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From the Author

One of the joys of this work is getting feedback that challenges me to stretch in different directions. Sharing Jessica leans more into the physical side of opening a relationship. There are more encounters, more exploration, the psychology is expressed through action rather than introspection.


Brian and Jessica's journey is just as real as Teddy and Cassie's in Sharing Cassie. Sometimes relationships transform through intense physical experiences rather than careful psychological excavation. Sometimes you learn who you are by doing the thing, not by talking about doing the thing first.

The cruise ship setting gave me permission to compress time and accelerate their exploration in ways that felt earned. Seven days. Multiple partners. A contained environment where normal rules don't quite apply. It's fantasy, yes, but grounded in the emotional reality of two people trying to save their marriage through radical honesty.

As many of you know, Alexandra and I are transparent about the fact that we enjoy many of the activities we write about. The experiences in these pages come from understanding what it means to navigate desire, jealousy, and connection in non-traditional ways.

But this isn't an instruction manual. In reality, Jessica's and Brian's transformations would take months, if not years. Sexual health conversations would happen. Boundaries would be tested and renegotiated repeatedly. We've compressed and idealized for the sake of story. Real life requires more patience, more communication, and more caution than fiction does.

I write different stories for different reasons. Both approaches are valid ways of exploring relationship dynamics. Bodies can communicate what words can't.

As always, take what resonates. Let these stories mean what they need to mean for you.

Thanks for reading.

Love Always,


[image: Raven Signature]

Sharing Jessica

A "Shared Wives" Story

By Raven Merlot





Chapter 1


Brian watched his wife kiss another man at the pool bar and waited for rage that never came.

The stranger’s hand rested on Jessica’s lower back, fingers spread across the skin her bikini didn’t cover. She leaned into him, laughing at something he’d said, her hand on his chest. When she tilted her face up and their lips met, Brian’s heart hammered, but not with anger.

The kiss was deepening now. Brian could see the stranger’s tongue sliding into Jessica’s mouth, her lips parting eagerly. She’d kissed him like that plenty of times. On their third date, the night he proposed, the honeymoon, and hundreds of other times. But barely at all in the last year.

Jessica’s eyes opened and found his across the pool deck. She didn’t pull away from the kiss. Instead, she winked—their signal.

Brian stood on unsteady legs and walked to their suite on the tenth deck, one of the ones with the sex swing and Velcro cuffs at each corner of the bed. As discussed, he sat in the chair positioned across from the bed and waited. His mouth was dry. The ship swayed gently, but the movement in his stomach had nothing to do with the ocean.

The door opened five minutes later. Jessica walked in first, the stranger’s mouth already on her neck, his hands gripping her ass cheeks and bikini bottoms.

“That’s my husband,” Jessica said casually as they tumbled onto the bed. “You can talk later if you want.”

The man looked over and grinned. “You’re a lucky man. I’m Derek.” Then he buried his face between Jessica’s breasts, unhooking her bikini top with practiced ease.

Brian sat in his chair, rock-hard and paralyzed, thinking, How the hell did we get here?

Derek’s mouth moved across Jessica’s breasts, taking his time. She arched beneath him, her hands in his hair. When he bit gently at her nipple, she gasped and pulled him closer.

Brian watched Derek work his way down Jessica’s belly, kissing and licking. Jessica spread her legs wider, eager. When Derek’s mouth found her, she cried out and grabbed the headboard.

From his angle, Brian could see everything—Derek’s tongue moving, Jessica’s hips rolling up to meet him. Her free hand gripped the sheets. Her chest was flushed pink, rising and falling rapidly.

When she came, it was loud and long, her thighs clamping around Derek’s head. Derek kept going until she pushed him away, oversensitive.

Jessica sat up, pushing Derek onto his back. She kissed him deeply then moved down to take him in her mouth. Brian watched her work enthusiastically, her head bobbing, her hand stroking in rhythm.

***

Six Weeks Earlier…

“I think we need to try something different,” Jessica said.

Dr. Montoya’s office had that peculiar stillness that came with difficult admissions. Brian stared at the abstract painting behind the therapist’s head—swirls of blue and gray that looked like storms or maybe just nothing at all.

“Different how?” Dr. Montoya asked.

Jessica pulled out her phone, swiping to a bookmarked page. “There’s this cruise line. They cater to … alternative lifestyles. Couples who want to explore opening their relationship.”

Brian’s stomach dropped. “You want to swing?”

“I want to stop feeling like a museum piece you’re afraid to touch.” Her voice was steady, but her hands shook slightly. “Every time we try to have sex, you look at me like you’re corrupting me all over again. Like you’re remembering that twenty-six-year-old virgin and feeling guilty about what you’ve done to her.”

“That’s not—”

“It is, though. You told me about those thirty-four women then immediately started treating me like I was too pure for what you really wanted.”

Dr. Montoya intervened, “Jessica, let’s let Brian respond. Do you believe there is any truth to that?”

He rubbed his face. “Maybe. When we met, she’d never even given a blowjob. And I’d done … everything. Groups, clubs, and some other stuff I’m not proud of. Now when I look at her, I think about how I’ve changed her. It sounds stupid—I know it sounds stupid—but I feel like I corrupted something.”

“I’m thirty-one years old,” Jessica said quietly. “I’m not corrupted. I’m just not satisfied.”

***

Brian watched Jessica’s head bob up and down, taking Derek deeper with each stroke. He heard her gag slightly when she took too much, but she didn’t pull back. Her hand worked the base while her mouth handled the rest. Derek’s hands tangled in her hair, not forcing but guiding.

She pulled off, catching her breath, then stood and peeled off her bikini bottoms—the last piece of her clothing between them.

Derek sat up and stripped off his swim trunks quickly, tossing them aside.

“How do you want me?” Jessica asked.

Derek positioned himself behind Jessica, gripping her hips. When he pushed inside, she gasped and braced herself on the bed. They found a rhythm quickly, Derek driving deep while Jessica pushed back to meet him.

Brian watched his wife’s breasts bounce with each thrust, the way they moved in circles when Derek picked up the pace. Her face was turned to the side, mouth open, eyes closed. She was making small sounds with each thrust—not fake porn moans but real, involuntary gasps of pleasure.

Derek’s hands moved from her hips to her shoulders, pulling her back against him. The angle changed and Jessica cried out, her hands fisting in the sheets. Brian could see the flush spreading down her chest, the sheen of sweat on her lower back.

“Fuck,” Jessica breathed. “Right there. Don’t stop.”

Her wedding ring caught the light as she gripped the headboard, the only reminder of the husband sitting six feet away. Derek maintained that angle, that rhythm, for several minutes. Jessica’s sounds grew louder, more urgent, but the peak stayed just out of reach. Still, she was genuinely enjoying herself, lost in the pure physical pleasure of being fucked well.

Derek’s pace increased, his breathing getting ragged. Jessica reached back to touch his hip, encouraging him. When he came, he pulled her tight against him, groaning. They stayed frozen for a moment before he released her and she collapsed forward onto the bed.

They lay tangled on the bed for a minute, both catching their breath. Derek rolled onto his back, running a hand through his hair.

“Do you need anything else?” he asked Jessica. It was a practical question—on a swingers cruise, everyone understood the etiquette.

“No, that was great. Really great.” She stretched like a satisfied cat. “It’s actually our first time doing this.”

Derek propped himself up on an elbow, surprised. “Really? You seemed so … comfortable.”

Jessica laughed. “Beginner’s luck?”

“Well, happy to help with your maiden voyage.” He grinned then looked over at Brian for the first time since entering his wife. “Everything all right?”

***

Six Weeks Earlier…

“What if I get jealous?” Brian asked Dr. Montoya. “What if I see her with someone else and can’t handle it?”

“That’s why we would establish rules beforehand,” the therapist said. “Safe words, boundaries, check-ins.”

“I don’t think you’ll be jealous,” Jessica said quietly. “I think you’ll be relieved.”

“Relieved?”

“That you can see me being sexual without the guilt. That I’m not the virgin you met anymore, and that’s okay.”

Brian had sat with that for a moment. She wasn’t wrong. The idea of watching her with someone else, someone who didn’t know her history, who just saw her as she was now …

“There’s something called reclaiming,” Dr. Montoya offered. “Many couples find that reconnecting after an encounter can be incredibly intense.”

***

Brian realized Derek was still looking at him, waiting for an answer.

“No … that’s … Everything is good. Thank you.” He laughed, trying to break his own tension.

Derek stood and stretched. “Mind if I use your bathroom before I head out?”

“Go ahead,” Jessica said, gesturing toward it.

As soon as the bathroom door closed, Jessica rolled over to look at Brian. He could see the excitement in her eyes, the hunger, the pure fun. She smiled—a real, wide smile he hadn’t seen in months.

“Let me take care of you,” she said, getting off the bed and walking toward his chair. “I want to have made two men come tonight.”

Brian sat there, still in his swim trunks, rock-hard, not knowing what to say. His wife had just fucked another man, and now she wanted him.

***

Six Weeks Earlier…

“So, we’re really going to book this?” Brian asked. They were in their bedroom, Jessica’s laptop open to the cruise website.

“If you’re willing to try.” She sat cross-legged on the bed, looking younger than thirty-one. “We need something to change, Brian. We can’t keep living like roommates.”

“What if it changes us in ways we don’t expect?”

“We barely touched each other in eight months.” She closed the laptop. “I’d rather try something radical than slowly die in this marriage.”

The word “die” hit him hard. Was that what they were doing? Dying slowly, politely, in their king-sized bed with its invisible line down the middle?

“Okay,” he said.

“Okay?”

“Book it. Before I lose my nerve.”

She opened the laptop again, fingers hovering over the keyboard. “You’re sure?”

He thought about all those nights lying next to her, wanting her but paralyzed by his own baggage. Thought about how she looked at him now—frustrated, lonely, distant. They couldn’t keep going like this.

“I’m sure.”

***

Jessica was between Brian’s legs, his swim trunks pushed down, her head moving up and down on his cock when Derek exited the bathroom.

“Whoops!” Derek chuckled, looking away politely. “I’ll see you two around the ship.”

The door clicked shut behind him.

Jessica pulled off Brian and laughed. “That should have been awkward.”

“You don’t seem bothered.”

“I'm not. I'm not even sure why.” She stood, wiping her mouth. “Come on; let’s get in bed properly. I want you inside me.”

Brian stood from the chair on shaky legs, stepping out of his trunks. They moved to the bed—the same bed where Derek had just been. The sheets were tangled, the room smelled like sex. Jessica lay back and pulled him on top of her.

“I need you,” she said, and for the first time in months, he believed her.

When he pushed inside her, she was wet—from Derek, from arousal, from everything. The thought should have bothered him but it didn’t. She wrapped her legs around him and pulled him deep.

“I missed this,” she gasped. “I missed you.”

They found their rhythm quickly, eight months of frustration dissolving with each thrust. When she came, it was with his name on her lips. When he followed, it was with the knowledge that something fundamental had shifted between them.

They lay tangled together afterward, both breathing hard.

“So,” Jessica eventually said, “day one of seven.”




Chapter 2

The cruise ship’s sports deck was mostly empty at nine a.m. Brian lined up his beanbag, trying to focus on the cornhole board fifteen feet away.

“Your elbow’s too high,” Jessica said, tossing her bag. Perfect arc, straight through the hole.

“Since when are you good at this?”

“Rachel’s bachelorette party. We played drunk cornhole for three hours.” She picked up another bag. “You kept checking your phone last night.”

“I wasn’t—” His throw went wide. “I don’t even have my phone.”

“Not literally.” She threw again, another perfect shot. “But you had that look. Same one you get during conference calls when you’re pretending to pay attention.”

Brian collected the bags, buying time. “It was a lot to process.”

“Derek wasn’t that complicated.” She smiled at her own joke. “Though he did have that thing with his tongue.”

“Jesus, Jess.”

“What? Can’t I talk about it?” She lined up her next shot. “We came here to fix our sex life. Sex was had. Seems worth discussing.”

Brian finally landed one on the board. One point. “In public?”

“Look around.” A few other couples were scattered around the deck—some at the basketball hoop, others doing the rock climbing wall. A fit couple in their fifties jogged past, the woman wearing a shirt that read, “Hot Wife,” with an arrow pointing up to her face. “Everyone here knows what everyone else is doing.”

“That doesn’t mean—”

“Morning, Jessica!” someone called out. Derek walked by with a woman who definitely wasn’t at the pool yesterday. He gave Brian a friendly nod. “Brian.” They continued past without stopping.

“See?” Jessica said. “No awkwardness. It’s understood.” She threw another perfect shot. “Besides, you think that elderly couple doing shuffleboard isn’t here for the same reason?”

Brian glanced over. The elderly woman was wearing a delicate ankle bracelet on her right ankle with “HW” in cursive letters.

“Point taken.” His throw actually went in. Three points. “So, tonight, the dancing bar.”

“Unless you have other plans?”

“No, I just …” He lined up another shot. “Yesterday was a lot.”

“Good a lot, or bad a lot?”

“I don’t know yet.” Brian’s next throw bounced off the board’s edge.

Jessica collected the bags, weighing them in her hands before tossing. “What would help? For tonight, I mean.”

“What do you mean?”

“You seemed …” She threw, watched it land. “Far away. During.” Another throw while she searched for words. “Would it be better if you were closer? Or is closer worse?”

Brian walked to the board to retrieve the bags, glad for the excuse to move. The sun was getting higher, making him squint. “Closer might be good.”

“On the bed instead of the chair?”

“Maybe.” He handed her the bags, their fingers brushing. “It felt strange sitting across the room. Like I was watching a movie.”

“A pretty hot movie.” She smiled, but it was gentle, not teasing.

The elderly couple had finished their shuffleboard game. The woman marched over, wearing tennis whites and enough jewelry for a pageant queen.

“Lord have mercy, that’s the sorriest cornhole tossin’ I ever did see,” she announced, watching Brian’s throw miss entirely. “You’re releasin’ too early, sugar. Gotta hold it longer.”

“Thanks?” Brian said.

She turned to Jessica, looking her up and down. “First time on one of these boats?”

“On a cruise like this, yes.”

“Figured as much. Y’all playing cornhole at nine in the morning ’stead of fuckin’ like rabbits.” She fanned herself with her hand. “Harold and I made that same fool mistake our first go-round. Day two, tryin’ to act normal. Honey, ain’t nothing normal ’bout this boat.”

Harold called from the shuffleboard court, “Marge, leave them young folks be!”

“I’m bein’ helpful!” She turned back, lowering her voice conspiratorially. “Harold almost fainted when he watched me with another man. Right there on the carpet. Poor thing was white as a sheet.”

“Marge!” Harold protested.

“What? It’s true! ’Course, that was forty years ago.” She patted Brian’s arm with a hand full of rings. “You didn’t toss your cookies or something, did you, darlin’?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Good boy.” She adjusted her sun visor. “Y’all skip that dancing bar tonight. Too much grabass, not enough class. Try the hot tub after midnight. That’s where the quality folks play.”

Harold and Marge headed off toward the breakfast buffet, Marge still hollering advice about proper lubrication brands over her shoulder.

Jessica turned back to Brian, collecting the beanbags. “So, you’ll be interactive? Tonight?”

“What would you like me to be doing?” He lined up another shot, missed again.

“I want to feel like you enjoy watching.” She paused, weighing the bag in her hand. “And that you enjoy having a wife that other men want. But I only want that if there’s some truth to it.”

Brian was quiet, focusing on the board like it held answers.

“Is there?” she asked. “Some truth to it?”

He picked up another bag, tossed it without really aiming. “I don’t know. The answer isn’t no. That’s not what I felt last night. But I wasn’t angry or hurt by any of it.”

“That sounds partway to liking it.”

“Yeah.” He finally looked at her. “Okay … I’ll be interactive. Or something.”

“Or something.” She smiled, throwing her last bag. Perfect shot, of course. “That’s very specific.”

“Maybe I could”—he searched for words—“sit on the bed. Hold your hand?”

“I’d like that.”

A younger couple walked past, the woman wearing a mesh cover-up over her bikini. The man had his hand possessively on her lower back. They looked confident, experienced.

“Hot tub or dancing bar?” Jessica asked, watching them pass.

“Your choice. You’re the one who’s …” He gestured vaguely.

“Getting properly fucked by strangers?”

“I was going to say exploring.”

“Both are true.” She gathered up the beanbags one last time. “Let’s try the dancing bar. Save the hot tub for another night.”




Chapter 3

The dance floor on deck seven was already busy by eight p.m. Unlike a regular cruise where people would still be at dinner, this crowd knew why they were here. Bodies moved to bass-heavy music, the lights creating shadows and silhouettes.

Jessica had changed three times before settling on a black dress that barely covered anything.

“You look …” Brian started.

“Available?” She turned in front of him. “That’s the point.”

They found a spot at the bar overlooking the dance floor. Brian ordered whiskey, Jessica got a vodka tonic. She sipped it slowly while scanning the crowd.

“See anyone interesting?” Brian asked.

“Maybe.” Jessica was watching a tall Black man dancing with obvious rhythm. “He’s cute.”

“Go dance.”

She looked at Brian. “You sure?”

“That’s why we’re here.”

Jessica set down her half-finished drink and headed to the dance floor. Brian watched her work her way toward the man, starting to dance near him but not with him. Classic approach—close enough to be noticed, not so close it was presumptuous.

The man was tall and thin with short curly hair that caught the dance floor lights. He moved with easy confidence, comfortable in his own skin.

