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Prologue




Isat at the dining table with my laptop open, frowning at the screen. One hand toyed absently with the end of my pigtail while I scrolled. And then… there it was. My pulse skipped, a flutter of excitement. Exactly what I’d been searching for.

“Jude!” I called.

From the other room came the muffled sound of his voice, polite and distracted. “Mmm?”

“Get in here, babe, I’ve found it. The perfect thing.”

A moment later, he appeared, shirt sleeves rolled to his elbows like he was still at work. His hair was neat in that effortlessly posh way I could never manage, no matter how much hairspray I used, and I was a bloody hairdresser.

“What’s this about, Kali?” he asked, already wary.

“Cruise,” I announced, turning the laptop so he could see. “Five days, four nights to the Bahamas, leaving from Miami. And guess what? The day after Anna’s wedding. I couldn’t find anything that sailed at the right time on the main booking websites, and I was about to give up when I came across this independent one.”

He leaned over my shoulder, smelling faintly of his stupidly expensive aftershave, and peered at the screen. “The Haven Cruise Line. Hmm. Not bad. We wouldn’t even need to change the flights, so it… could work.”

“Not ‘could,’” I corrected. “Will. Sun, sea, cocktails with umbrellas in them. Look at this: pool parties, theme nights, lifestyle classes, all-inclusive drinks package. We deserve this. You know how much I’ve always wanted to go on a cruise. Please, say we can go?”

“Lifestyle classes?” he repeated, suspicious again.

“Yeah, look, that’s what they call them ‘lifestyle classes.’ Whatever that means. Like, yoga? Cooking demos? Maybe dance lessons? The whole thing is called a ‘lifestyle cruise.’”

“Mm. Lifestyle is vague.”

“It’s just their weird American English. Who cares? We’ll be too busy sipping rum by the pool. And it says here, ‘opportunities to mingle and make friends.’ We like friends.”

“You like friends,” he muttered. “I tolerate them.”

“Exactly,” I said, nudging him with my shoulder. “Perfect balance.”

He scrolled through the site, frowning at the photos. “Looks… lively,” he said finally.

“Fun, Jude. It looks fun. We’re twenty-five. We should be doing things like this. Imagine us: fresh from my sister’s stuffy wedding and all her kids, still hungover, rolling straight onto a ship headed for paradise. It’s an adult-only boat, too.”

His frown softened into something more indulgent. I knew that look. The one that meant I was probably going to win.

“You’ve got too much energy,” he said.

“And you love it.”

He sighed in mock defeat. “Alright. Book it. My annual bonus will be in our account by the time we have to pay for it.”

My grin nearly cracked my face in half.

“Thank you, babe. I love you!” I gave him a big smooch on the lips. It soon turned into something more, our tongues entwining, our lips getting sloppy with spit. I felt my arousal building quickly between my legs. God, this man made me so horny. Our sex life had been off the charts lately. I couldn’t get enough of him.

Finally, he pulled away, a smirk on his face. I glanced down at his smart trousers and saw the tell-tale bulge. “I’m going to book this, and then meet me in the bedroom in five minutes?” I said, hopefully.

“Again? You’re insatiable,” he laughed. “Fine, bedroom. Five minutes.”

I grinned and turned back to the laptop. “Bahamas, baby,” I whispered to myself as I hit Reserve.


Chapter One




The Miami sun was already hot by the time we dragged our little suitcases up to the cruise terminal. I’d gone with green-streaked hair in twin bunches, which had looked amazing at the wedding. As a hairdresser, I changed my style all the time, and the other girls at the salon were always ready to experiment on me.

I was wearing a cute little sun dress that showed off my petite body, and I rarely wore a bra, as my breasts were small and firm. Jude was smartly dressed in a shirt and blazer as usual, looking more like he was going to captain the ship. We made a pretty hot couple.

“You look nice,” I said to Jude, touching his chest.

“You look like a TikTok influencer on holiday,” he said dryly. “I look like I’m heading to a shareholder meeting.”

That made me laugh.

But we weren’t the only ones. All the other couples seemed to be beautiful too, and they all looked in love, cuddling up in the queue, holding hands, and giving each other playful touches on the bottom. The couple behind us were a Black couple, and they could hardly keep their hands off each other. I was a little fascinated by how much they were touching each other in public, and I kept glancing at them.

He was tall and muscular, and as I watched out of the corner of my eye, his hand slid up her side to cup one of her large breasts subtly from the side. She leaned into him, looking up and letting her long, black plait run down her back almost to her ass. They started kissing, hot and heavy. I almost looked away, but just before I did, she broke away and winked at me.

I blushed with embarrassment that I’d been caught staring at them making out.

“Kali, we’re next,” said Jude, oblivious to my indiscretion.

We walked up to the desk and handed over our tickets and passports. The woman at the reception desk was all bright lipstick and professional cheer, her hair tucked neatly under a cap with the ship’s logo. She scanned our documents, clicked away on her keyboard, and then looked up with a smile.

“Welcome aboard,” she said. “Here’s your welcome pack. There’s a map and details of all the activities. Just a reminder: no nudity in the corridors, or in the restaurants.”

Jude and I blinked at her in unison.

I laughed. “Obviously. I mean, who… what? Yeah, no problem.”

“Of course,” Jude added, smoothing his blazer.

The woman’s smile never wavered. She handed us our keycards. “The playrooms open after the ship has set sail. Enjoy your cruise,” she added, indicating with one hand that we were to head through the automatic doors behind her.

“Er… playrooms?” I said to Jude as he put his arm around my waist and led me away. “I thought it was an adults-only cruise. And what’s with the no-nudity rule… they actually have to say it? Like people forget?”

He raised an eyebrow. “Maybe she was joking.”

“She didn’t look like she was joking.”

I wheeled my suitcase through the doors and then gasped.

The ship loomed right there at the end of the gangway, gleaming white and impossibly huge, like some floating skyscraper. Photos online had not done it justice. Up close, it was dizzying… the sheer wall of balconies stacked in perfect rows, decks upon decks that seemed to stretch into the sky.

Down the side, painted in bold navy letters taller than a house, were two words: The Haven.

“Bloody hell,” I breathed. “It’s like… The Titanic, but shinier.”

“There aren’t any icebergs in the Caribbean, right?” smirked Jude.

“Maybe we can fuck in an old motorcar,” I giggled.

“Kali!” he scolded, although I caught the flicker of a smile on his lips. He craned his neck to take it all in. For once, even Mister Cool-and-Composed looked impressed. The balconies sparkled in the sun, each one a perfect little slice of ocean view. I imagined us out there with cocktails in hand, salt wind in my hair, pretending we were movie stars.

“This is insane,” I whispered.

“First time?” a deep voice said behind us.

I spun around. It was the Black couple from the queue, the ones who couldn’t keep their hands off each other. Up close, they were even more striking. He looked like he belonged on a fitness magazine cover, broad shoulders filling his T-shirt. She had an effortless grace, her plait swinging as she smiled at me like we were already friends. She had wide hips, huge tits, and her top had a plunging V with overlapping material that showed off so much cleavage I couldn’t help but stare.

“Yeah,” I admitted, still clutching my suitcase handle. “I mean, we’ve been on holiday before, but never a cruise. Not one like this.”

She laughed softly, eyes glittering. “Oh, this one is special.”

Before I could puzzle over what she meant, the guy leaned over, squinting at the keycards in Jude’s hand. “What cabin are you?”

“Uh…” Jude glanced down. “Deck seven. Room 7143.”

The woman gasped. “No way. We’re 7144.”

I blinked and then burst out laughing. “Seriously? Right next door?”

“Guess we’re neighbours,” she said warmly, holding out her hand. “I’m Rochelle, and this is Andre.”

I shook her hand, then his, noting how his palm practically swallowed mine. Jude followed suit, ever polite and formal.

“I love your accents, are you from the UK?” Rochelle asked.

“That’s right, and I love your accent too.” I smiled back at her. It was true; her and Andre’s Southern accents were giving me warm feelings inside.

“Come on then,” Rochelle said, hitching her bag higher on her shoulder. “Let’s go find our rooms together. These ships are massive. I already know I’m going to get lost.”

She winked again with her thick, fake eyelashes, and I felt that same little jolt in my stomach as before.

“Lead the way,” I said.

As we trailed onto the gangplank, the ship loomed larger with every step. I caught snippets of laughter and music already spilling from inside. The air buzzed with excitement, perfume and sunscreen mingling in the heat. Jude squeezed my waist lightly, and I glanced up at him.

“See?” I whispered. “Already making friends.”

We wheeled our bags through the doors of the ship and into a glittering atrium full of marble floors, gold railings, and a ceiling painted to look like a summer sky. There were people everywhere, and an infectious buzz of excitement.

“Cabins are this way,” Andre said, pointing toward a bank of elevators at the far side.

Rochelle looped her arm through mine like we were old friends already, tugging me along.

The four of us squeezed into one of the elevators with all our luggage. As soon as the doors slid shut, Rochelle sighed dramatically, leaning back against Andre’s chest.

“God, elevators always make me horny,” she announced.

I choked on a laugh. Jude went pink around the ears, pretending to study the little floor-number screen. Andre didn’t even flinch; he just dipped his head and caught her mouth in a slow, deep kiss that left me staring at the polished chrome doors, trying not to look. Except I was looking in the reflection. And Rochelle knew it, because when she broke the kiss, she gave me that same wicked wink as before.

The elevator pinged, saving me from combusting on the spot, and the four of us trundled out with our bags. The corridor was long and carpeted, lined with identical cabin doors. But the people we passed along it were anything but identical.

One couple breezed past us in neon mesh cover-ups that barely covered anything at all. Another strolled hand-in-hand, the woman in a strappy black mini-dress that looked like it belonged in a nightclub, the man in tight white trousers with his shirt unbuttoned all the way down.

And then there was an older couple. She was in lingerie, an enormous lace bra, stockings, and giant lace knickers. He walked beside her in nothing but a silk dressing gown, tied loosely enough that it gaped open with every step. I caught a glimpse of his cock, and my jaw nearly hit the floor.

“Afternoon!” the woman nodded at us, as if her outfit was the most normal thing in the world.

Jude muttered something polite back, but his eyes were as wide as mine. Rochelle just grinned.

Finally, we stopped at our rooms: 7143 and 7144. Rochelle held up her keycard, waggling it between her fingers.

“Neighbours,” she said with a grin. “This is going to be fun.”

Our keycard beeped green, and the door swung open into our cabin.

“Oh wow,” I breathed.

It was gorgeous. The place was bright and airy, with dark wood and crisp white sheets on a bed so huge it could sleep four.

“Not bad at all,” Jude admitted, wheeling our bags inside. He ran a hand along the sleek dresser like he was inspecting it for quality.

I darted straight to the sliding doors and tugged them open. Warm sea air rushed in as I stepped onto the balcony. Below us, the dock workers moved like toy figures, and beyond them stretched endless, sparkling blue.

“This is insane,” I said, leaning on the railing.

“Hey neighbour.” I heard a voice to my right. I peered around the privacy screen. It was Rochelle. “Pretty good, right?” she said.

“Amazing,” I agreed.

“Come and see the bathroom,” Jude said from behind me. I waved to Rochelle and went back inside.

Jude actually sounded mildly excited. “Look at this… double sinks, a walk-in shower…”

Back in the bedroom, I flopped onto the bed, bouncing slightly on the thick mattress. “God, this is perfect. We might never leave the room.”

Soon, Jude was unpacking his suitcase and hanging his shirts in the wardrobe. I giggled and rolled my eyes. We were so different; I would be living out of my open suitcase for the whole trip.

I started taking photos of the room so I could show them off to my sister. That’s when I heard it, a rhythmic, dull thump… thump… thump, vibrating faintly through the wall behind the headboard.

I froze. Then it came; the unmistakable sound of Rochelle’s voice, high and breathless, moaning in pure pleasure.

“Oh my god,” I whispered, clapping a hand over my mouth.

Jude’s eyes went wide. “Are they…?”

“Yep. Fucking!”

Another moan rang out, followed by Andre’s low growl. The steady banging picked up pace, rattling faintly through our wall.


Chapter Two




Heat shot through my body so fast it startled me. It wasn’t embarrassment… it was excitement. My skin prickled, my stomach flipped, and suddenly I was eighteen again, lying awake in my uni house while my flatmate’s squeaky bed frame sang through the paper-thin walls, accompanied by her ridiculously over-the-top screams.

Every time it happened, I’d toss and turn, biting my lip, pretending I was annoyed… until I couldn’t help myself. I’d wake Jude up, sliding into his arms with a whisper and a kiss, desperate for him to fuck me just so the sounds next door didn’t drive me insane with desire.

And here I was again. The same feeling. The same fire between my legs.

I glanced at Jude, who was still frozen by the wardrobe, red creeping up his neck. “God, they didn’t wait long,” he said.

The banging from next door grew faster, Rochelle’s moans punctuating every thud. My thighs pressed together instinctively, and I felt that familiar rush of heat. I’d forgotten how much it got to me, hearing other people like that. Jude used to joke about it.

I shifted on the bed, my sundress riding up my thighs. Jude’s eyes flicked between my legs at my knickers. I parted my thighs to give him a better view.

“Jude,” I whispered, sliding the straps of my dress down my shoulders until my breasts peeked out over the top. My nipples were rock-hard. My knickers were already damp, my body humming with the sounds through the wall. “I want it too.”

He opened his mouth as if to protest, but then Rochelle moaned again; a long, shameless cry of pleasure like she was climaxing. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my knickers, slipped them off and threw them to the floor. Then I spread my legs wide for him, showing him my soaked and gaping pussy. I was freshly shaved for the holiday, my mound perfect and smooth.

He crossed the room in three strides, sinking to his knees between mine. His hands gripped my thighs, firm and certain, spreading me even wider. His mouth found me, hot and eager, his tongue plunging into my swollen cunt. I grabbed his hair, pulling him closer and letting out a loud moan.

My whole body arched off the bed. Jude always had this way of undoing me with his mouth, like he was born knowing every secret button I had. He could be stiff and reserved socially, but down here? He was all hunger and unreserved passion.

A cry slipped out of me before I could stop it, blending almost perfectly with Rochelle’s muffled moan through the wall. The rhythm of their bed thudding and my own heartbeat seemed to line up, pushing me higher.

“Oh god,” I gasped, threading my fingers into Jude’s hair. Each time he moved, pleasure crackled through me like an electric current. His lips found my clit, wrapping around it and sucking. I came loudly, crying out and echoing Rochelle next door.

“Fuck me,” I begged, practically pulling him up by his hair.

His lips met mine, kissing me passionately. His mouth was wet with my release, and the taste of myself made me even more aroused. He knelt up, fumbling with his belt in his haste. He yanked down his trousers and underwear, and his hard cock sprang free.

“Fuck me,” I begged again. I could still hear Rochelle being soundly screwed, and I couldn’t wait to join her.

He knelt between my thighs. I was so wet and open that he didn’t even need to use his hand to find my entrance and slide his cock deep inside me. I wrapped my arms and legs around him, clinging to him like a limpet as he started to fuck me hard and deep. God, I loved his cock; it filled me so perfectly, sending waves of pleasure through me with every thrust.

It didn’t take long before I came again, clinging to him tightly as the waves of ecstasy rushed through me. He pulled out, and I flipped over onto my hands and knees. I knew how much he liked to finish in me in this position, and I didn’t think it would take him long. I stretched my arms out above me on the bed, lifting my ass up. I knew my asshole and pussy were totally exposed now.

“Film us,” I said, suddenly. “Like before.” We’d filmed ourselves having sex for the first time last week, in the Miami hotel. It had turned me on more than I cared to admit.

Jude pulled his phone out of his trousers, which were still pulled down only to his knees. He started filming, holding the phone in one hand and pointing it at my shamelessly spread ass.

“Fuck, Kali,” he groaned, stroking his cock with the other hand. “You look so fucking hot.”

“Now fuck me,” I ordered.

Still filming, he guided his cock between my folds with one hand. I felt him stretch me open again, and he thrust all the way inside, almost too deep. I let out a moan of pleasure. He started fucking me hard, one hand on my ass and the other holding the phone. The thought of the filthy video he was making made me even more aroused, and I came again, squirming underneath him, my fingers grabbing at the sheets. I felt my cunt clenching around him, milking his shaft.

“Oh, fuck, Kali,” he groaned, and I knew he was already past the point of no return. With a groan of relief, I felt him throb inside me and spill his cum deep inside my pussy. The warm wetness flooded me, filling me.

