I had to fuck you and why I want to keep fucking you. You’re a true prize, not like these other women who just spread their legs.”

		“Like Taylor? Is she going to be a problem?”

		“We’re not like that. She’ll be cool. She’ll even be into it. I think it turns her on that I got you that night.”

		“Good for her.”

		“We’ll all hook up tonight at that Leather & Lace Ball. Impress me, Nikki. I want to see how daring you really are.”

		I smile, thinking about showing off for him. I want to make Gray ache for me. I’ll make him beg me for it tonight. He thought he had to fuck me before? He hasn’t seen anything yet.

		“Just make sure you impress me. Oh, and Gray, don’t compliment me by putting other women down. It’s tacky, and I don’t like it.”

		“Fuck! Yes! That’s Nicole Buckley. That’s the woman I have to have!”

		“Let’s see if you can earn it tonight.”

		I walk away and feel his eyes on my butt. I am Nicole Buckley, not some easy bimbo. And Gray should be working to get me into his bed. His desire for me feeds my confidence, and I love it. I’ve never been prouder than just now when I left Grayson Hunt wanting more.
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		Nicole was wild when she came back from seeing Hunt. I feared she lost control and fucked him without me, but would she have been that horny if she had? She would have been exhausted and satisfied. Still, I had to know and threw her down on the bed. She wouldn’t let me fuck her. I have to save it for Gray , she told me. She didn’t want to go to her lover with my cum in her cunt.

		The denial made me burn with envy, but that pushed this new button I have. I chose to just feel it rather than try to understand why my wife refusing me her pussy to save it for another man was such a turn-on. But there was more than one way to discover her secrets. Nicole didn’t stop me from going down on her. She needed to come—badly. Something must have happened up there on the Horizon Deck. I don’t want to think she was that drenched just from being in Grayson Hunt’s presence.

		Nicole howled and thanked me after she came. She told me how much she loved me and how lucky she was. I know she meant it, but she doesn’t have to keep saying it. I have my own dark reasons for doing this. She rewarded me with a handjob. He gets her cunt. I get her hand. That made me finish on her tits in about two seconds. We napped and spooned together afterward. We were both going to need our rest for what was coming.

		And here we are, walking into the Leather & Lace Ball. I’m uncomfortable in a black leather shirt I bought from one of the specialty vendors with a shop set up on the cruise and jeans. I do not fit in, but I’ll do my best to try.

		Nicole is strutting. And she has every right to. She’s sex personified in that outfit. Her glow party outfit may have been tinier, but this outfit is far more daring. I’m impressed and a little frightened that she’d wear something like this in public. She had dim lighting to disguise how exposed she was at the last party. Everyone can see her sexy body tonight.

		Walking behind her, it’s almost impossible to believe that’s my wife ahead of me. But then she turns and smiles over her shoulder at me. Back home, she’s the picture of the demure wife and mother, the church choir member, but she loves this. The black lace sheath clings to her body like a second skin but hides nothing. The unlined dress is meant to expose the secrets beneath it. Nicole is fully exposed, but for her skimpy, frilly black panties and the black bra that pushes her tits up and out. The panties are so tiny that the orange UT logo tattooed just along her bikini line is faintly visible through the lace dress. To my knowledge, only two men have ever seen it.

		The only saving grace is that she’s not the most exposed woman at this party—far from it. Her dress could be considered lingerie, but plenty of women—wives—wear actual lingerie. This is like that concert from last night but turned up to ten.

		Everywhere I look, I see women bouncing out of their bras and babydolls, wearing thongs that hide nothing. I see plenty of women in leather, too. Bustiers with shiny metal buckles are common. My conventional, suburban dad mind is blown. Now I understand why the sign by the entrance warned that this is not one of the ship’s safe spaces. Everything is on the table at this party.

		Nicole still draws special attention, even in a room full of half-naked women. The bartender drops a conversation to come and serve her. I don’t like the way she smiles back at him. I’m committed to this course of action but still have a gut reaction to men flirting with my wife. He’s a carbon copy of Hunt, except for sandier hair. He introduces himself as Jake.

		“What’s your specialty, Jake?” Nicole asks, clearly admiring the way he wears a black leather vest. I guess ship uniforms are required for this job.

		Jake shares Hunt’s cocky grin but lacks the latter’s hard edge. “Well…” He pauses for her name.

		“Nicole.”

		“Well, Nikki, I’d happily show you, but I can’t do that here at the bar, at least not until later.” I guess all men who want to fuck my wife get to call her Nikki now—if she wants to fuck them back, anyway.

		His hand covers hers on the bar, and he plays with her engagement ring and wedding band. Her thumb, with its ruby-painted nail, caresses him back. Jake would know her toes are painted identically if he could see through the bar. Her open-toed, strappy black pumps are sexy as hell.

		“I didn’t think the staff was supposed to fraternize with the guests,” Nicole replies, blooming in the rays of his attention.

		Jake leans over the bar, and I think he might kiss her. He lowers his voice and says, “I won’t tell if you won’t. No one will be able to pick me out from the crowd once this party is in full swing. It’s one of the wilder events of the cruise. Only the pirate party is crazier. This isn’t my regular station, but I never miss this party.”

		“It’s even wilder than the glow party?” Her feigned innocence is unconvincing.

		“You were there last night? You must be a fun girl, Nikki. I’ll only say that this party has some fun extras in keeping with the whole leather theme. I think you need to discover those for yourself.”

		“I might need a guide, Jake.”

		“By all means, come back and find me. I’d love to help you enjoy the installations here.”

		“I’ll keep you in mind. For now, I guess an Old Fashion will have to do. Make it extra smokey.”

		“Anything for you, Nikki.”

		It’s a good thing I’ve gotten used to men acting like I’m invisible to flirt with my wife. Otherwise, I’d be infuriated. I still clench up inside, but now I actively work to let it go. I get a beer when he finally acknowledges me. No hard stuff tonight. I need my wits about me,

		Watching Nicole with Jake, I wonder if she’ll actually fuck him tonight. She’s here for Grayson Hunt, but does that mean she won’t fuck other men? I still believe she was dangerously close to taking all comers last night. How much of a slut do I think my wife has become? We need to stay away from the Ecstasy tonight.

		The ballroom is less crowded than the club was last night. Each night of the cruise features multiple events, but maybe this one is more specialized than the glow party. We see some of the extras Jake referred to when we mingle around the ballroom.

		An entire corner has been fashioned into a makeshift dungeon, or so I assume. I wouldn’t know what one looks like. The dominant feature is a giant X with shackles on it. I don’t want to know what that’s used for. Padded benches have cuffs attached, and there are stocks, like when someone gets punished in the town square in a Middle Ages movie. A bar hangs from a chain attached to the ceiling, and a wall rack holds an assortment of scary implements. The entire enterprise is overseen by a couple in leather outfits—her’s red, his black.

		I’m ready to sweep right past the dungeon. I’m uncomfortable being near it, but Nicole pauses to explore.

		“Are you experienced or curious, honey?” the dominatrix asks. Her lips, a red slash, curl into a smile when she looks Nicole over. She’s a stunning Asian woman with black hair pulled back into a severe ponytail that falls to her waist. Her body is thick, and her breasts look like they’ll burst the red bustier any second.

		“Neither,” my wife answers. “Just looking.”

		“Sure about that? You look interested.” This is from the male in the black leather pants. Some weird harness crosses his chest, but that’s not the weirdest part. He wears a hood with his mouth exposed. The dom isn’t a fit hunk like the other men we’ve encountered, but I don’t think it’s about that.

		“I’m curious,” Nicole admits. “Who wouldn’t be? But I’m not curious curious.”

		“And how about you?” the dominatrix asks me. I’m startled to be noticed. Her intense dark eyes unsettle me. “Are you the sub?”

		“This, uh, isn’t my thing,” I stammer. Why does she assume I’m the submissive? If anyone is getting punished, it’s Nicole. She’s been very bad.

		My wife wanders deeper into the dungeon area and rubs her hand over the top of the heavy wooden stock. I try to imagine her head and hands trapped inside it, but the vision is silly. I can’t see her being submissive—not for me, anyway. She swats at a restraint hanging from the big wooden X, and the chain jingles while the leather cuff swings on it.

		“Are you sure you’re not interested, honey? Maybe you’d like to get your husband up on the St. Andrew’s Cross and tell him what you really want,” the dominatrix suggests.

		“That’s what this thing is called?” She rubs the smooth wood with her hands. Why does she sound fascinated?

		“Yes, it’s very useful for discipline and pleasure denial. I’d suggest strapping your cuckold in while your bull takes you. It drives the cuckolds wild.”

		“I said it’s not my thing,” I insist. Ice flows through my veins when I imagine Hunt bending Nicole over one of these benches and railing her while I’m strapped to that thing. I couldn’t handle it. That’s not what I want.

		The masked man steps up and admonishes, “You’ll address her as Mistress Jacqueline.”

		I’m about to tell him, I’ll say whatever I damn well please, but his demeanor stops me. Nicole steps in.

		“I apologize for my husband, Mistress Jacqueline. We don’t know your rituals.”

		“We can learn. It would be fun to teach him, with your permission. I only borrow cuckolds with the wife’s permission.”

		“I’m not a…”

		“Justin isn’t a cuck. I don’t torment him or do anything without his enthusiastic consent.”

		Nicole takes a riding crop down from the rack. We’re both from horse country. We know what that is. She gives it a half-hearted swing. Mistress Jacqueline says, “You need to put more snap into your wrist, honey. Like this.” She steps behind my wife and holds her, putting a hand near her wrist. The Asian woman towers over her, but I can’t tell if she’s tall or if it’s her shiny, red, over-the-knee boots. Seeing Nicole in the dominatrix’s arms makes my cock surge. She snaps Nicole’s arm forward, and the riding crop cracks. The action makes the drink in her other hand spill out of the glass.

		“Oh!”

		“You feel the power, don’t you, dear?”

		“Yes,” she whispers, adding, “Mistress Jacqueline.”

		“And it’s exciting, isn’t it?”

		“Yes…Mistress.”

		“Are you sure you don’t want to get Justin up there and give it a try? Or perhaps put him in the stocks?”

		Nicole looks at me, sapphire eyes blazing. She isn’t seriously considering this, is she? It will not happen. If letting her fuck Hunt makes her think I’m submissive now, we need to stop.

		“No, I don’t think I could. We’re partners. I’m not in charge.”

		Mistress Jacqueline smiles. “What a submissive answer, honey. I think I got it wrong. Perhaps you should be the one on the cross.”

		“What? I couldn’t.” The dominatrix stares at her, and she sheepishly adds, “Mistress Jacqueline.”

		“I sensed your strength and confidence, but I think I misread you. You’re usually the one with the power in your everyday life. Are you in charge at work?”

		“Yes…Mistress…” She sounds like the woman is hypnotizing her. “I’m the vice president of HR.”

		“Many people in positions of authority have a deep need to give up control in the bedroom. I’m sure you’re aware of the CEO licking his mistress’s boots stereotype.”

		Nicole doesn’t seem to realize the dominatrix is guiding her back to that giant X. The masked man has moved away from me to join them. I should probably stop this, but as my wife keeps insisting, she’s a big girl. She can tell them to stop if she wants to. Is it terrible that I want to see where this goes?

		“I…I am…”

		The dominatrix turns Nicole to look at her, stroking her soft cheek. The Asian woman’s long black fingernails look like talons. My wife is backed against the X. She stiffens but doesn’t pull away. The dominatrix turns stern. “What was that, honey?”