It took less than a minute. The man noticed her, moved closer, and they found a rhythm together. His hands went to her hips, respectful but interested. She turned in his arms, grinding back against him.

Brian took a sip of whiskey, realizing suddenly that they’d never talked about race when discussing potential partners. He knew some couples had strong preferences—either what they wanted for themselves or what they wanted to see their spouse with. He did a quick gut check as he watched the Black man’s hands on Jessica’s waist. Nothing. No jealousy beyond what he’d felt last night with Derek, no particular thrill either. Just his wife dancing with an attractive man who happened to be Black. The realization was oddly freeing.

Brian nursed his whiskey and watched his wife own the dance floor. The shy uncertainty that had creeped into their bedroom over the last year was completely gone. She moved with confidence, grinding back against the stranger, guiding his hands where she wanted them. This was Jessica unleashed, the woman who’d been hiding under months of sexual frustration.

After three songs, she led him to the bar.

“This is my husband, Brian,” she said casually. “Brian, this is Terrence.”

Terrence extended his hand, unfazed. “Good to meet you.”

They shook hands—Brian still holding his whiskey, Terrence’s other hand still on Jessica’s waist.

“We have a room,” Jessica said to Terrence. “Want to join us?”

“Absolutely.” He looked between them. “You two done this before?”

“Last night,” Jessica said then smiled. “So we’re practically experts.”

The elevator ride up was quiet except for the soft jazz playing through the speakers. Terrence stood behind Jessica, his hand on her lower back. Brian watched the numbers climb—8, 9, 10.

In the room, Jessica kicked off her heels immediately. “Thank god. Those things are murder.”

Terrence laughed. “Sexy, though.”

“Everything has a price.” She walked to the mini-bar. “Water anyone?”

Both men accepted. Brian moved to his position—not the chair tonight, but sitting on the bed as they’d discussed. Terrence noticed.

“You two have any rules I should know about?”

“We’re figuring it out,” Jessica said, handing out water bottles. “Last night, he sat across the room. Tonight, he’s participating more.”

“Participating how?” Terrence asked.

“We’ll see what feels right,” Jessica said.

“Okay. I’m flexible, but when in doubt, tell me what’s happening. Don’t make me guess.” Terrence took a sip of water. “Communication makes everything better.”

Jessica smiled. “I like that. Direct.”

“It’s a lifestyle cruise, not a poetry reading.” He set down his water and smiled big. “So, what does feel right?”

She moved to Terrence, ran her hands up his chest. “Right now, this feels right.”

They kissed, slow at first. Brian watched from the bed, close enough to see the goosebumps rise on Jessica’s arms. When Terrence’s hands went to the zipper of her dress, she stepped back.

“Let my husband do that.”

She moved to Brian, turned her back to him. He stood, reaching for her zipper. His fingers paused at the tab. He was about to undress his wife for another man. The same hands that had done this on their wedding night, during anniversaries, lazy Sunday mornings—now performing this intimate act as preparation for someone else.

He pulled the zipper down slowly, watching the fabric part to reveal her skin. She’d put on perfume—not the one she usually wore for him, but something new, chosen for tonight. For Terrence. The thought sent an unexpected thrill through him. Not jealousy, but something else. Pride? Arousal at her desire?

The dress pooled at her feet. She wore black lace underneath—something she’d bought specifically for this trip, tags removed just this morning. He’d seen her trying it on in the bathroom, admiring herself in the mirror when she thought he wasn’t looking.

“Now yours,” she said to Terrence.

Terrence stripped efficiently. He was lean, almost skinny—the type who probably forgot to eat when he got busy. His dark skin was smooth except for a line of hair running from his navel down. When he pushed down his boxers, his cock sprang free, already fully hard. He was long and sleek, with a slight upward curve that promised to hit interesting angles.

Jessica took him in with obvious appreciation. “Very nice.”

She moved back to the bed, sat next to Brian, and took his hand.

“This okay?” she whispered.

He squeezed her hand in response. It was more than okay. Watching her desire, her control of the situation—it was intoxicating.

Terrence approached them, his cock swaying as he walked. Jessica pulled him down for a kiss while still holding Brian’s hand.

When she lay back on the bed, she positioned herself so Brian could stay close, their hands still linked. Terrence moved between her legs, kissing down her neck toward her breasts.

“Don’t let go,” Jessica said to Brian. “I want you here with me.”

Terrence unclasped her bra with one hand—a practiced move—and took her nipple in his mouth. Jessica arched, her grip on Brian’s hand tightening. With his free hand, Brian brushed her hair back from her face, a tender gesture while another man pleasured her.

“That’s perfect,” she breathed, though Brian wasn’t sure if she meant Terrence’s mouth or his touch or both.

Terrence worked his way down Jessica’s body, taking his time. Brian watched his wife’s reactions—the way her breath hitched when Terrence found a sensitive spot, how her free hand gripped the sheets.

When Terrence hooked his fingers in her panties, Jessica lifted her hips to help. She was already wet, Brian could see it in the low light. The sight of another man between his wife’s legs while holding her hand created a strange intimacy—he was both participant and observer.

Terrence’s tongue found her and Jessica gasped, her hand crushing Brian’s.

There was something visually striking about the contrast—Terrence’s dark skin against Jessica’s pale thighs, his black curls between her legs. Like watching art in motion, two different tones creating something beautiful together.

“Oh fuck,” she breathed.

Brian stroked her hair with his free hand, watched her face contort with pleasure. This was different from last night—being close enough to feel her trembling, to see the flush spreading across her chest.

“Tell me what you want,” Terrence said against her.

“Your cock,” Jessica said immediately. “I want you to fuck me.”

Terrence moved up her body, positioning himself. He looked at Brian for the first time since they’d started.

“You good, man?”

Brian nodded. “We’re good.”

Terrence pushed inside Jessica slowly. She moaned, her back arching off the bed. Brian kept hold of her hand as Terrence began to move, finding a rhythm.

“Kiss me,” Jessica said to Brian.

He leaned down and their lips met—their first real kiss in months that wasn’t perfunctory. She moaned into his mouth as Terrence thrust deeper.

The kiss deepened as Terrence found his rhythm. Brian could taste the wine from dinner on Jessica’s lips, feel her gasping against his mouth with each thrust. It was surreal—kissing his wife while another man fucked her, feeling her pleasure through their connected hands and mouths.

Jessica broke the kiss, pressing her forehead against Brian’s. “Watch,” she whispered. “Watch him fuck me.”

Brian looked down to where Terrence and Jessica were joined, watched the man’s long cock sliding in and out of his wife. That upward curve was clearly hitting something right—Jessica’s hips were rolling to meet each thrust, chasing the angle.

“Fuck, you feel good,” Terrence groaned, gripping Jessica’s hips tighter.

Jessica’s hand squeezed Brian’s almost painfully. “Harder,” she told Terrence. “Please.”

Terrence complied, the sound of skin against skin filling the room. Jessica’s breasts bounced with each impact. She was making those same involuntary sounds from last night, but this time Brian was close enough to feel her breath on his face.

“I’m close,” she gasped. “Oh god, I’m so close.”

Brian kissed her neck, whispering in her ear, “Come for him. I want to watch you come on his cock.”

That sent her over. She cried out, her whole body tensing, her pussy clenching around Terrence. Brian held her through it, kissing her face, her neck, murmuring encouragement.

Terrence fucked her through the orgasm, then his own pace became erratic. “Where do you want me to—”

“Inside,” Jessica gasped. “Come inside me.”

Terrence groaned deep and pushed as far into Jessica as he could, his body going rigid as he came. Brian watched his wife’s face transform with the feeling of it—that satisfied, almost proud expression of a woman who’d made a man lose control.

They stayed frozen for a moment, all three catching their breath. Then Terrence pulled out carefully and stretched out beside Jessica on the bed, completely comfortable.

“Holy shit,” Terrence said, laughing. “You two are intense.”

Jessica was still holding Brian’s hand, her grip looser now but not letting go. She turned to look at him, her eyes soft and satisfied.

“Hi,” she said quietly.

“Hi,” he responded, brushing sweaty hair from her forehead.

Terrence propped himself up on one elbow, watching them with casual interest. “First time doing it this way? With him holding your hand?”

“Second time doing any of it,” Jessica said. “But yeah, first time like this.”

“It’s sweet,” Terrence said without any mockery. “Some couples lose that connection when they play. You two have something good.”

Jessica pulled Brian down for a kiss—hungry, demanding.

“Your turn,” she said against his lips. “I need you inside me.”

Brian was still fully dressed. Jessica’s hands went to his belt while Terrence watched with the same casual interest someone might show watching Netflix.

“Want me to stay or go?” Terrence asked. “No judgment either way.”

Jessica looked at Brian. “What do you think?”

“Up to you,” Brian said.

“I’ll chill then.” Terrence got up from the bed and walked over to the chair—the same one Brian had occupied last night.

“Help yourself to the mini bar,” Brian said, gesturing toward it as he kicked off his shoes.

“Thanks, man.” Terrence grabbed a Heineken from the mini fridge, popped the cap, and settled into the chair completely naked and relaxed, like watching other people have sex was the most natural thing in the world.

Jessica’s hands returned to Brian’s belt, more urgent now. “I need you,” she said, getting his pants open.

Brian kicked off his shoes, let Jessica push his pants down. His shirt came off in one motion. When he was finally naked, he positioned himself between her legs.

“I can feel him,” Brian said as he pushed inside. She was so wet, so open, filled with Terrence’s cum.

“Good,” Jessica gasped. “I want you to. I want you to know another man just had me and now you’re mine again.”

Brian began to move, the sensation overwhelming—the extra wetness, the knowledge of what it was, Terrence watching from the chair with casual interest. It was filthy and intimate and perfect.

“Harder,” Jessica demanded, wrapping her legs around him. “Show him how you fuck me. Show him I’m yours.”

Brian drove into her with all the pent-up desire from watching, from months of not touching her. The bed creaked with their rhythm. Jessica was making those sounds again, but now they were for him.

“That’s it,” Terrence said from the chair. “Take her back, man.”

The words spurred Brian on. He fucked Jessica like he hadn’t in over a year—possessive, demanding, claiming what was his. She clawed at his back, leaving marks he’d see tomorrow.

“I’m gonna come,” Jessica gasped. “Oh fuck, Brian, I’m gonna come again.”

“Look at me,” he demanded.

She opened her eyes, met his gaze. The connection was electric—months of distance collapsing into this moment. When she came, it was with his name on her lips, her pussy clenching around him.

Brian followed immediately, the combination of her orgasm and the whole surreal situation pushing him over. He came hard, adding to what Terrence had left, marking her as his again.

They collapsed together, breathing hard. Brian was vaguely aware of Terrence in the chair, still sipping his Heineken, but his focus was entirely on Jessica—her face, her body, the way she was looking at him like she had on their honeymoon.

“I missed you,” she whispered. “I missed this.”

“Me, too.”

They lay tangled for a moment before Jessica stretched. “I need to clean up.” She kissed Brian’s forehead and padded to the bathroom.

Brian sat up, suddenly aware he was naked with another naked man in the room. Terrence seemed unbothered, finishing his beer.

“You two are good together,” Terrence said. “Some couples, you can tell they’re using this to avoid dealing with shit. You two are using it to find each other again.”

“Yeah,” Brian said, not sure what else to say.

Jessica emerged from the bathroom wearing one of the ship’s robes. “Your turn,” she said to Brian, then looked at Terrence. “You sticking around?”

“Nah, I’ll head out.” He stood, set the empty bottle on the dresser, and started collecting his clothes. “This was fun, though. Really fun.”

He dressed efficiently. At the door, he turned back. “See you around the ship?”

“Definitely,” Jessica said.

After he left, Jessica dropped the robe and climbed back into bed with Brian. “So,” she said, tracing patterns on his chest, “better than last night?”

“Different,” Brian said. “But yeah, better. Being close to you, touching you during … it felt right.”

“Tomorrow night,” she said, “I want to try something else.”

“Already?”

“Seven days, Brian. We have seven days to make up for eight months.”

He pulled her closer. For the first time in almost a year, falling asleep next to his wife felt natural.




Chapter 4

The ping pong table on deck nine was actually sheltered from the wind. Brian bounced the ball twice, then served. Jessica swung and missed completely.

“That had spin on it!” she protested.

“That’s … how ping pong works,” Brian said, trying not to laugh.

“Serve it normal.”

He served again, slower, straight down the middle. Jessica hit it back, but it went flying off the table toward the pool.

“Still counts as one-zero,” Brian said, fetching the ball.

Jessica’s serve hit the net. Then hit the net again. Then flew off sideways.

“This paddle is defective,” she announced.

“Sure it is.”

She finally got a serve over. Brian returned it gently. Jessica swung hard and completely whiffed the ball as it bounced past her.

“Four-zero,” Brian said.

“Morning, y’all!” Marge’s voice carried across the deck.

Jessica turned to look, which meant Brian’s gentle serve hit her in the shoulder.

“Five-zero. Hi, Marge.”

Marge marched over to the ping pong table, stopping right at the net post. She planted herself there like a referee, her bedazzled visor catching the morning sun. Harold hung back by the shuffleboard court, clearly having learned not to get too close when Marge was on a mission.

“Y’all never made it to the hot tub last night.”

“We ended up at the dance club,” Jessica said, holding her paddle wrong.

“The one with all that loud music?” Marge fanned herself with her hand, jangling her collection of bracelets. “Hot tub’s more relaxing. Better for conversation.” She waggled her eyebrows. “Among other things.”

“I promise we had fun,” Jessica said, twirling her paddle and nearly dropping it.

Marge’s eyes lit up like Christmas morning. She leaned farther over the net post. “Do tell!”

“Marge!” Harold called out, finally approaching. “Leave ’em alone, nosy-Nelly.”

Marge stuck out her lower lip in an exaggerated pout, her heavily lip-sticked mouth making the expression almost comical. “Fine.” She straightened up, adjusting her visor with wounded dignity. “How about tonight then?”

“I think it’s casino night,” Brian said, bouncing the ball against the table.

“Ha!” Marge slapped the net post, making the whole table shudder. “Not a bad choice. Harold, tell them about—”

“I won her playing baccarat in ’83,” Harold interrupted, clearly having told this story a thousand times.

“He looked just like James Bond.” Marge gazed at Harold with genuine affection, then at his current cargo shorts and sandals-with-socks combination. “’Course, that was forty pounds and most of his hair ago.”

Harold shrugged good-naturedly.

“But we’ll be at the tubs after,” Marge continued, backing away from the table finally. “Deck twelve. Hope y’all make it there sometime soon.”

She grabbed Harold’s arm and started pulling him toward the breakfast buffet. “Come on, Mr. Bond. They got fresh biscuits.”

Jessica waited until they were out of earshot. “Your serve. What’s the score?”

“Eight-zero.”

“It is not!”

“You’re right. Nine-zero.”

Jessica served directly into the net.

“Ten-zero. Game point.”

“Already? Don’t you play to twenty-one?”

“Eleven. Or twenty-one. We can play to twenty-one if you want to lose by more.”

She stuck her tongue out at him. Brian served one last time, gentle and straight. Jessica actually returned it! Then Brian’s return hit the corner, and she didn’t even move for it.

“That’s eleven-zero. I believe that’s called a skunk.”

“I hate this game,” Jessica said, setting down the paddle. “Let’s go find something I’m good at.”

“Like cornhole?”

“Exactly like cornhole.” She walked around the table to him. “Come on; let’s get ready for casino night. I want to look good when you lose me at poker.”




Chapter 5

The casino on deck six hummed with conversation and clinking chips. Crystal chandeliers cast warm light over green felt tables. Passengers had dressed for the occasion—men in suits or at least pressed shirts, women in cocktail dresses and jewelry that caught the light.

Jessica wore a black dress with a plunging neckline, the hem hitting mid-thigh. She’d bought it specifically for this cruise, removing the tags just an hour ago. Brian had on his navy suit, no tie—the best he’d packed.

They stood at the entrance, taking it in.

At the roulette wheel, an older couple was laughing over a win, the woman’s hand on her husband’s arm. Two women at the craps table were teaching a younger man how to throw dice, all three flirting openly. The atmosphere was charged but still elegant—this wasn’t some seedy backroom game.

“Drink?” Brian asked.

“Please.”

They made their way to the bar. Brian ordered whiskey, Jessica white wine. She sipped it slowly, watching the room over the rim of her glass.

“See the poker tables?” she asked.

Three tables were set up in the back corner. Professional dealers in crisp white shirts and bow ties shuffled cards with practiced efficiency. The players there seemed more serious than the casual gamblers at the other games.

“Want to watch first?” Brian suggested.

They found a spot where they could observe without crowding the players. At the nearest table, a mix of ages and types—a silver-haired man with an expensive watch, a woman in her forties wearing a red dress that hugged her curves, a younger guy who looked like he spent serious time at the gym.

“Eight fifty-seven,” someone said behind them.

Brian turned. It was one of the dealers on break, a Jamaican woman with elaborate braids, checking her watch.

“Sorry?” Brian said.

“Three minutes until special stakes allowed.” She smiled. “You two looking to play?”

“Maybe,” Jessica said. “We’re new to this.”

“The poker or the stakes?”

“Both,” Brian admitted.

The dealer laughed. “Well, until nine, it’s just regular poker. Chips only. After nine …” She shrugged. “Players can negotiate other arrangements. But some people keep playing for chips all night. Grand prize is a free cruise voucher.”

She headed back to her table. Brian and Jessica returned their attention to the game in progress. The woman in red was raking in a pot, smiling at something the silver-haired man said.