“Oh god,” I moaned into the bed. “Film it all coming out.”

He pulled out, still filming, and a second later, I felt his cum pour out of me, dripping onto the bed. I spun around and grabbed the phone off him. “I want to watch it,” I said.

Jude laughed and lay back on the bed next to me. “I don’t know what’s got into you lately,” he grinned.

Rochelle and Andre were still going at it through the wall. We watched our short video back, and I slipped a hand between my legs, rubbing my clit and making myself climax one more time before it had even finished.

“Come on,” said Jude, “We should get dressed and go up on deck, we’ll be sailing soon.”

I kissed him on the cheek. “I love you.”


Chapter Three




On the way up, we explored the ship a bit. There was a spa, a cinema, and more restaurants than I could count. There were a few locked rooms with intriguing signs. One was labelled “Hall Pass Room, Singles Only. Open at 9 pm.”

“What do you think that means?” I asked Jude.

He shrugged. “I don’t know, speed dating?”

There were a couple of nightclubs that were also still closed. The pool on the upper deck was open, but there was hardly anyone there, just a couple of people doing laps. By the time we made it up to the top deck, the engines were running and the ship was ready to leave port. The sun was setting, and Miami glittered behind us.

I clutched the railing, heart hammering in that excited way you only get at the start of a holiday. Jude slid an arm around my waist. He was still in a shirt, but his blazer was abandoned in our cabin. For once, he looked relaxed.

All around us, couples lined the railings, laughing, kissing, and clinking glasses from the poolside bar. And not just couples. Beautiful couples. It was almost intimidating how good-looking everyone seemed, all glowing skin and toned bodies and outfits that were less “cruise casual” and more “sexy nightclub.”

A woman in a backless sequined dress leaned over the railing, hair tumbling in glossy waves, while her partner stroked her hip possessively. Another pair nearby were practically glued together, whispering in each other’s ears between lingering kisses. Everywhere I looked, hands lingered on thighs, lips brushed bare shoulders, and clothes left little to the imagination.

In the far corner of the deck, half-hidden by a row of loungers, a woman was kneeling in front of a man. At first, I thought she’d dropped something. Then I realised she hadn’t. The man’s head tilted back, mouth open, one hand tangled in her hair. She bobbed her head back and forth, one hand on his shaft as she took the rest of his cock into her mouth.

My jaw dropped. “Oh my god,” I hissed at Jude under my breath.

Jude followed my gaze, then immediately looked away. “Are they…? Kali, stop watching.”

“They definitely are,” I whispered, trying not to stare and completely failing. Heat flushed through me, scandalous and thrilling.

What made it worse was that people were just… walking past them. Not a double take, not even a smirk. A couple strolled by hand in hand, chatting about dinner as if a woman kneeling in front of a man on the deck was as normal as ordering a cocktail.

I gripped Jude’s arm harder. “No one’s even looking at them!”

“Except you,” he muttered, staring firmly at the horizon.

My pulse pounded in my throat. It was outrageous, it was insane; the casualness of everyone else sent a shiver of excitement down my spine.

A group of three women in short silk dresses swanned by, laughing together, champagne flutes in hand. One of them glanced over at the corner, smirked knowingly, then leaned in to whisper something that made the other two giggle. But they didn’t look shocked. If anything, they looked… approving.

Behind us, the sound of the ship’s horn bellowed, announcing our departure, and Miami slipped away. I felt like my pussy was on fire. My head was still spinning when another sight caught my eye a little further down the rail.

Two women were kissing. Not a quick peck, not tipsy-girl-at-a-bar kissing. This was deep, slow, mouths open, hands sliding over curves like they couldn’t get enough of each other. Their dresses were short and silky, riding up dangerously as they pressed closer.

Right behind them, two men stood with their drinks in hand… watching. Not in a creepy, leering way, but like it was the most natural thing in the world. One of them rested a hand on his wife’s shoulder as she tangled her fingers in the other woman’s hair, and both men smiled like proud spectators at a show.

I nearly choked. “Jude,” I hissed, elbowing him. “Look.”

He glanced, then immediately stared straight back out at the water. “Kali.”

“What? Don’t Kali me. You saw that, right?”

“I saw,” he said tightly.

My pulse raced, half with disbelief, half with something far more dangerous. I couldn’t look away. The women were so beautiful, so unapologetic, kissing like they were alone in a bedroom instead of on the top deck of a cruise ship. And the husbands… just watching, relaxed, completely fine with it.

“This is insane,” I whispered, pressing my thighs together. “What sort of party boat is this?”

“No wonder they have to have a rule about nudity in the corridors,” Jude replied. “Shall we go and get some dinner?”

We chose a steak restaurant at the front of the ship with big windows looking out to sea. They were doing a social event where we would be paired with another couple. Jude was reluctant, but I fluttered my eyelashes at him and finally agreed.

“You said we could make friends,” I told him.

The other couple were American, a little older, and they had a confidence like they’d done this all before. He was tall, quite thin, and had a neatly trimmed beard. She was curvy, soft in all the right places, with a bright smile and eyes that sparkled like she’d already had a glass or two of wine.

“Hi there,” she said, sliding into the seat opposite Jude. “I’m Dana, and this is Rick.”

Rick’s handshake was firm and warm, his voice deep with a lazy drawl. “Good to meet y’all.”

“Lovely to meet you,” Jude said smoothly, but his composure faltered when Dana laid her hand on his arm and pulled him in for a hug. She was very friendly, pressing herself against him, and then me.

They were both charming and chatty. They asked us about Miami, about the wedding we’d just been to, and told us stories about their grown-up kids back home. The food was incredible: steaks cooked perfectly, sides dripping with butter. By the time dessert arrived, the four of us were sitting back in our chairs, full and warm, the conversation flowing as easily as the drinks.

Dana leaned across the table. “So have you been on many 'lifestyle cruises' before?” she asked Jude.

Jude blinked. “Lifestyle?”

Rick smirked. “Guessing from your faces, that’s a no.”

A sudden realisation kicked in. “Wait… lifestyle, as in…?”

Dana’s grin was wicked. “As in swingers, honey.”

The word hung there between the four of us like a dropped fork. I felt the heat rush to my cheeks, half shock, half something else entirely.

Jude looked in shock. “You mean… everyone here is…?”

Rick nodded slowly, smiling. “Pretty much. You mean you really didn’t know?”

“Oh, that’s hilarious, honey,” said Dana, putting her hand on mine. “You’ve booked yourself on a swinger cruise without even knowing.”

“Oh, my god,” I said, putting my hand over my mouth. “That all makes sense now. But we’re trapped here for five days!”

“Don’t worry,” said Rick, still looking amused. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. A lot of people just watch without joining in the first time. No one is going to pressure you into anything.”

But Dana was still grinning wickedly. “But if you did want to experiment…” She winked at me. “What happens on cruise, stays on cruise.”

I looked at Jude. “We’d never… I mean, we don’t do that.”

“Of course not,” agreed Jude, looking serious.

I realised I was shaking. “I mean, we are each other’s firsts. We’ve never even been with anyone else.”

Dana gasped dramatically, her hand flying to her chest. “Firsts? Oh, that’s just the sweetest thing.” Then her grin turned sly. “But honey, you’ve clearly got a curious streak. I can see it in your eyes.”

My cheeks burned hotter. “I… what? No…”

Rick laughed. “It’s not a bad thing to be curious.”

I fiddled with the stem of my wine glass, words spilling out before I could stop them. “Well, there is one thing… I don’t know… I can’t believe that I’m admitting this, but… hearing people, you know, having sex, has always…” My voice dropped, my face flaming. “…turned me on.”

Jude nearly choked on his drink. “Kali! Oversharing.”

But Dana’s eyes lit up like Christmas. “Oh, honey. You’re a voyeur. If hearing excites you, imagine what watching could do. You should definitely come to a playroom. Just to observe.”

I covered my face with both hands. “Playroom? This is all so weird.”

My stomach was in knots. I thought back to how I looked in the film we’d made. Watching other people... The images in my head were making me ache between my legs.

Jude cleared his throat, shifting uncomfortably.

Rick smiled. “There’s a whole spectrum, you know. You don’t have to dive in. A lot of couples start with what we call a soft swap.”

Jude frowned. “Soft swap?”

Dana touched his wrist again. “It’s where you have sex with your partner only, but there are other people there, also having sex. It’s a great introduction. And then the next step is soft swapping, but with a little bit of kissing between the couples.”

I swallowed hard, caught between embarrassment and intrigue. I thought about what it would be like to see Rick and Dana fucking, and I was surprised to find I was incredibly aroused. In fact, I realised, my knickers were wet and sticking to my pussy.

Dana swirled the last of her wine in her glass, her eyes glittering. “Listen, honey,” she said, looking at me first and then Jude. “If you ever decide you want to try something, just to see how it feels, Rick and I would be happy to guide you. No pressure, no strings. Just a soft swap, nothing scary. We’ve done this for a long time, and we love helping new couples ease in.”

“Er… thanks,” Jude managed.

I was practically squirming in my seat, torn between embarrassment and a dizzy rush of heat.

Dana gave me a slow, wicked smile. “You two are gorgeous. Trust me, if you ever wanted to try, you’d find it a lot of fun. But only if you want to. And you both have to be up for it.”

Rick’s hand brushed Dana’s shoulder. “Speaking of,” he said with that lazy drawl, “it’s time we headed to one of the playrooms.”

My mouth went dry. “What exactly is a playroom?”

Dana laughed, bold and unashamed. “Think of it like… a nightclub where everyone’s naked. I’m in the mood for getting gangbanged, in all honesty.”

Jude looked like he was going to pass out.

“If you do decide to dip your toe in, you can always call us,” Dana said. She pulled a pen from her purse, scribbled quickly on a napkin, and slid it across the table toward me. “Here’s my number. No pressure.”

I stared at it, heart hammering.

Then she leaned back in her chair, stretching like a satisfied cat. “Now, Rick… shall we?”

Rick stood, and the two of them strolled away like they hadn’t just dropped a bombshell on our night.

Jude finally exhaled, raking a hand through his hair. “Kali… what the actual fuck have we gotten ourselves into?”


Chapter Four




We walked back to our room. I was still shaking, and I held Jude’s hand for reassurance as we walked. The corridors were alive with people heading out for the evening. Some looked ready for a black-tie gala, in cocktail dresses and sharp suits, while others had taken a very different dress code to heart; lingerie, hot pants, and leather straps that barely counted as outfits.

As we approached our room, I spotted Rochelle and Andre, our gorgeous neighbours. But they weren’t alone. They seemed to be saying goodbye to another couple, a young blonde woman in a glittery mini dress and her dark-haired partner. The four of them were laughing.

Then Rochelle leaned in and kissed the blonde woman full on the mouth. Not a peck. A kiss. The men shook hands, then Andre bent down and kissed the blonde, too, slowly and passionately, while Rochelle gave the dark-haired man a playful smack on the bum before kissing him as well.

My jaw nearly hit the carpet.

“Night, babes,” Rochelle purred, her voice carrying down the hall. “That was so much fun.”

The other couple giggled, said their goodbyes, and drifted off down the corridor hand in hand, leaving Rochelle and Andre glowing.

“Jude. They’ve just…” I whispered.

“I know,” he muttered, eyes wide.

Rochelle spotted us then, and her face broke into a grin. “Hey, neighbours!” she called, like nothing was out of the ordinary. “Have a good night!”

Andre gave us a little salute before ushering her into their cabin.

The door clicked shut behind them, and I was left standing there in the hallway, clutching Jude’s hand, my pulse racing with a mix of disbelief and a traitorous heat between my legs.

Back in our room, I could hardly breathe. My whole body was humming, wound tight with everything we’d just seen and heard. I kicked my shoes off and leaned against the wall, staring at Jude.

“We just walked past people who literally swapped partners like it was nothing,” I said. “And Dana… she actually wrote her number down for us.”

Jude dropped onto the bed, running a hand through his hair. “This is insane. I can’t even process it.” But I could tell he was as horny as I was.

“Let’s get some air.” I opened the sliding door to the balcony and stepped outside. Jude followed me. The breeze was cool against my flushed cheeks, but it did nothing to calm the heat between my thighs. The ocean looked dark and mysterious. Above us, faint music drifted from one of the clubs, laughter carrying across the decks.

I pressed my hands against the railing, the breeze on my bare skin. Jude wrapped his arms around me from behind.

I turned my head, kissing him over my shoulder. “You’re hard, aren’t you?”

He pressed his erection harder against my ass. “Yes.”

“Does the thought of fucking in the same room as another couple turn you on?”

He hesitated. Then he bent down and kissed my neck. “It does.”

I slid my hand over his, down his arm, then lower still until I brushed the hard ridge in his trousers.

Jude sucked in a breath, stiffening. “Kali. Someone could see us.”

“No one’s out here.” I squeezed lightly, emboldened. “Besides… maybe that’s the point.”

I unzipped him; he was rock-hard in my hand. The possibility of being seen, the memory of Dana’s sly smile, Rochelle’s kiss with that blonde - I’d never been so horny.

I dropped to my knees on the balcony floor. I looked up at Jude.

“Kali…” he gasped. “Fuck.”

I took him into my mouth, slowly at first, just the tip sliding over my tongue, savouring the weight of his cock on my tongue. Jude’s hand shot to the railing, knuckles white.

I loved the buzz, out here, in the open air, with the ocean stretching into forever and the possibility of someone stepping onto their balcony and seeing us. My pussy clenched hard, wetness slick between my thighs as I hollowed my cheeks and sucked him deeper, taking him into my throat.

His breath came ragged. “Jesus, Kali. Someone’s going to… fuck… see us.”

I pulled back just enough to grin wickedly up at him, lips glistening. “Then maybe they’ll watch.”

I sucked him harder, wrapping one hand around the base and twisting it gently, the other hand holding his balls. Jude groaned, his head tipping back.

I pulled back just enough to stand, legs trembling. I reached up under my dress and slipped my knickers off. I could feel how soaked they were. Then I turned and pressed against the railing, arching my back just slightly, sticking out my ass. The salty breeze teased me, making my nipples hard, my body shivering with anticipation. Jude’s hands roamed my hips and ass, squeezing and kneading as he spread me open and positioned himself behind me.

I could feel him, hot and hard against me. Without another word, he sank into me, slowly at first, filling me completely as his cock slid right up into my aching cunt. The sensation made me gasp, my fingers clutching the railing. I pressed back against him, matching his rhythm, rocking on the railing, letting him set the pace. Each thrust sent shivers through me, my pussy clenching around him as my legs quivered.

Jude’s hands gripped my hips tighter, his pace quickening. “Kali… fuck, you feel so good.”

“What if I were someone else?” I whispered.

“What?” he panted, still fucking me.

I groaned with pleasure as his shaft rubbed against that perfect spot. “What if you were fucking Dana right now?”

“God, Kali,” he groaned, but I knew the idea was turning him on. “You want me to fuck someone else?”

“I want to watch you fuck someone else.” I was so turned on thinking about it, that I put my hand between my legs and came as soon as I touched my clit.

When his hips stuttered, I knew he was close, too. I pressed back harder. “Come in me,” I whispered.

He followed seconds later, groaning my name, gripping me tight as his cum released into me. We stood there for a moment, gasping, tangled together. I leaned back against him, feeling his chest heaving.

Suddenly, I got the unexpected smell of strawberries. I looked to the side and saw Rochelle on her balcony, taking a long draw on a vape. How long had she been watching? Jude’s cock was still inside me, the last of his release still pulsing out. My stomach flipped, and I felt a rush of excitement.

She smirked at me and turned, going back into her cabin.


Chapter Five




After all the excitement, I slept like a baby. Jude and I had talked for hours in bed, wrapped in each other’s arms. About how crazy the night had been, about Dana and Rick, about Rochelle and Andre. About how neither of us had ever imagined finding ourselves in a world like this.

Jude had been cautious, of course. He always was. But even he admitted it had been hot. Watching, knowing others might have seen us out on the balcony. It had made him harder than he’d ever been. And me? I confessed that I couldn’t stop thinking about the women kissing on the deck, about Dana’s wicked grin when she suggested we “just watch.”

He held me close, whispering that we didn’t have to do anything we didn’t want to. But my body was already betraying me. I wanted to see more. We agreed that we would be open to watching, maybe even soft swapping, but that we didn’t see ourselves full swapping any time soon.

When I woke, the cabin was filled with soft light. The curtains were half drawn, the ocean outside a glittering expanse of blue. Jude was still asleep beside me, one arm draped across my waist, his chest rising and falling with deep, even breaths. For a while, I just lay there, listening to the hum of the ship, the muffled sounds of life in the corridor.