		“I…am…Mistress…Jacqueline…”

		The masked man takes her drink and sets it aside before raising her left arm and slipping a cuff around her wrist. She stares at him like she doesn’t understand what’s happening. He pulls the chain it’s tight, stretching her arm up along the X. The dominatrix takes the riding crop from her and holds it between her legs. She repeats the process with Nicole’s right arm, but my wife finally resists.

		“I don’t think I’m comfortable with this. I’m not into this,” she complains. The woman holds her wrist but doesn’t force it into the cuff.

		“Wolf, come here.”

		“Yes, Mistress Jacqueline,” the masked man answers. Of course, his name is Wolf.

		“Wolf is just going to hold your wrist up there, and you can pull it free at any time. And your husband is right here. He’s not going to let us hurt you. You do trust him, don’t you…”

		“Nicole,” I tell her. “She’s safe while I’m here, Mistress Jacqueline.” I say the woman’s name with confidence, not as a cuck.

		“Do you, Nicole?”

		I’m not sure what I see when my wife stares at me. Fear? Excitement? Her unshakable confidence is absent. She looks like she’s trying to make a decision. I’m eager to play this out because I don’t feel like the helpless one for once, but I don’t know if I like this version of Nicole.

		“Yes, I trust him, Mistress Jacqueline.”

		Wolf lifts her wrist and holds it to the X above her head. Her arms are stretched in a wide V. If she were properly strapped in, her legs would be attached to the thing, too, spreading them wide. I might be confused by this version of my wife, but I’d love to see that. The dominatrix steps back to regard her. She presses the tip of the riding crop under Nicole’s chin to force eye contact.

		“You’re a beautiful woman. I’m sure you’ve always had men chasing you like eager puppies looking for a treat.”

		“I don’t know about that.” After a pause, she remembers, “Mistress Jacqueline.”

		“No need to be humble, Nicole. We obviously appreciate a strong woman, don’t we, Wolf?”

		“We do, Mistress Jacqueline.”

		“Sex is often the most powerful weapon we have. I’m sure you wield it well.” She looks back at me and smiles. I must look away. “But we always crave what we don’t have. And you crave someone to wield that weapon against you.”

		“I don’t know what you mean,” Nicole says, the words rushing out.

		The dominatrix runs the tip of the riding crop down between her breasts and taps her pierced navel. Nicole squirms. She’s uncomfortable, but part of her must be enjoying this. The implement traces the undercurve of her breasts.

		“These tits hypnotize men, don’t they?” Mistress Jacqueline sounds amused.

		“Men…ahhh…like to stare…Mistress…Jacqueline…”

		“And you love that power, don’t you, Nicole? You wouldn’t be displaying yourself like this if you didn’t. You’ll have your choice of boy toys undressed like this tonight. And you’ll revel in their attention.”

		“That’s not why…” Her voice is breathy.

		“But deep down, you want to lay down the burden of your sexual power and be the plaything.”

		“Mistress…I…”

		“Don’t lie to me, slut. Liars get punished. But well-trained sluts…”

		“I’m not…”

		The riding crop whips up in a blur. Nicole yelps and tenses. I don’t think it really strikes her, or she’d have shouted, but the implement had to have caught her nipple whipped across her breast. She felt something through her bra. The dominatrix whips it again and again. I can’t tell if she’s making contact, but my wife whimpers and whines like a bitch in heat. I’m fascinated. She struggles against the X, but she doesn’t try to escape.

		“Don’t lie to me, slut. Your husband will tell me the truth. You fuck other men, don’t you?”

		Nicole hesitates, and the woman presses the riding crop between her legs, wedging the stretchy lace dress against her mound. She gasps. The dominatrix laughs. She saws the crop’s shaft along my wife’s lips. Her hips twitch, but I don’t know if she’s trying to escape the riding crop or get it where she needs it.

		“Yesss…I do…I fuck men…other men…Mistress…ahhh…Jacqueline…”

		“And you’re here to be a slut tonight, aren’t you, Nicole?”

		“Ahhh…yesss…please…mercy…Mistress Jac…ahhh…queline…”

		“Do not look to me for mercy. Perhaps we should lock you into the stocks, and any man could have you tonight. We’ll learn how needy of a slut you really are, Nicole.

		“Ahhh…nooo…I…can’t…”

		“What do you think, husband? Would you like to watch your helpless wife used by whoever happens by?”

		My mouth is dry. So much blood has flowed to my cock that I can’t think straight. Seeing my strong wife so helpless is so wrong. My brain doesn’t know how to deal with it. But imagining her locked into that device to be used all night is too easy to picture. It’s a fitting punishment. I’d take her last after all the other men were done with her. I’m ashamed of my dark thoughts.

		“Okay…we need to stop…I’ve…ahhh…had enough…god…”

		Nicole twists her wrist away from Wolf, who doesn’t fight her, and pushes the riding crop away from her pussy. Her other wrist is still pinned to the X high above her head, and she struggles to unbuckle it. Wolf moves around to free her. She slumps forward, rubbing her wrist.

		The dominatrix steps out of her way, and Nicole almost falls into my arms. She’s trembling and clings to me. I want to know how much of this is fear and what is arousal.

		“Just when we were having fun,” Mistress Jacqueline pouts.

		“I don’t think I’m ready for your games, Mistress. I’m already spoken for tonight, anyway.” She doesn’t mean me, and the other woman knows it. My shame comes roaring back, but I’m learning to embrace it.

		“Perhaps he’ll take control.”

		Nicole smiles. Yes, she enjoyed this. It scared her, but she liked it. “He hopes to. We’ll see.”

		“Have your fun playing the slut tonight, Nicole. Perhaps next time we meet, you’ll be ready to have some serious fun.”

		“Maybe. I’m open to surprises.”
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		My plan is to have fun but stay sober tonight. I don’t want a repeat of last night, no matter how much fun I had. I should at least try to stay respectable. In public, anyway. And I know I’ll need my wits about me to handle Gray. But our encounter with Mistress Jacqueline leaves me shaken, and before I know it, I’m most of the way through a second Old Fashion. The smokey drink calms my jitters.

		Justin looks like he doesn’t recognize me. He may be even more shocked than I am about what just happened. I can’t keep giving my husband reasons to reevaluate who I am. Eventually, he’ll be pushed too far.

		“I have no idea where any of that came from,” I say, stroking his arm. We just left the bar, where I was disappointed by Jake’s absence. Flirting with him was fun.

		“You have many facets, babe.” He grins and sips his beer, but he doesn’t look happy. “I wouldn’t have guessed you were into that stuff.”

		“Me neither. I’m not. I don’t want to be dominated by another woman. Or anyone. It’s this cruise. Everywhere you turn, there’s something new to push your buttons. Maybe we should get off this ship before it completely changes us.”

		“I don’t know, Nic. I’m learning that you like getting your buttons pushed.”

		“That’s not fair…”

		“I’m not complaining. This cruise has been an education. I think you may be right that we’re not going home the same people.”

		“We can call all this off and go back to our cabin and make love until we can get off the ship and go home.”

		“But that isn’t what you want, is it, Nic?”

		Justin pulls me close, his hand roughly squeezing my butt. He’s changing, too. His hazel eyes search mine. He really wants an answer, but I don’t have a clear one for him. I’m having fun, but I’m finally worried that all this fun isn’t good for our marriage. That fear makes me want to hide in our cabin, but if I tell him I don’t want to go through with this, he’ll see I’m lying. I want Gray. I’ll have him and get him out of my system. This will be the last time. I’ve been repeating it in my head to manifest its truth.

		“No,” I whisper. I’m not sure he hears it. The trance music at this party is mellower than last night, but it’s still too loud to whisper. I go cheek-to-cheek with him. “No, I don’t.”

		“I didn’t think so. Neither do I.”

		I feel his kiss all the way down to my toes. This cruise, getting mixed up with Gray again, has poured gasoline on our love life, and Gray is the match. I don’t understand how involving another man—other men—has made us want each other more. Justin says he’s just stopped questioning everything. I wish I could, but that’s not my nature.

		“Where is he, anyway? You’re not a woman to be kept waiting.”

		“Aww, that’s so sweet, honey.”

		“You’re a goddess, babe. Hunt’s the luckiest bastard on this ship. He should behave like it.”

		His lump thickens against me, and I wiggle into it. He’s not worried that Gray is disrespecting me. He’s eager to see my boss take me again. But I’m still flattered and thrilled that I make my husband so hard after all these years together.

		We don’t go hunting for Gray but explore the ball hand-in-hand. I keep us away from the dungeon corner, and we end up with a row of vendors along the one wall. There seems to be something for everyone to make their hotwife cruise wilder. I see plenty of sex toys, but I don’t know why they’re necessary with all the dicks on this ship. The lingerie booth makes more sense. I bought this dress from a similar boutique earlier. I certainly did not own a see-through lace dress. I’m proud I had the nerve to wear it out of our cabin.

		The MC announces something called musical laps taking place on the dance floor. Intrigued, I tug Justin toward it. A large circle of chairs has been set up and populated with a collection of the hottest guys I’ve ever seen in one place. These are not husbands. They’re ringers for the wives to enjoy. Did the cruise organizers hire a bunch of gigolos for the wives who can’t find men on their own?

		“Do you want to play?” Justin asks.

		I bite my lip while looking at what’s on offer. All the men are shirtless, and their buff chests are shiny like they’ve been oiled. Keeping with the theme, they’re all wearing leather—or skintight pleather—shorts and cowboy boots. I might enjoy time on any of their laps, but I don’t want my husband to think I’ll just throw myself at anyone. I do not want to screw every hot guy I meet. Where is Gray? I’m about to pull Justin away when I see Jake, the bartender, in one of the chairs.

		“I think I should see what it’s all about.” I kiss my husband’s cheek and rush to Jake before some other wife can snag him.

		“I was hoping you’d play,” Jake says, welcoming me onto his lap.

		“I don’t even know what this is,” I giggle. I don’t love who I’ve been reverting to in these situations. It’s like I go right back to that college girl getting her first taste of freedom.

		“It’s just like musical chairs, but opposite and more fun. In this game, the music stops, and you have to get up and move and find another seat before it starts again.”

		“What do I get if I win?”

		Jake wraps his arms around me and nuzzles past my hair, sending warm shivers down my spine. “You can win me if you’d like.”

		“I told you that I’m meeting someone.”

		“I don’t need you all to myself, although I’d prefer to have you first.”

		His offer is tempting, but before I can seriously consider letting two men who aren’t my husband have me tonight, the music starts.

		The game moves quickly, and its momentum sweeps me up. The details blur. The music shifts to raunchy country rock like I imagine you’d find in a strip club. Are we supposed to be giving our men lap dances? The giant bulge wedged between my cheeks is all the inspiration I need. I grab the sides of the chair and grind hard onto Jake. I feel the heat of him with nothing between us but my flimsy lace dress and underwear.

		Jake isn’t a passive recipient. He holds my hips, but I don’t need his guidance. His hands on me make my heart race. Big hands cover my chest when the music stops. I’m forced to pull away and race to another stud’s lap.

		I land in the lap of a burly lumberjack type. He’d be wearing flannel if he was wearing a shirt at all. The stripper music resumes, and he pulls me tightly back into him. He feels just as large under my butt as Jake did. Do these guys have to audition for this cruise with their pants down?