“She’s good,” Jessica observed.

“Which one would you pick?” Brian asked quietly.

Jessica studied the table. The younger guy caught her looking and winked. She didn’t look away.

“Him,” she said. “If we’re doing this.”

Brian’s pulse quickened. Not from jealousy—from anticipation. “Yeah?”

“Definitely.”

The clock above the bar showed 8:59.

A small chime sounded through the casino—subtle, but everyone noticed. Nine o’clock.

At the poker table, the dealer finished the current hand then paused. “Special stakes now permitted for those interested.”

The players exchanged glances. The silver-haired man leaned back in his chair, said something to a tall blonde woman Brian hadn’t noticed before—must be his wife. She nodded, smiled.

“Shall we?” Jessica asked.

They walked to the table. A heavyset man was collecting his chips, standing to leave.

“I’ll stick to the roulette,” he said good-naturedly. “You folks have fun.”

The dealer—the Jamaican woman they’d spoken to—gestured to the empty seat. “You playing?”

Brian sat down. Jessica stood behind his chair, her hand finding his shoulder. The weight of it felt significant.

“Hundred dollar buy-in minimum,” the dealer explained. “Regular poker rules apply. Stakes are negotiated between players.”

Brian put down two hundred. The chips clicked as the dealer counted them out.

“I’m Daniel,” the younger guy said, reaching across to shake hands. Up close, Brian could see he was swimmer-lean, confident in that way of someone who rarely heard no.

“Brian. This is Jessica.”

“Sylvie,” the woman in red said. French accent, Brian noticed. Elegant fingers on her wine glass, wedding ring catching the light, but no husband visible.

“Richard,” the silver-haired man said. “And my wife, Caroline.”

Caroline gave a little wave. She was younger than Richard, athletic build, studying Jessica with open curiosity.

The dealer shuffled with practiced efficiency. “We starting easy, just chips for now. Let everybody get comfortable first.”

Her accent was musical, warm.

Brian’s first cards: a pair of sevens. He could feel Jessica lean forward slightly to look.

Daniel opened with a moderate raise. Sylvie called. Richard folded immediately.

“Too rich for my blood already,” Richard said, though his chip stack suggested otherwise.

Brian called, wanting to see the flop. The dealer laid out three cards: seven of hearts, jack of spades, four of clubs.

Three of a kind. Brian kept his face neutral.

Daniel bet aggressively. The other players still in called or folded. Sylvie called, watching Brian carefully.

Brian raised with his three sevens.

“Getting serious,” Daniel said, calling the raise.

The flop: ace of hearts, seven of clubs, jack of diamonds. Brian had three sevens.

Daniel bet aggressively. Sylvie called.

Brian raised significantly.

Daniel stared at Brian, then at his chips, then pushed all-in.

“Interesting,” Sylvie said. She counted her chips, then called.

Both Daniel and Sylvie were all-in. The pot was massive.

Brian called with his three sevens.

They flipped their cards—Daniel had two pair, Sylvie had a straight draw.

The turn and river didn’t help either of them. Brian’s three sevens took the enormous pot.

“Damn,” Daniel muttered, counting his remaining chips. He still had enough to keep playing, but he was wounded.

Sylvie still had chips, too, though not many. The table was quieter now.

“Well,” Richard said, “this is getting interesting.”

As Brian collected his chips from the last hand, more men approached the table.

“Room for more?” one asked the dealer—Monique, Brian saw from her name tag.

“Seats are open.”

Two sat down. Then another. Within minutes, the table had gone from four players to seven. Brian didn’t catch all their names—it didn’t matter.

The new players kept glancing between Jessica and Caroline. The atmosphere had shifted. More competition, more possibility.

Jessica’s hand on Brian’s shoulder tightened slightly. Her pulse quickened—he could feel it through her fingertips. She liked this.

“Getting interesting,” Caroline murmured.

Monique dealt the next hand.

“Anyone changing stakes?” someone asked.

The next hand started with regular betting. Then Richard said simply, “My wife is on the table.”

Everyone turned to look at Caroline.

She put her hand to her chest in mock surprise. “Oh my goodness, Richard!” she said, but she was smiling.

Caroline stepped back from his chair and did a slow turn for the table, even bending forward slightly at the waist to adjust her heel, knowing exactly what view she was providing. When she straightened, she winked at the table. “Better make it worth his while,” she said.

The betting intensified. Daniel doubled. Two others called. Sylvie folded with an amused smile.

The cards played out. One of the new players—younger guy, expensive watch—won with three kings.

Caroline walked around the table to the winner, taking her time getting there. She sat on his lap then kissed him slowly. When she pulled back, she looked at Richard one more time.

They stood up and left together, his hand already on her ass.

Richard stayed seated, shuffling his chips. Perfectly content. Excited even.

Jessica’s fingers dug into Brian’s shoulder, her nails pressing through his suit jacket. Her breathing had changed. She was imagining herself in Caroline’s place—being bet, won, walking away with a stranger.

“Next hand,” Monique said, dealing.

Brian looked at his cards. Pocket aces.

Brian stacked his massive pile of chips then looked around the table. Daniel was still there. Sylvie looking perfectly happy. Richard watched with interest. The other men kept looking between their chip piles, Brian, and Jessica.

Monique dealt the cards facedown. Brian didn’t touch them.

“My wife is on the table,” Brian announced.

Jessica stepped back from his chair, smiling at the other players.

Daniel pushed a large stack forward. “I’m in.”

The other remaining player matched. “Can’t miss this.”

Richard looked at his cards, then at Jessica, then pushed chips in. “Maybe I won’t be spending the evening alone after all.”

Sylvie studied her cards carefully, then pushed chips forward. “I’m in, too.”

“I’ve never actually been with a woman,” Jessica said to Sylvie, a bit nervously.

Sylvie smiled. “Neither have I, chérie. I prefer men, always have.”

Jessica gave Brian a small nod. The danger was part of the thrill—four people competing for her.

Now Brian looked at his cards. Pocket queens.

The flop came out: queen of hearts, seven of spades, two of clubs.

He had three queens. A great hand. He’d probably win, which meant they’d just bet Jessica again next hand. No big deal.

Daniel pushed a huge stack of chips forward.

Richard called. “Let’s see where this goes.”

The other players called, too.

Sylvie counted her chips carefully, then matched. “I call.”

She could feel the energy from the table—Daniel’s intensity, Richard’s confidence, the other player’s hunger, even Sylvie’s careful calculation. Her fingers pressed into Brian’s shoulder.

The turn: jack of diamonds.

Daniel pushed more chips in. Richard called. The other player called. Sylvie raised.

Everyone called the raise, including Brian. The pot was enormous now.

The river: nine of hearts.

Daniel bet again. Richard called. The other player called. Sylvie raised significantly.

Daniel stared at her, trying to read her face. “Fuck it,” he said, calling.

Richard called. The other player called. Brian called.

Everyone still in. Everyone wanted Jessica—or at least wanted to see who would win her.

“Let’s see them,” Monique said.

Daniel showed two pair. Richard had a smaller two pair. The other player had triple sevens.

Brian turned over his pocket queens. Triple queens.

“Nice hand,” Daniel muttered.

“Very nice,” Richard agreed.

Sylvie smiled. “But not nice enough.” She turned over her cards—a flush.

Brian stared. He’d assumed his queens might win, which would just mean they’d bet Jessica again next hand. But Sylvie winning … that was unexpected.

She looked at the massive pot of chips, then at Jessica.

“So,” Sylvie said, her accent thicker with wine and victory. “Are you going to be a good girl for me tonight?”

Jessica blinked. “But … you said …”

“I said I prefer men. It is my husband whom you will be pleasing.” Sylvie gestured toward the bar. “Under my direction for the evening. If you agree?”

Brian and Jessica looked where she indicated. A man at the bar raised his glass—early forties, athletic build, dark hair with just a touch of gray at the temples. He’d been watching the entire game.

Jessica looked at Brian, clearly surprised. This wasn’t what either of them had expected. Brian gave a small shrug—he was surprised, too, but not opposed.

Jessica turned back to Sylvie, still uncertain. “I …”

“Your husband is welcome to come, as well,” Sylvie said, clearly delighted with the situation. “But remember, I am the one in control.”

Jessica looked at Brian one more time. He nodded slightly.

“Yes,” Jessica said. “Okay.”

Sylvie stood. “Wonderful. Shall we?”




Chapter 6

The elevator ride was silent except for soft jazz. Sylvie stood between them and her husband, who she’d introduced as Philippe. Brian studied her in the elevator’s harsh light—mid-forties, he guessed, though she had that confusing French quality that made it hard to tell. Her blonde hair was pulled back so tightly it looked almost painful, not a strand out of place. Everything about her seemed controlled, calculated. Even her posture was performative, like she was always aware of being watched.

“You understand you can leave whenever you wish,” Sylvie said, studying Jessica’s face. The words were perfectly pronounced, but the rhythm was unmistakably French—that slight emphasis on the wrong syllables, the way “wish” came out with just a hint of “weesh.” “Just say stop.”

“We understand,” Jessica said.

Brian nodded.

“Bon. Then I won’t ask again.” Even that simple “bon” carried the weight of her accent—she could have said “good” but chose the French, letting her origins color everything. The elevator doors opened. “Follow me.”

Their suite was on the top deck, twice the size of Brian and Jessica’s room. Philippe went immediately to pour drinks, moving with the efficiency of someone who’d done this before. Jessica noticed he was shorter than the average American man, with a swimmer’s lean build. His dark hair was slightly too long, that deliberate casualness she associated with European men. When he glanced at his wife for approval, Jessica saw laugh lines that suggested he wasn’t always playing this supporting role.

Sylvie turned to study her prizes. “You,” she said to Brian, “sit there.” She indicated a chair positioned to see the bed perfectly. “You may watch. You may not touch yourself unless I permit it.”

She turned to Jessica. “You’re overdressed.”

Jessica reached for her zipper.

“Non. Philippe will do that.”

Philippe set down his drink and moved behind Jessica. His hands were steady as he lowered the zipper, letting the dress fall. Jessica stood in black lace.

“Look at her,” Sylvie said to her husband. “Isn’t she pretty?”

“Très belle,” Philippe agreed.

Sylvie circled Jessica slowly, like an artist studying a sculpture. Brian noticed her nails—deep red, perfectly shaped, not a chip anywhere. Every movement seemed rehearsed, deliberate. She wasn’t trying to seduce Jessica, Brian realized. She was arranging her, like a director positioning an actress. When she adjusted Jessica’s bra strap, it was with the same detached precision someone might straighten a picture frame.

“This, too,” she said, unclasping Jessica’s bra herself, letting it drop. She stepped back, framing Jessica with her hands like a cinematographer checking a shot. “There. Much better.”

Jessica’s breathing had quickened. Brian could see her nipples were already hard.

“On your knees,” Sylvie said simply.

Jessica kneeled. The immediacy of her response surprised Brian, and clearly pleased Sylvie.

Sylvie smiled, running her hand through Jessica’s hair. “Good girl. Philippe, come here.”

Philippe stood in front of Jessica. Sylvie’s hand was still in her hair, not forcing, just present. The weight of it made Jessica’s pulse race in a way she hadn’t expected—being controlled by another woman was completely different from being desired by men.

“Undress him,” Sylvie commanded. “Slowly.”

Jessica reached up to unbutton Philippe’s shirt. Her hands trembled slightly—not from nerves about touching another man, she’d done that already. This was about Sylvie watching, judging, controlling her every move.

“Look at him while you do it,” Sylvie said. “Eyes up.”

Jessica looked up at Philippe as she worked each button. His eyes were on his wife, not her—waiting for Sylvie’s next instruction. When she pushed his shirt off, her hands lingered on his chest, feeling the warmth of his skin.

“The rest,” Sylvie said.

Jessica undid his belt, his pants. When she pulled them down, he was already noticeably aroused.

Brian shifted in his chair. Watching Jessica with Derek and Terrence had been straightforward—his wife with other men. But this … Sylvie’s control added layers he hadn’t anticipated. The way Jessica responded to female authority, how quickly she’d kneeled when told. It was hitting something primal he didn’t know existed.

“You see?” Sylvie said to Brian. “Your wife on her knees for another man. She looks good there, non?”

She waited. Brian realized she expected an answer.

“Yes,” he said, his voice rougher than expected.

“Yes, what?”

“She looks good.”

“Be specific,” Sylvie commanded, smiling. “Tell me how your wife looks.”

Brian swallowed. Jessica was looking at him now, too, still on her knees, waiting. “She looks … beautiful. Ready.”

“Ready for what?”

“To suck him.”

“Your wife is ready to suck another man’s cock.” Sylvie seemed delighted by making him say it. “And you want to watch.”

It wasn’t a question but she waited anyway.

“Yes,” Brian admitted.

“Bien. Honesty, it makes everything better.” She walked over to Brian, ran a finger along his jaw. The touch was possessive, casual, like he was another prop in her scene. “I can see you want to touch yourself. Not yet. The best pleasures are the ones we wait for.”

Brian’s cock throbbed in his pants. Being told when he could touch himself by this woman—it shouldn’t turn him on this much, but it did.

Sylvie returned to Jessica, crouched down beside her. “Have you done this before? Sucked a man while your husband watches?”

“Last night,” Jessica admitted.

“Ah, but not with proper instruction. I will teach you to do it perfectly.”

Sylvie stood, pulling Jessica up by her hair—not roughly, but firmly enough to show who was in charge.

“First, you must make him want it,” Sylvie said. “Kiss his thighs. The inside, where the skin, it is sensitive.”

Jessica leaned forward, pressing her lips to Philippe’s inner thigh. He made a soft sound.

“Higher,” Sylvie directed. “Closer, but not touching his cock. Make him wait.”

Jessica obeyed, kissing higher, her breath ghosting over Philippe’s erection without making contact. Brian watched his wife follow another woman’s instructions precisely, saw how her nipples had hardened, how her breathing had changed. She was aroused by this—by being controlled.

“Use your tongue,” Sylvie said. “Just the tip. Trace the crease where his thigh meets his body.”

Jessica’s tongue darted out, following the path Sylvie described. Philippe’s cock twitched.

“You see how he responds?” Sylvie asked. “This is what men don’t tell you—they want to be teased, too.”

She walked behind Jessica, gathered her hair in one hand. “Now, look at your husband while you take Philippe in your mouth.”

Jessica turned her head to look at Brian. Their eyes met as she leaned forward and took Philippe’s cock between her lips.

“Slowly,” Sylvie commanded, using her grip on Jessica’s hair to control the pace. “Just at first. Use your tongue.”

Brian watched his wife’s cheeks hollow as she sucked, following Sylvie’s physical guidance. The French woman was using Jessica’s mouth like an instrument she was playing, controlling depth and rhythm with subtle pressure.

“Deeper now,” Sylvie said, pressing Jessica forward. “Philippe likes it deep. Don’t you, mon amour?”

“Oui,” Philippe breathed.

Sylvie controlled the pace with her grip on Jessica’s hair, pushing her down further on Philippe’s cock, then pulling her back.

“Breathe through your nose,” Sylvie instructed. “Yes, like that. Take him deeper.”

Jessica gagged slightly as Philippe hit the back of her throat. Her eyes watered but she didn’t pull away.

“She’s eager,” Sylvie observed, looking at Brian. “Your wife wants to please. She wants to be good at this.”

She was right. Jessica was working Philippe’s cock with genuine enthusiasm now, finding her own rhythm within Sylvie’s control. Her hands came up to grip his thighs for balance.

“Non,” Sylvie said sharply. “Hands behind your back.”

Jessica clasped her hands behind her, which changed her posture—chest pushed forward, completely vulnerable. Brian’s cock was painfully hard watching his wife in this position.

“Better,” Sylvie approved. She released Jessica’s hair, letting her work freely. “Show me what you can do.”

Jessica took Philippe deep, then pulled back to work her tongue along the shaft before taking him again. Philippe groaned, his hands twitching like he wanted to touch her but wouldn’t without Sylvie’s permission.

“She’s good,” Philippe said in accented English.

“She’s learning,” Sylvie corrected. She walked over to Brian again. “Your pants are straining. Take them off.”

Brian hesitated.

“That wasn’t a request.” Sylvie’s tone was pleasant but firm. “Pants and underwear off. Leave the shirt.”

Brian stood and undid his belt, pushed everything down. His cock sprang free, hard and leaking. Sylvie smiled.

“Sit back down. Hands on the armrests. You may look but not touch.”

Brian gripped the armrests, his cock twitching in the air. Being exposed while still wearing his shirt somehow made him feel more naked than if he’d stripped completely.

Sylvie returned to Jessica, who was still working Philippe’s cock with her mouth, hands clasped behind her back.

“Enough,” Sylvie said, pulling Jessica back by her hair. Jessica’s lips were swollen, still wet from her efforts.

“Stand up.”

Jessica stood on shaky legs. Sylvie turned her to face Brian.

“Look at your husband,” she said. “Look how hard he is from watching you service another man.”

Jessica’s eyes traveled down Brian’s body to his erection.

“Tell him how Philippe tastes,” Sylvie commanded.

Jessica’s voice was hoarse. “Different. He tastes different than you.”

“Different how?” Sylvie prompted, clearly enjoying this.

“Saltier. Thicker.”

Brian’s cock jumped at her words. Sylvie noticed and laughed.

“Men are so predictable,” she said. She hooked her fingers in Jessica’s panties. “These, they need to go.”