We ordered breakfast to the cabin: croissants, fruit and coffee. While we ate, we flicked through the welcome pack. There were different playrooms and different themes each night. It all seemed quite intimidating in the cold light of day. There was also a dizzying list of classes and workshops. One that stood out was being run that afternoon. It was a beginner's introduction to the lifestyle. But I wasn’t sure we were ready for it.

After breakfast, we decided to go to the pool. That seemed like a safe option, so that we could relax and find our feet. We changed into our swimwear and wrapped ourselves in the complimentary white robes.

As we left our room, another couple were just arriving at Rochelle and Andre’s room. We nodded to them as Rochelle opened the door and let them in. I couldn’t believe they were going to fuck another couple already, but the thought gave me another familiar rush of heat between my legs.

Before she closed the door, Rochelle turned to me and looked at me through her eyelashes. “We should catch up sometime,” she purred. I knew exactly what she was hinting at.

“Er… sure,” I said, turning red.

As we hurried down the corridor to the lifts, I nudged Jude. “She just asked us to swap with them!”

“God, imagine if we did,” said Jude. “Not that we’re going to, but… do you fancy Andre?”

I bit my lip. “Well, yeah, he’s hot. I mean, I like him from afar, but I don’t want to actually do anything with him. What do you think of Rochelle?”

He looked a bit flushed, too. “She’s pretty.”

“Just pretty?” I teased.

“Okay, she’s gorgeous. If we were going to swap, which we’re not, they would be top of my list.”

When we stepped out of the elevator onto the poolside, my mouth dropped open. There were a couple of women with just their bikini bottoms on, but apart from that, everyone was naked. Completely, brazenly naked. Some were lounging on sunbeds, skin glistening with oil. A group of men were in the pool, tossing a ball back and forth. Two women sat on the edge, legs dangling, chatting like it was the most ordinary thing in the world, their breasts bouncing every time they laughed.

This wasn’t a lineup of airbrushed models; every body type was on display. All shapes, all sizes, all ages, and every one of them looked completely at ease in their skin. A woman with full, heavy breasts lay sprawled on a lounger, her belly soft, her thighs thick and dimpled. Her husband rubbed sunscreen into her shoulders. He had a tiny little cock, poking out of a nest of ginger hair.

Nearby, a slim, young guy with tattoos down both arms was bent over adjusting his partner’s towel, his lean muscles flexing as he moved. His cock was massive, hanging down limply between his legs. His girlfriend was all curves, with an ass so round it made my throat dry, her nipples hard as she stretched and sighed contentedly.

We walked nervously to a pair of sunbeds and shrugged out of our robes. Even in my skimpy bikini, I felt overdressed. I lay back, trying to look casual, but my heart was hammering. Jude seemed awkward beside me, his sunglasses on, his jaw tight.

After a few minutes, I sat up. “This feels ridiculous,” I whispered.

“What does?” he asked warily.

I plucked at my bikini strap. “Wearing this. I mean… look around.”

Jude turned his head, taking in the scene. A woman nearby bent forward to get a book out of her bag and gave us a full view of her hairy pussy and asshole.

Jude swallowed hard. “Kali…”

I stood, my hands trembling slightly, and reached behind my neck. The string of my top loosened with a soft tug, and then it was gone. My breasts were exposed to the sunlight, nipples tightening instantly from the breeze. I slipped my fingers into the sides of my bikini bottoms and slid them down my thighs.

Jude watched me, slightly open-mouthed. My whole body flushed hot, but at the same time… it was freeing. I lay back down on the sunbed. “Your turn,” I said.

He hesitated, but I saw the flicker in his eyes, the same mixture of nerves and excitement that buzzed through me. Slowly, he sat up, hooked his thumbs in the waistband of his trunks, and pulled them down. His cock sprang free, not exactly hard, but definitely on the way. I felt my pussy clench at the sight. Looking around at the other men, I realised that Jude’s dick was actually one of the bigger ones. I’d never really thought about that before.

No one gave us more than a passing glance. I let out a shaky laugh and sank back onto the lounger, the sun warming every inch of me. I looked down at my stark tan lines, where my underwear normally covered was completely white.

“I think we'd better put some suncream on,” I giggled.

Half an hour later, the sun was high and hot, the hum of conversation soft around us. Jude and I had settled into a surprisingly relaxed state, books in hand, sunglasses shielding our eyes. The two of us were just pretending that we were another couple enjoying a lazy poolside afternoon. Except, of course, we were stark naked.

Every so often, I’d glance up from my book and let my gaze drift over the glitter of water in the pool, the relaxed naked bodies on loungers, the shimmer of suntan oil glistening on curves and muscles alike. And every time, the same restless heat stirred low in my core at all the boobs, pussies and cocks on display.

As the morning wore on, I started to spot signs of sexual adventures. First, two couples left together. Later, a man and a woman started getting very friendly in the pool, and I was pretty sure I’d seen them arrive with different partners. There was a lot of massaging of sunscreen.

That was when I heard a familiar laugh. I looked up, and my stomach gave a guilty, excited flip. Rick and Dana were strolling across the deck toward us, already completely naked. Dana was impossible not to notice. Her tits were heavy and just starting to sag with age. But she had an unselfconscious sway that came only from total confidence. Her bush was full, with dark curls in stark contrast to her blonde hair. Not trimmed, just lush and natural, spreading down her thighs.

Beside her, Rick was lean, his cock swinging as he walked. I noticed it immediately, my treacherous eyes flicking from his face to his groin before I could stop myself. He wasn’t as thick as Jude, but almost as long, and he was circumcised. Neither of them had any tan lines.

“Well, would you look at that! Our sweet little newbies!” Dana grinned as she stopped in front of us.

Rick laughed, his Southern drawl lazy and warm. “Didn’t expect to see y’all out here naked so soon.”

Jude sat up straighter, clearly flustered, but Dana didn’t wait for permission; she dropped onto the lounger next to him, and Rick settled on one to her other side.

I lowered my book, trying to act casual, though my face was on fire. Dana leaned back, tits spilling wide, her bush catching the sunlight.

“You both look delicious in the sun,” she purred, her eyes lingering on me and my shaved mound.

Jude cleared his throat. “We’re just… uh, trying it out.”

I forced a laugh, but my heart was thumping. “So, how was your night?” I asked. I was actually curious if they’d really gone to a playroom.

“Oh, the usual,” Dana said, tossing back her hair. “I managed to get four or five men all to myself. It was exactly what I needed.”

It wasn’t long before things started to get even more heated around the pool. Not far away, two women were on their knees, bent over a man on a sunbed. His cock was hard, standing straight up. They moved around him like cats, leaning in to lick long strokes up his shaft. Then one of them took him into her mouth, working up and down as the other straddled his face.

I could hardly believe what I was seeing. Nor could Jude, but I could see his cock was getting hard. He put his book over it to cover his growing erection. That made Dana giggle.

“No need to be shy here, honey,” she said. “Especially not with one that big.”

Jude went bright red.

Two other couples stepped out of the elevator. They went straight to a couple of sunbeds and started kissing and touching each other. The men quickly got hard, the women stroking them for all to see.

“It usually heats up like this just before lunchtime,” Dana said. “And we get to enjoy the show.”

Jude and I were watching wide-eyed. I was so turned on, I felt like I was actually leaking onto the sunbed. I reached out a hand to him, gripping it tightly. “Oh my god,” I whispered. “This is so hot.”

The two couples switched partners. The women lay back on the sunbeds, and the men moved between their thighs, their cocks hard and ready. I couldn’t believe I was actually going to watch them fucking. I felt my other hand move with a mind of its own, sliding down my body and pushing between my legs so I could brush against my clit.

I watched as the two couples started having sex, right there next to the pool. A few other people were watching, but most of the guests ignored them. Moans and cries started to drift over, as the men’s firm bottoms pumped up and down between their legs.

I desperately needed to be fucked, too, but there was no way I was going to do it here. “I need to go back to the cabin,” I said to Jude, urgently. “I need you to fuck me,” I added, whispering.

“Do you want to invite the others? Now might be a good time to soft swap?” said Jude, stunning me. My stomach flipped again. Had Jude really suggested that? Maybe he wasn’t as boring as I’d always thought.

“Oh, what a great idea, honey,” said Dana, sitting up. “Come on, Rick, get your stuff.”

We quickly wrapped our robes around our naked bodies. The two women who were getting fucked were making a lot of noise now, clinging to their partners' backs and sounding like they were climaxing. I glanced at them as we passed, and saw their pink lips stretched around the guys’ shafts. It sent another rush of electricity through my body.

Rick and Jude had to hold their folded towels in front of them to hide their erections in the elevator. The elevator doors closed behind us. “I can’t believe you suggested this,” I said, poking Jude.

“Are you sure you want to?” he said.

“Yes. Definitely, yes,” I grinned.


Chapter Six




Rick swiped his keycard, and the door swung open. Their cabin was almost identical to ours, with one of those huge beds. On the side table, arranged with a kind of shameless pride, was a collection of sex toys. Brightly colored vibrators, a couple of glass dildos that caught the light, and at least three bottles of lube. There was even a bowl of condoms, all ready to go.

Dana laughed when she saw me staring. “What? A girl’s gotta be prepared,” she said, tossing her robe onto a chair. Her tits swung heavy as she moved, her bush a dark, soft triangle between her thighs. Rick closed the door and slipped his robe off, too. Jude hovered awkwardly just inside, still clutching his towel over his cock. His eyes darted from the bed to the toys. I could feel the tension radiating off him, but I could also see he was still hard. Dana stepped closer to me, so close that her bare breast brushed my arm. “Relax, sweetheart,” she purred, her fingers grazing mine. “You don’t have to touch if you don’t want to. You can just… watch.”

I looked at Jude, silently asking if he was okay. He gave me a nod and shrugged off his robe. I did the same. It felt even more intimate being with this naked couple in their bedroom.

Dana’s grin widened. “Perfect,” she said, and with a playful shove, she pushed Rick down onto the bed. He went easily, sprawling back against the pillows, his cock already thickening again in anticipation. She crawled onto the mattress after him, tits hanging low as she straddled his thighs.

“Now… how about we give our sweet newbies a little show?” she purred.

My breath caught. My hand found Jude’s. His fingers laced tight with mine, and then he surprised me again by pulling me onto the bed next to them. The mattress dipped under our weight, and suddenly the four of us were side by side, naked, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from their bodies.

Dana was already sliding down between Rick’s thighs. She curled her hand around his shaft, stroking him lazily before leaning forward and taking him into her mouth. Rick groaned, his eyes closing as her lips sealed around him.

The sight made my pussy ache. I glanced at Jude, cock rock-hard against his stomach. My hand moved without thinking. I wrapped my fingers around him and gave a firm squeeze. He groaned, and I slid down onto my knees beside Dana.

I lowered my head and licked slowly up Jude’s shaft, swirling my tongue around the tip before taking him into my mouth. He gasped, his hand brushing my hair back from my face so he could watch. But I saw his eyes flicking to Dana and Rick, too.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Dana bobbing her head on Rick’s cock, her heavy tits swaying beneath her. She caught my gaze mid-suck, her lips stretched wide around him, and her eyes sparkled wickedly. I moaned around Jude’s cock, my tongue flicking the underside. Dana and I kept glancing at one another as we sucked our partners’ dicks. Every time Dana took Rick deep, I matched her by swallowing more of Jude.

Then she took his cock out of her mouth and looked up at me. “Shall we fuck them now, sweetheart?” she purred.

My pussy clenched hard, and I pulled off Jude’s cock with a gasp. My lips were wet, my chin glistening. I nodded, breathless, my whole body trembling with need.

Dana swung a leg over Rick and sank down onto him in one smooth, hungry motion. Her tits bounced heavily as she gasped, her full bush pressed tight against his groin. Rick groaned, gripping her hips and thrusting up into her, their bodies slapping together with wet, urgent sounds. The sight made my whole body burn.

I climbed onto Jude, too. His cock was slick from my mouth, and when I angled my hips, the head slid against my soaked folds. I whimpered and pressed down onto him, inch by inch, until I was filled so deep I could barely breathe.

“Fuck, Kali,” he groaned, his hands reaching for my breasts.

I found myself moving in the same rhythm as Dana, both of us riding our men side by side. Every time I bounced on Jude’s cock, I caught a glimpse of Dana’s tits swaying, her mouth open in a cry of pleasure. We looked at each other again, eyes meeting.

Jude’s cock throbbed inside me, thick and hot, hitting that perfect spot with every upward thrust. I ground down harder, my clit rubbing against him, my nails raking across his chest. The bed rocked with our combined movements, the air filled with moans, gasps, and the messy slap of flesh on flesh.

Dana leaned back, riding Rick faster now, her hands squeezed her breasts, and her fingers pinched her nipples as she grinned at me through her moans. “Cum with me, honey,” she panted.

I was already there, my body wound so tight I could barely hold on. Jude thrust up hard, his cock pounding deep, and I shattered, crying out as pleasure ripped through me. My cunt clenched around him, spasming again and again. Beside me, Dana threw her head back and screamed, her tits quivering as she came, grinding down on Rick’s cock.

Rick suddenly sat up, grabbing Dana around the waist and flipping her onto her back. She squealed and laughed, her tits bouncing as she hit the mattress. Jude must have taken that as a cue, because a moment later, he gripped my hips and rolled me beneath him too, pinning me to the sheets beside Dana with my legs back against my shoulders.

Dana and I lay shoulder to shoulder, legs spread wide, our men kneeling between our thighs. My pussy was swollen and soaking after my orgasm, and I gaped open for Jude. I saw Rick looking, and that only turned me on even more.

Rick pushed into Dana with a slow, deliberate thrust, her bush spreading around his cock as he sank in deep. At the same time, Jude lined himself up with me and slid inside, thick and hot, stretching me open. My back arched, and I moaned again.

The bed rocked in sync, the two men moving with steady, powerful strokes, filling us over and over. Dana came hard again and then turned her head toward me, her face flushed and shining, her tits swaying with every thrust. Our eyes locked. Her face was flushed and glistening with sweat, and I knew mine was, too.

“You look so pretty like this,” she moaned. “Do you want to kiss me?”

Before I could think, my hand went to her cheek, pulling her towards me. And then Dana’s mouth pressed against mine. Her lips were soft, and her tongue wet as it slipped into my mouth. My heart hammered as I kissed her back, our tongues brushing. Jude groaned above me when he realised what was happening, his cock driving deeper, faster, as if the sight spurred him on.

Beside me, Dana was moaning into my mouth, already climaxing for a third time. I could feel her coming undone on my lips. Rick pounded into her, her breasts pressing against my arm. Our kiss deepened, messy and hungry, our moans swallowed into each other’s mouths as our bodies rocked under the relentless thrusting of our men.

I broke the kiss for a second, panting, my head swimming. Dana grinned wickedly, her fingers trailing down my throat to my nipple, pinching it hard enough to make me cry out. Then she kissed me again, harder this time, while our men fucked us side by side, the wet slap of their cocks filling the room.

Suddenly, Rick pulled out. Dana squealed in delight as he stroked himself fast and sprayed cum right up her stomach and breasts.

Jude didn’t stop. He was still driving into me, his body heavy over mine, cock pounding deep. I wanted to come again, too. I reached down between my thighs, fingers finding my sensitive clit.

“Oh, god,” I gasped, rubbing furiously as Jude filled me.

My pussy clenched around him as another orgasm tore through me, hot and shattering, making me squirm uncontrollably under his thrusts. I could feel the eyes of the others on me as I lost control, and it only made it hotter.

“Yes, Kali… fuck… yes,” Jude groaned, gripping my hips hard. He slammed into me one last time, his cock twitching deep inside. I cried out as he finally came, spilling warm cum inside me. He collapsed against me, sweaty and trembling.

I could still hear Dana’s soft moans beside us. She was rubbing Rick’s cum across her tits with both hands, grinning widely. “Welcome to the lifestyle, honey,” she purred.


Chapter Seven




The room was still thick with heat and the smell of sex. The four of us sprawled across the big bed, sweaty and tangled. Dana stretched luxuriously on her back, Rick’s head resting on her shoulder as she idly stroked his chest. Jude lay beside me, one arm draped across my waist. My heart was finally slowing from its frantic gallop.

Dana turned her head toward Jude, a wicked grin on her lips. “So, handsome… what did you think about seeing your girl kiss me?”

Jude smiled. “Uh… Honestly? It was… hot. Really hot.”