		He smells like sandalwood, which is nice, but I don’t like the way his beard feels on my neck. He goes right for my breasts, mauling them so roughly I’d ask him to be gentler, but the music only plays for a minute or so. This time, I’m pushed up to my feet, giving me a head start.

		The next round is long, giving me time to enjoy rubbing against the rock-hard body of a mountainous Black man who knows how to tease. His lips on my neck and shoulder have me panting. My body throbs when he massages my breasts. He finds my hard nubs through my bra, and the way he rolls them makes me dizzy. I don’t want to move when the music stops, but he nudges me forward, saying, “Get moving, baby. You can find me later.”

		A thick Italian woman hip-checks me, and I barely find a lap before the music resumes. My next partner seems more interested in feeling me grind on him than touching me, but I’m so aroused that I happily tease him with my butt.

		I go to two more men before I land in the lap of another much younger man who looks like he was just quarterbacking his college football team last fall. I feel weird letting someone half my age touch me so intimately, but he’s very into me. His hands are everywhere, all at once, and he’s the first to press my dress into the V between my thighs. I’ve soaked through my panties, and he groans when he feels it.

		“Shit, you’re a hot MILF. You fucking need it, don’t you?” he marvels.

		I push my butt harder into his lap and softly moan, “Yesss…”

		“Fuck, let’s get out of here.”

		Horniness clouds my judgment, just like last night. I’ve never had so many men touch me in such a short amount of time. I’ve never felt so desired. Remembering my vow to behave—mostly—gets harder. I don’t truly think of myself as a slut, but I want to reward all of them for how good they make me feel. If this kid took my hand and led me out of here, I know I’d screw him until sunrise. I twist my head around and have a moment before the music stops to suck on his tongue.

		I’m so woozy on my feet that I have no chance of making it to another lap. My young friend just happens to be the next man to leave the circle—they must know ahead of time when they’re supposed to withdraw—and he looks like he’d love to take me somewhere private, but as I catch my breath, I see Justin and Gray standing together, watching me. I pull the quarterback to me and give him a thank you kiss before returning to my men.

		I’m drawn to my boss like he’s a magnet and I’m steel. He hasn’t gone with the leather vest like so many of the men at the Leather & Lace Ball. He’s shirtless, proudly showing off his lean-muscled chest. He only wears leather cuffs on each wrist. His tight, black leather pants trigger something primal in me. I want him to carry me right out of this ballroom.

		Gray is pleased to watch my body sway in the tight lace dress while I approach him. His arms are crossed, and his arrogant smile is on full display. I wonder how different he’d be if he wasn’t so hot. I go to my husband, not him, to make a point. We share a sultry kiss while his arm slips around my waist. Justin’s energy makes me think he wanted me to go off with the quarterback. We could always go find him. But no, we’re here for Gray. The game was a nice appetizer, but my boss is the main course.

		“I knew this cruise would help you blossom, Nikki.”

		“Or I could have filed the world’s largest sexual harassment suit against you and the company,” I reply. Are my cheeks as hot as they feel? I want to seem cool and collected around him.

		“It was worth the gamble.”

		“You say that now.”

		“I have to agree with him on this one,” Justin says. “You’re worth the gamble, babe.”

		“And who knows you better than Justin? He knows that hot body needs attention. No one is surprised to see this side of you come out. It was inevitable. I’m just the lucky SOB who got to give you the push.”

		Justin stiffens beside me. He may agree with Gray, but he still doesn’t like it—not deep down. And he certainly doesn’t like that Gray was the man to make all this happen. I want to point out that luck had nothing to do with any of this. He pursued me until he had me. But I won’t give him that power. The only reason I’m not angry like my husband is because it feels so good.

		“Sorry the drinks took so long, but I got distracted,” Taylor says, appearing with three drinks balanced in her hands. Gray takes a lowball glass and hands Justin a beer, keeping a red mixed drink for herself. I guess I’m on my own.

		Taylor’s flushed cheeks and worn lipstick imply how she was distracted. The young woman would have no shortage of suitors at this party. I can’t believe I was concerned about my outfit. She’s virtually naked.

		Her tight, black, lace-trimmed babydoll is sheer, and she’s nude beneath it. The ivory lace trim makes it as pretty as it is sexy, but I’m the only one among us who cares about that. Her curvy, twentysomething body is on full display to anyone who cares to look. I’m sure that includes most men here. Justin is staring, and I can’t even be mad. I want to look!

		With every breath, her heavy breasts strain the black tulle, and their thick, dark nipples are prominent circles through the dark fabric. Her pierced nipple is obvious. The bi-racial girl has a beautiful body, but her face is even more stunning. Her mass of dark curls is tied back with a white ribbon, lending the outfit a contrasting air of innocence. Her ivory heels make her even taller than I am in mine.

		“I hope you had fun,” Gray says without a hint of jealousy.

		Taylor shrugs. “I think he had more fun than I did. That’s okay. This party is full of opportunities.”

		“You look amazing, Taylor. You won’t have any trouble finding someone to occupy your time.” I compliment her to hide my jealousy. I’m pretty, but I don’t think anyone will pay attention to me if I stand next to her while she’s wearing that.

		The girl smiles, but it’s not exactly friendly. Gray said she’s okay with all of this, but that ancient female rivalry charges the air around us. He’s the alpha between us, and we’re competing for his attention. It’s a primal drive.

		“I’m going to need to since you’re here to run off with my man,” she replies. I’m ready if she wants to bring it. My daddy taught me how to throw a punch.

		“Ladies…” Gray warns.

		“I’m just joking with you, Nikki. We’re not like that. He’s free to do as he pleases as long as he takes care of me.”

		Taylor closes the distance and softly kisses me. Our breasts press together, and her softness spreads warmth through me. I’m learning a lot about my desire for other women on this cruise. I have a lot of pretty friends, but they’ve never stirred these cravings in me. She kisses my cheek and whispers to me.

		“I should be jealous, but I know you’re not going to fuck up my arrangement. This is just a lark for you, and then you’ll go back to your husband, for a time anyway. I know you won’t be able to stay away, but he’ll tire of it eventually now that he’s conquered the challenge.”

		Her nails drag up my back, and I shiver. “I just hope you’re prepared to be ridden hard tonight. Gray’s been planning this ever since the last time he fucked you, and you’re getting all of it tonight. And I hope Justin can deal when Gray breaks you and tears up that little MILF pussy.”

		Taylor’s smiling when she pulls back, and I stare like she just slapped me. She turns to my husband beside me and kisses him just as hotly as she kissed me. Justin just stands there, as stunned as I am—for a moment. His mouth opens to her tongue. He’s just a man, and I shouldn’t be angry, but my jealousy flares.

		“How do we get this party started?” Taylor asks the group.

		

	
		

		fourteen

		

		After the musical laps game clears, Hunt takes my wife out onto the dance floor. Taylor holds my arm when I try to follow, telling me, “Give them a minute. If you’re really doing this, you need to let them have their moment.”

		But she’s my wife, I think, but I don’t whine it. That’s something. I want to see Hunt fuck her hard. I’m not interested in them having a moment. But Taylor isn’t as chill about this as she’s acting. The girl looked like she wanted to tear Nicole’s hair out a minute ago.

		“And you don’t mind him having a moment with Nic?”

		“We’re really not like that. Gray is not a man I could fall in love with. There’s a sweet side he mostly hides, but he’s still an overgrown boy. When I’m ready to settle down, it won’t be with someone like him. He’s a guy you have fun with. Nikki’s going to have a lot of fun with him. But you’re the kind of man a girl wants to settle down with. I fuck Gray, and he takes care of me, but that’s our relationship. I don’t care what he does with Nikki unless it messes with that.”

		“I don’t need you to make me feel better, Taylor. I know a girl like you doesn’t see a man like me that way. I’m old enough to be…”

		The ending of that sentence is too depressing to finish. I keep an eye on my wife and Hunt while we talk. The music has switched back to a sensual ambient groove, and the couple dances closely.

		Taylor’s smile is radiant. It’s a smile that could lead a man to do a lot of stupid things. I’m lucky Nicole has such a hold on my heart. “How do you know I don’t have daddy issues? I could be looking for a sweet man like you to take care of me.” She laughs and looks over at our partners.

		“She wants Gray to fuck her senseless—and god, he’s good at that—but I see how she looks at you. I get why you’re secure enough to let her do this. I hope I find a man who inspires me to look at him like that. Come dance with me, Justin.”

		Any sane man, especially a middle-aged dad like me, would trip over themselves to feel Taylor’s body pressed against them—especially when she’s basically naked—but I’m too distracted by watching Nicole in Hunt’s arms to properly enjoy her. She’s clearly in competition with my wife and works hard to keep my focus on her. Taylor holds me tightly and rubs those amazing tits against me while we dance. She wiggles until my hands drop to her ass. My cock knows what it wants and throbs, but my brain is so confused. I know that hard-on isn’t all about my wife, and it feels wrong.

		“A piece of advice,” Taylor offers, forcing my attention back to her. She actually turns my head to do it. It’s the first time I notice her green eyes are flecked with gold. They’re beautiful. “Don’t keep following her around like a puppy dog. She loves you, but she needs to respect you, too. Nikki knows she’s in charge. Maybe you need to make her feel a little less secure.”

		Taylor kisses me hard. Her tongue sliding into my mouth charges and shocks me like I stuck a butter knife into a socket. I don’t care how wrong it feels and kiss her back. The kiss makes me feel like maybe I have a shot to fuck her, but she’s just doing this to get a dig in at my wife. I’m not that delusional. I’m not getting a twentysomething sex bomb like Taylor. But I’m going to enjoy this moment while I can.

		“Mmm, I see why Nikki fell for you if you kiss her like that.” She smiles and brushes her lips over mine.

		I should be able to forget about Nicole with Taylor’s tempting lips so close, but I glance to my wife the moment I’m free. She and Hunt are making out like long-separated lovers reunited. They’re in the middle of a crowd, but I know everything has dropped away for them. He holds her so tightly he’s practically lifting her from the floor. I’m sure they only stop because the music switches to something more up-tempo.

		Hunt whispers something. She smiles and nods, reaching back to unhook her bra. Somehow, she finds a way to wiggle that bra through the arm of her skintight lace dress and hands it to Hunt. He folds it and stuffs it into the back pocket of those ridiculous leather pants.

		His hands slide up her torso, and Nicole pushes her tits into her hands. Heat sizzles through me, and there’s no confusion about its cause this time. She helplessly stares up at him while he toys with her nipples. I don’t know if I’ll ever get used to seeing her be so submissive to a man. It’s never been like that with us.

		Nicole turns in his arms and grinds back against him. He pulls her hands back to rest on his hips and holds them there, keeping her arms back. I know what he’s doing. My wife’s now-exposed tits jut out for everyone to admire. Having to view them through the sheath of stretchy black lace covering her body is somehow hotter than if she were fully nude. She smiles, loving every second of it. Nicole has become frighteningly comfortable with exposing herself in public.

		“I think I should be insulted that I can’t keep your attention,” Taylor pouts. “I’m going to go find someone who’ll appreciate me.”

		The girl slips off into the crowd before I can apologize. She’ll have no shortage of suitors tonight. I just can’t give her the attention she deserves because Nicole is my world. While I’m busy watching Taylor go, Hunt leads my wife off the dance floor.

		Icy fingers close around my heart when he leads her toward the dungeon. Will Hunt make Nicole do what I didn’t have the nerve to do? I can imagine the bastard turning her into a free-use slut just to prove he can. I’m dizzy with shame and desire when I realize I won’t stop it if he does. But Hunt can’t put my wife in the stocks because it’s already occupied.