She pulled them down slowly, making Jessica step out of them. Then she picked them up, walked over to Brian, and placed them on the arm of his chair—close enough that he could see they were soaked through.

“Your wife is dripping,” Sylvie announced. “Being controlled, it makes her wet.”

She returned to Jessica, ran a hand between her legs from behind, making Jessica gasp.

“Très wet,” Sylvie confirmed, holding up glistening fingers. “Philippe, taste.”

Philippe sucked Sylvie’s fingers into his mouth, maintaining eye contact with Jessica as he did.

“On the bed,” Sylvie commanded Jessica. “On your back.”

Jessica moved to the bed, lay down. Sylvie positioned her—arms above her head, legs spread but not too wide.

“Perfect,” Sylvie said, stepping back like an artist admiring her composition. She held up her hands, making a frame with her fingers to view the scene. “Philippe, go down on her. Make her very wet. But she does not come without my permission.”

Philippe moved between Jessica’s legs. When his tongue touched her, Jessica arched off the bed.

“Be still,” Sylvie said sharply. “You move only when I allow it.”

Jessica forced herself to stay still, though Brian could see the effort it took. Her hands gripped the sheets above her head, knuckles white.

Sylvie walked around the bed, observing from different angles like a director checking camera positions. “Spread wider,” she told Jessica, who obeyed. “Yes, better lighting this way.”

Brian watched his wife fight to stay still while Philippe’s tongue worked her. Her chest was flushed, breath coming in short gasps. Every muscle in her body was tense with the effort of not moving.

“She’s close already,” Sylvie observed. “Your wife is very responsive.” She leaned down next to Jessica’s ear. “Do you want to come?”

“Yes,” Jessica gasped.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, please.”

“Please who?”

Jessica hesitated, then … “Please, Madame Sylvie.”

Sylvie smiled, satisfied. “Not yet. Philippe, stop.”

Philippe pulled back. Jessica whimpered at the loss.

“Now,” Sylvie said, “you’re going to ride him. But slowly. I control the pace.”

Philippe lay back on the bed at Sylvie’s direction. His cock stood rigid, waiting.

“Straddle him,” Sylvie told Jessica. “But don’t take him inside yet.” She walked around them, adjusting Jessica’s posture slightly. “Chin up. Yes, like that. The anticipation, it is everything.”

Jessica positioned herself over Philippe, her pussy hovering just above his cock. The position made her thighs tremble with the effort of holding herself up.

“Lower yourself until you’re just touching him,” Sylvie instructed. “Let him feel how wet you are.”

Jessica lowered until Philippe’s cock just brushed against her. Both of them groaned at the contact.

“Slide along him,” Sylvie said. “Let him feel you but don’t let him inside.”

Jessica rolled her hips, sliding her wetness along Philippe’s length without taking him in. Brian watched his wife tease another man under Sylvie’s direction, saw the desperation in both their faces.

“She’s torturing you both,” Sylvie said to Philippe with obvious delight. “Look how much she wants it. Look how much you want to be inside her.”

She walked over to Brian. “Your wife, she is about to fuck my husband. She’s going to take him deep while you watch. How does that make you feel?”

She waited for an answer again.

“Turned on,” Brian admitted.

“Just turned on?”

“Jealous. Excited. Confused.” The honesty spilled out.

“Perfect,” Sylvie said. “Confusion, it is part of the pleasure. Now you may touch yourself. But slowly. Match my rhythm.”

She leaned over Brian, and without warning, spit into her palm. The casualness of it, the confidence, made Brian’s breath catch. She wrapped her wet hand around his cock, stroking once, twice, coating him with her saliva.

“There,” she said, guiding his hand to replace hers. “Now stroke exactly as I showed you. Slowly.”

Her hand stayed on his briefly, enforcing the pace, before she returned to the bed.

“Jessica,” she called. “Take him inside now. Slowly.”

Jessica sank down onto Philippe’s cock, taking him inch by inch. Brian stroked himself with Sylvie’s spit, maintaining the slow rhythm she’d set.

“All of him,” Sylvie commanded. “Take every inch.”

Jessica took Philippe completely, sitting flush against his hips. She was breathing hard, adjusting to him.

“How does he feel?” Sylvie asked.

“Full,” Jessica gasped. “He fills me differently.”

“Than your husband?”

“Yes.”

“Tell Brian how my husband feels inside you.”

Jessica looked at Brian, her eyes heavy with lust. “He’s … the curve hits different spots. When I move—” She rolled her hips experimentally and gasped.

“Show him,” Sylvie said. “Ride Philippe. Show your husband how you fuck another man.”

Jessica began to move, lifting and lowering herself on Philippe’s cock.

Jessica rode Philippe slowly, following the rhythm Sylvie had established. Brian watched his wife’s breasts bounce, watched another man’s cock disappear inside her over and over, while his own hand maintained Sylvie’s mandatory pace.

“Faster now,” Sylvie said. “Philippe likes it faster, don’t you?”

“Oui,” Philippe groaned, his hands coming up to grip Jessica’s hips.

“Non!” Sylvie said sharply. “Hands at your sides. You don’t touch unless I say.”

Philippe’s hands dropped immediately. Jessica increased her pace, driving herself down harder on his cock.

Sylvie moved behind Jessica on the bed, pressed against her back. Her hands came around to cup Jessica’s breasts, pinching her nipples between manicured fingers.

“Your husband is watching you,” Sylvie whispered in Jessica’s ear, loud enough for Brian to hear. “Watching you fuck Philippe. Watching me touch you.”

Jessica moaned, her rhythm faltering.

“Don’t stop,” Sylvie commanded. “Keep riding him.”

Jessica resumed her pace while Sylvie’s hands roamed her body—squeezing her breasts, trailing down her belly, everything except where Jessica clearly wanted to be touched.

“Please,” Jessica gasped.

“Please what?”

“Please touch me.”

“Where?” Sylvie was smiling, enjoying the power.

“My clit. Please.”

Sylvie’s hand moved down, found Jessica’s clit. The reaction was immediate—Jessica cried out, her pace becoming erratic.

“She’s going to come,” Sylvie announced as if to an audience. “Your wife is going to come on my husband’s cock while I touch her.” She looked at Brian. “Stroke faster now. Match her rhythm. This is the climax of Act Two.”

Brian sped up, his hand moving faster on his cock, still slick with Sylvie’s spit.

Jessica’s body tensed, right on the edge.

“Not yet,” Sylvie said, removing her hand.

“Please!” Jessica begged.

“Philippe comes first,” Sylvie decided. “Make him come inside you.”

Jessica focused on riding Philippe harder, faster, angling to take him as deep as possible. Philippe’s breathing became ragged, his hands fisting the sheets to keep from touching her.

“Tell him what you want,” Sylvie instructed Jessica.

“Come inside me,” Jessica gasped, looking down at Philippe. “I want to feel you come.”

Philippe groaned something in French, his hips bucking up despite Sylvie’s earlier commands.

“Now,” Sylvie told him.

Philippe came hard, gripping the sheets, pumping up into Jessica. Brian watched his wife take another load, saw her face as she felt Philippe pulsing inside her.

“Good,” Sylvie said. “Now you.” Her hand returned to Jessica’s clit, rubbing fast circles. “Come for me. Show your husband how you come with my husband’s cock inside you.”

It took only seconds. Jessica came with a cry, her whole body shaking. She collapsed forward onto Philippe’s chest, both of them breathing hard.

Sylvie stood from the bed, walked over to Brian. His cock was throbbing, precum leaking steadily. He was still stroking at the pace she’d set.

“You’ve been very good,” she said. “Watching your wife so patiently.” She ran a finger along his cock, gathering the precum.

“Please may I fuck my wife?” The words tumbled out before Brian could stop them. He couldn’t believe he’d asked permission, but Sylvie’s control over the room was absolute.

Sylvie laughed, delighted. “Oh, you’re both so well-behaved. Yes, you may have your wife back. Jessica, get on your hands and knees.”

Jessica pushed herself off Philippe, his cum immediately starting to leak out of her. She positioned herself on all fours, looking back at Brian.

“Go ahead,” Sylvie said, settling herself on the bed next to them. She was still fully dressed, which somehow made everyone else’s nudity more pronounced. “Take your wife back.”

Brian moved behind Jessica, pushed inside her in one thrust. She was soaking wet, a mixture of her own arousal and Philippe’s cum. The feeling was indescribable.

“Philippe,” Sylvie said, spreading her legs. “Your mouth. Now.”

Philippe moved between his wife’s legs, pushing her dress up to access her. As Brian started to fuck Jessica, he could see Philippe’s head moving between Sylvie’s thighs.

“Harder,” Sylvie commanded Brian. “She just had my husband. Show her who she belongs to.”

Brian gripped Jessica’s hips and pounded into her. She was making those desperate sounds again, pushing back to meet each thrust.

“That’s it,” Sylvie said, her own breathing changing as Philippe worked. “Fuck her properly. Make her forget Philippe’s cock.”

Jessica was getting close again—Brian could feel it in how her pussy clenched around him.

“We’re all going to come,” Sylvie observed, her voice breathier now. “Everyone except my husband, who already had his fun.”

Philippe made a muffled sound of agreement from between her legs.

Sylvie’s grip tightened in Philippe’s hair, her hips rolling against his face. “Jessica first, I think. You’re close, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” Jessica gasped.

“Then come. Let yourself go.”

Jessica came hard, crying out, her pussy clenching around Brian’s cock. The sensation pushed Brian over the edge and he followed immediately, pumping into her, adding his cum to Philippe’s.

Sylvie was last, grinding against Philippe’s mouth with satisfied moans, her body arching as she came.

They all stayed frozen for a moment—Brian still buried in Jessica, Philippe’s face still between Sylvie’s thighs, everyone catching their breath.

“Magnifique,” Sylvie finally said, releasing Philippe’s hair. “That was perfectly orchestrated.” She made a small bow, as if accepting applause from an invisible audience.

Even after orgasm, she had to comment on her own directing skills. Brian found himself laughing despite everything.

Sylvie stood, smoothing her dress down as if she’d just finished a board meeting rather than orchestrating group sex. Philippe sat back on his heels, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, completely unbothered by his secondary role in his wife’s games.

Jessica collapsed onto the bed, Brian following her down. They lay tangled for a moment, both processing what had just happened.

“You two are naturals,” Sylvie said, walking to the mini bar. She poured herself a cognac, neat. “Would anyone else like a drink?”

The casual shift was jarring. Brian pulled out of Jessica, both of them wincing slightly.

“Water,” Jessica said weakly.

“Of course.” Sylvie brought over bottles of water, handing them out like a hostess at a dinner party. “Philippe, get dressed. We have dinner reservations at eleven.”

Philippe stood and began collecting his clothes. Sylvie sipped her cognac, watching Brian and Jessica recover.

“You can use our shower if you like,” she offered. “Though I imagine you’ll want to return to your own room soon.”

Jessica sat up, cum leaking onto the expensive sheets. Sylvie didn’t even blink.

“That was …” Jessica started, then stopped, unable to find words.

“Intense?” Sylvie suggested. “Different? I do hope you enjoyed yourselves.”

“We did,” Brian said, surprising himself with his honesty.

Sylvie smiled. “I could tell. You both respond so well to direction. It’s refreshing.” She finished her cognac and set down her glass. “Now, if you’ll excuse us, we must get ready for dinner.”

It was a clear dismissal. Brian and Jessica gathered their clothes, dressing quickly. At the door, Sylvie kissed both their cheeks like they were leaving a cocktail party.

“Bonsoir,” she said cheerfully, closing the door behind them.

In the hallway, Jessica started laughing.

“What?” Brian asked.

“She just …” Jessica shook her head, still laughing. “She directed that whole thing like she was conducting a symphony. And we just … went along with it.”

“We did.”

They walked toward the elevator. Jessica’s hair was a mess, her dress wrinkled. Brian’s shirt was buttoned wrong. They looked thoroughly debauched.

“That was completely different than anything else,” Jessica said as they waited for the elevator. “Being told what to do by her …”

“I asked her permission to fuck you,” Brian said, still amazed at himself. “I actually asked permission.”

“I called her Madame Sylvie,” Jessica added.

The elevator arrived. An elderly couple was inside—not Marge and Harold, thankfully. They rode down in silence, though Jessica’s shoulders shook with suppressed laughter.

Back in their room, they fell onto the bed.

“Three more days,” Brian said.

“Three more days,” Jessica agreed.




Chapter 7

Brian woke to sunlight streaming through their cabin window. Jessica was already awake, sitting up against the headboard with coffee from the room’s maker, her hair still tangled from sleep.

“Morning.” She handed him a mug, her fingers brushing his.

“Thanks.” He sat up, wincing. His lower back ached from sitting in that chair for so long.

Jessica shifted, tucking one leg under herself. “I’m sore in weird places.”

“Your knees?” He’d noticed the red marks when they’d showered.

“Among other things.” She sipped her coffee, looking out at the ocean. The ship rolled gently. “When Sylvie told me to kneel, I just … did it.”

Brian remembered the moment—how quickly Jessica had dropped, how natural it had seemed. He stretched, joints popping.

The ship’s intercom crackled to life with the morning announcements. Another day at sea, perfect weather expected.

“I don’t want to dress up tonight,” Jessica said, setting down her mug. “No cocktail dress, no heels.”

“Swimsuit and flip flops?”

“Exactly.” She stood, the sheet falling away. The morning light showed Philippe’s fingerprints on her hips. “Just … easy. Whatever happens, happens.”

“Marge’s hot tub?”

“She’ll hunt us down if we don’t show.”

Brian watched her walk to the bathroom, noting how she moved a bit carefully. They were both feeling last night.

***

The hot tub deck had four separate tubs, each with different vibes. The first was packed with a loud group doing shots. The second had what looked like a planned swap in progress. The third was where they found Daniel.

This tub was calmer—a few couples, conversation flowing with the bubbles. Daniel sat in the corner talking to another man.

“Hey, the poker couple,” Daniel said, grinning when he saw them.

Jessica stepped down into the water, gasping at the heat. She’d worn her simple black bikini, hair pulled up in a messy bun.

“Good choice for the evening,” Daniel said. “Much more relaxing than cards.”

“An older Southern woman named Marge has been insisting we come here for three days,” Brian explained, settling into the jets.

Daniel laughed. “Blonde hair, tons of jewelry, tells everyone about the jets?”

“That’s her.”

“She cornered us at breakfast yesterday. Told my friend here that Harold threw up their first time.” He gestured to his companion. “Brian, Jessica, this is Alex.”

Alex was shorter than Daniel, stockier, with Mediterranean features and dark chest hair visible above the waterline.

“Heard that was quite a poker game last night.”

Brian felt the jets pulsing against his sore back. “We were actually hoping you’d win,” he admitted to Daniel. “Though Sylvie turned out to be … interesting.”

Daniel shrugged. “Win some, lose some. That’s poker.”

The older couple across the tub were making out now, not subtly. The woman’s bikini top floated past Brian’s leg.

Jessica retrieved it, tossing it toward the couple. They didn’t even notice.

“Getting crowded in here,” Jessica observed as another couple climbed in, the man immediately pulling his partner onto his lap.

“Steam room’s quieter,” Alex mentioned. “Better for actual conversation.”

Daniel looked at the new couple, who were already grinding against each other. “Much quieter.”

“Steam sounds good,” Jessica said, already standing. Water ran off her body, her black bikini clinging.

Daniel and Alex exchanged glances.

“Mind if we join?” Daniel asked.

Brian looked at Jessica. She gave a small shrug—why not?

They climbed out, grabbing towels from the stack. The steam room was around the corner, its glass door fogged with condensation. Inside was dim, just a small orange light in the corner. Empty.

The four of them spread out on the wooden benches, the heat immediately making them sweat.

“Much better,” Alex said, leaning back against the wall.

The steam hissed from vents in the corner. Jessica found herself sitting between Daniel and Alex, Brian across from them.

“So, what do you two do when you’re not cruising?” Jessica asked, genuinely curious.

“I teach high school physics,” Alex said, which wasn’t what she’d expected.

“Seriously?”

“The tattoos throw people off.” He had several visible even in the dim light—mathematical equations and symbols. “That one’s the time-dependent Schrödinger equation.”

“I didn’t know Schrödinger had more than a cat in a box,” Brian said.

Alex laughed. “The cat’s the thought experiment. This equation actually describes quantum mechanics. The cat thing was Schrödinger trying to show how absurd it seems at everyday scale.”

“So you teach this to high schoolers?” Jessica asked.

“Simplified version. Mostly, I try to convince them physics isn’t just memorizing formulas.” Alex traced the equation on his chest. “Though, explaining why their teacher has physics tattoos is always fun on the first day.”

“Better than my trainer tattoos,” Daniel said. “I’ve got the Olympic rings on my shoulder. So original.”

“At least it’s not barbed wire,” Alex said.

“That’s on the other arm.”

“Really?”

“No.” Daniel grinned. “But I did consider it in 2003.”

The door opened. Marge’s voice carried through. “Y’all decent in there?”

“Never,” Daniel called back.

She poked her head in, anyway. “Oh good, you made it to the steam room! The jets not working for you?”

“We’ll get back to them,” Jessica promised.

“You better. Harold’s in the tub with the underwater lights. Man looks like a boiled lobster.” The door closed again.

“She’s persistent,” Alex observed.

The steam hissed louder for a moment, thickening the air. Jessica could barely see Brian across from her now, just his outline in the orange glow. The steam was getting thicker.