“You liked that?” I teased softly, running a hand over his chest.

“Yeah. I mean… I didn’t think I would, but… yeah.”

Rick laughed. “Don’t worry, Jude. First time I saw Dana with another woman, I nearly lost my mind.”

Suddenly, I was wondering what it would be like to go all the way with someone else, with Jude watching. And what about seeing him with another woman? I was getting turned on again just by the idea.

Dana placed a hand on my chest and then trailed it down over the swell of my breast. Her fingers circled my nipple slowly, making it stiffen again.

“Do you want me to show you my toys?” she whispered.

My breath caught. I darted a glance at Jude. “I… maybe,” I murmured. “I’ve never used a vibrator before.”

“Oh, honey, you’ve been missing out!” Dana pushed herself up and padded across the room. She picked up a slim, pink one. “This one’s my go-to,” she said. “Would you like me to use it on you?”

My whole body was tingling, my thighs pressing together instinctively. I looked at Jude again, my question clear in my eyes.

He hesitated for only a second, then gave a slow nod. His voice was rough when he said, “If you want to try… I want to see.”

Dana held something else up. It was shiny chrome. “Paired with a butt plug?”

“A butt plug?” I gasped in shock. “I’ve never…”

Jude and I had never done anything with my ass. He’d never even touched it.

“Oh, honey, let me show you. I’ve got a feeling you’re going to love this.”

I lay back on the sheets, my heart hammering again. Dana smeared lube on the butt plug and her fingers. She knelt between my legs and put a lubed finger on the tight muscles around my rear entrance. I could hardly believe I was doing this.

“Relax,” she purred. Then she started massaging my asshole. It felt strange at first, but quickly gave way to pleasure. It was a different sort of pleasure than what I was used to, but I soon began to enjoy it. Just as I felt myself opening up to her fingers, she took them away and placed the plug against me.

It nestled between my ring, and she started to thrust it gently back and forth, applying a tiny bit more pressure each time. I concentrated on relaxing, and suddenly it was inside me, my asshole gripping it tightly. I let out a moan, partly at the unfamiliar sensation, but also in pleasure.

“Well done,” she said. “Does it feel okay?”

“Yes,” I replied, gradually getting used to the feeling of the thing inside me.

Dana went and washed her hands, and I gave Jude a long kiss. As I moved, I could feel the plug inside me, sending pleasurable signals all through my body, radiating out from my core.

When Dana came back, she slid in beside me, her soft, warm body pressing close as she cuddled up against me. She flicked the button on the vibrator. A low hum filled the room.

“Just relax, sweetheart,” she murmured, kissing me gently at first, then deeper, her tongue teasing mine. While she kissed me, her hand slipped between my thighs, pushing them open. I felt the vibrator buzz against my leg, and then… it touched my clit, and a bolt of electricity burst through me.

“Oh my god,” I whimpered, my hips jerking up at the sudden rush of pleasure.

“That’s it,” Dana whispered, her lips trailing down to my breast. She sucked my nipple into her hot mouth, swirling her tongue around it while the toy buzzed insistently between my folds. The combination was overwhelming. My hands clutched at the sheets, my thighs trembling as Dana held me firmly in place, as she guided the toy in tight little circles against my clit.

She pulled off my nipple for a moment and glanced up at Jude. “Why don’t you take the other one, handsome?”

Jude looked surprised for half a heartbeat, then leaned down obediently, taking my other nipple into his mouth. His tongue flicked, and I cried out with pleasure. I was pinned between them, my nipples being sucked, a butt plug up my ass, and the vibrator buzzing relentlessly against my clit. My whole body wound so tight I thought I might snap. The heat built fast and hard, spiralling out of control.

“Cum for us, sweetheart,” Dana purred around my nipple, her voice vibrating against me.

I shattered. The orgasm flooded through me so fast that my back arched off the bed. My cry echoed off the walls, my pussy spasming helplessly against the toy as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me. I felt my ass clenching around the plug. Jude and Dana held me down, sucking and licking, until I was nothing but shaking limbs and gasping breaths.

By the time I came down from that earth-shattering orgasm, I felt a warm, contented glow at what we’d done. But I needed a reset, a shower, and some time alone with Jude. We said goodbye to Rick and Dana and went back to our cabin.
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The door clicked shut behind us, and I took a deep breath. “Wow,” I whispered, shaking my head. “I still can’t believe that happened. We’re like… fucking swingers!”

Jude pressed a kiss to my forehead. “I can’t believe it either. Honestly, it was… intense. But not in a bad way. I mean, seeing you like that… seeing you enjoy it… it was… hot, Kali.”

I nuzzled into him, resting my head against his chest. “I didn’t think I’d feel so… okay with it.”

Jude squeezed me. “Do you think… I mean, if we were ready… would you want to… do more? Try something else next time? Like, actually swap?”

I considered it. “I think I would like that.” Suddenly, I remembered something I’d seen. “Hey, I’ve got an idea.”

I grabbed the welcome pack and flicked through the classes.

“Look at this one. It’s right after lunch.”

Jude took the folder from me. “Introduction To The Lifestyle,” he read. “Your first full swap in a reassuring and controlled environment. Meet other first-timers at our social, and then enjoy your first playdate in one of our themed rooms. Oh, my god, Kali. Would we really do it?”

I took his hands in mine and looked up at him. “I’m ready if you are. I want to watch you fuck someone else.”

Jude’s eyes widened. “You… you really mean that?”

I nodded, heart hammering. “I think we’ve come too far to stop now.”

Next door, the sound of rhythmic banging started up again. Soon, I could hear the moans from Rochelle, mixed with the cries of another woman through the wall.

I smirked at Jude. “Come on, let’s have a shower.”

We washed each other in the walk-in shower as the hot, steamy water ran over us. But soon our touches and kisses turned to something more. The kisses grew deeper, Jude’s hands squeezed my breasts, and I felt him getting hard against my leg. I wrapped a hand around his cock and gave him a few strokes.

“God, that feels amazing,” Jude groaned, bracing himself against the tile as my hand slid up and down his shaft, slick with soap.

I smirked up at him. “You like that?”

“Too much,” he admitted, then gave me a shy look. “Speaking of… did you enjoy the butt plug?”

The question caught me off guard. My cheeks flushed hot under the steam. “Yeah… I did. It surprised me, but it felt really good.”

Jude’s grin widened, and he lowered his mouth to mine, kissing me deeply. When he pulled back, his eyes were dark with lust. “There’s something I’ve always wanted to try, but… I never thought you’d be into it.”

Before I could ask what it was, he turned me gently by the hips, pressing me forward so that my hands met the slick glass of the shower wall. The hot water cascaded down my back as he knelt behind me, spreading my cheeks with firm, deliberate hands.

“Jude…” I whispered, heart thundering in my chest.

“Just relax,” he murmured, and then I felt his tongue.

The first stroke was tentative, a warm, wet flick over the tight ring of muscle. My whole body jolted, a gasp tearing from my throat. “Oh my god…”

He held me steady, his hands gripping my thighs, and licked again, slower this time, tracing circles, teasing me until my knees went weak.

I pressed my forehead to the glass, moaning helplessly. “Jude… holy fuck… I can’t believe you’re doing that.”

His hand slid between my thighs, fingers quickly finding my clit. My cry echoed off the tiles, my palms squeaking against the wet glass as I tried to steady myself.

He licked deeper, flicking his tongue in firm strokes while rubbing tight, fast circles over my swollen clit. The contrast, the filthy pressure at my ass and the relentless pleasure at my clit, made my whole body shake.

“God, don’t stop, don’t stop…” I begged, my hips grinding helplessly into his hand and tongue.

The steam was thick, my hair plastered to my face, the hot water running in rivulets down my breasts. With a strangled moan, I shattered. My orgasm tore through me like a wave, my body jerking, legs shaking as I came hard against his tongue and fingers. Pleasure pulsed deep through my core, radiating outward until I couldn’t even breathe, only cry out against the glass while he held me steady.

Slowly, as the tremors subsided, Jude eased back. He kissed the curve of my ass, then my hip, before standing and wrapping me in his arms under the steaming spray. I sagged against him, still gasping, my legs barely able to hold me up.

“Holy shit, Jude,” I whispered, blinking water from my eyes.


Chapter Eight




Jude looked handsome and smart in his shirt and blazer. I’d dressed in a knit-fabric dress that stopped just above my thighs. It was strapless, and since I wasn’t wearing a bra, I had to keep tugging at it to make sure it stayed up. I’d also put my hair up in messy space buns, the green streaks just visible. I was ready for anything.

We turned up perfectly on time for the class, our hearts racing with nerves. A member of the crew opened the door for us, and we found ourselves in a large, luxurious bar area, decorated like an expensive Victorian hotel. I was getting serious Murder She Wrote vibes.

The host immediately came and introduced himself as Felix. He was English, well spoken, and he immediately began chatting to us about the places in London that he knew. But soon he moved on to the reason we were there.

“Now, my dears, this is a social, first and foremost. So please, mingle, chat, and get to know the other couples. You’ll find the more you relax, the more fun the afternoon becomes.” He gave us a smile before excusing himself to greet another couple that had just walked in.

I exhaled slowly, glancing around the bar. Most of the guests were older, forties, fifties, and even a few silver-haired couples. Rick and Dana had been a lot older than us, too, and I wondered if there were many others our age, apart from our very active neighbours, Rochelle and Andre.

Felix reappeared a few minutes later, beaming. “Kali, Jude… come with me. I’ve got a couple I think you’ll like. Around your age.”

He guided us toward the far side of the bar, where a pair sat perched on stools.

The woman turned as we approached, and I was immediately attracted to her short, curvy frame and full bosom. She pushed her oversized glasses up her nose with a nervous smile. Her dark hair was cut into a bob with a fringe that framed her face, giving her an unmistakably geeky charm. To complete the look, she wore a fitted cardigan over a simple dress.

Beside her, the guy had that clean, preppy style; a shirt tucked neatly into chinos, his hair carefully styled. He looked like someone who might hang around the tennis club at weekends, but he had a soft, approachable smile that instantly put me at ease.

Felix gestured between us. “These two are from California, and they’re absolute sweethearts. I think you’ll have plenty to talk about.”

The woman reached out a hand first. “Hi. I’m Marissa.” Her voice was warm, with hardly a trace of an accent. She seemed a little shy, but genuine.

“And I’m Evan,” the man said, giving Jude a firm but friendly handshake.

I smiled, already feeling some of the nerves ease. “I’m Kali, and this is Jude. First time for us.”

Marissa’s cheeks flushed pink, and she laughed softly. “Same. We were terrified to even walk in here.”

“Same,” Jude admitted. “We were actually considering bailing on the way down the corridor.”

“So, what made you sign up for the cruise? Have you always wanted to try the lifestyle?” asked Marissa.

“Actually,” I said, glancing at Jude, “We didn’t know this was a swinger cruise until the ship had already sailed.”

That broke the ice, and suddenly the four of us were laughing together like old friends, the nerves melting away.

“What about you?” I asked. “Why did you want to try this?”

Evan glanced briefly at Marissa. “It wasn’t so much about the cruise as… where we are in our relationship. We’ve been together since college. We love each other like crazy, but we realised we were kind of… curious. About what else is out there. And we love sex, of course.”

Marissa nodded, her fingers playing nervously with the edge of her glass. “Yeah. We’ve always been monogamous, but… I guess we just wanted to see if there was more to explore. We’ve never done anything like this before. No threesomes, nothing.” Her cheeks pinked again, but she smiled through it. “Honestly, we don’t even know where to start.”

Before I could reply, Felix’s voice rang out across the bar.

“Ladies and gentlemen, if I could have your attention for a few moments.”

We all turned to see him standing on a small platform at the far end of the room, a wide screen glowing behind him. He had a clicker in his hand.

“First of all, welcome,” Felix said warmly. “This is an introduction for complete beginners. All of you are here for one thing: exploration. Now, for exploration to be fun, it has to be safe. Which means we start with the basics.”

He clicked the remote, and a slide popped up in big, friendly letters: Consent is Sexy.

Felix grinned. “You will hear this phrase again and again. Nothing, absolutely nothing, happens without enthusiastic consent. That means clear communication, respecting boundaries, and never, ever pushing anyone into something they’re not comfortable with.”

Another click. Protection.

“Condoms are available in every playroom. Use them. Always. That’s non-negotiable.” He gave a theatrical wag of his finger, which made a ripple of laughter pass through the room.

Click. The Rules.

“No means no. Maybe means no. Only yes means yes. Voyeurs are welcome in the playrooms, but touching without asking is not. And for those who prefer to watch, that’s absolutely part of the lifestyle too.”

He flicked through a few more slides: soft swap versus full swap, different themed playrooms, and etiquette tips. The whole presentation only lasted about fifteen minutes, but by the end, the mood in the bar had shifted. The nerves hadn’t disappeared completely, but they’d softened, replaced with something more like anticipation.

Felix gave a final bow. “And that, my friends, is your introduction to the lifestyle. Now, mingle, meet your fellow explorers, and when you’re ready, our playrooms await. Don’t be afraid to ask other couples to join you, but understand that they may not say yes… and that’s fine.”

He hopped off the platform to light applause. Marissa leaned toward me, whispering with a grin, “Well. That was like sex-ed, but way sexier.”

The little crowd began to break into clusters again, voices buzzing with fresh energy. I felt my nerves come flooding back. I wanted to pair with Marissa and Evan, but despite what Felix had said about just asking, I didn’t know how to say it. But, surprising me once again, Jude came to my rescue.

“So… are you two thinking about actually trying one of the playrooms today? With another couple?”

Evan and Marissa exchanged glances. “That’s what we discussed. It’s why we’re here,” Evan said. The air seemed to thicken around us.

“Would you like to do it with us?” he asked confidently. I couldn’t believe it, but I loved him for it.

Evan looked at Marissa, who nodded. “We’d love to,” he said.

Before I could answer, Felix materialised again, as if he’d been waiting for the cue. His voice was lower this time, conspiratorial. “Forgive the intrusion, but I can see you’re all getting on well. Might I suggest a themed room designed especially for first-timers?”

My heart leapt. “A… themed room?”

Felix’s smile widened knowingly. “Yes. We have a perfect Georgian bedroom with a four-poster bed. Fit for a princess… or two.”

Evan cleared his throat. “That… actually sounds perfect.”

Felix straightened, clearly delighted. “Excellent. Why don’t I show you to the room? Take your time, see how it feels. Nothing is expected.”

The four of us rose almost in unison, nerves and adrenaline rushing through my veins. Felix led the way down a side corridor, the murmur of the bar fading behind us. When Felix stopped at a polished wooden door and swung it open, I felt my breath catch. The room glowed with golden lamplight and wouldn’t have been out of place in a period drama. A huge four-poster bed stood against one wall. Although I couldn’t help notice that on the antique dresser next to it was a bowl of condoms.

Felix gave us a little bow. “Enjoy yourselves, my dears. And remember, you set your own pace.”


Chapter Nine




The door shut behind us with a quiet click, leaving the four of us alone. Then, almost wordlessly, we gravitated toward the bed. It happened so naturally. Evan sat beside me, his hand warm on my thigh, while across from us Jude settled with Marissa. She gave him a shy smile, then leaned in, and suddenly they were kissing. Seeing Jude’s lips on another woman made my breath catch, a shock of jealousy and arousal all at once.

Evan turned my face toward him with a gentle touch, and I found myself kissing him, too. His lips were softer than Jude’s, but eager. The kiss deepened, tongues brushing, and heat flooded between my legs. I shifted closer, my hand resting on his chest. The strapless neckline of my dress was tight, and suddenly I didn’t want it on anymore. With a boldness that surprised even me, I tugged the fabric down, baring my breasts to him.

His eyes widened. “God, Kali…” he murmured, before bending to take one nipple into his mouth. I gasped, my back arching as he sucked and flicked his tongue over the sensitive peak. His other hand cupped my breast, squeezing gently, while I threaded my fingers through his hair to hold him closer.

Across the bed, Marissa was trembling as Jude kissed her slowly, deliberately. His hands moved with quiet confidence, easing her cardigan off her shoulders before unbuttoning the front of her dress. I watched as he peeled the fabric away, revealing full breasts in a lacy bra, much bigger than mine.

The sight of him undressing her while Evan’s mouth worked hungrily at my breasts made my head spin. I wanted more. I pulled him up to kiss him again and guided his hand down toward the hem of my dress and between my thighs.