		I’m stopped in my tracks when I see Melanie Garvey locked into the stocks, her captive head and hands bouncing while a Black goliath slams her from behind. Her wild shrieking has drawn a crowd, which is an achievement in this place. These people have seen everything. I drift to the side for a view of the action.

		Her massive tits hang and sway wildly while the stud uses her. He grips her waist like he’s dragging himself into her when he slams his thick, dark shaft into her cunt. Her full ass ripples enticingly. The man growls while he takes her, his face intense like this is the best pussy he’s ever had, and he’s just trying to hold out. It makes me want to step up a take a turn with her—if I was looking for that. I’d have to wait in a three-deep line if I did.

		Another man, this one about my age and wearing a wedding ring, steps onto the block set in front of the stocks. He fists her wild blonde hair and jerks her head back. Melanie looks up with crazed eyes when he feeds her his cock. Good Lord! I can’t quite believe I’m seeing this. I knew she was wild, but I’d never have guessed she was capable of this. Is Nicole? For all I know, Melanie started just like my wife. Where is Garvey?

		I see him off to the side. I missed him because he’s on his knees with his hands cuffed behind his back. Mistress Jacqueline drags some whip thing over his back. How can he just watch this?

		“Is that your wife?” the mistress asks in a commanding voice.

		“Yeah…Mistress Jacqueline…” he replies in a strangled voice.

		“What’s she doing, cuck?” This is followed by a light slap with the whip.

		“She’s…uhnnn…being used…by a big…Black…cock…”

		“You love it, don’t you, cuck?” She whips him harder this time. Probably because he didn’t address her properly.

		“Uhnn…yeah…fuck…yes! I love seeing that dirty whore used, Mistress Jacqueline! I’m a little cuck boy, Mistress Jacqueline!”

		“That’s right, cuck boy. Only a cuck boy like you would turn his wife out like a dirty whore. He’s going to make her come better than you ever have. But you’d better make me come before she does, or I’m going to peg your cuck ass.”

		“Fuck…Mistress Jacqueline…”

		The dominatrix steps in front of Garvey and shoves her pussy in his face. I tell myself that Nicole could never be like Melanie because I am not Lawrence Garvey and never could be. Even if she has that inside her, I’ll never let my wife go that far. I am not a dirty cuck boy. What the fuck? I hope pegging doesn’t mean what I think it does. Regardless, I’ll never look at either of the Garveys the same way again.

		Shit! Hunt slipped away with Nicole while I was distracted. They didn’t stay to watch the show. I hurry away and catch a glimpse of the bastard taking her through a beaded curtain into a section of the ballroom that’s been partitioned off. I’d noticed it earlier when we did our circuit around the room and wondered what mysteries awaited beyond those beads. We’re going to find out. I follow.

		

	
		

		fifteen

		

		The large room beyond the beaded curtain is dim but not dark. They seem to be going for intimacy, but people still want to see. Watching is part of this hotwife thing, right? It is for me, anyway. My eyes still need a moment to adjust to the lighting change, and the only thing I see when I push through the noisy bead curtain is undulating bodies everywhere.

		“Welcome, sir. Please remember to keep a respectful distance if watching strangers. And ask before you attempt to join anyone. Condoms are encouraged.”

		I look to my right to see a petite blonde in her late twenties standing beside a table laden with condoms, little tubes of lube, and towels. I don’t even want to think about the towels. A rack of sheets is behind her, and a laundry cart is to her right. She doesn’t look like a maid in that skintight latex tank dress. Or it could be leather. I can’t tell the difference in the dim lighting.

		“Uh, yeah, thanks. I’m just looking for my wife. She came in here a minute ago with a big guy.”

		The blonde smiles. “Sorry, sir. That describes most of the women in here. A couple did just come in, but I didn’t keep track of them.” I catch a hint of an accent this time. She’s blonde, but she’s Hispanic.

		“Thanks.”

		Pathways have been left to walk between the islands of sin. They all look like several flat, king-sized mattresses pushed together. More than half are occupied, and while I’m looking for Nicole, I can’t help but be distracted by the variety of flesh on display and all the combinations of humans fucking.

		This hotwife world seems to be truly democratic. People of all ages, races, and body types are represented in all possible combinations. I see a thick woman in her sixties riding a fit Black man—almost casually—like she’s really taking time to enjoy his cock. A man, who must be her husband, kneels beside them, stroking his cock.

		And just beside them, a skinny Hispanic girl is ridden hard by a heavyset white guy. I wouldn’t even think she is old enough to be a wife, except I see the wedding band on her finger where she clutches her lover’s back. No husband watches them.

		A curvy Asian woman is taken from both ends by huge men while her diminutive husband reaches under to touch her. An older, heavy Black woman holds her legs in the air while an Asian man feasts on her pussy. A Black man her age feeds her his cock. Is that her husband? I even see women hooking up with each other, some in threesomes with men, some on their own. It’s kind of beautiful to see everyone getting along, united by their shared fetish.

		Nicole and Hunt have a space to themselves, although they have a watcher already. I guess all the men watching are not husbands—or they’re husbands watching other men’s wives. I want to tell him to get lost, but a deeply perverse part of me wants her debauchery to be seen. My desire to have other men lust after my wife has progressed down a dark road.

		They’re on their knees, still making out like they’re the only two people in the world. My ego takes a hit because the only conclusion I can draw is that she’s forgotten I exist. I know she’ll tell me that’s not true when we talk about this later. Their hands are busy. Nicole’s dress is pushed up to just under her tits, and Hunt plays with her pussy like he owns it. Her panties are a ruined scrap of silk beside them. They look like he tore them off. She wrestles with his leather pants but won’t stop kissing him long enough to get them off.

		Nicole stops kissing him to moan, “Ohhh…myyy…Grayyy…yesss…” She steadies herself with hands on his broad chest.

		“Damn, you’re juicy, Princess. You’ve been craving this, haven’t you?” Hunt sounds amused by her desire. How does she tolerate his arrogance? Does he fuck that good?

		“Ohhh…stop…teasing me…ohhh god…”

		She jolts upright when he jams fingers deep inside her. Her cry stands out over all the other moaning in the room. The sounds of sex are everywhere, muting the ballroom’s music back here.

		“I could make you come right now. Is that what you want?”

		“Ahhh…nooo…I…”

		“What do you want, Nikki?”

		It’s obvious. Her hips rock to screw his fingers. She admits the truth. “I…ohhh…want…fuck me…fuck me, Gray…”

		“Yeah, you don’t have to beg me for that, Princess. I’ve been chasing that pussy for months now. But I’m still going to make you earn it. I had to pay for it last time. This time, you’ve got to earn it from me.”

		“Ohhh…fff…fuck you…Gray…”

		Hunt chuckles. “You will, baby. Oh, you will.” She whines when he pulls his fingers from her. He presses them to her mouth, and she licks them. Watching my wife taste herself makes me throb so hard it hurts—especially because she’s doing it off his fingers. Why didn’t I ever think to do that? He sucks on his fingers, too.

		“I forgot how sweet that pussy is. Aren’t you sweet, Princess?”

		“Gray…” she whines.

		Nicole yelps when he swings her down onto her back. He tosses her around like it’s nothing. He leans deeply forward, showing off a flexibility I haven’t had in twenty years and throws her legs over his shoulders. She tilts her head back and cries his name to the ceiling when he kisses her down there.

		“Ohhh…Gray…yesss…ohhh…god…yesss…”

		I move closer, pulled by the gravity of their passion. A normal man would be repulsed, but I’ve accepted my twistedness. I need to see every detail of my wife being ravished. Closer, I hear she’s panting like she’s on the edge of hyperventilating. Under her breath, she murmurs, yes…yes…yes…yes… She grabs at the sheet with one hand and keeps a tight grip on Hunt’s hair with the other. That’s got to hurt, but he doesn’t pause. He devours her cunt like he’s trying to win a pie-eating contest.

		“Ohhh god…ohhh myyy god…yesss…yesss…ohhh Gray…”

		His hands are under her ass, but she doesn’t need the boost. Her hips thrust at his eager mouth, lifting on the mattress. He stares up from between her legs like he enjoys watching what he’s doing to her. Hell, we all love it. Our anonymous watcher has moved closer as well, his hand inside his pants. Is he ignoring his own wife somewhere in this room to watch mine?

		“Oh god…ohhh god…ohhh god…ohhh Grayyy!”

		Her high-pitched cry and tensed body tell me she’s peaking. That bastard made her come so easily. I hear him slurp at her cunt. He probably made her squirt—if that’s even a real thing. Jealousy boils in my gut, making the throbbing lust in my cock sting harder. The two feelings shouldn’t combine like this, but they’re a jolt to my system. I love this but also hate that I love it.

		Hunt lifts his face from her mound and smiles at me. His face is glazed with evidence of my wife’s desire for him. The bastard licks his lips. “Hey, do me a favor and finish stripping her for me? I wanna see her whole sweet body. I don’t get to see Nikki naked every day like you do.”

		I glare, fighting rising rage. I know this is a power play. The first time, Nicole lost herself to him in a poker game. Now, he’s making me present her to him. I can let him fuck her, but I don’t have to be part of it. But pride doesn’t get in the way of my new fetish. I look away and peel her lace sheath upward.

		Her eyes flicker open. Shame and regret briefly pass over her face like a dark cloud on a summer afternoon. And then the mask is back in place, and she smiles at me. Deep down, my wife knows this is wrong, just like I do. And neither of us cares because it’s pushing our dirty buttons.

		“Ohhh god...ohhh myyy…Grayyy…”

		Hunt is back to licking her pussy, and she’s staring right at me when she moans it. I know that was a move, too. The bastard wants to make sure he burns into my mind how much my wife wants him. He doesn’t need to reinforce it. I know.

		Nicole twists while working her hips up at her lover’s hungry mouth. I’m close enough to see her pale body flush and feel the moist heat coming off her. Every moan is a slap to the face and a tug on my cock. But somehow, I’m not destroyed by it. Her erotic beauty is both terrible and magnificent. I’ve never loved her or wanted her more.

		Being so close, I can’t keep my hands to myself. I scoop her tits with both hands and knead them. I catch their firm tips and pinch—hard. She yelps and helplessly stares up at me. I don’t know if that pleading look is begging for mercy or begging for more. I pinch harder and roll them.

		“Ohhh god…ohhh…myyy…fuck…ohmygod…please…ohhhmyyygod!”

		I wouldn’t believe she could come again so quickly if I hadn’t seen Hunt do it to her before. I want to think I had a little bit to do with it this time. Nicole arches her back, pushing at Hunt below and my hands above. She’s stiff and shakes so hard it feels like she’s vibrating. Her cry is piercing. Seeing her come this hard is worth everything else. I know I can’t do this to her, but she deserves it. And god help me, I want to see it.

		“Stay close, man. I’ve always thought Nikki is the kind of girl who can handle two guys. You’d eat all that attention up, wouldn’t you, Princess?”

		Hunt pushes up from between her thighs. I think his face is actually dripping with her excitement. I realize I’ve never done the things he does to my wife. This one is more of a gut punch than a slap. Nicole only purrs in response. I have no doubt that she could handle two men like some of the other women in this room. I don’t know if I want to be one of them, but it would be fun to watch.

		“She wants it. This little bitch in heat wants all the cock. She just doesn’t want to admit it in front of you.” Hunt gives me a wink as he opens his leather pants.