Alex shifted on the bench, his leg briefly touching Jessica’s in the small space.

“Sorry,” he said automatically.

“It’s fine.” Jessica didn’t move away. In the dim orange light, boundaries felt different.

“So,” Daniel said, his voice carrying through the steam, “you two trying new things this cruise?”

“You could say that,” Brian answered from across the space.

“First time’s always intense,” Alex said. “We were disasters our first cruise. Daniel got too drunk and fell asleep in a deck chair.”

“While you disappeared with those twins,” Daniel countered.

“They weren’t twins. They were just both blonde.”

Jessica laughed. The heat was making her lightheaded in a pleasant way. “How long have you two been doing this?”

“The cruises? Three years,” Daniel said. “We figured out we’re good wingmen for each other. No drama, no competing for the same women.”

“Usually,” Alex added.

“That was one time,” Daniel said. “And she chose you, anyway.”

The door opened briefly, letting cooler air rush in. Someone glanced inside, saw four people, moved on.

“Getting popular in here,” Alex observed. His hand rested on the bench near Jessica’s thigh, not touching but close enough she could feel the heat from his skin.

The steam was getting thicker, curling around them in the orange glow. Daniel shifted on his side of Jessica, the wood creaking slightly.

“Hot enough yet?” he asked her.

“Almost too hot,” Jessica admitted, pulling her hair up off her neck.

Brian watched from across the small space as she arched her back slightly, lifting her hair. Both men noticed the movement.

“The cold plunge pool is just outside,” Alex offered. “Shocking but worth it.”

“Maybe in a minute,” Jessica said.

The heat was making everyone’s inhibitions looser, the steam providing a veil of privacy even in the small space. Alex’s hand had moved slightly, his pinky finger just barely touching Jessica’s thigh. She didn’t move away.

Daniel leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “So Brian, you just watch? Or do you participate?”

It was a direct question but not aggressive, just curious.

“Depends,” Brian said. His voice was steady. “Sometimes watch. Sometimes join.”

“What about tonight?” Alex asked, looking between Brian and Jessica.

Jessica turned to look at Brian through the steam. Even in the dim light, he could see the question in her eyes. The heat, the two men beside her, the privacy of the steam room—it was all building to something.

“What do you want?” Brian asked Jessica directly.

She was quiet for a moment, considering. The steam hissed around them.

“I want both of them,” Jessica said, looking at Daniel and Alex. “Then you.”

The simplicity of it hung in the steam-filled air. No hesitation, no uncertainty. Just stating what she wanted.

Daniel and Alex looked at Brian, checking his reaction.

“Okay,” Brian said. His voice was calm, aroused.

Without preamble, Jessica reached for both of their swim trunks. “These need to go.”

They helped her pull them off. In the dim orange light, she could see both men were already hard.

“Your turn,” Daniel said, reaching for her bikini ties.

She let them undress her—four hands making quick work of the simple black bikini. Brian watched from across the small space as his wife sat naked between two aroused men.

Jessica kneeled on the tiled floor of the steam room. The heat made her slightly dizzy. Daniel and Alex stood in front of her, now naked.

“Come closer,” she said.

They moved forward. She took Daniel in her hand first, just holding him, getting used to the weight and heat of him. Then reached for Alex with her other hand.

Yesterday, I kneeled instantly for Sylvie, Jessica thought. But this feels different.

She stroked them both slowly, finding a rhythm. The steam made everything slick. She leaned forward to taste Daniel—just her tongue at first, exploring. He made a sound that encouraged her.

Brian watched his wife take her time, saw her concentration. She was figuring this out as she went.

After a minute, she switched to Alex, giving him the same exploratory attention. Different taste, different texture. Daniel stayed hard in her hand while she learned Alex with her mouth.

“That’s good,” Alex breathed.

She pulled back, looking up at them through the steam, then over at Brian.

Jessica pulled back, looking up at both men. “I want all of you tonight,” she said, her voice steady despite her racing heart. “But I’m starting here.”

She returned her attention to Daniel, taking him deeper this time, her hand working Alex in rhythm. The steam room was silent except for breathing and the hiss of steam.

After a few minutes, she switched to Alex, giving him the same focused attention while Daniel watched. She was getting more comfortable with the dynamic, finding what each man responded to.

“Fuck,” Daniel muttered when she did something particularly good with her tongue.

She pulled off again, wiping her mouth. Her knees were starting to ache on the hard tile. “The bench,” she said, standing.

They rearranged—Jessica sitting on the lower bench, the men standing in front of her. Better angle, less strain. She went back to work, alternating between them, occasionally taking both in her hands while she looked over at Brian.

He was rock-hard, watching his wife pleasure two men. She held his gaze while taking Alex deep, showing him what she was doing, what she was choosing.

The steam was getting thicker, making everything feel dreamlike. Sweat ran down all their bodies.

“I want to fuck you,” Daniel said roughly.

Jessica pulled back. “Not yet. I’m not done here.”

She focused on Daniel then, taking him deeper, faster, until his breathing changed. “Close,” he warned.

She pulled off. “Not until I say.”

The control in her voice surprised everyone, including her.

Daniel’s legs were actually trembling slightly. Jessica noticed and felt a surge of satisfaction. She had two men literally shaking with need.

“Can you come from just this?” she asked Alex, taking him deep again.

“If you keep that up, yes,” he gasped.

She considered it then pulled back entirely. Both men groaned at the loss.

“No. I want more than that.” She stood, her knees red from kneeling. “I want to feel you both.”

She looked at Brian. “And you. But you have to wait.”

Brian nodded, still stroking slowly. His hand moved faster on his cock, his breathing matching the rhythm of Jessica’s movements. His free hand gripped the bench hard enough that his knuckles went white.

Jessica moved to the upper bench. “Daniel, come here.”

He moved between her legs, but she stopped him with a foot on his chest. “Slow. I’m in charge.”

Daniel nodded. He ran his hands up her thighs, taking his time. When his fingers found her, she was soaking wet.

“You’re really enjoying this,” he observed.

“Being in control? Yes.” She pulled him closer with her legs. “Now.”

Daniel positioned himself and pushed in slowly. Jessica gasped—he was longer than Brian, hitting different spots. She let him find a rhythm while beckoning Alex closer.

“Let me,” she said, taking Alex in her mouth while Daniel fucked her.

The angle was awkward at first. She had to brace herself with one hand, use the other on Alex. But they found a sustainable position, Daniel’s thrusts pushing her onto Alex in a rhythm.

Brian could see Jessica’s wedding ring glinting as she braced herself, could hear the wet sounds of her mouth on Alex, the slap of Daniel’s hips against her.

After several minutes, Jessica pulled off Alex. “Switch,” she commanded.

They changed positions smoothly. Alex moved behind her while Daniel came around to her mouth. The different angle made Jessica moan—Alex was thicker, stretching her more.

“God,” she breathed before taking Daniel in her mouth.

Brian’s cock throbbed. He had to slow his stroking or he’d come just from watching. His wife was taking two men with growing confidence, controlling the encounter despite being between them.

The rhythm was hypnotic. Jessica rocked between them, finding a sustainable pace that worked for all three. Alex’s thicker girth made her moan around Daniel’s cock.

“Fuck,” Alex breathed, his hands tightening on her hips. “You feel incredible.”

Jessica pulled off Daniel to catch her breath. Her hair was plastered to her face with sweat and steam. “I want …” she started, then looked over at Brian. “I need you closer.”

Brian moved to the lower bench, just a few feet away now. Jessica could reach out and touch him if she wanted. She took Daniel back in her mouth while maintaining eye contact with her husband.

The small steam room was filled with the sounds of sex—skin against skin, muffled moans, harsh breathing. The orange light made everything look surreal.

“I’m getting close,” Alex warned, his pace becoming erratic.

Jessica pulled off Daniel again. “Come for me,” she told Alex. “I want to feel it.”

Alex groaned, thrusting deeper as he came. Jessica gasped at the sensation, then immediately turned her attention to Daniel.

“Your turn,” she said, taking him in her hand. “Where do you want to come?”

“Your mouth,” Daniel said roughly.

She took him deep, working him with purpose now. It didn’t take long—he’d been on edge for a while. He came with a groan, Jessica swallowing and pulling back.

Both men sat heavily on the benches, spent. Jessica turned to Brian, still on her hands and knees, Alex’s cum starting to leak out of her.

“Now you,” she said. “I want my husband to finish what they started.”

Brian moved between Jessica’s legs without hesitation. She was soaked—from arousal and from Alex. The thought of taking his wife after another man had just finished inside her should have bothered him, but it only made him harder.

He pushed inside in one stroke. Jessica cried out, sensitive from everything that had just happened.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Fuck me. Take me back.”

Brian gripped her hips where both men had held her, thrust deep and hard. This was different from their gentle reclaiming with Derek and Terrence, different from Sylvie’s orchestrated scene. This was raw, almost primal—his wife had just serviced two men and now demanded her husband.

Jessica pushed back against him, meeting each thrust. “Harder,” she commanded. “I want to feel you for days.”

The steam room echoed with the sound of their bodies colliding. Alex and Daniel watched from the benches, recovering, fascinated by the intensity between the married couple.

“I’m going to come again,” Jessica gasped. “Don’t stop.”

Brian reached around to touch her clit, and she shattered, crying out loud enough that anyone outside would hear. Her orgasm triggered his—he came hard, adding to what Alex had left, marking her as his again.

They collapsed onto the bench, both breathing hard. The steam swirled around four exhausted bodies.

“Fuck,” Daniel said after a moment. “That was intense.”

Jessica laughed, still catching her breath. “That was exactly what I wanted.”

She sat up, cum leaking onto the bench, completely unbothered by it. “Thank you,” she said to Daniel and Alex. “Both of you.”

“Thank you,” Alex said.

They all sat in comfortable silence for a moment, the steam hissing around them. Bodies cooling, breathing returning to normal. Then they gathered their suits, bodies still sensitive and unsteady.

The door opened, and Marge’s voice carried through the steam. “Harold, they’re in here!” She was just a silhouette in the doorway.

“Marge, leave them alone!” Harold called from outside.

“Just saying hello!” She started to close the door then paused. “Midnight buffet has them little cheesecakes.”

The door closed. They could hear her outside, her voice fading as she walked away. “Four of them in there, Harold …”

Daniel shook his head. “That woman.”

“Food actually sounds good,” Jessica said, wringing water from her hair.

“The midnight buffet is legendary,” Daniel said. “Though maybe we should shower first.”

“Separately,” Alex added quickly, making everyone laugh.

They made their way out of the steam room. The pool deck was still active—hot tubs bubbling with couples, music from the bar drifting over.

“See you around?” Daniel asked.

“It’s a ship,” Brian said. “We’ll definitely see you around.”

Jessica stretched, completely comfortable in her skin now. Three days left on the cruise. She’d just had three men in one night, something she’d never imagined possible a week ago.

“What should we do tomorrow?” she asked Brian as Daniel and Alex headed off.

“Whatever you want,” Brian said, pulling her close. “This is your week.”

She smiled against his shoulder. “Our week.”




Chapter 8

The breakfast buffet stretched along the windows overlooking the ocean. Jessica had loaded her plate with everything—scrambled eggs, bacon, French toast, fresh fruit, pastries. She was attacking it with an enthusiasm Brian hadn’t seen in months.

“Hungry?” he asked.

“Starving.” She bit into a croissant, flakes falling onto her plate. “I burned a lot of calories last night.”

Brian had stuck to eggs and coffee, his stomach still unsettled from the late night. But Jessica looked radiant, her hair still damp from their shower, wearing just a sundress with nothing underneath. She moved differently—unselfconscious, comfortable. When she reached across the table for the jam, he noticed she didn’t pull her dress down when it rode up her thigh.

“Morning!” Daniel’s voice. He walked past with Alex, both looking slightly hungover. They nodded and kept moving to another table. No awkwardness, just acknowledgment.

Jessica spread strawberry jam thick on her toast, licked her finger when some dripped. “God, this is good.” She was eating like someone who’d been starving without knowing it, finally satiated enough to realize how hungry she’d been.

Harold and Marge were at the next table. Marge waved enthusiastically, her jewelry catching the morning light. “Y’all look well-rested!” she called.

“Very,” Jessica called back, mouth full of eggs.

Brian watched his wife demolish her breakfast. Her wedding ring clinked against her fork as she ate. A week ago, she would have picked at a muffin, worried about eating too much in public. Now she was mopping up egg yolk with her toast, completely focused on the pleasure of eating.

“Bon matin.”

Sylvie stood beside their table, immaculate in white linen. Philippe was behind her with a plate of fruit.

“May we?” Without waiting for an answer, she sat. Philippe took the seat beside her.

“How are you this morning?” Sylvie asked, though her knowing smile suggested she already knew.

“Fantastic,” Jessica said, still chewing. “Hungry.”

“Ah, l’appétit … it returns after pleasure, non?” Sylvie picked up a grape from Philippe’s plate. “You know about tonight’s play party?”

“Play party?” Jessica asked, finally pausing her eating.

“Every cruise. Deck thirteen, the Apollo Lounge. It’s quite the scene.” Sylvie leaned forward slightly. “I want to orchestrate something special for you. Position you blindfolded on one of the benches, control who gets to enjoy you. Be your … curator, let’s say.”

Jessica’s fork stopped halfway to her mouth. Brian felt his coffee cup pause at his lips.

“I would select only the best,” Sylvie continued. “C’est important—the curation. Your husband would watch, naturellement.”

Brian and Jessica looked at each other across the table. Jessica’s pulse fluttered visibly at her throat, toast forgotten.

“I don’t think we’re up for that,” Brian said carefully.

Sylvie shrugged elegantly. “As you wish. The party starts at ten if you change your mind. I’ll be there, regardless.”

She stood, Philippe following. “Enjoy your breakfast.” She walked away, her heels clicking on the deck.

Jessica watched her go, then suddenly stood. “Wait.”

Sylvie turned.

Jessica looked back at Brian, then at Sylvie. A tremor ran through her hands. “I want to do this.” Her voice was quiet but certain. “I don’t know why … but I do. If you’re there, and Brian’s there …” She swallowed hard. “I’ll be safe. I’ll be okay.”

Sylvie’s smile widened. “Mais bien sûr, chérie. Ten o’clock. Deck thirteen. Wear something simple—easy to remove.”

She left. Jessica sat back down, picked up her fork, then set it down again.

“You’re sure?” Brian asked.

“No.” Jessica laughed, nervous energy in it. “But I haven’t been sure about anything this week, and it’s all been incredible.”

The morning sun lit the faint marks on her neck from last night.

“What if you want to stop it?” Brian asked. “Sylvie’s good, but she can’t read your mind.”

Jessica looked at him. “Right … I could just scream ‘stop!’“

Brian blinked. “That makes perfect sense.” He laughed. “Sometimes the obvious solution is the right one.”

“Sometimes,” Jessica agreed, amused at his overcomplicated worry.

“What do you think you’ll feel?” she asked. “Watching strangers fuck me while I can’t see them?”

Brian shifted. “Honestly? Everything. Jealousy. Arousal. Protection instinct.” He met her eyes. “But mostly, I think I’ll be mesmerized watching you experience it.”

Jessica finally took another bite of cold eggs. “Sylvie controls who and when. Anyone seems wrong, she stops it.”

“Agreed.”

“And I don’t want to know how many. After, I mean. Let me wonder if it was three or ten.”

Brian’s cock twitched. The idea of Jessica losing count, lost in sensation.

“One more thing,” she said. “You participate, too. I might not know it’s you, but I want you in the mix.”

“You might recognize me.”

“Maybe.” She smiled. “Or maybe I’ll be too far gone to tell.”

Brian chuckled. “I’m honestly not sure what I’d prefer.”

“Me recognizing you or not?”

“Yeah. Both ideas are …” He shook his head, still amazed at their conversation. “This week has been something else.”

Jessica finally returned to her breakfast, appetite back. “Yes, it has.”

***

The cabin felt smaller with both of them trying to get ready. Jessica had showered first, now stood at the mirror in just a towel, applying subtle makeup. Not too much—she’d probably sweat it off, anyway.

“What does one wear to be blindfolded and fucked by strangers?” she asked, mostly to herself.

Brian was sitting on the bed, already dressed in dark jeans and a button-down. “Sylvie said something easy to remove.”

“Right.” Jessica dropped the towel, stood naked, and examined her options. The bruises from last night had darkened—fingerprints on her hips, marks on her inner thighs. Evidence of use.

She pulled out a sundress—the white one with tiny blue flowers. No underwear. Simple sandals.

“That’s it?” Brian asked.

“Any more seems pointless.” She slipped the dress over her head. The thin fabric showed her nipples were already hard. “How do I look?”

“Like you’re about to do something you’ve never done before.”

“Accurate.” She checked the time. Nine forty-five. “We should go.”

***

The elevator ride to deck thirteen was quiet. Jessica stood still, aware she was naked under her dress, aware of where they were going.

Deck thirteen was dimmer than the others. They could hear music as they walked, bass thumping through the walls. A sign read “Play Party—Apollo Lounge.”

The door was open. Inside, purple lighting transformed the room. The air hit them immediately—thick with perfume, sweat, and sex. About thirty people in various states of undress. A bar along one wall. Beds and benches and chairs arranged throughout. In one corner, a woman was on her knees servicing two men while others watched.

Several heads turned as they entered. A muscular Black man by the bar smiled at Jessica, letting his gaze travel down her body. Two younger guys paused their conversation to watch her pass. An older gentleman with silver hair raised his glass in greeting.