I parted them for him with a needy sigh, and he pressed his fingers to my clit through the thin fabric of my knickers. I could feel how wet they were, stuck against the smooth skin of my mound. He rubbed my sensitive clit with his fingers, and I couldn’t help but moan loudly into his mouth.

Jude’s hands were steady as he removed Marissa’s dress completely and reached behind her to unclasp her bra. She shivered as the straps fell, her breasts spilling free, large and full, with lovely dark nipples. He bent and kissed one, his hand caressing the other, and she let out a soft moan that sent a fresh rush of heat between my thighs. When I watched him take her knickers off, I thought I might come right then.

Meanwhile, Evan slid my dress all the way down. I wriggled out of it, and my knickers, and suddenly I was as naked as Marissa, the two of us lying side by side on the sheets, flushed and trembling.

“God, you’re both beautiful,” Evan murmured, before lowering his head between my thighs. I opened my legs for him, showing him my swollen pussy. The first hot flick of his tongue against my clit made me gasp and grab at the sheets. Beside me, Marissa cried out, too, as Jude spread her legs and began licking her.

The sounds of our soft moans and the wet lapping from the men filled the room. My hand sought Marissa’s instinctively, fingers tangling with hers as we writhed under each other’s partners’ mouths. She turned her head, her glasses slightly askew, and our eyes met. Almost without thinking, I leaned in and pressed my lips to hers.

Her kiss was tentative at first, then hungry, our tongues brushing as we clung to each other. The sensation of her mouth on mine while Evan’s tongue circled my clit and my boyfriend ate her pussy was almost too much to bear. I moaned into her mouth, hips rocking helplessly against Evan’s face. She gasped against me, her body arching as Jude teased her deeper.

Evan pushed two fingers deep into my cunt, and my orgasm tore through me with startling force. My thighs clamped around his head as I shook. Beside me, Marissa cried out, her body shaking as Jude made her come at almost the same moment.

When the shudders of release finally ebbed, I flopped back against the pillows, panting. Marissa did the same, her chest heaving beside me. Our fingers were still laced together. The men got up from between our legs, their cocks straining hard against the fronts of their trousers.

I looked at them hungrily, then I turned to Marissa. “Can I fuck your boyfriend?” I asked.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Can I fuck yours?”

“Please do,” I giggled. It seemed an absurd conversation to have.

Jude stood, stripped his blazer and shirt off, and tugged down his trousers. His cock sprang free, thick and rigid. Evan followed suit, quickly undressing until he was naked too. His cock was hard and ready, although not as big as Jude’s, and it had an upward curve. They both reached for condoms, tore open the wrappers, and rolled the latex smoothly down their shafts. The sight of them, two men, cocks sheathed and ready to fuck, made my whole body ache with fresh need.

Evan crawled back onto the bed between my thighs, nudging them apart with his knees. Beside me, Jude did the same with Marissa. I gasped as Evan’s cock slid into me, slow but insistent, stretching me until I was full. He felt so different from Jude. At the same time, I heard Marissa’s sharp intake of breath as Jude pushed into her, his hips sinking down until he was buried inside.

“Oh fuck…” Marissa moaned, her voice high.

Evan rocked into me, steady and deep, his hand clutching at my breast. Jude matched his rhythm beside us, the bed creaking with their movements, our bodies moving in tandem.

Marissa turned her head toward me, her glasses slipping down her nose, her lips parted in pleasure. I reached across, brushing her hair back and kissing her hungrily, our tongues tangling as the men thrust into us side by side. My boyfriend was inside her, and it only made me more turned on.

I wrapped my legs around Evan, pulling him deeper, my nails digging into his back. Although he didn’t stretch me to my limits like Jude did, it felt amazing all the same, and his curve meant that it dragged against my G-spot with every thrust, sending my mind spinning with pleasure. He hooked his arms behind my knees and bent me back, getting some extra depth and making me squeal with bliss.

Jude and Marissa had started going at it harder and more passionately. She was kissing him so sloppily that his face was wet and he was really slamming into her, making her almost scream with every thrust of his hips. She might have been shy and geeky in the bar, but in the bedroom, she was like a demon.

“I want… to… go on… top,” she managed to gasp. Jude pulled her up onto his lap, kissed her hard, and then lay back. She was on top of him, spread wide open, and I could see how tightly her lips were stretched around his thick shaft. She started riding him like a woman possessed, her big breasts bouncing and slapping together.

The sight of it all pushed me over the edge, and I came hard, clinging to Evan but watching my boyfriend’s cock penetrating someone else. My orgasm ripped through me, white-hot and relentless as Evan fucked me through it, groaning at the feeling of my cunt clenching around his cock.

Beside us, Marissa was riding Jude like a pro. Her glasses had slipped completely off, her hair wild around her flushed face as she bounced up and down his cock, frantically rubbing her clit with one hand.

Jude’s hands clutched her hips, guiding her movements, his teeth gritted as if he was fighting not to lose control too soon. I couldn’t stop staring at Jude. Watching my boyfriend buried inside another woman, watching her lose herself on his cock. Marissa threw her head back and cried out, her whole body shaking as she came hard on top of him. Jude groaned and grabbed her tighter, slamming her down to meet his thrusts until she was sobbing with pleasure.

“Fuck… I’m so close,” Evan groaned as he fucked me even harder.

I reached down, fingers brushing over my own clit, wanting to match Marissa. The extra touch sent me spiralling again, my body clenching around Evan just as he lost it and let out a low groan of relief. He pressed deep and held there as his cock twitched inside the condom, filling it with his release.

Evan might have been done, but I wasn’t. When he pulled out, I kissed him, but then moved to the others. I put my hand on Marissa’s ass, guiding her as she bounced on Jude’s dick. My other hand went to her breast, squeezing and groping her.

She kissed me, moaning into my mouth. “Your boyfriend’s… cock is… so big…” she murmured between moans. Then she turned back to Jude. “Fuck me, doggy,” she begged.

I was loving Marissa’s enthusiasm. She knelt on the bed, ass in the air, and Jude slid into her from behind. Now, I wrapped my arms around him, kissing him as he slid his long cock in and out of her pussy. I stroked his chest, and then ran my fingers over his shaft where he penetrated her. It was so raw and sexy, seeing her cunt split open, her tight lips framed by her dark hair, and the darker skin around her tight little asshole.

“That’s so fucking hot,” I gasped, my fingers finding my clit. “I love watching you fuck her.” I spat the work fuck out aggressively. “Fuck her harder. It’s going to make me come again.”

Evan moved behind me, his cock soft, but his hands wrapping around me. “Let me,” he whispered, kissing my neck. His fingers pushed mine out of the way, and then they were inside me, finger-fucking me as his palm rubbed my clit.

Jude fucked Marissa hard, holding her hips and pulling her back onto him, making her scream with every thrust. She came again, squirming and shaking, face down on the bed. Jude pulled out, his cock throbbing as he desperately pulled he condom off. Then he gave himself one hard stroke and exploded all over her ass and back.

I cried out, my body arching into Evan’s touch as his fingers slid in and out of me, curling just right inside. My other hand clutched at Jude’s cock, milking the rest of his cum out, even as my own orgasm consumed me.

“F-fuck…” I moaned, “fuck, fuck.”

Evan leaned down, kissing along my neck, holding me as the aftershocks made me tremble. Beside us, Marissa was gasping flat on the bed, still catching her breath, her cheeks flushed, her back covered in my boyfriend’s jizz.

“Jesus,” said Jude. “That was fucking wild.”

“Mmm,” murmured Marissa, unable to speak.

“You two were so hot to watch,” I said, still out of breath. I leaned back and kissed Evan. “And you fucked me perfectly.”

The heat of the room had faded into a gentle, sticky warmth as we all cuddled up on the bed. Our first swap had been such a great experience. I knew we were going to do it again, and I already couldn’t wait.


Chapter Ten




That evening, Jude and I went to dinner, just the two of us, at a romantic restaurant. It was candlelit, tucked into one of the ship’s upper decks with wide windows looking out over the endless expanse of ocean. Soft music drifted through the air, and for once, it felt like we’d stepped away from the busy atmosphere of the ship into somewhere quieter.

Jude looked devastatingly handsome in a crisp new shirt, his hair neat but with that familiar curl falling across his forehead. I wore a slinky black dress that skimmed my thighs. I reached across the table, brushing my fingers over Jude’s hand.

“So,” I murmured, “was that as incredible for you as it was for me?”

He squeezed my hand. “You already know the answer. That was… insane. Way beyond what I imagined.” He leaned closer, his voice dropping. “But watching you, Kali… seeing you with someone else… it was hotter than I ever thought it could be. And, I know it doesn’t change anything between us. I feel like we’re stronger than ever.”

My cheeks flushed, a guilty thrill rushing through me. “I feel the same,” I admitted. “Seeing you with Marissa, it didn’t make me jealous at all. It just made me so wet.”

“So… you think we’ll do it again?”

I licked my lips. “Definitely. But… I’ve got a different idea for this evening. I was thinking… what if we went to one of the open playrooms? Just to watch. I mean… will it really be an actual orgy? Just… see what it’s like.”

He smirked. “You mean, voyeur mode?”

I laughed, nodding. “Exactly. Just you and me, seeing how other people play. I think it could be really hot, and we may never get a chance like this again.”

“Alright,” he said, squeezing my hand back. “Let’s do it.”
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We followed the signs through the ship’s corridors, our hearts thudding with nervous excitement. When we finally reached the playroom, it could have been any nightclub entrance. There was a bouncer, a velvet rope, low lighting, and the thump of bass reverberating through the door.

A smiling crew member in a fitted uniform greeted us inside. “Welcome to The Ocean Club. Just so you know, phones and clothing are not permitted inside; it’s underwear or nude only. You’ll need to leave your things in a locker.”

My mouth dropped open. “Wait, what?”

He gestured to a row of sleek black lockers along one wall. “It’s part of the atmosphere. You’ll get a key, and you can collect your belongings when you leave.”

Jude and I exchanged a look, equal parts shock and excitement. My stomach twisted with nerves, but I could already feel heat between my legs. “Well,” I whispered, “I guess we’re doing this.”

We stepped over to the lockers, and Jude tugged off his blazer, shirt, and trousers. Beneath, he wore snug black boxer-briefs that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. His cock was thick against the fabric, straining the outline of his bulge. I was beginning to realise that he was much bigger than most men, and he was sure to attract attention with so much on show. My throat went dry.

Then it was my turn. I slipped my dress down over my body, suddenly remembering with a jolt that I hadn’t worn a bra. My nipples were stiff in the cool air. My knickers were tiny, pale blue, almost sheer, leaving nothing hidden.

Jude’s eyes swept over me, his jaw tightening. “Kali,” he muttered. “You look… incredible.”

Blushing, I stuffed my clothes into the locker, shut the door, and clipped the key around my wrist. We were standing there, nearly naked in the corridor outside a playroom, and my pulse was hammering in my ears.

The crew member smiled knowingly and opened the door for us. “Enjoy yourselves.”

The moment we stepped inside, we were hit by pulsing music, flashing lights, and a wash of heat and scent; sweat, perfume and sex.

Everywhere I looked, bodies moved in time with the music. Some danced, some kissed, some were already grinding against each other. And around the edges of the room, in shadowy alcoves, I could make out couches, where people were already fucking.

I grabbed Jude’s hand and held it tight. “Holy shit,” I breathed.

We wove our way through the crowd, still hand in hand, both of us wide-eyed. “Oh my god,” Jude whispered. “This is insane.”

I nodded, unable to tear my eyes away from a couple on a couch nearby. The woman was bent over, her ass in the air, while her partner stood on the floor, pounding her from behind. Her cries were lost in the music, but the look on her face was pure ecstasy.

“They’re actually just… fucking,” I said. “It’s so… hot.”

We passed another alcove. There, we saw an Asian woman in delicate lace panties straddling her partner. Her knickers were pulled to the side to allow his cock to penetrate her. She rode him with unhurried confidence, her hips rolling in time to the music, while his hands kneaded her ass. Her breasts bounced free with every movement, and she tilted her head back, lips parted in a silent cry. Another couple sat opposite them, just leaning back in each other’s arms and watching.

In a shadowy corner, I caught sight of a man leaning back against the wall. Two topless women were on their knees in front of him, giving him a sensual double blowjob.

We made our way to the bar and ordered a drink. At the far end, there was a naked woman pressed up against the bar by her partner. His hand was between her legs, fingering her until she came, shaking. We sipped our drinks, stunned, overwhelmed, but turned on.

A woman with long, dark hair came and ordered a drink. Then she looked down at Jude’s underwear. “Hello, big boy,” she purred. “Want to play?”

“Maybe later,” he replied, turning red and holding my hand tighter.

We took our drinks and continued to explore. At the very centre of the playroom, under a canopy of low golden lights, was a massive bed. Three couples were already on it, their bodies tangled together.

One woman lay on her back, her knees pushed high as her partner thrust into her, her cries spilling out over the music. Beside them, another woman straddled her lover, riding him hard, her breasts bouncing as he gripped her hips and urged her faster. The third couple was knotted together in a sideways embrace, the woman sucking her partner’s cock while he reached down to finger her in return.

Jude and I moved to a leather sofa, one of many arranged to be angled perfectly toward the central bed. The leather was cool against my bare thighs as we sat down together. Jude pulled me into his lap, his arms wrapping around me protectively, but there was nothing innocent in the way his hand immediately slipped into the waistband of my knickers.

I leaned into him, my body buzzing, my eyes glued to the writhing mass of lust on the bed. The couples on the bed switched around, and I lost track of who had been with whom before.

I felt Jude growing hard beneath me. “Can you believe this?” I whispered.

Around us, other couples were doing the same, pairs curled up on sofas watching the debauchery on the bed. Some were already kissing hungrily, others openly stroking and fingering their partners while they stared, captivated, at the show. My hips shifted, grinding subtly against Jude’s hardness through his briefs.

I gasped as his fingers explored my wetness.

My legs parted instinctively, draped over his thighs, opening myself for him.

“God, Kali,” he whispered into my ear. “You’re so wet.”

I moaned softly, my eyes fixed on the bed in front of us. One of the women was bouncing on a man’s cock. Another man moved behind her. I gasped in shock, writhing on Jude’s fingers as the second man pressed his cock against the woman’s ass and slid inside her. Now she was being fucked by both men at the same time. It was the filthiest thing I’d seen yet, and it tipped me over the edge.

I came hard on Jude’s fingers, my cunt contracting as waves of pleasure rushed through me. I felt other eyes on me as I moaned loudly, other couples looking at my bare breasts and soaked, transparent panties. The thought of them watching me made me come even harder.

Just as I came down from my climax, I heard a voice with a Southern drawl.

“Hey neighbours. Quite a show, isn’t it?”

It was Rochelle, dropping down onto the couch next to me as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Andre was right behind her, towering and broad, his dark skin shining under the playroom lights. Both of them were completely naked, their bodies relaxed and confident. Rochelle crossed her legs casually. Her breasts were really big, with almost black nipples. I couldn’t stop staring.

Rochelle just smiled at me. “We were hoping that we’d bump into you two again.”

“Looks like y’all are getting into the swing of things,” Andre said.

I tugged nervously at the edge of my transparent knickers, my heart still racing from my orgasm, but Rochelle reached out and touched my wrist lightly. “Relax, babe,” she purred. “It’s quite intense in here for newbies. I don’t suppose you’d like to come back to our cabin to play?”

I glanced at Jude, and he nodded enthusiastically. I wasn’t surprised, Rochelle was fucking gorgeous. And so was Andre… Oh my god, I was going to be fucking him soon.


Chapter Eleven




We got our clothes from the lockers and quickly put them back on for the walk to our cabin. I couldn’t take my eyes off Rochelle and Andre as they got dressed. She was curvy, with heavy breasts, but under her arms and between her legs were patches of black hair. For some reason, that gave me goosebumps; it seemed daring and sexy to someone like me who always removed all the hair on my body. Andre was just as hot; his cock was long and heavy, even when soft, and his ass muscles were firm and shaped like he spent a lot of time in the gym.

It was quite late as we walked through the corridors of the ship, and the people out and about were mainly dressed in lingerie or bondage gear. The two men walked ahead, chatting amiably. Rochelle slipped her hand into mine.

“Have you ever done this before?” she asked.

“We swapped with another couple for the first time this afternoon,” I admitted, realising I felt oddly proud of the fact.

Just then, the engines on the ship cut out. The sound that I didn’t realise I’d been hearing, the low, constant hum beneath everything, had suddenly disappeared. The silence was so sudden it made me blink.