		“I…don’t have any…trouble…asking for what…I want…” she pants. She’s still riding the crest of that orgasm he gave her. She’s annoyed with him but can’t keep the smile from her lips.

		He stands and works his pants down. His thick beast pops out and points directly at my wife. It knows what it wants. She stares right back. I don’t think she can look away. I’ve always thought the porn stereotype of women being hypnotized by a big dick was silly, but Nicole turns me into a believer.

		“Is this what you want, Princess?” He obviously gets off on calling her that. I can’t believe she allows it. Some part of her must like it.

		“Why do you like hearing me say it so much?” she asks.

		“Because it’s hot hearing how much someone like you needs my dick. Isn’t it, Justin?”

		I don’t like being included in their games. I only want to be a fly on the wall.

		“I like it. I don’t need it,” she protests before I can answer him.

		Hunt chuckles. “We’ll see about that. Your pride is why it’s so hot. It’s hot because you know you shouldn’t, but you can’t resist. Justin gets it, right, man?”

		He really wants to hear me admit it, and I want nothing more than to disappoint him, but he’s right about all of it. And I want Nicole to know that I know it. I don’t care that it’s petty because I think I deserve a little pettiness. It’s just another part of the weird jumble of emotions around this.

		“It’s hot seeing your surrender, babe,” I confess.

		Nicole rolls her eyes. “Good lord. You’re all cavemen. Did any of you consider it’s all about me and not any of you? That I’m taking what I want, and I’m not surrendering anything?”

		“We’ll see about that.”

		Hunt kneels again and drags her closer by her legs. He lifts her hips and pauses to rub his finger over the tiny University of Tennessee tattoo. The orange and black stands out on her pale skin. His fingers are still slick with her juices, and they smear over the UT when he touches it. “I forgot about this thing. You’re a real fan. No wonder you like big, built guys.”

		“Are you saying I wanted to fuck the football team?” She can’t manage to sound offended.

		“I think you’d still fuck them now. They’d love a MILF like you, Nikki. Now that’s a real booster.” He lifts her hips higher and demands, “Put it in, Princess.”

		I don’t care about her denials. It sure looks like surrender when my wife grabs that thick root and milks it before rubbing it up and down her slick slit. The blunt head nudges deeper between her folds, and the moment he’s slotted in, Hunt shoves it deep, stretching Nicole wide open.

		“Ohhh…myyy…god…yesss…”

		That’s a cry of surrender if I ever heard one.
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		“O hhh…myyy…god…yesss… ”

		I close my eyes when Gray fills me because I don’t want to see Justin react to the look on my face. I know how it must seem to him, the expression of sheer bliss when I finally get what I’ve been craving all day. I told them I don’t need this thick cock, but it sure feels like I do when I finally get it.

		I thought I remembered how it felt to have Gray inside me, but it’s so much better than I recall. Maybe the anticipation has made it better. I didn’t know what to expect the first time we had sex. He’s so thick! I don’t need a man his size, but there are things a girthy man like him can do that other men just can’t. I love my husband, but his dick doesn’t light up every nerve ending in my pussy at once. Ohmygod! He feels so good inside me!

		Gray thrusts it deep and holds it there. He took it easy our first time. In his arrogance, he thought I’d have to adjust to his big cock. He wasn’t wrong. But he has me so primed, it just slips right inside me this time. Ohmygod! I ripple around him. Just having him fill me triggers a quick wave of pleasure. He can’t be making me come just by putting it in!

		“Now that’s a woman who needs cock,” Gray laughs. At least it’s strained by being in me. I work my muscles around him, and he groans. “Nikki needs it so bad she’s fucking milking my cock with that tight pussy.” He turns to the stranger who’s been watching. “You’re objective. Doesn’t Nikki here look like a needy slut?”

		I’ve been trying to ignore this guy. He came over to watch before Justin even caught up with us. I would have told him to go away under any other circumstance, but this is some kind of orgy room, and I guess if we’re going to do it in public, he has a right to watch. None of the other couples in here seem to care who sees them having sex.

		I’m still shocked I let Gray bring me in here. Publicly screwing him was not part of the plan. I think I’m becoming addicted to a certain kind of forbidden attention. I don’t want to think about how good it feels to have this guy watching while Gray enjoys my married pussy.

		My eyes flicker open, but I don’t look at my husband. I want to see this man’s reaction to me. He’s an average, middle-aged guy with little hair on top and a belly. He’s not bad, but not the kind of guy I’d ever pick to include in this. His hand is down his pants, and he looks like he’s going to start drooling any second. His dirty lust makes me sizzle, and I helplessly moan. I’m dirty like him, and I want him to know it. I want him to take out his cock so I can see how much I excite him.

		“Dammit, brother,” the stranger answers. His voice is surprisingly high. “She’s one of the hotter wives on this cruise. Yeah, she needs your meat. I love that she looks so sweet, but she’s such a slut. Give her what she wants, brother. Fuck her hard!”

		Ohmygod! Hearing a total stranger call me a slut should be demeaning, but it’s a fresh jolt of excitement. What’s wrong with me? What if I’m in denial, and Gray is right about me?

		“Should I give her what she wants, Justin? Should I fuck her hard like a slut?”

		I finally look at my husband. He’s not conflicted or confused like the first time this happened. He looks crazed. My heart breaks a little because I think he sees a slut, too, and not his loving wife. Will he ever look at me that way again?

		“Give Nic the fucking she deserves. That’s what you want, isn’t babe?”

		“Ohhh…god…yesss…ohmygod…yesss…”

		Even though I feel like I’ve broken my husband, I don’t hesitate to play my role because I do need this.

		“Fuck, Princess. Now you’re gonna pay for making me wait,” Gray grunts.

		Most women never get to experience what it’s like to be truly taken by a man. I’m not talking about fucking. Certainly not about making love. I mean a powerful, hung man determined to make you his. Their husbands—especially at my age—aren’t capable of ruling their bodies. They aren’t as lucky as I am. I never thought I’d feel anything like this when I married my high school sweetheart. Justin makes me feel so good, but he can’t do this to me.

		Gray’s strength and stamina are on full display, and I’m the grateful recipient. Fingers like steel cords clamp onto my soft hips so he can pull me onto his cock over and over again. I’m half off the ground, but it’s no effort for my built lover. He tilts my pussy to receive him and makes sure I feel it. The only thing louder than the wet sounds of him plundering me are my plaintive moans.

		Watching his incredible body work is almost enough to make me come. His abs flex when he thrusts down into me, and his arms get pumped up by the effort of taking me. My weight rests back on my shoulders, but he’s fighting gravity to pull me onto him and fuck me. Oh god, this is fucking! He’s truly fucking me!

		“Ohhh…myyyy…yesss…yesss…fuck me…fuck me, Gray…ohhh god…”

		Our first time, Gray had to drag the filth out of my mouth. Those aren’t words I say, not even in bed with my husband. But he demanded I sink to his level, and his stretching shaft felt so good I couldn’t resist. I swear it feels even better now.

		“There she is…ahhh…there’s my dirty girl…just needs a big dick to bring her out…”

		“Ohhh…yesss…I’m…I’m a dirty girl…Gray…fuck…”

		“You’re my dirty girl, aren’t you, Princess?” He thrusts so hard into me that the strain is showing. I’m thrilled that he’s met his match, and it’s me.

		“Grayyy…yesss…I’mmm…I’m your…dirty…girrrl…”

		My eyes are fixed on him when I say it. I love the intensity in his stormy eyes and how the effort of taking me strains his face. But then I look at my husband. He wasn’t so close before. I couldn’t really see his hunger. How doesn’t he hate me for giving myself to Gray like this? But all I see is admiration. Is this the wife he’s always wanted me to be?

		“Play with her…uhnnn…tits again… Nikki fucking…uhnnn yeah…loved that…” Gray commands my husband.

		“Please…honey…please…”

		I want Justin to be part of this and help Gray make me come—not that my sexual tormentor needs help. He can make me come at will.

		Justin just stares. I don’t know why he hesitates. He did it when Gray ate me. I think touching me while Gray fucks me might be too much. My husband might be afraid of feeling his power.

		The stranger doesn’t have that hang-up. He roughly grabs my bouncing breasts, fingers digging into the supple flesh. I didn’t sign up for strangers groping me, and I want to tell him to stop, but instead, a moan comes out. A new recklessness spreads through me like wildfire. I’m losing control just like last night, but I can’t blame Molly this time. He pulls my nipples, and the stinging pain sparks my pleasure.

		“OHHH GOD! Ohhh myyy…fuck…” I cry.

		“Yeah…that’s my dirty Nikki…she’s ready for all of us…” Gray moans, pounding me harder. He’s getting what he wanted. I’m losing control, and he loves it.

		“Ohhh god…ohhh myyy god…yesss…yesss…Grayyy…fuck…”

		The world goes fuzzy when the orgasm rolls through me. I’m all pulsing feelings—my pussy being opened by Gray and my breasts being mauled by the stranger. I hope they don’t realize that there’s nothing I’ll refuse them now.
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		Nicole’s wailing orgasm draws more attention. A couple and two more single guys gather around to watch Hunt fuck the sense out of her. I’m stunned by the sight of it. Not the fucking, but that some anonymous guy is putting hands on my wife. I let him stay and watch, so I shouldn’t be shocked he took the next step. I’m struggling to understand why Nicole just rolled with it and how far she’ll go.

		Hunt drips with her excitement when he pulls out. He didn’t come with her. He’s still hard as steel. The thought of my wife’s dominant boss filling her with his potent seed tickles a distant, primal part of my brain. I should grab some condoms from that bowl by the door, but Hunt pumped her full of cum last time they were together. I don’t think either of them is going to stop for protection. I suspect Nicole wants to feel him finish inside her.

		He flips my wife over on the mattress, removing the stranger’s access to her tits. That guy was really attacking those things and looks disappointed his access is cut off, but he stays kneeling by her side to see what else he might get away with. I kneel by her head. Hunt pulls her cute little ass into the air and gives it a playful swat. She moans and wiggles it for him. He plunges his beast back into her cunt, triggering a long, satisfied groan from her.

		“Love…watching…this tight little…ass…while I fuck you…Princess…” He grunts out each word like the effort of holding out in her incredible pussy is taking its toll.

		“Ohhh myyy…Gray…yesss…fuck me…don’t stop…”

		“Bet you…love…taking her…from behind…giving it to her…rough…” Hunt taunts. He’s determined to best me, but I don’t care how many times he calls my wife a hot slut. I know who I’m married to. I won’t let Grayson Hunt make this about him and turn me into a cuck.

		Hunt reaches up to wrap her hair around his fist. Her head is jerked back, and Nicole wails. He uses her pretty dark hair as reins to ride her hard. I’ve never given it to her rough like this. It’s just not in me. I wish it were because she loves every second of this. Deep down, I know this is why it’s right to let her have this. I need to keep sight of that. It’ll be hard to forget because this moment is seared into my brain.

		“Look at her,” the woman near me marvels. She’s a petite Hispanic woman in her fifties with raven hair reaching her waist. A red leather bra and thong barely cover her tight body.

		“Jealous?” Her companion asks. He’s a hulking Black man. Most of the couples on this cruise are white, but I’ve noticed a disproportionate number of the bulls are not. It must be a thing in this lifestyle, but I don’t get it. The color of the man using my wife makes no difference to me.

		“Only if you don’t start giving me what she’s getting.”