Jessica’s skin prickled with awareness. Which of them would be inside her soon? The muscular one? The eager younger guys? All of them?

“Chérie!”

Sylvie appeared from the crowd, wearing a black latex dress that looked painted on. Philippe was beside her in leather pants, shirtless.

“You came.” She kissed Jessica’s cheeks, then Brian’s. “Perfect timing. I’ve prepared a space.”

She led them toward the back. More eyes followed Jessica. A bearded man actually stepped closer to watch her pass, already adjusting himself through his pants.

“Here.” Sylvie stopped at a padded spanking bench. Leather, adjustable, with supports for knees and chest. “This will keep you comfortable.”

Jessica stared at it, breathing shallow. Behind them, she could feel men gathering, waiting.

“You’re safe,” Sylvie said softly. “I control everything. Yes?”

“Yes.”

“Let’s be clear about boundaries,” Sylvie said, projecting her voice slightly, aware of their gathering audience. “Your mouth?”

“Yes, that’s okay.”

“Your delicious pussy?”

Jessica blushed at the directness. “Yes.”

“Your ass?” Sylvie raised an eyebrow.

Jessica laughed nervously. “Um … no. I’ve never actually done that, and this doesn’t seem like the environment to try.”

Sylvie smiled. “Agreed. Not the place for first times.” She paused. “One last thing … if a woman was interested in using a strap-on, would you object?”

Jessica blinked. She hadn’t considered that possibility. “I … no. I wouldn’t object.”

“Bon.” Sylvie stepped behind Jessica, placing her hands on her hips, then wrapping her arms around her torso. Her lips near Jessica’s ear. “Tell everyone this is what you want, so they all know …”

Jessica looked out at the hungry eyes watching her. She nodded then took a breath to actually speak. “Yes. I want this.” The words came out stronger than expected. “I really want this.” The second time was almost desperate, surprising her with its intensity.

“Of course,” Sylvie announced, “if you wish to stop, you must say the safe word: Anticonstitutionnellement.”

Jessica and Brian both looked confused.

Sylvie laughed. “I am kidding. Just say ‘stop.’ None of this fancy safe word bullshit from your movies.”

A few people in the crowd chuckled.

“Let me show you what I have collected for your pleasure,” Sylvie announced to the gathering crowd.

She circled Jessica, still standing in her sundress. “Remove it.”

Jessica pulled the dress over her head then handed it to Sylvie, who passed it to Brian. She stood naked except for her sandals, the crowd pressing closer.

“Turn,” Sylvie commanded. “Slowly. Let them see what I’m offering them.”

Jessica turned in a slow circle.

Sylvie traced a finger near but not touching the bruises on her hips. “Look at these marks,” Sylvie announced. “Fingerprints on her hips, her thighs. This one has been well-used already this week.” She smiled. “And still hungry for more, aren’t you?”

When Jessica faced forward again, her nipples had hardened, a flush spreading across her chest.

“Already aroused from being displayed,” Sylvie observed. “Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind hasn’t caught up.”

Brian watched from his position near the wall, transfixed. The controlled objectification, his wife being presented like this—it should have made him angry. Instead, he was harder than he’d been all week.

“Open your mouth,” Sylvie directed.

Jessica parted her lips.

“Wider. Show them what they can use.”

Jessica opened wider, her breathing getting shallower.

“Parfait.” Sylvie stepped back. “Now, on your knees.”

Jessica dropped to her knees.

Sylvie moved behind Jessica, gathering her hair with practiced precision—fingers sliding to the base of her neck, taking a firm grip that established control without pain.

“Up,” she commanded, using the grip to guide Jessica to her feet. “To the bench.”

Jessica moved where directed, Sylvie’s hand steady in her hair. The crowd parted to let them through. At the bench, Sylvie released her.

“Position yourself.”

Jessica kneeled on the lower pads, leaning forward to rest her chest on the upper support. The angle forced her back to arch, presenting herself.

“The blindfold,” Sylvie announced, producing the black silk scarf. She moved to Jessica’s head, securing it over her eyes.

The silk slid over Jessica’s eyes. Darkness.

The music’s bass thrummed through the bench into her chest. Someone laughed across the room. Closer, she could hear breathing—multiple people, surrounding her. The air moved as bodies shifted position.

“We begin slowly,” Sylvie’s voice, somewhere to her left. “You, monsieur—oui, approach. You may taste her.”

Footsteps approached. Hands on her hips—large, rough, calloused. Then a mouth between her legs, sudden and warm. A tongue finding her already wet. The scratch of facial hair against her inner thighs. Jessica gasped, gripping the bench’s handles.

“And you.” Sylvie again, from a different position now. “The blue shirt. Her mouth is available.”

More footsteps, from in front this time. The distinctive sound of a zipper. A hand in her hair—gentler than Sylvie’s had been. The head of a cock brushed her lips.

“Open,” Sylvie commanded.

Jessica parted her lips. The cock pushed inside—thick, tasting of salt and musk. Behind her, the bearded man’s tongue worked deeper, his hands spreading her wider.

“Voilà,” Sylvie said, sounding pleased. “Now we see what she can handle.”

The cock in her mouth moved slowly at first, letting her adjust. Average length but thick. The man’s breathing was controlled, his hand steady in her hair. Behind her, the bearded man worked methodically—tongue circling her clit, then dipping inside her, then back to her clit. Building her up.

“Good,” Sylvie murmured from somewhere close. “She takes direction well.”

The beard scratched against her thighs as the man behind her pressed deeper. Jessica’s breathing quickened. She was getting close already—the blindfold, the strangers, the complete surrender.

“Almost there, aren’t you?” Sylvie’s voice, closer now. A hand—Sylvie’s, with those manicured nails—reached between Jessica’s legs, finding her clit with practiced precision. “Let go, chérie.”

The combination of Sylvie’s fingers and the stranger’s tongue pushed Jessica over. She cried out around the cock in her mouth, her whole body shaking.

“Beautiful,” Sylvie said. “But we’re just beginning.”

The cock withdrew from Jessica’s mouth. She gasped for air, salt and musk on her tongue. A different one replaced it—longer, thinner. Behind her, unfamiliar hands gripped her waist.

“You may fuck her now,” Sylvie directed.

The blunt pressure, then one thrust filling her completely. Thick fingers dug into her hips. She recognized the calloused grip of the bearded man from before.

Brian watched from his position by the wall, transfixed. His wife mounted and blindfolded, servicing strangers. The man behind her was thick-set, probably mid-forties, with a construction worker’s build. His thrusts made Jessica’s whole body rock forward onto the cock in her mouth.

The man in front was younger—maybe late twenties, athletic. He held Jessica’s hair loosely, letting her set the pace now.

Sylvie circled the scene like a director checking angles. She tapped the younger man’s shoulder. “Enough. Next.”

He pulled out immediately, replaced by another—older, silver-haired, the gentleman who’d raised his glass earlier. Brian watched him trace Jessica’s lips almost reverently before sliding inside her mouth.

The bearded man’s thrusts grew erratic. He was close.

“Pull out,” Sylvie’s voice commanded. “I want to see her painted first.”

The cock left her suddenly. She felt the hot splash across her lower back, heard the man’s groan. The air cooled the wetness on her skin immediately.

The sudden emptiness, then hot splashes across her lower back. The air immediately cooled the wetness on her skin.


“Exquisite,” Sylvie said. “Who wants her next?”

Movement. Footsteps. Different hands—warmer, larger—trailing through the slickness on her back. A new cock pushing in, longer with a curve that found untouched places. Jessica’s moan vibrated around the cock in her mouth.

“Elle aime ça,” Sylvie observed. Then her breath near Jessica’s ear, expensive perfume cutting through the musk. “Do you want to cum on his cock?”

Jessica nodded frantically.

Sylvie’s manicured fingers found her clit with surgical precision. “Then show them. Montre-leur how much you love this.”

The combination overwhelmed—deep thrusts, expert fingers, the weight of eyes watching. Jessica shattered, screaming her release.

“C’est ça, continue,” Sylvie urged the man. “She can take more.”

Time began to dissolve. More hands, more bodies. Someone else marked her shoulders with his release. Another finished inside her with Sylvie’s permission, warmth spreading deep. Jessica lost count—was it five? Seven? The numbers ceased to matter.

Then something shifted in the room’s energy.

A redhead approached—mid-thirties, black lingerie, moving with feline confidence. She whispered something to Sylvie, who smiled.

“Mais oui, absolutely. Show these men what they’re missing.”

The woman kneeled behind Jessica. Softer hands traced up her thighs, deliberate, teasing. Jessica’s whole body responded to the different touch—goosebumps rising despite the heat.

The first touch of the woman’s tongue made Jessica cry out, the sound muffled by whoever was in her mouth. The redhead knew exactly where to press, how to circle, when to tease.

“Voilà,” Sylvie announced. “A woman always knows.”

The cock withdrew from Jessica’s mouth. She gasped, moaning openly now.

“Oh god,” Jessica breathed. “That’s—fuck—”

The redhead pulled back slightly. “I’m going to make you cum harder than any of these men did.”

She returned with focused intensity. Two fingers curved inside, finding that perfect spot, while her tongue maintained a devastating rhythm. Jessica’s thighs began to shake uncontrollably.

“Please,” Jessica gasped. “Please, I—”

“Yes you can,” the redhead said against her. “Come on, beautiful. Let go.”

Brian watched his wife fall apart completely. She screamed, her back arching, hands white-knuckled on the bench. The orgasm seemed to go on forever, wave after wave, the redhead not letting up until Jessica was sobbing from overstimulation.

Only then did the woman pull away, standing gracefully. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, looked directly at Brian.

“Your wife tastes incredible,” the redhead said, but instead of disappearing into the crowd, she moved to Jessica’s front. “Mind if I stay?”

“Please do,” Sylvie said. “In fact …” She scanned the crowd. “You, chérie, with the harness. Yes, come here.”

Brian watched an East Asian woman approach—petite, athletic build, wearing a strap-on harness. She moved with confidence.

“Perfect,” Sylvie purred. “Two women at once. Let’s see how she handles this.”

The redhead lifted Jessica’s chin. “Hey beautiful,” she murmured. Jessica could smell herself on the woman’s face, taste it immediately when their mouths met. The recognition made her moan—tasting her own arousal on another woman’s lips while strangers watched.

Behind her, the Asian woman ran her hands over Jessica’s ass, still slick with cum from the men before. “She’s so wet,” she said, voice tinged with appreciation.

“Then fuck her,” Sylvie directed. “But slowly. Let her feel the difference.”

The dildo pushed inside. Jessica moaned into the redhead’s mouth, tasting herself more deeply as the kiss intensified. The angle was different, the rhythm, too—the woman behind her rolled her hips in ways the men hadn’t, finding spots that made Jessica’s whole body jerk.

The redhead pulled back slightly, letting Jessica gasp for air, then kissed along her jaw. Jessica could feel the wetness on the woman’s face, her own scent surrounding them both.

“Beautiful,” Sylvie said, moving closer. She reached between Jessica’s legs, fingers finding her clit. “You’re going to cum for us again, aren’t you?”

Jessica couldn’t answer, lost between the redhead’s kisses and the devastating rhythm of the woman behind her. The dildo hit deep with each thrust, while Sylvie’s fingers worked with practiced precision.

“That’s it,” the redhead whispered against her mouth. “Let go for us.”

Jessica’s orgasm built differently this time—slower, deeper. The woman behind her had found a rolling rhythm that hit her g-spot with each thrust. Sylvie’s fingers on her clit, the redhead’s mouth on hers, the taste of herself on the woman’s lips—it was too much.

“She’s close,” Sylvie announced. “Feel how she clenches.”

The woman behind her grabbed Jessica’s hips harder, maintaining that perfect angle. The redhead caught Jessica’s bottom lip between her teeth, tugging gently.

Jessica broke. The orgasm rolled through her in waves, each thrust prolonging it. She screamed into the redhead’s mouth, her whole body convulsing. Sylvie didn’t stop her fingers, working her through it until Jessica was sobbing.

“Enough,” Sylvie finally said.

The woman behind her pulled out carefully. The redhead gave her one last kiss, gentle now, then stepped away. Jessica collapsed forward onto the bench, trembling.

“She needs a moment,” Sylvie announced to the room. Then, quieter, her hand stroking Jessica’s hair. “You’re doing beautifully, chérie. Do you want to continue?”

Jessica nodded against the leather, unable to speak yet.

“Good girl.” Sylvie looked across the room, caught Brian’s eye. She gestured him over with a subtle tilt of her head.

Brian’s legs felt unsteady as he crossed the room. His wife, blindfolded, covered in strangers’ cum, just fucked by two women, had no idea he was approaching.

Brian positioned himself behind Jessica. She was a mess—cum dried on her back, fresh wetness between her legs from multiple men and the women’s attention. He ran his hands over her ass, and she pushed back against him immediately.

“Please,” she whispered. “I need …”

Brian pushed inside her. She was so wet, so open from everything that had happened. But he knew her body, knew exactly how she liked to be fucked. He found that angle that always made her gasp.

“Oh,” Jessica breathed. “Oh, that’s …”

Did she recognize him? Brian couldn’t tell. He gripped her hips, fucking her with the rhythm he knew she loved.

After a few minutes, Sylvie gestured to Philippe, who approached already hard. She guided him to Jessica’s front.

“Open, chérie.”

Jessica parted her lips obediently, taking Philippe’s cock. The two men found a rhythm—when Brian thrust forward, it pushed Jessica onto Philippe’s cock.

Once they were both fucking her steadily, Sylvie placed her hands over Jessica’s ears, muffling her hearing. She announced to the watching crowd, “Her husband in her pussy, my husband in her mouth, and she has no idea.”

The crowd murmured appreciation, some laughing at the perfect perversity of it. Sylvie removed her hands from Jessica’s ears, stepping back to admire her orchestration.

Sylvie watched both men carefully, reading their rhythms. Brian was getting close—she could tell from how his thrusts became more urgent, his breathing rougher.

“Philippe,” she said softly, touching her husband’s arm. “Almost time.”

She moved beside Brian and whispered, “Don’t hold back. Fill her.”

Then to Philippe, she said, “When he comes, you pull out. I want her face painted.”

The two men were perfectly synchronized now. Jessica moaned around Philippe’s cock, overwhelmed by being used from both ends. Brian’s grip on her hips tightened—he was right on the edge.

“Now,” Sylvie commanded.

Brian thrust deep, groaning as he came inside Jessica. At the same moment, Philippe pulled out, finishing across Jessica’s blindfolded face. White streaks painted her cheeks, her lips.

“Magnifique,” Sylvie breathed, admiring her tableau. “Absolutely perfect.”

Jessica was trembling, cum dripping from her face, her body still clenching around Brian as he softened inside her.

Brian pulled out slowly, his legs unsteady. He stepped back, found a place against the wall where he could still see everything. His wife remained on the bench, Philippe’s cum dripping down her face, Brian’s own release leaking from between her legs.

He should have felt satisfied. Spent. But he couldn’t look away.

“We’re not finished,” Sylvie announced. She scanned the crowd, pointed to someone Brian hadn’t noticed before—a massive man, probably 6’4”, built like a linebacker. “You. Show us what you can do.”

The man approached Jessica with confidence. When he dropped his shorts, Brian understood why Sylvie had chosen him—he was huge, probably nine inches and thick.

When he pushed inside her, Jessica’s whole body went rigid. A sound escaped her that Brian had never heard before—something between a gasp and a sob.

“Too much?” Sylvie asked, hand on Jessica’s hair.

“No,” Jessica breathed. “No, don’t stop.”

Time began to blur for Brian. The big man fucked Jessica thoroughly, making her cum twice more. Then another man. Then two at once—one in her mouth, one behind. The crowd ebbed and flowed. Some people left, new ones arrived.

Jessica had transcended into something else—no longer thinking, just feeling, taking whatever was offered. At some point, Sylvie had removed the blindfold, but Jessica’s eyes were unfocused, glazed. She might see but wasn’t really looking.

Brian lost count. Lost track of time. His wife had become the center of this carnal universe, and he could only watch, mesmerized.

Another cock pushed inside her. She’d lost count of how many. This one was huge—stretching her beyond what she thought she could take. Her whole body went rigid.

“Too much?” Sylvie’s voice, somewhere above her.

“No,” Jessica heard herself say. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. Each thrust pushed her beyond herself. She was nothing but sensation now—the cock filling her completely, someone’s hands on her breasts, Sylvie’s fingers in her hair.

Someone else at her mouth. She opened automatically, took him in. The rhythm of bodies using her became everything. She came again—or maybe she’d never stopped coming. The orgasms blended together into one endless wave.

More hands. More cocks. More mouths. The blindfold was gone—when had that happened?—but she couldn’t focus on faces. Just bodies. Just pleasure and pain mixing until she couldn’t tell them apart.

Someone finished on her back. Someone else in her mouth. The huge cock inside her kept going, relentless, until she was sobbing from the intensity. When he finally came, she felt it like an explosion inside her, triggering another orgasm that left her screaming.

Then floating. Weightless. The sounds of the room fading to a distant hum.

“Jess? Baby?” Brian’s voice, close to her ear. “You okay?”

She tried to focus. Found his face near hers. His hand stroking her hair.

“There you are, chérie.” Sylvie now, on her other side. “Coming back to us.”

Jessica blinked, trying to focus on Brian’s face. He looked worried, aroused, amazed all at once.

“Hi,” she whispered, her throat raw.

“Hi,” he said back, still stroking her hair. “You were incredible.”