Rochelle tilted her head. “Well, would you look at that. We must’ve reached the Bahamas.”

When we got to the elevator and the door closed, Rochelle pressed me gently against the wall and kissed me. My mouth opened, and our tongues played with each other as the men watched us hungrily.

By the time we stumbled into our cabin, I was dizzy with nerves and anticipation. The four of us barely got the door shut before everyone started stripping off again.

“I want to watch Kali with both of you. At the same time,” Rochelle said, making my stomach flip again.

Within seconds, their clothes were discarded, and I was surrounded by hot, hard male bodies. My knees sank into the mattress, and Rochelle leaned back on the bed like she was watching a private performance just for her. She slid a hand over her thighs and touched her pussy.

“Mmm, come on, boys,” she purred. “Make her scream for me.”

Andre pressed close up behind me, his hands gliding down my sides and between my legs. His fingers spread me open while his lips brushed over my shoulder. Jude knelt in front of me, stroking my hair back before cupping my breast, teasing my nipple between his fingers until it stiffened. He bent to take it into his mouth, sucking and biting gently, and I moaned at the sensation of four hands and two mouths on me.

“Beautiful,” Rochelle murmured as she fingered herself. “There’s nothing like your first threesome with two hung guys.”

Andre slid his thick fingers inside me, curling them upward while his other hand gripped my hip to keep me steady. Jude alternated between sucking one nipple and then the other, his tongue hot and relentless, until I was writhing between them. I could feel their hard cocks pressed up against me.

Finally, Andre shifted behind me. “Pass me a condom, sweetie,” he said to Rochelle.

She grabbed one from the side and tossed it to him. “You’re both going to need XXL,” she smirked.

I kissed Jude while Andre rolled the condom on. Then I felt him pulling my hips back. The blunt head of his cock pressed against my entrance from behind. A loud cry escaped me as he pushed in, filling me inch by inch. The stretch was delicious, my body clenching tight around him as he slid in deeper and deeper.

“Fuck…” Jude groaned, watching my face as I gasped with pleasure. “Why do I like watching you get fucked so much?”

I bent forward, wrapping my lips around his cock, sucking him deep as Andre began to thrust into me from behind. The rhythm rocked me forward and back between them, Andre’s thick shaft pounding me while Jude filled my mouth. My moans vibrated around Jude’s cock, sending him shuddering, while behind me, Andre growled with every thrust.

On the bed, Rochelle had one hand between her thighs, with at least three fingers buried deep in her cunt. The other hand squeezed and teased at her breast.

“Oh yes, fuck her,” she moaned, sounding close to climax. “Fuck her, hard.”

Andre gripped my hips tighter, slamming into me with steady, powerful thrusts that made my whole body jolt forward. Jude’s cock filled my mouth again and again, my lips stretching around his thickness as I sucked him hungrily, drool spilling down my chin.

Jude threaded his fingers into my hair, holding me steady as I took him deeper, his cock heavy on my tongue. Suddenly, my body tightened, spasms clenching around Andre as he drove into me. My moan turned into a muffled scream around Jude’s cock, my whole body convulsing as a shattering orgasm ripped through me.

Rochelle’s voice rose in a sharp cry, her back arching as her thighs clamped around her own hand. “Oh god… yes! Yes!” she wailed, shuddering violently as her orgasm tore through her, thrusting her breasts into the air. When the waves of pleasure receded, we both collapsed back onto the bed, basking in the afterglow of our climaxes.

Rochelle pointed at Jude with a mischievous grin. “Alright,” she said, her Southern drawl thick with lust. “I’ve been patient enough. I need to get a taste of that big ol’ cock of yours, handsome.”

The men stretched out on the bed, their dicks glistening and ready. Andre lay back against the pillows, and I swung a leg over him, lowering myself slowly onto his thick shaft. I gasped as he filled me again, the pressure delicious and overwhelming. His hands gripped my hips, guiding me as I began to ride him, my small breasts jiggling with every movement.

Beside us, Rochelle crawled over Jude like a cat, her eyes locked on his cock. She wrapped her fingers around it, stroking slowly from base to tip, her voice husky. “Mmm, now that’s something. You don’t usually find ‘em as big as Andre, but lord… this one’s got length and girth.” She gave a low laugh, pumping him lazily. “And he’s uncut too. God, I love that.”

Jude groaned, his hands tightening on the sheets as she played with him. She reached for a condom from the nightstand, tearing it open with her teeth before sliding it down over him with practised ease.

Then Rochelle straddled him, her heavy breasts swaying as she guided his cock to her entrance. “You ready for me, big boy?” she teased, and before he could answer, she sank down in one slow, sensual motion, taking every inch of him.

“Ohhh, fuck yes,” she moaned, tossing her head back as she adjusted to the stretch. “So thick… so fucking good.”

Jude’s hands went straight to her hips, holding her steady as she began to ride him, her breasts bouncing wildly, her wetness glistening around the base of his shaft. When she leaned forward, her breasts dragged across his chest, and I could see how tight her lips gripped his shaft. I couldn’t stop watching; my boyfriend’s cock buried deep inside Rochelle while I rode Andre hard, her moans mixing with mine until the room was thick with sex and sweat.

We moaned in unison as we fucked each other’s boyfriends. I touched my clit and came almost immediately. Next to me, Rochelle did the same, rubbing her clit until she came undone on Jude’s cock.

Jude’s voice cut through it all. “Fuck… Rochelle, I’m gonna come.”

With a sudden shift, she lifted off him, his cock glistening and throbbing as she yanked the condom off with quick fingers. Jude groaned, his head tipping back, and Rochelle immediately bent down, wrapping her lips around his cock. She sucked him deep, stroking the base with her hand as he gasped and bucked beneath her.

Seconds later, he exploded, hot spurts shooting into her mouth as she moaned greedily around him. She swallowed most of it, but some ran down his shaft. Finally, she pulled back, licking her lips and smirking at me.

The sight made me clench hard around Andre, but I wanted to match her. I pulled off him, panting, and dropped to my knees between his thighs. I pulled off the condom. His cock was slick and pulsing, but not quite ready. I wrapped my hand around him, stroking hard and fast, twisting my wrist the way I knew would push him over the edge.

“Fuck, Kali,” Andre groaned, his abs tensing as I worked him. His big hand tangled in my hair, guiding me down until I took his cock into my mouth, sucking the tip while I pumped the rest with my fist.

It didn’t take long. He swore loudly, his hips jerking, and then I felt him flood my mouth with hot, salty cum. I swallowed eagerly, milking him with my hand until the last drops spilt onto my tongue. When I pulled back, my chin was wet, and Andre was slumped against the pillows, panting.

Rochelle caught my eye across the bed, a slow, satisfied smile spreading over her face. “Good girl. Now that’s how you finish a session,” she drawled.

She closed the distance between us, pressing her sweaty body against mine and kissing me, tasting the cum still on my lips. I collapsed back onto the bed, my whole body trembling and slick with sweat. My throat was raw from moaning, my pussy ached from being stretched and pounded, and yet I felt like I was glowing.

Jude slid an arm around me, pulling me into his chest. Across the bed, Rochelle was lazily stroking Andre’s chest, both of them wearing the same content, fucked-out expressions I imagined were on our faces too. For a long moment, none of us spoke.

Finally, Rochelle propped herself up on one elbow, her breasts hanging heavy as she grinned. “Well, sugar… you two sure didn’t disappoint. Damn, that was fun.”

I laughed weakly, running a hand through my messy hair. “Fun is one word for it. I’m completely wrecked.”

Andre laughed. “That’s the sign of a good night.”

Jude kissed the top of my head and murmured, “We should probably head back and get some sleep. It’s late.”

As we gathered ourselves, Rochelle swung her legs off the bed, not bothering to cover her nakedness. “Hey, tomorrow’s a port day, you know. They’re running an excursion to a famous nude and swinger beach resort just outside town. Andre and I are going, of course.”

Andre smirked. “It’s supposed to be a hell of a spot. And I hear the cocktails are killer.”

Rochelle’s eyes sparkled as she looked between Jude and me. “Y’all should come with us.”

My heart fluttered. The thought of being naked outside in broad daylight, on a beach full of other swingers, sent a thrill down my spine. I looked at Jude, but I knew he was already sold. Shy, sensible Jude was going to take me to a swingers beach.


Chapter Twelve




The morning sun was already blazing when we stepped off the ship, the air heavy with the kind of heat that clung to your skin instantly. Jude and I were feeling pretty weary, but Rochelle and Andre were both looking infuriatingly fresh after the night we’d had.

With them was the blonde girl we’d glimpsed with Rochelle before, golden-skinned, with her hair in a ponytail and a bright smile that lit up her whole face. She looked like a cheerleader. Her partner had dark hair, lean and wiry, with a quick grin and mirrored sunglasses. They both seemed young to be on a swinger cruise, probably college age.

“Sugar, let me introduce you properly,” Rochelle said, looping her arm through mine as we queued for the minibus. “This is Jessie, and that’s her man, Clark. And this is Kali and Jude, all the way from England!”

“Hi!” Jessie said brightly, sticking out a hand. Her voice had a lilting Southern twang, too, not as thick as Rochelle’s, but definitely there. “It’s so nice to meet y’all. Rochelle said y’all fucked last night.”

That made me blush. Maybe I wasn’t quite used to the lifestyle yet.

By the time we all piled into the minibus, it already felt like we’d been friends for longer than five minutes. The six of us filled the back rows, girls in bikinis with light wraps over the top, guys in shorts and t-shirts, the air-conditioning just barely cutting through the Bahamian heat. The laughter made the twenty-minute ride pass in what felt like seconds.

The resort was amazing, palm trees swaying over a sparkling pool, a rustic bar right on the beach, and the sound of the ocean calling from just beyond. The sea was a perfect postcard blue, clear enough that you could see the sandy bottom.

We claimed a spot under a palm tree, tossing down towels and stripping off like it was the most natural thing in the world. The men wasted no time peeling out of their shirts and shorts, while Rochelle and Jessie unclipped their wraps and peeled off their bikinis. I followed their lead, the humid air kissing my skin as I shed my clothes until I was completely naked.

“Come on, girls,” Jessie called, already tugging Rochelle’s hand. “Let’s cool off in the sea.”

We left the men and ran to the sea, breasts bouncing and giggling like crazy. It felt wonderful to be naked out in the open. The water lapped around our waists, warm and buoyant, the salt clinging to my skin.

Rochelle scooped up a handful and flung it at me, shrieking when I splashed her back. Jessie ducked under, resurfaced with her ponytail dripping down her back, then lunged at Rochelle and wrapped both arms around her.

Before I could laugh again, Jessie’s mouth was on Rochelle’s; hungry and open. Rochelle gasped in surprise, but then melted into it, her dark breasts pressed against Jessie’s pale ones as their tongues tangled. The sight made my pulse hammer, heat blooming between my legs despite the cool waves around us.

Jessie broke the kiss with a laugh, her lips glossy, and turned straight to me. “Your turn,” she teased. Before I could react, she closed the space between us with a splash and kissed me hard, her hand slipping around the back of my neck. I opened my mouth to her, tasting her salty lips and wet tongue, as her skin slid against mine. I could feel her hard nipples against my body.

Then her hand moved lower, under the water, bold and deliberate. Her fingers found my smooth mound, rubbing in slow, filthy circles. I moaned into her mouth, clutching her shoulders to keep from sinking as the water rocked us. Rochelle’s hand joined in too, running up my thigh, cupping my breast, until I was writhing between them.

On the shore, the men sat back in the shade of the palm tree, beers in hand, watching every second. The thrill of being so exposed, fucking around in the open sea while people watched, had me wetter than the waves ever could.

Jessie brought me to climax quickly, and then broke away, laughing as if it was the funniest thing she’d ever seen as I stumbled and panted in the surf. Then she started diving under the water, doing handstands on the bottom. Each time, her lower half came up out of the water, her pussy and ass on full display as she spread her legs open to try to balance.

By the time we stumbled back out of the water, hair dripping and skin shining with salt, we were starving. The six of us padded barefoot up the sand to the beach bar, still naked, but no one so much as blinked.

We ordered sandwiches and fries and carried them back to our spot under the palm tree. We ate sitting cross-legged on our towels, crumbs falling onto bare thighs, licking salt and ketchup from our fingers. It was oddly wholesome, six naked friends sharing food, laughter, and the occasional knowing glance.
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As the afternoon wore on, the music from the beach bar was turned up. The atmosphere gradually shifted. All around us, the lazy chatter of lunch gave way to whispers and soft moans. Just a few yards away, a middle-aged couple from the ship had been sprawled on their loungers. But now the woman was on her knees, sucking the man’s erection as he continued to read his book.

There were two naked couples under a palm tree, a little way down the beach. The two women were in each other’s arms, grinding their pussies on the other one’s thighs. The two men had also embraced each other, both of them stroking the other’s hard cock.

All along the beach, things were starting to get steamy, and it was also having an effect on us. Jessie was the worst; she was practically squirming on her blanket.

“Will you put some suncream on me?” she asked me sweetly, but I suspected she had other motives.

She lay face down, and I massaged suncream into her shoulders and down her back. When I reached her ass, I spent time massaging it. She moved her legs apart a bit, and I could see her tight little asshole and pink labia.

The heat between my thighs was impossible to ignore. I let my hand drift lower, fingers brushing over her inner thighs before daring to glide over her slit. She was already wet, her lips glistening as I spread them apart gently. Glancing around, I realised the men were all watching us. Rochelle was smirking too, clearly enjoying how easily Jessie had got me to touch her.

Collecting some of her arousal on my fingers, I pressed them against her clit. She gasped into the crook of her arm, hips lifting as I rubbed slow, wet circles over the swollen nub. Her moans quickly turned into little desperate cries, the kind that carried easily over the lazy thump of music from the bar. She spread her thighs wider, letting me play with her, driving her higher and higher while the others looked on.

Jessie’s head turned toward me. “Put a finger in my ass,” she begged.

My pussy clenched hard at her words, and I glanced once more at the men. They hadn’t moved, but their cocks were clearly stiffening. I wet my finger again with the arousal that was pooling in her opening, then let it slide up, teasing around the tight ring of Jessie’s asshole. She whimpered, pushing her hips back into my hand.

My other hand was still working her clit as I circled her tight little star, teasing and pressing just enough to make her moan and squirm. Then, slowly, I pushed my slick finger inside her rear entrance. The heat of her body gripped me instantly, her ass clenching around the intrusion.

“Oh my god…” she groaned, hips rolling back. Her pussy was dripping now, wetness glistening down her slit. I rubbed her clit with my other hand while keeping the finger deep inside her ass, curling it just enough to make her moan with pleasure.

She looked at me, panting, eyes glazed. “Kali… don’t stop… I’m going to come.”

And sure enough, her whole body tensed beneath me. Her thighs quivered, her cunt pulsed wetly, and then she shuddered hard, her ass contracting around my finger in waves.

Jessie knelt up in the sand, looking blissed out and horny. She looked at the three men, sitting in a line with their rock-hard cocks. “Who’s going to fuck me first?” she said.

To my surprise, Jude was the first to speak up. “I will. I’ll get a condom.”

“Fuck condoms,” Jessie said, crawling over to him on her hands and knees. “We all got tested before the trip, right?” She looked at Rochelle and then at me. “And you’ve never fucked raw with anyone apart from each other, right?”

We all nodded. Jessie was climbing onto Jude, rubbing her pussy up his throbbing shaft. Her blonde ponytail, still damp from the sea, hung down her back.

“Then we’re having a bareback party, my friends,” she purred.

She reached between her legs and guided Jude’s cock inside her. She sank right down, taking the full length and moaning with pleasure. “Fuck, you’re so big,” she groaned. Then she started riding my boyfriend like a pornstar, tits and ponytail bouncing.

“Oh, god… fuck… yes…” she moaned as she fucked him. The rest of us just watched in awe, all of us touching ourselves. Jessie pointed at Andre. “You. Fuck my ass,” she ordered, as if there was going to be no argument.

“She’s bossy for a nineteen-year-old cheerleader,” laughed Rochelle.

“I am the head cheerleader,” she giggled. “I have to keep the other sluts in line. Now are you going to fuck my ass or not?”

Andre smirked and moved behind her, holding his thick, black cock in his hand and dripping spit onto her asshole. She slowed to let him position himself, bracing herself on Jude’s chest, as Andre spread her cheeks and pressed his cock against her tight little hole. She gasped at the first push, biting her lip, her whole body trembling with the stretch.