		“I know that tone,” one of the single guys says. He must be her husband. He’s a tall, fit man, not at all what I’d expect of a man who gives his wife away. “You’d better give her what she wants.”

		The Black man has a deep laugh. “Get on your knees and get me ready, Tania, and we’ll see if you earn it.”

		The wife giggles. “Yes, sir.” She drops to her knees and pulls a massive snake from his leather pants. She swallows an impressive amount.

		“Ohhh myyy god…yesss…ohmygod, Gray…don’t…you…fucking…stop… pleasedon’tstop!”

		Hunt slaps her ass hard enough to leave a handprint. My proud wife just whimpers. “Admit…you…need it…Princess…” He smacks her ass again.

		“I…ohhh…Grayyy…I need it…”

		“Fuck me, she’s hot!” It’s the other single guy who wandered over to watch my wife get pleasured by her boss. He’s not built like the other bulls I’ve seen on the cruise, but he’s not wearing a wedding band, so he must be one. “I hope she’s still ready to go when he’s done with her.”

		The darkest thought is back. Nicole will let any man who lines up fuck her tonight. It’s difficult to wrap my mind around that, but I know she would have fucked that artist last night if Melanie hadn’t stepped in, and she’s just as out of control now. For the second time, I’m hearing another man force sounds from my wife that I’ve never heard in our decades together. The constant cries and moans make Nicole sound more like a porn star than the wife and mother she is.

		“Ohmygod…ohmygod…ohhh…Grayyy…”

		The high-pitched whine means she’s coming again. Nicole gets stiff and trembles, but Hunt keeps plowing her right on through it. Her cries get louder. I think if he was truly a machine and never rested, she might come forever.

		I still grapple with a brew of toxic feelings that I can’t do this to her, but it’s tempered by seeing her full sexual power unleashed. It would be a crime to suppress such glory.

		Nicole has become a queen, and the subjects gathered worship her. Both the single men are jerking off to her passion. The other guy can’t decide if he wants to watch my wife getting fucked or his wife giving head. His choice gets easier when the bull pulls his cock from the Latina’s mouth and lays her beside Nicole. I don’t know if my wife even notices someone else is getting it right next to her.

		Hunt pulls out once again. I think he’s taking breaks so he can go on fucking her as long as possible. His shaft is shiny with her orgasms and as thick and hard as ever. At least he’s finally getting winded. Nicole slumps to the mattress when he releases her. He nudges her, and she rolls onto her back with a groan.

		“Mmm, aren’t you going to come, baby?” she sighs, staring dreamily up at him. Her mascara is running with her sweat.

		“Have I worn you out? Just tell me if that’s all you can take.”

		Nicole shakes her head. She’s sweating and flushed. Her hair is a mess. She looks all used up, but she’s too competitive to ever admit that. She finally notices her crowd of admirers has grown. She watches the men jerking off over her with hunger. Any doubt they could have her evaporates. The couple rutting beside her seems to fascinate her. Biting her lip, she reaches out to see if they’re real but stops short of touching them. The bull notices and smiles, taking her hand and putting it on the hotwife’s bouncing tits. Nicole gets a wild look when she gropes the woman.

		“Awww fuck…awww gawd…yeah…” the Latina cries.

		“Do want you want to her,” the bull grunts.

		I’d love to see my wife play with the other couple, but Hunt demands her full attention. He pushes sweaty hair back from her forehead and turns Nicole back to where he’s kneeling beside her.

		“Open wide, Princess.

		Hunt feeds her, and she eagerly accepts him like a hungry baby bird. Her eyes close, and her cheeks hollow as she sucks him like she’s savoring the taste of her cunt on his meat. He pulls back and pushes deeper. And deeper again. Nicole’s crystal clear blue eyes pop open, alarmed. He must be at the back of her throat. Hunt makes soothing sounds and pushes deeper. A strange sound comes from her throat, and she fists his base.

		“I thought you could handle everything I have, Nikki,” he taunts, pushing her hand away.

		He pushes deep again, and her eyes get wider. More strange sounds come from her throat. She tries to grab his shaft again, but he holds her hand. He slowly pulls it from her mouth. Saliva drips back onto her face.

		“I…can…” Nicole pants. He taps it on her lips, and she tries to lick it. “But I don’t…want to choke…”

		Hunt brushes his blunt head across her cheeks and nose. She licks it when she can. It’s just another way to demonstrate his power over her. I won’t think about what he’s trying to prove to me. I’m trying very hard to keep this about us and not him.

		“I think you can deep-throat it if you try. Taylor does it all the time.”

		Nicole smiles and nurses on the head. “I can try, but don’t choke me, Gray.”

		“That’s my dirty girl, my slutty little hotwife,” he encourages.

		The powerful tool is pushed back between her lips before Nicole can protest his language. He allows her to hold it this time. He pushes deep, and she raises her head from the mattress to take him deeper, lips pressing her fist. This time, I hear hungry sucking sounds rather than choking. Nicole keeps him in her mouth and works her magic on him. Hunt moans and I think she just might end it here. I’m sure he’s going to unload down her throat, but she eases him back for a deep breath.

		He pushes down, and she lets go of his shaft, tilting her head back. He pushes deeper. Like a magic trick, his pubis touches her nose, and his heavy balls rest on her cheek. Nicole’s nose flares. Her eyes are wild. But she holds him there.

		“Fuck, she’s a sword swallower!” It’s her newer admirer. He’s furiously tugging his dick. The original watcher has slowed down like he doesn’t want to come yet.

		Hunt holds it in her throat until she turns seriously red. Nicole loudly inhales through her nose when he pulls back, but her lips stay stretched around his meat. Once she’s oxygenated, he methodically plunges her throat, fucking it with long, slow strokes. Watching his balls slap my wife’s cheek is otherworldly. I finally take my dick out. I don’t want to jerk off with other people around, but it’s too much.

		Nicole allows Hunt to pleasure himself with her mouth at will. It seems like a fully submissive act, but I see the look in her eyes, and I know what it means. Not only has she proved that she’s as good a lover as Taylor, but she’s also proved that she’s his match. She’s just as sexually voracious as he is. Perhaps he has power over her, but only on her terms. Nicole is getting what she needs.

		She coughs and sputters when he takes his cock away, but she’s made her point. Hunt is impressed. He lets his meat drip onto her face until she grabs it and pumps it. He’s slick from her mouth, and her fist glides over his length. It looks like she wants him to come on her face.

		“Are you…uhnn…so eager…for my load…Princess…”

		“I just want to keep you hard because I’m not done yet. You’re not going to come early, are you, Gray?” I love watching her taunt him back. The constant exchange of power between them is mesmerizing.

		Hunt laughs, taking his dick away from her. “I love that you’re such a spicy bitch, Nikki.”

		“Good. Now get down here and let this spicy bitch take what she needs.”

		

	
		

		seventeen

		

		I’m thankful for all the squats my trainer has assigned me when I rise and settle onto Gray’s filling cock. He’s already been screwing for I don’t know how long now, and I’m soaked, but his size still thrills me. I don’t know if I’ll ever be broken in enough that I won’t love the way he fills me. He was so deep when he took me from behind, but it feels like he’s even deeper when I settle onto him. I close my eyes and just feel him. A wave of warm pleasure spreads through me, like when I take a strong shot of liquor.

		He holds my hips, and I’m grateful because I’m still weak in the knees from how hard he made me come before. But he doesn’t rush me. I know watching me adjust to him feeds his ego. If only Gray were this hot and sweet. He’d be the perfect man, but I have yet to meet one who affects women the way he does and isn’t stuck on himself.

		I flatten my hands on him for balance and start to move. God, just feeling his rock-hard abs makes me tighten around him. I can never thank my husband enough for allowing me to experience a man like Gray. I slowly ride up and down on his shaft, and the sweet friction pulses pleasure through me. My hips tilt, he rubs that special spot, and I see stars. I ride faster and faster because it’s easier that way, and the build-up of friction makes me crave more. I sway on my crouched legs when the escalating pleasure makes me lose control, but he’s holding my hips, guiding me. Gray lets me control the motion. He wants to see how hard I’ll ride him.

		“Fuck it, Princess…show me what you want…uhnnn…show us how bad you need it…”

		“Ohhh god…yesss…ohhh god…it’s sooo good…”

		“Like the show, boys? Look at that fucking body…that’s a tight MILF…”

		“Ohhh god…Gray…I’m not…ohhh fuck…ohhh myyy god…”

		I want to tell him I’m not a MILF. I’m just a woman. But it’s too hard to think when his huge cock is scrambling my brain. He’s showing me off to these men around me like I belong to him. I don’t hide from these men. I’m shameless. Their desire for me is scorching. It’s all-consuming, and it makes me reckless because, like a drug, I only want more of their lust.

		“Those tits are so sweet,” growls a male voice. “Look at them bounce.”

		“You should fucking feel them…Nikki’s tits are so nice…”

		My eyes snap open when I feel hands on me. Gray holds my hips. I know it’s not him. It’s not my husband. It’s that guy who touched me before. I felt so dirty for letting him just play with my breasts, but I couldn’t stop him. My moral side wanted to, but my dirty side was in control. And now he’s doing it again, and I want it even more. My breasts—no, my tits, I’m a dirty girl now—bounce wildly, but he captures them. He’s just as rough as before. I whine when he squeezes too hard. He doesn’t take the hint. Part of me knows I should be punished and is thrilled with the sting.

		“Ohhh god…yesss…oh my god yesss…”

		Locking into the stranger’s gaze for even a moment is a terrible idea. He looks at me like a predator, and it’s frightening. A primal need to be taken is also triggered. Am I so far gone I want this stranger to fuck me? Shifting to look at my husband is even more startling. He’s watching me ride Gray and get groped by a stranger, and he’s jerking off. Justin likes this! I thought he’d be disgusted, but he’s so hard and excited that his dick is drooling. Isn’t he angry that Gray treats my body like it’s his now? Perhaps he’s accepted that. I haven’t. My body is still mine. I’m choosing all of this.

		Justin’s helpless need triggers me. It shouldn’t, but it does. The stranger twists my nipples again, and the pain is rocket fuel to my pussy. I drop hard onto Gray and grind. He’s so deep he must be against my cervix. His blunt head rubs spots I didn’t even know I had, and it opens my world. I go from the edge to rushing over it in seconds.

		“Ohhh myyy god…ohmygodohmygodohmygod…ohhh…Grayyy…”

		I feel like I’m screaming. Maybe I am. My orgasm blanks my brain so hard I don’t know what’s happening. Pleasure throbs up from my pussy to make my entire body feel like it’s coming. Ohmygod!

		“That’s my dirty girl,” Gray groans. “That’s my sweet, cock loving Princess. Love watching you fucking come, Nikki.”

		“Ohmygodohmygodohmygod…yesyesyesyes…ohhh fuck, Gray…”

		“Ever see Nikki lose her mind like that, Justin?” he gloats. His taunts echo in my head like he’s far away.

		“Fuck…Nic…what the fuck…” Justin groans.

		Gray takes control. His grip on my waist tightens, and my feet slip out from under me. I’m not riding him anymore. He’s fucking me up and down on his cock like I’m a sex toy. I shouldn’t feel anything this strongly for any man who’s not my husband, but I love being Gray’s sex toy.

		“Ahhh…ahhh…ahhh…ahhh…”

		I swear that with every bounce on his huge cock I’m coming again. Can I have one unending orgasm? There’s suddenly a dick in my face, but it’s not my husband’s. I turn my head. I am not doing that to a stranger. Score one for keeping a shred of dignity. But he puts my hand on it, and my fingers wrap around it. It’s just instinct. The shaft is hot to the touch but not big. I easily pump the whole thing.