“Absolutely perfect,” Sylvie added, producing a bottle of water. “Small sips, chérie.”

Brian helped support her head while she drank. Jessica became aware of the state of her body—sticky, sore, thoroughly used. She could feel cum on her back, her face, between her legs. The marks of countless hands on her skin.

“How many?” she asked, the question escaping before she could stop it.

“Many,” Sylvie said simply. “Does the exact number matter?”

Jessica thought about it. The blur of bodies, the endless sensation. “No,” she said finally. “I suppose it doesn’t.”

“Good,” Sylvie approved. “Better to keep the mystery.”

“Can you stand?” Brian asked.

Jessica tried to push herself up. Her arms shook. Everything ached.

“Not yet,” Sylvie said. “Let’s clean you up first.” She signaled someone—towels appeared, warm and damp. Sylvie and Brian worked together, gently cleaning the worst of the mess from her body.

“You were beautiful,” Sylvie murmured as she worked. “I’ve never seen someone surrender so completely.”

They stayed at the bench. Jessica shifted to sitting on it rather than being bent over it, Brian supporting her. The party continued around them but quieter now, later in the night.

Someone—Jessica didn’t see who—brought over a plate of those peanut butter filled pretzels. She hadn’t realized how hungry she was until she tasted the first one.

“Oh god, these are amazing,” she mumbled through a mouthful.

Sylvie laughed. “You need the salt and protein. Eat.”

Jessica demolished half the plate, alternating between pretzels and water. Brian kept his arm around her, his presence grounding. Occasionally, someone would walk by and nod appreciatively at her, but no one approached.

“I can’t feel my legs,” Jessica said, not upset, just observing.

“No need to walk anywhere tonight,” Sylvie assured her.

Jessica leaned into Brian. “Did you fuck me? During?”

“Yes.”

“Did I know it was you?”

“I don’t know. Maybe.”

Jessica nodded, eating another pretzel. The not knowing felt right somehow. Everything about tonight had been about surrendering control, including the control of knowledge.

Philippe appeared with Jessica’s sundress, folded neatly. “I kept this safe for you,” he said with a gentle smile.

Jessica looked at the dress and started laughing again—the idea of putting clothes on seemed absurd. Her body didn’t feel like hers anymore. It felt like something magnificent and ruined all at once.

Tears were still running down her face—she hadn’t realized until she tasted salt that wasn’t from the pretzels. But she wasn’t sad. She was … everything.

“I can’t stop crying,” she said, laughing at the same time. “But I’m not upset.”

“Endorphins,” Sylvie explained. “Your body is flooded with them. The tears are just release.”

Jessica laughed harder, which made her cry more. “I feel like I’m on drugs.”

“You are, chérie. Your own chemistry.”

“I did that,” she said to Brian, wonder in her voice. “I really did that.”

“You did,” he confirmed, pulling her closer.

“Was I good?” The question came out small, vulnerable.

“You were perfect,” Brian said into her hair.

The tears came harder then, but she was smiling. Everything felt too big for her body—the pride, the shame, the pleasure still echoing through her, the soreness setting in. She was flying and falling at the same time.

The world drifted in and out. Jessica felt herself being lifted—Brian’s arms under her knees and back. She tucked her face into his chest, smelling his familiar scent mixed with the night’s activities.

Movement. Two figures ahead—Sylvie’s latex dress catching the hallway lights, Philippe’s hand on her back. The elevator. Bright lights making her squint.

“Almost there, chérie.” Sylvie’s voice, soft.

Their cabin door. Being laid on the bed—cool sheets against her overheated skin.

“I will come check on her in the morning if I do not see you at breakfast,” Sylvie was saying to Brian. “I need to know she is recovering.”

Footsteps. Door closing. Then nothing.

***

Brian stood in the middle of their cabin, looking at his wife sprawled across the bed. She’d collapsed the moment she hit the sheets, still naked, still bearing the night’s evidence. In the harsh cabin lights, he catalogued the damage—purple bruises blooming on her hips, bite marks he hadn’t noticed before, the salt-sweet smell of sex and strangers clinging to her skin.

He pulled off his shirt, kicked off his shoes, and then poured himself a whiskey from the mini bar and sat in the chair across from the bed.

Thirteen men and three women. He’d kept count. His wife. The woman who eight months ago had flinched when he’d tried to touch her shoulder.

She looked destroyed. She looked magnificent.

Brian took a sip of whiskey, the burn grounding him. Outside, the ocean moved against the ship. Inside, Jessica breathed deeply, lost to exhaustion and endorphins.

They’d crossed into something new tonight. There was no going back.

He wasn’t sure he’d want to if they could.




Chapter 9

Jessica woke to sunlight and pain. Her thighs screamed. Her jaw throbbed. Between her legs, a deep, thorough ache that made her groan before she even opened her eyes.

“Hey.” Brian’s voice, soft. He was sitting in the chair across from the bed, coffee in hand, still wearing yesterday’s jeans. “How are you feeling?”

“Like I got hit by a truck.” Her voice came out raspy. “A truck made of dicks.”

He laughed, surprised. “That’s … specific.”

She tried to sit up, winced, fell back. “Oh god. I can’t move.”

“Bath?” he suggested. “There’s Epsom salts in the bathroom.”

“Bath,” she agreed.

Brian ran the water while Jessica stayed perfectly still, cataloging her body’s complaints. Bruises she hadn’t earned yet throbbed beneath her skin, muscles she’d forgotten existed announced themselves. When Brian helped her to the bathroom, she caught sight of herself in the mirror and stopped.

“Jesus.”

Her neck had fingerprint bruises. Her hips were purple. Her inner thighs looked like a watercolor painting. She turned slightly—her ass had actual handprints.

“Jessica Jackson,” she said to her reflection, “what the fuck did you do?”

“Something incredible,” Brian said quietly.

She looked at him in the mirror. “Was it?”

“Yes.”

The bath hurt and helped in equal measure. Jessica sank into the too-hot water with a hiss, then gradually relaxed as her muscles unclenched. Brian sat on the closed toilet, keeping her company.

“I need to wash my hair,” she said, touching it gingerly. Dried salt and stickiness—she didn’t want to think too hard about the sources.

“Want help?”

She nodded. Brian kneeled beside the tub, used the handheld shower attachment to wet her hair, then worked shampoo through it carefully. His fingers on her scalp made her moan.

“Good or bad?” he asked.

“Good. Everything hurts, but that feels amazing.”

He washed it twice then conditioned. The simple intimacy of it—her husband washing strangers’ cum from her hair—should have been strange. Instead, it felt like exactly what she needed.

Brian helped her out, wrapped her in a towel. She found a sundress—not the one from last night—and pulled it on carefully. No underwear. Even soft cotton felt like too much against her skin.

“Breakfast?” Brian asked.

“Starving.”

They were almost out the door when someone knocked. Brian opened it to find Sylvie, immaculate in white linen again.

“I was coming to check on our patient,” she said then saw Jessica. “Ah, you’re mobile. Bon.”

Jessica didn’t say anything. She just stepped forward and hugged Sylvie tight.

Sylvie chuckled, returning the embrace. “You’re welcome, chérie.” She pulled back, studying Jessica’s face. “You survived beautifully.”

“I feel like I got ripped apart and put back together.”

“That’s exactly what happened.” Sylvie touched Jessica’s cheek gently. “The best transformations always hurt.”

She left them at the elevator, kissing both their cheeks. “You’ve earned some peace.”

***

The breakfast buffet was less crowded than usual—most people sleeping in. Jessica moved carefully, each step a reminder. She loaded her plate again, her body demanding fuel.

“You’re walking like you rode a horse,” Brian observed.

“Multiple horses,” Jessica corrected. “For hours.”

They found a quiet table by the window. Marge and Harold were across the dining room but didn’t approach, just waved. Daniel was at the coffee station. He made eye contact with Jessica, nodded respectfully, then moved on.

“Do you think he was there?” Jessica asked quietly. “Last night?”

“No idea.”

That was the thing—any man on this ship could have been inside her last night. The server bringing coffee, the older gentleman reading his newspaper, the muscular guy from the gym. She’d never know.

“Does that bother you?” Brian asked, reading her expression. “Not knowing?”

Jessica considered while chewing bacon. “It should. But it doesn’t.”

After breakfast, they walked slowly to the spa. Brian had booked a couples massage while Jessica was in the bath. The masseuse took one look at Jessica’s bruises and didn’t comment, just switched to arnica oil and went featherlight.

“You’re very tense,” she said diplomatically, working on Jessica’s shoulders with practiced care.

“Rough night,” Jessica mumbled into the face cradle.

Brian snorted from the next table.

***

An hour later, they emerged, feeling more human. The sun deck was mostly empty—too early for the serious tanners, too late for the morning yoga crowd. Salt spray misted occasionally over the rail. They found loungers in a corner, partial shade from an overhang, the cushions already warm from the morning sun.

Jessica lay on her belly, feeling the heat soak into her aching muscles. Brian traced patterns on her skin, careful of the bruises.

“What are you thinking?” she asked.

“That I can’t believe this week happened.”

“Me, neither.” She turned her head to look at him. “Are you okay with everything?”

“I think so. Are you?”

Jessica stretched like a cat, feeling every sore muscle protest. “I feel like a caterpillar.”

Brian’s hand stilled on her back. “What?”

“You know.” She gestured vaguely at nothing. “A caterpillar goes into cocoon, turns to goo, becomes a butterfly.”

“Shouldn’t you feel like a butterfly?” Brian asked. “You already did the transformation.”

Jessica blinked. “Oh, right.” She laughed, burying her face in the lounger cushion. “I’m bad at metaphors.”

“Plus, caterpillars don’t choose to go into cocoons,” Brian pointed out, his finger tracing the edge of a bruise. “It just happens to them.”

“And I definitely chose last night.” She shifted to see him better, wincing at her sore hips. “God, everything hurts.”

A woman walked past in a tiny bikini. Brian didn’t even glance up—his attention completely on Jessica. When had that started happening again?

“Different metaphor?” he suggested.

Jessica rolled onto her side, the movement making her acutely aware of her soreness. “Maybe more like … steel being forged? You know, heated until it’s soft, hammered into a new shape, then cooled.”

“So, last night was the hammering?”

She burst out laughing. “Literally, yes.” She found his hand, interlacing their fingers. “We got soft first, didn’t we? Eight months of not touching. We had to melt down before we could become something else.”

The sun moved behind a cloud, dropping the temperature.

Brian pulled her closer. “And now?” he asked.

“Now we’re cooling into our new shape.” Jessica pressed back against him. “Whatever that is.”

They lay there quietly, watching the ocean. A few more people arrived on the sun deck—a couple with books, an older woman with knitting. Normal cruise activities. As if last night hadn’t happened.

Jessica became aware of Brian’s body behind her. His hand on her hip. The way their bodies fit together. When had they stopped lying like this? Months before the bedroom had died completely.

“I want you,” she said quietly.

“Jess, you’re exhausted. And sore.”

“I know.” She turned in his arms to face him. “But I want my husband. No one else involved, no one directing us. Just you and me.”

Brian studied her face. “Here?”

Jessica looked around. The sun deck wasn’t empty, but the other people were absorbed in their own activities. Their corner was partially hidden by the overhang and a large planter. Anyone who looked would know what they were doing, but no one was looking.

“Here,” she confirmed.

Brian kissed her—soft, careful of her swollen lips. His hand moved under her sundress, finding her bare. She was still puffy, sensitive from last night, but when he touched her she sighed into his mouth.

“Tell me if it’s too much,” he said.

“It won’t be.”

Brian shifted their position slightly, spooning behind her so they both faced the ocean. To anyone glancing over, they looked like a couple napping together. His hand moved under her dress slowly, finding her still swollen from last night’s use.

“God, you’re puffy,” he whispered, carefully touching her.

“A lot of men will do that,” she breathed back.

He traced her gently, feeling how different she was—stretched, sensitive, thoroughly used. When his finger barely entered her, she hissed.

“Too much?”

“No. Just … careful.”

He took his time, using just his fingertip, barely inside. She was still so wet—her body’s response to the soreness, or maybe residual from last night. He could feel how open she was, how easy it would be to hurt her.

“I can wait,” he offered.

“I don’t want to wait.” Jessica reached back, found him hard against her ass. “I want to feel you. Just you. After all those strangers.”

Brian lifted her leg slightly, positioned himself. The head of his cock against her entrance made her tense—her body remembering the assault from last night.

“Breathe,” he said.

She did, and he pushed inside—just the tip. She was impossibly open, no resistance at all. Different from their normal sex, from any sex they’d had before. Her body had been reformed by other men.

“You’re so stretched,” he said, awed.

“I know. I can feel how different I am.”

He moved deeper, slowly. What normally would have been a tight fit was now easy, spacious. She was ruined in the most literal sense.

“Does it hurt?” he asked, holding still inside her.

“Everything hurts. But this is good hurt.”

He moved carefully, small movements that wouldn’t draw attention. The lounger creaked slightly. The woman with the knitting looked up, then politely turned her chair to face away.

“She knows,” Jessica whispered.

“Do you care?”

“No.”

Brian found a rhythm—gentle, barely moving, just enough. Jessica’s body responded differently than before. She was so sensitive that even these small movements made her gasp. He could feel the swollen walls of her, the evidence of her use.

“I watched you take all of them,” he said into her ear. “You were incredible.”

“I can still feel them,” she admitted. “Like phantom touches.”

He moved a little deeper and she grabbed his hand, squeezing hard. Not in pain—in intensity. Everything was too much and exactly right.

“I’m already close,” she whispered, surprised.

“Your body’s hypersensitive.”

She came quietly, just a shudder and a soft moan she muffled against the lounger cushion. The gentle orgasm was almost a relief after the violent ones from last night. Brian followed, careful not to thrust too hard, holding her close as he finished inside her.

They stayed connected, both catching their breath. Normal married couples having careful sex after a wild night. Except their wild night had involved Jessica being blindfolded and fucked by strangers while Brian watched.

“We’re different now,” Jessica said quietly.

“Yes,” Brian agreed, “we are.”

Eventually, they had to separate and adjust their clothes. Jessica felt Brian’s cum mixing with her wetness, adding to the mess her body had become. She didn’t clean up, just smoothed down her dress and settled back against him.

“I need another nap,” she said.

“Sleep. I’ll watch the ocean.”

She dozed against him while the sun deck gradually filled with people. Some probably recognized them from the week’s activities. Others were just regular passengers, unaware of the couple who’d pushed every boundary.

Jessica woke to voices nearby—Marge and Harold had claimed loungers a few spots over.

“Well, hey there!” Marge called out, jewelry glinting. “Y’all look relaxed.”

“Finally,” Brian said carefully.

Harold laughed knowingly. “Big night last night? We heard the party went pretty late.”

Jessica tensed. Did they mean they’d heard about it, or they’d been there?

“Are you coming to the farewell party?” Marge asked. “On the Lido Deck? Last chance to play in our hot tub!” She winked.

Jessica’s whole body protested at the thought of another party, another potential encounter.

“Maybe,” she said. “We’re taking today easy.”

“Good idea,” Harold said, and something in his tone suggested he knew exactly why they needed rest.

After Marge and Harold wandered off to the pool, Jessica turned to Brian. “Do you think they were there? Last night?”

“I have no idea.” He paused. “Would it matter?”

Jessica thought about Harold’s knowing laugh, Marge’s bright smile. “I genuinely don’t know anymore.”




Chapter 10

Their last full day aboard. Jessica woke to sunlight and the distant sound of people at the pool. No suitcases in the hallway yet—that would be tomorrow’s chaos.

“We should pack,” Brian said from the bathroom.

Jessica stretched, cataloging her body’s complaints. Better than yesterday but still tender. The white sundress with blue flowers lay wadded in a corner. Ruined anyway. She tossed it in the trash and started gathering their scattered belongings.

By evening, their bags were ready. The farewell party thundered from the Lido Deck—same DJ, same playlist, same desperate energy of people trying to hold on to something already slipping away.

Jessica stood at the railing with wine she wasn’t drinking, watching sunset paint the ocean copper and pink. Every muscle still ached.

A man approached—tall, athletic, maybe familiar. “Last chance to play.”

“I’m good, thanks.”

He nodded, moved on. No persistence. Just an offer declined. Background noise.

Brian returned with water. “Making friends?”

“Turning them down, actually.”

She leaned against him. Derek was in a corner with someone new—blonde, eager, hanging on to his every word. He raised his glass to Jessica. She nodded back. Ancient history.

“Excuse me?”

A woman stood near them—mid-thirties, pretty but nervous, wearing a dress that seemed chosen for someone else’s idea of sexy.

“Yes?” Jessica said.

“Were you …? I mean, I think I saw you. Two nights ago. At the …” She gestured vaguely.

Jessica tensed. Brian’s hand found her lower back.

“I was there,” the woman rushed on. “Watching from the doorway. My husband wanted to go, and I …” She stopped, started again. “You were incredible.”

“Oh.” Jessica wasn’t sure what to say. “Thanks?”

“I’m Chloe.” She glanced behind her. “That’s my husband, Rob.”

A man stood by the bar, clutching a beer like a life preserver—handsome in a suburban dad way, Polo shirt, wedding ring prominent.

“You both seemed so comfortable,” Chloe continued. “How long have you been doing this?”

Jessica almost laughed. “This was our first cruise.”

Chloe’s eyes widened. “Really? But you seemed so … confident.”

“We had good teachers,” Brian said, squeezing Jessica’s waist.