“Jesus, yes,” she panted, grinding down on Jude’s cock while Andre worked himself into her ass inch by inch. Her pussy lips spread wide around Jude, and I could see the way her ass swallowed Andre’s thick shaft. I’d never seen anything so hot and filthy, and I was already almost coming on my fingers.

When he finally bottomed out, Jessie let out a wild moan that turned heads all along the beach. She was completely stuffed, impaled on both cocks, and the sight alone had my pussy soaking the towel beneath me.

“Fuck, look at her,” Rochelle breathed, fingers moving furiously over her clit as she sat with her legs wide. Clark was stroking himself openly with a big grin on his face as he watched his girlfriend take two cocks at once.

Jessie started to move, rocking her hips back and forth between them, taking Jude deep before pushing back onto Andre’s cock. She cried out every time she switched directions, the two cocks stretching her in ways that made me shake with arousal.

Clark stood and moved in front of her, feeding his cock into her mouth.

Jude grabbed her hips, thrusting up into her hard. “Holy fuck, Jessie… I can feel his cock in you.”

Andre’s deep growl joined his. “Tightest ass I’ve ever been in.”

She was in ecstasy, hair plastered to her sweaty back, her tits bouncing with every slam of their hips. Her throat around Clark’s shaft. Then she came completely undone, screaming and shaking as she climaxed. She threw herself off of them, rolling on the blanket with her eyes closed.

Then she opened them, looked at me and said. “Kali goes next.”

I felt my stomach flip, and my pussy ache with need. “What? Fuck… I’ve never…”

“We’ll take it slow,” said Andre, still kneeling there with his massive erection.

I looked at his giant dick sceptically. “Can I have Clark in my ass instead?”

Clark laughed. “No offence taken.”

Rochelle leaned over and kissed my cheek. “Don’t worry, babe, you’ll love it. I’ve got some lube in my bag.”

I swallowed, my body betraying me with every pulse of arousal. My pussy was soaking, so much so that my thighs were slick. The thought of being filled like Jessie had just been made my insides twist with hunger.

Jude was watching me carefully, his cock still hard and glistening from Jessie’s climax. “If you say the word, we stop.”

I climbed on top of him, sliding down onto his familiar cock, letting it fill me completely. When I was mounted on him, my cunt stretched and pulsing, Clark moved closer. I felt his hands on my ass, spreading me open. His cock slid between my cheeks, slippery with lube, teasing over my tight little hole.

“Easy,” Clark murmured. “Just relax. Let me in slow.”

I gasped as his tip pressed against me, firm and insistent. My body tensed, then relaxed as Jude stroked my thighs, whispering, “You’ve got this, baby. You look so fucking hot.”

Clark pushed a little more, stretching me in ways I’d never felt before. My breath came out in short pants, my nails scraping lightly over Jude’s chest. Then, with a steady glide, Clark slipped past the tight ring of muscle, sinking inside inch by inch.

“Oh, fuck…” I whimpered, my head falling onto Jude’s chest. The feeling of being filled from both ends, one cock in my ass, Jude’s deep in my pussy, was overwhelming. The men paused, letting me adjust. My body clenched around them both, every nerve lit up with sensation.

Rochelle’s voice drifted to me as she touched herself. “God, Kali… look at you. You’re taking them both for the first time. That’s the sexiest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.”

Clark began to move, with gentle thrusts that pushed me forward onto Jude. Jude met them, rocking up into me, and suddenly I was caught in the rhythm of their bodies, stuffed so full I couldn’t think straight.

Rochelle crawled in front of Andre. “You can fuck me in the ass, big boy. I’m not afraid of your massive dong.”

Andre laughed and slid his cock deep into her ass as she knelt in front of him.

The pressure built fast. Every time Clark slid into my ass, Jude thrust deeper into my pussy, stretching me over and over. I clawed at Jude’s chest, my cries muffled against his mouth as I came harder than I ever had in my life. My whole body convulsed, shuddering between them, the orgasm tearing through me until I was gasping and trembling.

Jude groaned beneath me, his own control finally breaking. He gripped my hips and slammed up into me, burying himself to the hilt. “Fuck… Kali…” His cock pulsed, spilling deep inside my pussy as he came in my cunt.

Clark slowed, but he didn’t pull out. “Can I finish in your ass?”

I turned my head just enough to gasp, “Yes… please… come in my ass.”

His thrusts grew sharper, more urgent, his hands gripping my waist as he pounded into my tightest hole. I whimpered through the aftershocks of my orgasm, my body still fluttering around Jude’s softening cock while Clark used me. With a groan, he buried himself deep, his shaft twitching as he unloaded inside me, his hot release filling me until I cried out at the sheer filthy intensity of it.

Pinned between them, full of their cum, I collapsed against Jude’s chest, my whole body trembling. I was only vaguely aware of Rochelle and Andre reaching their own climax next to us.


Chapter Thirteen




After the wildness on the beach, I drifted through the rest of the day in a daze. We lounged in the sun until it was time to head back to the ship, my body deliciously tired. By the time evening came, I could barely keep my eyes open, so we ate a quiet dinner in our cabin and fell into bed early.

The next morning, a knock at the door startled me out of a dream. The sunlight streamed through the balcony doors. Outside, I could see the green trees and blue sea of the Bahamas. I wrapped the sheet around myself as Jude padded over and opened the door. Rochelle stood there in a skimpy silk robe with nothing underneath.

“Morning, neighbours,” she said brightly as she walked in. “We’re heading to the hall pass playrooms in half an hour. Thought you two might want to tag along.”

“Hall pass?” I repeated, still blinking in the light.

Rochelle came and sat on the bed, eyes sparkling. Her robe parted open, and I caught a glimpse of her dark bush.

“It’s simple,” she said. ”Separate play. No partners allowed inside together. You go in as a single, meet someone new, do whatever you want… and you only find out what your partner’s been up to when you meet again after. It’s pure freedom for a couple of hours.” She grinned, clearly loving my wide-eyed reaction. “Think about it. I’ll come back in a bit.”

She winked and swept out the door, closing it behind her.

“Holy fuck. Separate rooms. Jude… what do you think?” I said, my heart racing all over again.

He rubbed the back of his neck, clearly nervous but turned on, too. “It’s a big step. I mean… I loved watching you with someone else. Being apart would be completely different. But… I trust you.”

I bit my lip. “Yeah. It’s scary. But part of me wants to. I want to know how it feels. To be apart for a couple of hours, then come back and share everything. It’s… hot.”

We sat on the edge of the bed, holding hands, both of us trembling with nerves and excitement.

“Okay,” Jude said finally, squeezing my fingers. “Let’s do it.”

While we quickly got ready, I felt the ship's engines come to life, and soon we were moving again. I was about to go on another adventure, and I hadn’t even had breakfast yet.
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Jude kissed me goodbye and headed off with Andre to the hall pass playroom at the back of the ship. I couldn’t help but feel a thrill as I imagined him hooking up with a completely random woman, and I was already looking forward to meeting up with him later and hearing all about it. It was strange to think about how far we’d come on this journey, and how I was actively hoping he was going to have a great time fucking someone else.

I was a little bit unsure what to wear to go and hook up with someone I’d never met. It was still morning on the ship, so a sexy dress didn’t seem appropriate, and I wasn’t going to walk around in lingerie like some of the guests. In the end, I pulled on some ridiculously tight denim shorts and a crop top without a bra. I’d brushed my hair out loose, and then tied it in a low, asymmetrical ponytail and came over my shoulder and showed off the green streaks. Sexy and slutty, but without trying too hard.

Rochelle looked stunning as usual. She’d gone for a sort of sexy secretary look, with a tight skirt and a blouse that gaped open obscenely, showing off her large, black breasts. Her long braid hung down her back almost to her ass.

We chatted and giggled as we walked to the hall pass room at the front of the ship. When we got there, it was more like a conference centre. The outer room had a row of tables, with coffee and a buffet breakfast. Other people were mingling, chatting and getting to know each other.

“This is very civilised,” said Rochelle. “Looks like this is the conference centre when the ship isn’t being used by a bunch of perverts.”

“Oh my god, breakfast!” I moaned with delight, diving for a plate and piling it high with pastries.

I had a mouthful of almond croissant, dropping crumbs everywhere, when I suddenly nudged Rochelle.

“Fuck, is that?”

She followed my gaze. “What, that guy with the floppy hair talking to the woman in bondage gear? Yeah, that’s Danny from that boy band. I saw him at The Ocean Club with a couple of girls the other night.”

“And you never mentioned it? Fucking Danny from the fucking Galaxy Boys is on this swinger cruise.” I was jumping up and down and squealing.

Rochelle shrugged like it was no big deal. “I think I saw some of the others from the band, too,” she said.

“Oh my god,” I said, putting my plate on the table and trying to wipe the crumbs off my face. “I’m going to talk to him.”

Rochelle shrugged again and turned to talk to a hot guy in a suit who had been hanging around near us. I approached Danny and pretended I was interested in the coffee machine. The woman in bondage gear laughed, kissed him on the cheek, and walked off. Now was my chance. As he turned to leave, I accidentally stepped in front of him.

“Oh, sorry,” I said, blushing at how stupid and brazen I was being.

He looked at me, and I almost melted. “No need to be sorry,” he said, flicking his hair out of his eyes. “What’s your name?”

“Kali,” I squeaked. “Nice to meet you. I’m such a fan.”

Danny smirked, and his eyes raked over me in a way that made it clear this wasn’t just polite small talk. “Kali, huh? You’re cute as hell. And those shorts… fuck.” He tilted his head, leaning in a little. “Be honest… are you here to play, or just to get autographs?”

The way he said play sent a pulse of heat right through me. I laughed nervously, tucking a strand of green hair behind my ear. “Definitely not autographs,” I said, surprising myself with how bold it came out.

His grin widened. He leaned closer, brushing his lips close to my ear. His hand was already on my ass. “Then let’s not waste time. You wanna come with me?

My heart was pounding. “Yeah,” I breathed.

Danny straightened, catching someone’s eye across the room. He lifted his chin in a wordless gesture, and to my shock, another guy started walking over, broad-shouldered, clean-cut, and just as ridiculously hot. I knew that stupidly cute face.

“This is Connor. Bandmate, best friend, and a whole lot of fun. Trust me, babe… you’ll thank me later.”

Connor gave me a warm, almost boyish smile as he reached us. “Hey. I’m not crashing the party, am I?”

I blinked, my brain struggling to catch up. “Wait… both of you?”

Danny’s hand on my ass gave it a little squeeze, pulling me closer. “If you want. Do you?”

All I could do was whisper, “Yes, please.”

“Good girl,” Danny murmured. He took my hand, Connor falling in step on the other side of me, and together the three of us slipped past the buffet tables, heading toward the main room.

The double doors swung open, and I froze for a second on the threshold. The “playroom” wasn’t some candlelit den; it was the ship’s conference hall, stripped down and transformed. The rows of beds were lined up like booths at a trade show, each neatly made with crisp white sheets.

Some were occupied by couples already kissing and caressing each other, some were hidden under blankets with unmistakable movements underneath, and others were wide open, bodies fucking shamelessly in full view. The air was filled with soft moans and the scent of sex.

Danny and Connor guided me toward an empty bed against one wall, the white sheets looking starkly innocent. Connor slid his shirt off in one smooth motion, revealing a lean, cut body that I’d seen on the cover of countless magazines. Danny took off his shirt too, and the two men surrounded me on the bed as we knelt there.

Danny’s hands slid over my stomach, and he popped open the button on my shorts. Then his hand slipped inside, as Connor kissed my neck. They worked together like they’d done this a thousand times before. Danny’s fingers curled inside my shorts, pushing between my thighs, testing how hot and wet I was.

“Fuck,” he whispered against my ear. “She’s soaked through her panties.”

“Knew she would be,” Connor said, his hand slipping in the back of the shorts. His fingers trailed down between my cheeks, brushing over my tight rear entrance until he found my aching pussy from behind. They worked together, Danny rubbing the hard little nub of my clit while Connor plunged two fingers deep into my cunt. I gasped, arching up against them, the contrast of the two touches driving me insane.

Connor teased my lips with his, making out to kiss me, but when I opened my mouth, he bit my lip instead. “She’s twitching already. She’s going to come quickly,” he said.

He was right, I was practically on the edge already. Danny’s other hand lifted up my crop top and gave my breast a hard squeeze. “Are you going to be a little slut for us?” he asked me.

“Yes,” I panted. “I’ll do anything.”

“That’s what we like to hear,” smirked Connor, grinding his fingers deeper into my cunt. They worked me together, Danny’s fingers getting faster on my clit as Connor fingered me. Moments later, I came hard, my body writhing and bucking between them as they held me.

“Fuck, my hand is soaking,” laughed Connor. “Now let’s get these shorts off,”

They quickly stripped me naked and lay me on my side on the bed. Danny mirrored me, his head between my thighs and his crotch in my face. He lifted one leg to open me up, and dived in with his tongue, sucking and licking at all the wetness that I’d leaked out. Meanwhile, Connor moved behind me, his hands parting my cheeks. I felt him run one long stroke of his tongue over my tight rear entrance and let out a loud moan of pleasure.

My whole body jolted as Connor’s tongue circled tighter around my back entrance, teasing me open with slow, deliberate licks. The sensation was so intense that my hips bucked against Danny’s mouth. He groaned into me, his tongue plunging deeper between my folds, his lips closing tight around my clit and sucking until sparks shot up my spine.

Danny’s bulge in his designer underwear was right in front of me. I yanked down the waistband and pulled out his dick. It was thick, very hard, and curved upwards. I wondered how many groupies had sucked this cock. I wrapped my lips around it and pulled it so far into my mouth that I gagged on it.

Danny only sucked harder, his tongue giving me dangerous flicks, while Connor’s tongue pressed insistently against my asshole, slicking me up with long, greedy strokes. Danny pinned my leg over his shoulder to keep me spread wide, and Connor pushed a finger into my ass. I went over the edge again, moaning around Danny’s cock, squirming and twisting between them as I gushed my release into his mouth.

When he sat up, he was wiping his soaked face with a massive grin on his face. “Holy fuck, Kali.”

Connor was already rolling a condom on and reaching for the lube. “I’m going to fuck that tight ass now,” he said, matter-of-factly.

I glanced back at him, lube slick in his hand, his cock already sheathed in latex and so achingly thick it made my stomach flutter. All around, couples were fucking on the other beds. I spotted Rochelle nearby on her knees with her arms stretched out above her on the bed as a handsome older man took her roughly from behind.

I was still on my side. Connor lay behind me and spread me open, before his finger pressed back into my ass, then another. I gasped, clinging to Danny’s shoulders as he moved in front of me and gave me a long, dirty kiss.

“Good girl,” Connor murmured.

And then the blunt head of his cock was there, pushing against the snug ring of muscle. I whimpered into Danny’s mouth. Connor’s hand pressed firmly on my hip as he eased forward, stretching me slowly, until the head popped inside.

“Fuck!” I cried, pulling away from Danny’s mouth just to breathe.

Danny grinned down at me, brushing his thumb over my wet lips. “God, you’re taking him so well. Look at you.”

Connor groaned, sliding deeper with careful thrusts until he was fully buried in my ass. “Christ, she feels perfect,” he said through gritted teeth, his hands gripping me tighter.

I was gasping, half-broken already, when Danny shifted lower on the bed, pushing my thighs apart. “Fuck, yes,” he muttered as he lined himself up. His tip slid against my soaked entrance, the friction on my clit almost unbearable with Connor still buried in my ass. And then Danny pushed forward, sinking inside me with a groan that matched my cry. My cunt clenched around him instantly, greedy and desperate.

“Ohhh, shit,” I gasped, my back arching. “I can feel both of you… fuck… so deep!”

Pinned between them, Danny thrust into my pussy while Connor pumped into my ass, their cocks moving in perfect opposition. Every time Connor drove forward, Danny withdrew slightly, and when Danny slammed back inside, Connor filled me from behind. I was nothing but a crazy sensation; stretched and stuffed. My cries were drowned out by Danny’s groans and Connor’s growls.

“Best fan we’ve fucked for months,” Connor grunted behind me.

Danny bent over me, kissing me hard, as his cock drilled into my soaked cunt. “Tightest pussy I’ve been in on this cruise,” he muttered against my mouth.

I clung to him helplessly, the bed rocking beneath us, my body overwhelmed. The room around us, moans, whispers, the wet slap of other bodies, blurred into white noise.