		“That’s the…uhnn…slut I knew you…ahhh…were…” Gray grunts.

		“Ohmygod…ohmygod…”

		“Make that fucker come, Nikki!”

		Justin wordlessly stares at me. I don’t think he sees his wife. Does he see a sex worker? A porn star? Or just a needy, attention-starved slut? I don’t want him to see me as any of that, but can I deny it? How am I anything but an attention-seeking slut? Justin keeps stroking it while he watches me pleasure two men. Ohmygod, it feels so right to be so wrong!

		“Ughh…ughh…come on…come on, honey…ughh tug that thing…”

		The stranger’s grunts are animalistic like he’s a peeping Tom who knows he’s doing something wrong. Everything feels that much dirtier. I’m tipping over the edge again. Base desire takes over. I work his cock even harder. I want him to finish. I want my reward.

		“Ohhh god…come…come for me…ohmygod…do it…come for me, baby…”

		“Ughh…fuck me Natty…awww fuck…”

		Thick ropes of cum splatter over my tits. He must have been saving this since he boarded the ship because he deposits a heavy load onto my bouncing tits, leaving them dripping with his release. He shrinks and slips out of my hand.

		“I can’t fucking believe it, Nic…jeez…” Justin groans.

		He stands over me, frazzled like he’s been on a five-day bender. I open my mouth for him. He holds my head to fuck my mouth, which stops my momentum on Gray. I keep my hips moving because I need to fuck him. I need to be stretched by his cock. After Gray opened my throat, it’s easy to take my husband down to the base. His balls bounce off my chin while he frantically fucks my mouth, but only for a minute. He pulls out and adds his release to the stranger’s. My tits are covered and glisten with thick cum. How many men are going to come on me tonight?

		“Come on me! Come on me, honey!” I cry.

		Gray laughs. “Now you’re getting it. Use Nikki like the slut she is. Don’t let her pretend she’s the proper lady.”

		I fall forward, hands bracing on his chest, my face close to his. He’s taken aback by my flaring intensity. “I’m a lady and a slut. I am whoever I want to be, and don’t forget that when we go home.”

		“Yes, ma’am.” Gray grins.

		I tighten my core to bounce my pussy on him, sliding it back and forth. It must look like I’m twerking on top of him. I don’t care what it looks like. He’s going to make me come again, and then he’s finally going to fill me with his seed. Ohmygod, I want to feel Gray come inside me!
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		Nicole has proved my worst fears—and desires—correct. That guy called her Natty, he didn’t even know her name, and she jerked him off onto her tits. I should be happy she didn’t blow him, but I have no perspective anymore. And now she’s riding Hunt like a demon again. Seeing her insatiable need for his huge cock makes me doubt that this will end with the cruise. My wife needs what only he can give her.

		Hunt holds her head in a vice grip, forcing her to stare at him. She doesn’t slow. Her hips churn faster on his meat. He’s thrusting up into her, too. Why doesn’t slamming together so hard hurt? I would never do that to her—which is why she’s on top of her boss right now.

		“Fuck me, Princess…riding that fucking cock…work that cunt…” he growls.

		“Yesss…yesss…oh myyy fuck…yesss…fuck me, Grayyy…fuck meee…”

		“You want that fucking cum, don’t you, Nikki?”

		“Yesss…ohhh myyy god…yesss…I want it, Gray…”

		“Uhnnn…gonna milk it right out of me…”

		“Yesss…fuck me…give it to me…ohmygod…” she hisses.

		“Give you what, Princess…tell me…”

		Hunt swats her ass hard. Nicole shrieks.

		“Fuck me…fill me…fuck me…give me…ohmygod…”

		“Say it, Princess…say it or you won’t get it…” Another swat on her bouncing ass. Another shriek.

		“Ohmygod…gimme…ohhh myyy…yesss…give me your cum, dammit…”

		“There she is…there’s the needy slut…gonna fill that married pussy…”

		“Yesss…ohhh god…yesss…”

		“Gonna knock you up, Princess…breed that married pussy…”

		“God…nooo…Grayyy…ohmygod…no…” He swats her ass even harder. “Yesss…ohmyfuck…yesss…do it…”

		Hunt cracks on her ass, leaving a livid handprint. “Say it, Nikki!”

		“Breed me! Ohhh myyy…fuck…breed me, you asshole…”

		Hearing my wife beg that bastard to breed her slices right through me. It’s like she stared me right in the eyes and gut-stabbed me—then twisted the knife. Nicole begged Grayson Fucking Hunt to impregnate her—breed her—is the culmination of all my worst fears. Or it should be.

		Nicole embracing her sluttiest, dirtiest, basest self is liberating. I won’t fear it anymore because I’ve seen it. She’s given him the slutty MILF fantasy version of Nicole Buckley he’s dreamed about. And I see through it.

		This is all wild fantasy play. She loves playing this role, but it’s not her. She didn’t blow that stranger, and she doesn’t really want Hunt to impregnate her. The woman I know would never do that. She’s a devout churchgoer, but she’d get the Plan B pill in a second. Besides, we had a hell of a time conceiving. He’s not going to breed her, and Nicole knows it. Then again, if any man could fuck a baby into her, it’s Grayson Hunt.

		She collapses onto his chest, babbling and shouting and shaking. Hunt has made my wife come again. He crushes her to him and pistons his cock up into her pussy. With a wild grunt, he fully embeds and keeps it there. I swear I see his balls contract and expand like I can see him pumping my wife full of his potent breeding seed. Nicole makes the strangest, contented sound when he fills her. She’s like a lunatic who’s finally been soothed. Hunt pumps so much cum into my wife that thick white cream leaks back down onto his balls.

		“There you go, Nikki. That’s what you’ve been craving, isn’t it, baby?” Hunt sighs, stroking her hair.

		“Mmm, yesss, baby, give it all to me,” she coos.

		“Fuck, Princess. Your cunt’s milking me…uhnn…you want every last drop…”

		Nicole kisses him. They look like a real couple, and the intimate moment is worse than knowing she’s filled with his come. “Mmm, I earned it, Gray. All of it.”

		Taylor kneels beside Nicole and Hunt as if she materializes out of nowhere. Honestly, someone could drive a tank past, and I wouldn’t notice. She jerks Nicole’s head back by her hair and hisses just loud enough for me to hear.

		“Got what you wanted, didn’t you, bitch. Got stuffed full of Gray’s cock. Made him pound that cum right up into you.”

		“And it felt so good,” Nicole sighs. She doesn’t seem worried at all.

		“I know it. He’s a little bit of an asshole, but my god, he fucks like a stallion.”

		Nicole turns her head to stare at Taylor and smiles. “Ohmygod, can he fuck!”

		Taylor kisses my wife. What the hell is going on? I can’t tell if the sexy younger woman drags Nicole off Hunt by her hair or if my wife crawls off, but she’s off, and then she’s on her back, almost crashing into the couple beside them. That couple keeps fucking because the hotwife is getting it from both ends now.

		Nicole pulls at Taylor’s lingerie, and the girl throws it off. She buries her face in those pillowy, mocha tits. I’m jealous. Taylor pushes Nicole onto her back and cruelly pinches her nipples. My wife whines in pain.

		“I see why he’s so obsessed with your tits,” Taylor says.

		“Your tits are so much better. God, I’m obsessed with them. Ahhh! Hey!”

		Taylor slides down and consumes my wife’s pussy. Nicole arches her back and thrusts her hips upward. She’s a swollen mess down there, but Taylor slurps away. This is her dessert.

		“Ohhh god…ohhh yess…Tayyy…yesss…ohmygod…yesss…”

		“Look at those two hellcats,” Hunt says, slapping my back. Does he think we’re friends now that he’s bred my wife? What the hell is wrong with him? I appreciate how he makes Nicole come, but I still think he’s an arrogant prick. “I’ve got to get those two in bed together next time. You’d love to see that, right?”

		“Ohhhmyfuckinggod…Taylor!” Nicole cries. Goddam, how is she coming again?

		Taylor lifts her glazed face from my wife’s cunt and laughs. “I got some back.” She offers Nicole a hand and pulls her up to a sitting position. My wife kisses Taylor.

		“I got what I wanted from him. The rest is yours. I have a good man.” Nicole turns to me. “Take me back to our cabin and make love to me, honey.”

		“Yes, ma’am,” I answer, getting hard as I anticipate what her well-used pussy will feel like.

		

	
		

		epilogue

		

		The ship docks in St. Maarten the next day, and we quietly disembark that afternoon. We did make love when we went back to our room that night, and I came very quickly even though she was loose around me and I’d already jerked off onto her tits at the ball. Nicole made a show of coming with me, but I don’t know how she even felt me. I’m not small, so I don’t feel diminished by it, but I know I can’t match how Grayson Hunt stretches her. Afterward, she cuddles in my arms and tells me we must leave the ship.

		“This isn’t about any danger to our marriage, except I think it might hurt you, and I can’t live with doing that,” she said.

		“Doing what, Nic? I don’t know what you think is going to crush me after everything I saw tonight.” She gave me a look, and I added, “I don’t mean that negatively. I just mean, I saw it all, babe.”

		“Most of that was just spur of the moment. It just came out. You know it didn’t mean anything, right?”

		“I don’t think you were really begging your boss to knock you up, Nic. You don’t want his baby. The kid we have drives you crazy enough.”

		“I can’t keep fucking him without condoms. It’s reckless. Well, it won’t be a problem, anyway.”

		“I love you, Nic, but you need to start making sense. Why are we leaving?”

		“I don’t want to admit this, but I owe it to you, Justin. And again, it’s not about how much I love you.” She takes a breath. “If we stay on this cruise, Gray is going to be fucking me the entire time.”

		I almost said, I assumed that, but her look silenced me.

		“Like, not in a healthy way, honey. I’m going to move into his suite, and I’m going to be his for the next three days. Not my heart, but my body. He starts touching me, and something happens. He feels like an addiction. If I go back to him, and we’re trapped on this ship, I’ll be his woman until we’re back on land. I’ll give him anything he wants.”

		“He might actually breed you if he fucks you that many times.”

		“It’s not funny, Justin. But yes, I suppose he could, even with my fertility problems. I don’t think he’d come in my mouth. He played it off like he wasn’t serious, but I think Gray would love nothing more than to claim me by putting a baby in me. And I’d be so full of his cum, he just might do it.”

		“Jeez, Nic.”

		“I need you to know I’m serious. I can fight it for a minute and assert myself, but I’m not in control around Gray. And if I’m with him long enough, like for the rest of this cruise, I won’t fight it anymore. I’ll be the slut he wants me to be.”

		“Listen, Nic, if you think you need that…”

		I couldn’t believe I said that. Did I give my wife permission to become her boss’s slut for the remainder of the cruise? Would that be my ultimate fantasy, or would it be the end of me? Why can’t I tell? Nicole isn’t the only one with a problem.

		“I don’t. That’s what I’m telling you. I need you. I need our family and won’t risk doing something I can’t take back. So, we will get off this ship and return to our life.”

		“What does that mean for our life, Nic? You still have to work with him.”

		“I did it before. I can control it at work. This Emancipated cruise, it’s like we stepped out of our lives onto Fantasy Island or something. None of the normal rules apply here, but being at home is different. And if it turns out it’s not, I’ll get another job. Gray will give me an excellent severance package. He doesn’t have a choice.”