Chloe looked back at her husband, then at them again. “We came here to try things. And I’ve been too scared all week.”

Rob had noticed them talking. He approached, looking concerned.

“Everything okay?” he asked Chloe.

“Fine,” she said with clear frustration. “Just talking to people who actually did what we came here to do.”

Rob’s face went red—he recognized them. He extended his hand to Brian, overcompensating with formality. “Rob. Nice to meet you properly.”

They shook hands awkwardly.

“Tomorrow, we leave and nothing’s changed,” Chloe said, wine making her direct. “Complete waste.”

“We tried,” Rob said quietly.

“We watched. That’s all we’ve done.”

The familiar tension hung between them—the same fights Jessica and Brian had endured for months. The frustration, blame, sense of failure.

“We’d been having problems for months before this,” Jessica offered. “Dead bedroom. We came here desperate.”

Chloe’s interest sparked. “Really?”

“Really.”

“But you figured it out,” Rob said. “We don’t even know where to start.”

“I keep thinking if I could just experience something,” Chloe said miserably. “Just to know I can.” She turned to Jessica. “I’ve only been with Rob. He had this whole life before me, and I’ve had nothing. It’s eating at me.”

The recognition hit Jessica like a punch. Those exact feelings.

Jessica caught Brian’s eye, raised her eyebrows slightly—a question. He looked confused, and then his eyes widened as understanding dawned. A tiny shrug—your call.

“Look,” Jessica said, “I’m wrecked from this week. But you could be with my husband. If you wanted. While Rob watches. I’ll be there, too.”

The silence stretched taut.

“You’re suggesting …” Chloe started.

“I’m suggesting you experience someone else while we’re both there. A week ago, the idea of Brian with another woman terrified me. Now I’m curious.”

“This is insane,” Rob said.

“The whole week’s been insane,” Brian said quietly.

Chloe was studying Brian now—really looking.

“Where?” she asked, surprising everyone including herself.

***

Their suite felt different with four people—charged, expectant. Rob poured drinks with shaking hands while Chloe gravitated toward Brian like a magnet.

“Everyone’s sure about this?” Brian asked.

“God yes,” Chloe breathed, already reaching for him.

Jessica settled into a chair where she could see everything. Rob took the other chair, whiskey forgotten.

Brian looked at Jessica, uncertain.

She smiled. “You don’t need permission every step. Just be you.”

Chloe was already working on Brian’s shirt buttons, nervousness transformed into hunger. Her hands trembled slightly as she pushed the shirt off his shoulders.

Brian cupped her face, kissed her gently at first, then deeper when she pressed against him. She made soft sounds—relief mixed with desire.

“She hasn’t been like this in months,” Rob murmured.

Jessica’s hand found Rob’s thigh. He jumped.

“Relax. Watch your wife get what she needs.”

On the bed, Chloe had shed her dress—good underwear underneath, lace, matching. She’d been hoping. Brian traced his fingers along the lace edge of her bra, making her shiver.

“Beautiful,” he told her, and Chloe’s whole body seemed to glow from the compliment.

She unhooked her bra herself, suddenly bold. Brian’s hands replaced the fabric, thumbs brushing her nipples. The simple touch made her gasp—oversensitive from anticipation.

“Jesus,” Rob muttered.

Chloe pushed Brian back onto the bed, straddled him. The kiss turned desperate, her hips already moving against him through their remaining clothes. She pulled back, breathing hard.

“I want to taste you,” she said, then looked embarrassed by her directness.

Brian smiled. “Then taste me.”

“Actually—can you kneel on the bed? I’m better at it that way.”

Brian repositioned himself, kneeling on the mattress. Chloe got on all fours in front of him, arching her back in what was essentially downward dog.

“Yoga teacher,” Rob explained.

Jessica looked at him, amused. “Virgin yoga teacher—interesting combination.”

“That’s what I thought!” Rob laughed nervously.

On the bed, Chloe took Brian in her mouth with unexpected confidence. The angle let her take him deep, her flexibility apparent. Brian’s hands tangled in her hair, hips moving slightly.

Jessica studied her husband’s face—the familiar tension in his jaw, the way his breathing changed. Strange to observe his pleasure from across the room, caused by another woman’s touch. Jealousy flickered, but underneath was something else—pride. Her husband was desired. Another woman was worshipping him.

She reached over, rubbed Rob through his khakis. He inhaled sharply.

“This okay?”

“Yeah. God, yes.”

On the bed, Brian pulled back from Chloe’s mouth, breathing hard. “Turn over.”

She rolled immediately, spreading her legs without hesitation. When he pushed inside, her back arched completely off the bed.

“Different,” she gasped. “So different.”

The words sent an unexpected jolt through Jessica. Different from Rob. Her husband was giving this woman something new.

Rob trembled as Jessica’s palm pressed harder. “She’s already close. When she’s really turned on …”

He was right. Chloe’s legs wrapped around Brian, her breath coming in short gasps. “Oh god, I’m going to—”

She shattered, crying out, nails raking Brian’s back. He kept steady rhythm, drawing out her orgasm until she was shaking.

“Months,” Rob said with wonder. “It’s been months since she came that fast.”

Jessica twisted her wrist, making him groan. On the bed, Brian had pulled Chloe’s legs over his shoulders, the new angle making her gasp.

“Too much?” Brian asked.

“No. God no. Don’t stop.”

The sound of skin against skin filled the room—urgent, needy. Jessica felt that complex mix intensify. This is what Brian experienced all week, she realized. This impossible combination of jealousy and arousal and pride.

“My husband’s going to make her cum again,” Jessica told Rob.

“Fuck,” Rob panted, hips bucking into her fist.

Chloe was building again, writhing beneath Brian. When he found her clit with his thumb, she screamed—actually screamed.

“Wait,” Chloe gasped suddenly. “Stop.”

Brian froze, concerned. “You okay?”

“I want it doggy style.” Her eyes were wild. “I want to see them while you fuck me. Is that okay?”

Jessica laughed—genuinely delighted. “Absolutely.”

Chloe scrambled onto hands and knees, facing the chairs. When Brian entered her again, her eyes locked on Rob’s.

“Watch me,” she commanded her husband. “Watch another man fuck me.”

Rob made a strangled sound. Jessica’s hand sped up, her own arousal spiking at Chloe’s transformation.

Then Chloe’s gaze shifted to Jessica, and the message was clear: Your husband is inside me. Your husband is making me come.

Jessica grinned. We’ve created a monster.

Chloe seemed to read her amusement because she smiled back, then deliberately pushed back against Brian, taking him deeper.

“Fuck,” Chloe gasped, eyes moving between them. “Watching you touch him while your husband fucks me—I’m going to—”

She came hard, body shaking but eyes staying open, watching. The sight pushed Rob over—he spilled across Jessica’s hand with a groan.

Brian followed, pulling out just in time to finish across Chloe’s back. She collapsed forward, completely spent.

Silence except for heavy breathing.

Then Chloe started laughing—deep, genuine delight. “Holy shit. Holy fucking shit.”

Brian found his boxers, looking slightly dazed. Jessica cleaned her hand with tissues, studying the scene—Chloe sprawled and glowing, Rob stunned, Brian catching his breath.

“Thank you,” Chloe said to the ceiling. “Seriously. Thank you.”

“Thank you,” Jessica replied. “I needed to see that side of things.”

Brian kissed Jessica’s head. “You okay?”

“More than okay. That was hot.”

They dressed quickly, the spell breaking. At the door, Chloe hugged them both fiercely.

“Will we …? Can we stay in touch?”

Jessica smiled. “@JessicaJackson94 on CircleSpace. We might do another cruise.”

Chloe’s eyes lit up. “We might, too.”

Walking back through quiet halls, Brian took Jessica’s hand. “That was unexpected.”

“Which part? You fucking her or me jerking him off?”

“All of it. How do you feel?”

“Good. Weirdly good. Is that strange?”

“After this week? Nothing’s strange anymore.”

Back in their cabin, tomorrow’s reality waited in packed bags. Jessica brushed her teeth, studying her fading bruises in the mirror—battle scars from their transformation.

“Jess?” Brian called. “Sylvie left a note.”

An elegant cream envelope had been slipped under their door:

Chérie,

You’ve graduated beautifully.

Until the next adventure.

— S & P

@MadameSylvie on CircleSpace




Epilogue

Three Weeks Later…

“Remember last time?” Jessica whispered, shifting on the uncomfortable waiting room chair.

“You were trying not to cry, and I was calculating if we could afford a divorce,” Brian whispered back.

“Romantic.”

The same beige walls, same paint-sneeze abstract art, same ancient Psychology Today magazines. But they sat differently now—Jessica’s thigh pressed against Brian’s, her hand on his knee.

The door opened. Dr. Montoya stood there in the same navy cardigan she’d probably been wearing since the 90s.

“Brian, Jessica, come in.”

They took their spots on the couch, but this time, Jessica sat close to Brian, their thighs touching.

Dr. Montoya noticed immediately, her eyebrows rising slightly. “Well,” she said, settling into her chair with her yellow legal pad, “you’ve been back three weeks now. How are things?”

Jessica and Brian looked at each other, trying not to laugh.

“Better,” Brian said.

“Much better,” Jessica added.

“I see.” She shifted forward slightly, a subtle tell that her interest was piqued. “Your body language has transformed completely. What changed during your time away?”

Jessica felt Brian’s hand find hers. How to explain? Well, Doc, I fucked a stranger while Brian watched, then strangers at a poker game, then got blindfolded and mounted by a parade of anonymous cocks at a sex party while my husband participated …

“It was … transformative,” Jessica said carefully.

“We tried new things,” Brian added. “Met interesting people.”

Dr. Montoya scribbled on her pad. “Did you follow my suggestion about setting aside intimate time?”

“You could say that,” Jessica said, biting her lip to keep from laughing.

“We definitely prioritized intimacy,” Brian added, his voice perfectly neutral.

Dr. Montoya set down her pen with deliberate precision. “You two are practically vibrating with unspoken details. I’m sensing there’s more to this story than ‘trying new things.’”

Jessica shifted. Brian cleared his throat.

“We explored non-traditional relationship dynamics,” Jessica finally offered.

“Significantly,” Brian added.

Dr. Montoya leaned back, fingers steepled. The afternoon sun slanted through the blinds, striping her desk where a forgotten coffee mug had developed a film.

“Non-traditional,” she repeated. “And this exploration addressed the experience disparity we discussed?”

“I caught up,” Jessica said simply.

“More than caught up,” Brian corrected.

The clock on the wall ticked. Someone in the waiting room coughed. Dr. Montoya watched them with the expression of someone solving a puzzle.

“You seem transformed, Jessica. More … confident doesn’t capture it.”

“Powerful,” Jessica said without hesitation. “I feel powerful.”

“Interesting choice of words.” Dr. Montoya made a note. “And Brian, how do you experience Jessica’s newfound power?”

Brian turned to really study his wife. Three weeks home, and she still moved like someone who knew her body’s worth. She’d worn a dress today, something she’d have second-guessed before. Short enough to be interesting. No nervous tugging at the hem.

“Proud,” he said. “Aroused. Sometimes intimidated.”

“But not threatened?”

“Never threatened.”

Dr. Montoya made a note. “And sexually? Are you connecting?”

Jessica laughed—she couldn’t help it. “Yes. We’re connecting.”

“Daily,” Brian added.

“Sometimes twice daily,” Jessica said.

“I see.” Dr. Montoya’s expression suggested she saw quite a bit more than they were saying. “And this is sustainable? Sometimes vacation breakthroughs don’t translate to daily life.”

Jessica thought about last night—washing dishes when Brian pressed against her from behind. She’d spread her legs right there at the sink, letting him hike up her skirt. Sudsy hands gripping the counter while he fucked her. Then this morning, bent over in the shower while conditioner ran down her back.

“It’s translating perfectly,” Jessica said.

“We’re also …” Brian paused, choosing words. “We’re considering another cruise.”

“Already? The same cruise line?”

“Same cruise line,” Jessica confirmed. “We made some friends we’d like to see again.”

She thought of Sylvie’s message on CircleSpace: Next sailing in April. You’re ready for the advanced class.

Dr. Montoya studied them for a long moment. “In therapy, we often see what I call a ‘correction phase’—couples swinging hard opposite their problem. The dead bedroom becomes hypersexual. The question is whether this represents your new equilibrium or if you’re still in the pendulum swing.”

“You think we overcorrected?” Brian asked.

“I think you needed to explore extremes to find your center,” Dr. Montoya said carefully. “Whether this intensity maintains or moderates, what matters is that you’re both present. You’re both engaged. The rest will sort itself.” She closed her notepad. “Do you want to continue therapy?”

Brian spoke first. “I don’t think I would have said yes to this idea if you hadn’t been supportive. So yeah, I’d like us to drop to maybe every other month or so.”

Jessica nodded. “Keep us honest.”

“Good.” Dr. Montoya stood, signaling the session’s end. They all moved toward the door.

As Brian reached for the handle, Dr. Montoya spoke again, studying her pen with forced casualness. “What was the name of that cruise line? For my professional notes.”

“Temptation Cruises,” Jessica said, watching Dr. Montoya scribble it on a Post-It, not her legal pad.

“Interesting. For my files.” The Post-It disappeared into her pocket. “See you in two months.”

***

Outside, Jessica erupted in laughter. “She’s absolutely booking that cruise.”

“Within the hour,” Brian agreed.

In the car, Jessica checked CircleSpace. A photo from Chloe—her and Rob at what looked like an upscale sex club, both glowing with mischief. Found our local scene. You unlocked something we didn’t know existed. Forever grateful.

“Chloe’s thriving,” Jessica said, showing Brian.

“We created monsters.”

“Good monsters,” Jessica corrected then glanced at the dashboard clock. “I have a Zoom in an hour.”

“Plenty of time to get home.”

Jessica’s hand found his thigh, fingernails dragging along the denim. “Not if you’re going to bend me over my desk first.”

Brian took the next turn faster than necessary.

Some transformations, Jessica thought as familiar streets blurred past, were worth every bruise, every awkward conversation, every boundary crossed.

Their house came into view—same suburban normal from the outside. But inside, everything had changed.

“Race you to the office,” she said as he pulled into the driveway.

They were both running before the car doors fully closed.

THE END

If Jessica changed something in you...
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Her fantasies can't stay contained, and her husband isn't holding her back!
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Behind closed doors and beneath perfect lives, some wives crave more than just devotion—they crave permission. Each standalone story follows a married woman's journey into sexual awakening and forbidden desire, often with the eager encouragement of the husband who knows her best. From whispered fantasies to explosive realities, these emotionally charged tales explore trust, surrender, and the intoxicating thrill of being truly seen.

Read them in any order. Just not in public.

Sharing Sarah - Once a brilliant academic, Sarah's quiet life as a professor's wife ignites when she meets James, a magnetic visiting scholar from Oxford. As forbidden desires awaken, she must choose between the safety of her marriage and the thrilling possibilities that challenge everything she thought she knew about herself.

Sharing Emily - When Ben asks his wife if she misses being reckless, her answer awakens dangerous desires. What starts as whispered fantasy becomes reality when an old flame returns to test just how much Ben truly wants to share her.

Sharing Vivian - Beneath her picture-perfect life, Vivian hungers for something more. When a younger bartender threatens to shatter her carefully curated world, her husband's unexpected permission changes everything.

Sharing Rachel - After two decades as the perfect wife and mother, Rachel finds herself drawn to a mysterious single dad. When her husband Caleb asks "Do you want him?", she discovers a hunger she didn't know she had—and a marriage stronger than she imagined.

Sharing Nora - Empty-nested Nora's quiet life changes when passionate new neighbors move in. What starts as innocent eavesdropping becomes obsession as she discovers the beautiful Ally might harbor secrets Nora desperately wants to learn from.

Sharing Samantha - When star Vanessa Vale gets injured, director Mark's wife Samantha becomes her body double—including intimate scenes with leading man Lucas Reid. Mark discovers he's not just directing anymore; he's orchestrating his own sexual awakening.

Sharing Cassie - Teddy's investigation into San Francisco's kink scene for a journalism assignment awakens unexpected questions about love and possession. As he encourages Cassie to explore, they discover that sharing can create connections deeper than either imagined.

Sharing Jessica - Jessica's husband has had many more lovers than her. She feels inexperienced and he feels like he's corrupted her. Their marriage counselor suggests that an "Alternative Lifestyle" cruise might solve both their problems!

Sharing Jane - Jane's husband discovers that his wife wasn't always the perfect school-board sitting domestic goddess he thought she was! She used to be a groupie for a midwestern metal band. She made such an impression on them that they made a song about their summer together. Now he can't get the images out of his mind!

Sharing Natasha (Part One) - Natasha's boring marriage explodes when she's kidnapped by Rafael, a ghost from her past. Her dependable husband Ethan has been hiding a dangerous double life, and nothing about her abduction is random. 

Sharing Natasha (Part Two) - Trapped in Rafael's Caribbean compound, Natasha discovers survival means awakening buried desires. As her husband races to find her, she must use passion itself as a weapon—but some awakenings can't be undone.

Sharing Natasha (Part Three) - Natasha is now a full-fledged operative, using seduction to protect her country. After being embedded in a international terrorist sex cult, she realizes that she needs support. Little does she know that the support comes in the form of her husband and friend, undercover as husband and wife!

Sharing Natasha (Part Four) - Ethan and Esperanza have discovered the true end goals of Les Libertines and will stop at nothing to prevent their global takeover!

And more are on the way!
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