“Fuck… I can’t…” My voice cracked, words lost in a scream as it hit me. The orgasm tore through me, violent and uncontrollable. My body convulsed, squeezing down so hard on both cocks as I clenched around them. Warm liquid sprayed out of me, soaking Danny’s stomach, the sheets, even my thighs.

“Fuck, she’s squirted all over me,” Danny laughed, still fucking me through it.

“Holy shit,” Connor snarled, pounding harder, his cock grinding against the tight walls of my ass.

Danny only fucked me faster, grinning through his groans, his abs slick with my release. “Fucking beautiful… keep going, Kali, come again!”.

I couldn’t stop. The squirting came again, pulsing out with every slam of Danny’s cock, until I was shaking, crying out, drenched and trembling. My legs went weak, quivering against the bed, but the men just held me open, riding out my climax, filling me so deep that I thought I might black out from sheer pleasure.

Danny groaned, his hips stuttering as his cock pulsed inside my soaked pussy. “Okay, I’m going to have… to come before… I lose it.”

Connor’s grunts echoed behind me as he thrust deep. “Me too… you’re so fucking tight, girl,” he growled.

They pulled out, leaving me feeling empty. They whipped off their condoms and knelt above me. Danny let go first, laying long, warm lines of thick cum across my body. Connor was close behind, pumping out a surprising amount of cum onto my tits, practically covering them.

We collapsed together, our bodies and the bed wet and sticky. I lay between them, my body tingling and spent, feeling the heat of their closeness. Danny laughed softly, brushing a strand of hair from my face, while Connor nudged me playfully.

“Wow… that was intense,” Danny said, his grin matching mine.

Connor nodded, still catching his breath. “You’re incredible… seriously. If you come to one of our shows, I’ll put you on the guest list. You won’t believe what happens backstage.”

I smiled, feeling a flush of warmth not just from the sex, but from the thrill of being fucked by two Galaxy Boys. The three of us lay there for a long moment, sharing quiet laughs and soft touches, letting the intensity of the morning settle into a relaxed, cosy afterglow as all around us, the sounds of sex continued. My stomach rumbled with hunger.

“I think you’d better get back to your breakfast,” laughed Danny.


Chapter Fourteen




Iwas the first one back to the cabin, and there was no sign of Jude yet. I took a shower and dried naked on the bed, reading my book. Finally, an hour after I’d got back, I heard the bleep of the keycard, and he walked in with a big grin on his face.

I leapt off the bed and wrapped my arms around him. “Oh my god, Jude, it was amazing, you won’t believe what happened. I fucked two of the Galaxy Boys, one in the ass, and they were so hot, and oh my god,” I said at a million miles an hour.

“Slow down,” laughed Jude, prising me off of him. “Galaxy Boys? What?”

“You know the boy band?”

His eyes went wide. “Really? I was not expecting that, but wow… that’s cool. I’m so happy you had a great time.”

We sat on the bed, and Jude gave me a long kiss that just made me melt into him.

“Okay, tell me about your hall pass,” I said, eventually. “Tell me everything.”

“So,” he began, running a hand through his hair, “I ended up with these two women… both of them in their forties, maybe? God, Kali, they were incredible. Total pros.”

“What happened?” I whispered, already turned on.

“They both went down on me, and literally, I don’t even know how to describe it. They were like… coordinated, like they’d done this a hundred times together. One would tease the head while the other stroked me, then they’d swap. At one point, they were both on me at the same time, one licking, one sucking, like some kind of erotic tag team. And their hands were on my balls, and… a finger in my ass. I swear I almost passed out.”

I giggled, my cunt aching at the thought. I was already tugging down his trousers and freeing his cock. It was hard.

“Let me give you a reminder while you tell me the rest,” I purred. I leaned over and took his cock all the way into my throat in one go.

Jude groaned. “Fuck… Kali. ” I sucked him deep and slow, and he lifted his hips a little against my mouth. “They didn’t stop at blowjobs,” he groaned. “They pulled out silk scarves and tied my wrists to the headboard. Just left me there, hard and helpless.”

I moaned around his cock, the thought making my pussy throb. I slid my hand down between my legs, rubbing myself as I bobbed up and down on him.

“They took turns,” he went on. “One would straddle my face, grinding herself down on me, making me lick her… while the other rode my cock. Then they’d switch. Over and over. I couldn’t move; they just… used me however they wanted. They came on me so many times…”

I pulled off with a wet pop, stroking him with both hands, saliva slicking his shaft. “God, Jude… that’s so fucking hot. Lie down,” I demanded, shoving at his chest. Jude grinned, letting himself fall back on the bed, his shirt still half on and trousers tangled around his ankles. His cock stood tall and glistening, twitching for me. I was so wet I could feel it running down my thighs.

I climbed up and straddled him, grabbing his shaft and sinking down in one long, desperate stroke. My head tipped back, a scream tearing out of me as he filled my cunt. “Fuck yes… oh god, Jude.”

He gripped my hips, helping me slam down onto him harder and harder, his cock stretching me just right. My breasts bounced, nipples tight, and his mouth latched onto one, sucking hungrily.

“Tell me again,” I panted, grinding down on him, chasing that friction against my clit. “Tell me how they used you.”

“They made me fuck them in the ass,” he moaned into my nipple. I reached behind myself with both hands as I rode him, spreading my cheeks with my hands, and pushing a finger from each hand into my rear entrance.

“Oh, god, I’m going to come,” I groaned, rubbing my clit hard against his body. I shattered, my climax washing over me in waves of pleasure and making me shake with bliss.

I rolled off, panting on the bed. “I want you to fuck me in the ass,” I whispered. Jude had never done that to me before. With other people, they hadn’t been so… big.

Jude had a wicked grin on his face as he lubed up his cock. I lay back on the bed and lifted my legs up to expose myself.

Jude climbed between my legs, his cock rock-hard and glistening. “You’re sure?” he asked.

“Yes,” I whispered, biting my lip as I held my cheeks wide apart for him. “I want it.”

He pressed the thick head against my tight entrance, circling, teasing, making me gasp. My whole body trembled with anticipation. Slowly, carefully, he began to push, the pressure mounting until my breath caught.

“Oh… god, Jude,” I moaned, clutching the sheets as I stretched around him.

He paused, kissing my knee, my ankle, letting me adjust before sliding deeper. Inch by inch, he filled me, until the fullness was overwhelming.

“You’re taking me so good,” he groaned, his hands gripping my hips. “So fucking tight, Kali.”

I let out a desperate whimper as my body finally yielded, his cock buried deep in my ass. “Fuck me,” I begged. “Please, fuck me.”

He began to thrust, slow at first, then harder, finding a rhythm that made me cry out. My clit throbbed, aching, and I reached down to rub myself furiously as he pounded into me. The stretch, the pressure, was too delicious; I just had to close my eyes tight and let it spread through my whole body.

“Jude… Jude… I’m coming…” I screamed as the orgasm ripped through me, my body spasming, squirting messily onto my belly and thighs.

“Holy fuck,” Jude groaned, slamming harder, chasing his own release. With a final deep thrust, he roared with relief, his cock jerking as he spilled inside me, his cum flooding deep into my ass.

We collapsed together in a sweaty heap, our bodies tangled, both of us panting like we’d run a marathon. I put my head on his chest and stroked his body.

“You know tonight is the last night,” he said.

“I know!” I said, sounding sad. “I can’t believe what’s happened. I never thought we would be swingers, and now… I can’t imagine not being.”

“Me, too,” he replied, his hand touching my face. “And it’s only made me love you more.”

“Same! It’s definitely brought us closer together.”

We kissed passionately for a few minutes.

“What are we going to do tonight then?” he asked.

“Rochelle told me that they are going to the Ocean Club tonight for an orgy. The theme is red underwear. Jessie and Clark are going, too.”

“That sounds like fun,” he replied, “but we don’t have any red underwear.”

“They sell it in the main shop,” I said with a grin. “Shall we?”


Chapter Fifteen




That evening, my nerves were back as a crew member let us into the Ocean Club. I could already hear the thumping bass from inside. In the outer room, we removed our robes and put them in a locker.

I was wearing a lingerie set that was so scandalous I could hardly believe I was wearing it, let alone out in public. It consisted of sheer scarlet stockings held up by red satin suspenders, a transparent red bra that you could clearly see my nipples through, and high-cut red knickers that had an opening right down the middle.

Jude had chosen a pair of red brief shorts that hugged his hips snugly and left nothing to the imagination. His bulge was obscene in them; the fabric stretched tight across his cock. I bit my lip just looking at him, and I knew he would be attracting attention.

The bouncer let us through to the main club, and I looked around for Rochelle or Jessie. But the first people I saw were Evan and Marissa, our very first full-swap partners. That seemed like a lifetime ago now, and I didn’t even know how many orgasms I’d had since. We joined them at the bar, and Marissa squealed and gave me a huge hug.

She pulled back and looked at me. “You look amazing, Kali,” she said.

“You look amazing, too,” I said, and I wasn’t lying. She was still sporting a geeky look with her oversized glasses and dark bob, but her short, curved figure was shown off perfectly in little red hipster knickers with suggestive cut-outs. Instead of a bra, her large breasts were hanging loose, the nipples covered with red pasties in the shape of a cross.

Marissa laughed, tossing her fringe out of her eyes. “Oh my god, you wouldn’t believe the ride we’ve had since that night with you guys. It’s like a switch flipped. We went from being terrified to step into the lifestyle… to going completely full tilt.” She leaned closer, talking loudly above the music. “We’ve been to, like, six different playrooms since we saw you. We even ended up in an orgy with about fifty people in the Caribbean room. Evan and I were on separate beds and kept catching each other’s eyes while we were both being fucked. It was insane.”

Evan, who had been sipping his drink quietly, finally chuckled and shook his head. “We’ve definitely gone a little wild. After that first swap with you two. Well, let’s just say we haven’t exactly been shy.”

I felt my mouth fall open a little, both at their confidence and the mental image of Marissa lost in a tangle of bodies, her glasses askew, moaning with abandon. My pussy throbbed just thinking about it.

Jude smirked. “Well, this will be our first big orgy, but we’ve been pretty adventurous.”

Just then, I felt arms wrap around me from behind, huge breasts press up against my back, and a familiar voice purr in my ear. “There you are, babe.”

I turned to find Rochelle, glowing and full of energy as always, her dark curves poured into a crimson lace body that left her breasts mostly bare. Andre stood just behind her, his dark skin gleaming under the club lights, red briefs stretched across his muscular thighs.

“Rochelle!” Marissa squealed, immediately grabbing her hand like they were old friends.

I shouldn’t have been surprised; Rochelle seemed to know everyone on this ship, and the way she leaned in to kiss Marissa full on the lips suggested they’d already shared more than polite conversation.

“God, you look incredible,” Rochelle said, cupping Marissa’s face. Then her eyes slid to me, dark and hungry. “And so do you, Kali.”

Before I could answer, Marissa leaned in, and Rochelle captured her lips in a slow, teasing kiss. My heart hammered in my chest, the sight of their tongues brushing sending heat straight to my core. Rochelle pulled me into the mix without hesitation, her hand threading into my hair as she kissed me, too. Soon, the three of us were entwining tongues altogether, and it sent bolts of electricity between my thighs.

Our partners watched as things escalated quickly. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other. Rochelle’s fingers slipped down my stomach, finding the slit of my knickers, and pressing against my clit. At the same time, one of Marissa’s hands grabbed my ass, while the other one found its way between Rochelle’s thighs. The three of us moaned into each other’s mouths, lost in the passionate tangle.

Rochelle practically mounted my thigh and started grinding on it. I pulled her bodysuit to the side and thrust two fingers right up inside her. We kissed and fingered each other right there at the bar until each of us climaxed. When we finally calmed down, hearts thumping, I saw all three men had stiff cocks straining at their underwear.

“Come on,” said Rochelle, “Let’s go and fuck.”
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She didn’t wait for an answer; she just grabbed both mine and Marissa’s hands, tugging us toward the heart of the club. The crowd parted, and as we passed the stage, I caught sight of Jessie, dancing up there. She was completely naked, her blonde ponytail whipping as she moved to the pounding bass. Three huge black men surrounded her, their hands roaming freely over her pale curves, their erections thick and proud. One gripped her ass as she ground against him, another squeezed her breasts.

As we passed, the third pushed her to her knees and fed his cock to her hungry mouth. The audience cheered. It looked like Jessie was in her own little world, and absolutely loving it.

“Holy shit,” I gasped, unable to look away, but Rochelle pulled me past.

Then we reached the centrepiece of the room: the massive circular bed draped in white silk, already a writhing mass of bodies. Couples sprawled across it, fucking uninhibitedly.

We climbed up, finding space between a couple already locked in sixty-nine and two women fingering each other. As I settled onto my knees, still reeling from the sheer erotic spectacle around us, a shadow moved in front of me. One of the men already on the bed reached for me, inviting me to join him. I accepted without a word. He had dark hair and a broad chest, muscled from the gym, his body glistening with sweat. His hand slid around my waist, pulling me toward him. I could feel his large cock, hard against my thigh, so I wrapped my hand around it.

I caught Jude’s eye from across the mattress, and he smiled with approval, before an older blonde woman with huge, fake breasts grabbed his face and kissed him. She pushed him to the bed and climbed on top of him. Marissa was next to me, already being fucked steadily by Andre.

My guy was already reaching for the condoms, and he hadn’t even said hello. He ripped one open and rolled it down his throbbing dick. I turned around and knelt forward, offering myself up to him. He parted the opening in my knickers and slid his cock right inside me. I moaned with pleasure, heightened by being fucked by someone I hadn’t even spoken to yet, let alone found out his name. I glanced back and saw his strong muscles tensing as he started to fuck me hard, his hips slamming against my ass.

In front of me, I saw Rochelle’s ass as she knelt down, sucking someone’s cock. It was too tempting. I spread her cheeks with my hands and started licking furiously at her dark, tight asshole. I moaned into it with every thrust from the man behind, feeling more debauched and sluttier than I ever had before.

The guy behind me was kissing Marissa now, while still pumping his hips back and forth into me. At least he waited until I climaxed, squirming on his cock, before pulling out and pinning Marissa to the bed. He started to fuck her missionary, his mouth still claiming hers.

I barely had a second to rest before Clark was there. He kissed me and pulled me on top of him. He was part of our no-protection group, so I started riding him bareback, throwing back my hair and going to town on his cock. I caught a glimpse of Jude, his dick buried in a ginger woman’s ass and smiled to myself.

That’s how the night went on, switching partners, fucking whoever came close. It was crazy, hedonistic. The music throbbed, the air thick with sex, and I realised I’d lost all sense of time. Every moment was just another cock, another tongue, another orgasm crashing over me until I was delirious. It was pure, beautiful chaos; the most debauched, decadent night of my life.

I saw Jude come all over a woman’s tits, and then he just put another condom on and started fucking someone else. I saw Marissa getting DPed by two of the bouncers. Jessie joined us from the stage, and she was insatiable, too.

The night became a blur of bodies and orgasms, cocks and tongues and hands everywhere. I lost count of how many men fucked me, how many women I kissed, how many times I came. Every time I looked up, Jude was with someone new; fucking, kissing, and laughing, and it only turned me on more.

But eventually, after what felt like hours, I stumbled away from the bed. My body was trembling, my thighs sticky and sore, my voice hoarse from moaning. I found Jude at the same time he found me, both of us flushed and glowing, grinning like crazy. Without a word, we drifted to a sofa in the corner of the club, collapsing in each other’s arms. The chaos of moans and music still swirled around us, but all I cared about was the warmth of his body against mine.


Epilogue




The next morning, the ship docked back in Miami. Disembarkation was a blur of suitcases, customs lines, and bright sunlight, but through it all Jude kept hold of my hand, squeezing it every so often.

As we queued for the shuttle bus, I turned to him with a grin. “So… what now?”

He laughed, his eyes sparkling. “Now? We go home, find the local swingers’ club, get on the apps, and see who else is out there.”

I leaned my head on his shoulder, warmth spreading through me. “I can’t believe this is us now. A week ago, I thought we were just a normal couple. And now all I can think about is who we’ll meet next.”

Jude kissed the top of my head. “It’s changed everything, hasn’t it? But in the best way. I feel closer to you than ever.”

“Me too,” I whispered.

Just then, Rochelle bounced up. “Hey, you two, I wanted to grab you before you went. When’s your flight?”

“Not until tomorrow,“ I replied. “We’ve got a hotel booked in Miami tonight.”

Her face broke out into a wicked grin.

“You won’t be needing that,” she purred. “You’re coming with me. We’ve got a party to go to…”

THE END
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