		We leave the ship when it makes port the next day but don’t fly right home. We get a fancy room in Philipsburg and stay in bed for the next three days. I reclaim my wife over and over again. Our bond is re-established. Nicole proves just as hungry for me as she was for Grayson Hunt—or she does a good job of trying to convince me she is. She’s insatiable. We try things we’ve never done before, but I can’t help laughing when she begs me to breed her.

		Hunt was offended that Nicole left the cruise without a word, but he gets over it. Soon, he’s chasing after her again, but she keeps me in the loop this time. I reassure her that she can have Hunt if she needs him. Nicole insists it’s a terrible idea.

		I watch the first time he has her again. And the time after that. And even the time that threesome with Taylor he wants happens. Nothing will ever top what I witness that night. Hunt turns her into his dirty girl the way he always does, but watching my wife go down on another woman is something I never thought I’d see. Nicole begs both of them to make her come. She licks Hunt’s load out of the sexy girl’s cunt. I don’t mind being on the sidelines because I record the whole thing on my phone.

		Taylor makes sure I’m not entirely left out. While Hunt sensually rides my wife—taking her for the third or fourth time of the night—the beautiful girl blows me. I allow it because Nicole and her boss look like they’re actually making love, and I’m incensed. I’m consumed with guilt afterward, but Nicole tells me to loosen up. She doesn’t seem to care that I got a blowjob from another woman.

		Things change after that. I still get to watch them sometimes, but Hunt also fucks my wife daily in the office. She stops wearing panties to work because he wants it that way. She comes home every night and gives me all the gory details while I reclaim her. Nicole is a loyal wife that way. She’s always so stretched out and so full of cum.

		Hunt seems to like bending her over his desk the most. She says she likes hiking up her skirt, taking it, and walking out of his office like nothing happened. He has her on the roof, she blows him in the copy room, and she rides him in the middle of the conference room table.

		Sometimes, he walks into her office, and she blows him without even getting out of her chair and goes right back to work. Nicole brags about how good she gets at taking a hard throat fucking. I get to see it in action one Saturday night when I watch them at Hunt’s penthouse. But he only ever slips and comes in her mouth once. He fills her pussy every other time. I was right about that. Grayson Hunt wants to breed my wife. At some point, he’ll overcome Nicole’s fertility problems.

		I trust her, and I can’t get enough of this new, wild version of Nicole. If she’s become Hunt’s slut, she strives to be an even bigger one for me. She stops wearing panties altogether and blows me almost every time we’re alone in the car together. It’s like I’m living my best life, and all it took was pimping my wife out to her boss. But concerns mount. It’s great, but I worry I’m losing the version of Nicole I fell in love with.

		One evening, Nicole comes home from work and tells me it’s over. She’s been Grayson Hunt’s sex toy for over six months, and she’s done. She has the same worries I do and made the right choice. She claims Hunt didn’t fight it when she told him. Maybe he had his fill, too. She’s awarded a massive severance package, he buys out her vested stock with a seven-figure check, and we begin the next phase of our lives.

		That next phase includes Nicole finding a hung stud when we get the itch, but they’re all disposable boy toys. Who knew Nashville had a thriving swinging scene?

		Sometimes, I still think about how crazy it all was. Turns out, the key to getting the sexiest version of my wife was letting go of my possessive hang-up and giving her to another man.

		

	
		

		afterword

		

		Thank you for boarding The Hotwife Cruise with us! We knew after we wrote about Nicole and Justin’s wild night with Grayson Hunt in Big Sky country that their story wasn’t over. Perhaps we’ll write about that threesome between Nicole, Gray, and Taylor someday and post it to our Ream or Patreon. That’s a hot episode that needs more attention.

		If you’re curious about the night that changed everything and turned Nicole Buckley into a hotwife, you can read that story, Lost to Her Boss, in the collection Best Hotwife Erotica II: Fun & Games. It’s just one of several original stories by your favorite hotwife and cuckold authors. Best Hotwife Erotica II can be found by clicking THIS LINK.
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		what’s next?
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		Kate and Jordan have been married for quite a while, and they had both thought that their sex life had tapered out. In a desperate move to shake things up, Kate told Jordan she was willing to try anything. Jordan thought that meant Kate was willing to do more dirty things under the covers. But when Kate saw the cruise Jordan booked, she thought it meant he wanted to open their marriage up.

		

		As they both embark on their first Hotwife Cruise, they learn to discover all the fun that open and honest conversations and other things, lead to.

		

		Will Kate find out that she is really a Hotwife, or will she always be Jordan’s hot wife?

		

		Time will tell as they set sail on their voyage.

		

		
			The Hotwife Cruise: Kate by Skylar Quinn
		

		

	
		

		the hotwife cruise: the third ache collaboration
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		Welcome aboard the Princess of Adventure as she embarks on a Winter cruise around the sun-drenched Caribbean! But this isn’t just any seafaring trip – it’s an exploration of desires and boundaries that promises to be the holiday of a lifetime! From the talented ensemble at A.C.H.E. (Authors of Cuckold and Hotwife Erotica), who previously brought you the scintillating tales of The Hotwife Key Party and The Hotwife Games, comes a thrilling new collaboration: The Hotwife Cruise, set aboard this luxurious vessel. Prepare to dive into seven tantalizing stories, each penned by a different author, as our passengers navigate the deep waters of their fantasies and passions during this unique voyage.

		

		
			The Hotwife Cruise: Maria by Paul Garland
		

		

		
			The Hotwife Cruise: Ginette by GK Grayson
		

		

		
			The Hotwife Cruise: Kate by Skylar Quinn
		

		

		
			The Hotwife Cruise: Tess by Delores Swallows
		

		

		
			The Hotwife Cruise: Nia & Jessie by Hardison Parker
		

		

		
			The Hotwife Cruise: Cassandra by Kenny Wright
		

		

	
		

		the new wife on milford court: book one
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		When Justin Sampson lands his dream job, it seems like a golden opportunity for his family. His wife, April, reluctantly gives up a life she loves for the shiny promise of a better one.

		

		The Sampsons’ luxurious new house on Milford Court is a dream home, but as they settle in, April can't shake the feeling that something is off about their glamorous new neighbors.

		

		Sultry secrets lurk everywhere. April discovers the wives of Milford Court share a very special bond, one they’re eager to share with her. As she delves deeper into the secrets of the gated community, April uncovers a world of forbidden temptations and dark desires.

		

		Can April and Justin Sampson resist forbidden games played by the couples of Milford Court? Will Justin’s dream job become a nightmare when he learns the real reason behind his good fortune?

		

		Get ready for a thrilling journey into the exclusive world of Milford Court, where nothing is as it seems.

		

		
			PRE-ORDER NOW!
		

		

	
		

		picking forbidden fruit
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		Lauren Curry is a skilled massage therapist who finds joy in relieving her clients’ pains. If anything, she's too giving, putting her clients first whenever she can. When a longtime family friend, Dylan, injures himself working for his father during college summer break, Lauren offers to treat him without hesitation.

		

		Lauren is always the consummate professional, even when an attractive man is on her table—not that she sees Dylan as attractive. He's just a family friend. She’s known the young man for ages. But once she gets her hands on the college athlete's body, Lauren discovers just how sculpted it is. Lauren admires his physique with professional detachment until Dylan turns over, and she discovers that he's enjoying her treatment a little too much.

		

		Can Lauren do the right thing and keep it professional? Or will a hot college baseball player help this suburban wife find her inner cougar? Dylan is a family friend. He’s forbidden fruit. Can she resist picking it?

		

		
			ORDER NOW!
		

		

	
		

		good wives, bad behavior
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		From the mind of one of hotwife erotica’s most loved writers comes this bestselling collection of 5 sultry stories featuring sexy suburban couples exploring their sexuality with their friends and neighbors. These very good wives behaving very badly could be the woman you see at the grocery store or the president of your local PTA. Kirsten McCurran specializes in pulling back the curtain on everyday couples’ most forbidden desires.

		

		
			ORDER NOW!
		

		

	
		

		sam surrenders to the neighbors
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		Corey and Sam Matthews thought they'd found their new best friends when they met their neighbors, Hank and Tina DeSimone. The couples got along so well...a little too well.

		

		Corey can't help feeling jealous when Hank begins flirting with Sam, especially when his wife eats up the attention. He knows Sam liked older men in the past, but he won't believe Hank's attention is dangerous. Everything changes when Tina makes Hank's intentions clear. Hank means to have Sam for himself, and Tina couldn't be more thrilled!

		

		Sam willingly—enthusiastically—gives herself to Hank that first night and Corey feels something he never expected. Watching his wife taken by a powerful man makes him harder than he’s ever been in his life. Sam isn’t the only one who gets something she didn’t know she needed that night.

		

		Corey hopes that night is a one-off experience, and they can return to their normal lives, but it’s not that easy. Sam is a sexy wife and Hank wants more. She doesn’t want to hurt her husband, but she can’t resist their hung neighbor. A day out on the bay provides the perfect chance for Hank to enjoy Sam at his leisure and it seals the deal. Sam’s body will belong to the neighbor as long as he wants her. Corey must sort out his feelings and stop it or learn to truly enjoy it.

		

		Sam Surrenders to the Neighbors is a scorching new trilogy from one of hotwife erotica’s most popular authors that explores what happens to a marriage when the wife just can’t say no to another man and the husband can’t stop watching her do it.

		

		
			ORDER NOW!
		

		

	
		

		sasha’s vacation surrender
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		The Wagners began their vacation as a typical suburban couple looking to have fun during a long weekend getaway. The tropical resort seemed like the perfect place to get a little bit naughty and re-ignite the flame that was flicking after twenty-five years together. They could not have anticipated the kind of fun they found.

		

		So many lines are crossed when Max learns he loves other men wanting his wife. Sasha discovers she also loves that attention. Attention turns to action, and Sasha learns something else about herself—she has an inner bad girl dying to get out and play. With her husband’s encouragement, she lets that bad girl run wild.

		

		But how much is too much? Sasha never dreamed she would be with another man when she took her vows, but she sees potential lovers everywhere. Max watches with horror and excitement as men do as they please with his wife. He begins to wonder if she has any limits.

		

		Can their marriage be the same after Sasha surrenders to the untamed desires of the men who surround her?

		

		
			ORDER NOW!
		

		

	
		

		about the author

		

		“Kirsten McCurran” is the pen name of a wife and husband team exploring the sexy secrets of middle-class, suburban couples. This couple has their own dirty little secret: they have lots of fantasies about what all their friends and neighbors are up to behind closed doors, and they turn those sexy fantasies into the stories they love to share with the world. The Mrs. could be the sweet mom you see in the stands at the soccer game or the pretty woman at the supermarket you wonder about as she's squeezing the melons. The Mr. could be your kid’s little league coach.

		Most of their stories are about married women looking to bust out and explore their wild side, often with the encouragement of their husbands—and sometimes without it. The strength of the couple behind Kirsten McCurran is that husband and wife writing together can uniquely capture the feelings of both partners in their couples as they explore their most forbidden desires. The Mrs. is all about exploring stories of daring women of a certain age exploring their sexuality, and the Mr. captures the feelings of the men who love them.

		Kirsten McCurran has written over 60 ebooks, which can be found at major booksellers. You can reach Ms. McCurran by email at kmccurran@gmail.com.

		If you’d like other ways to support Kirsten McCurran’s writing, visit her website for links, books.kirstenmccurran.com.
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