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Chapter One




Getting intensely aroused in the middle of a plain old travel agency was the last thing I expected when I walked in with Dean. But when our agent, Richard, slid a peculiar brochure across his desk, that was exactly what happened. My heart started pounding, a flutter kicked up between my legs, and the craziest part was the growing sense that my husband was feeling it, too.

The meeting definitely didn’t start out that way, though. We were originally just there to salvage our ten-year anniversary trip.

“I’m so sorry,” Richard sighed. “Looks like that entire part of the coast is booked.”

Dean looked totally gutted. “Come on, Richard. Look again,” he pleaded. “Check for a cancellation? Hell, even a storage closet would do. It’s our anniversary. We’ve got to go somewhere.”

Richard clicked his mouse a few more times before turning his monitor to show a screen full of red calendar blocks. “I’m checking all the major fleets. I’d really love to make this work for you guys, but unfortunately, every single bed is taken.”

Dean slumped his shoulders. Seeing his excitement evaporate stung me deeply, especially when he had spent months curating this exact week. “Well, crap,” he murmured. “What do you think, Fi? We could try renting a cabin up the coast? Maybe drive out to the mountains?”

My heart sank a little. I loved this man fiercely, but the thought of spending our anniversary swatting mosquitoes in a damp rental sounded depressing. He specifically wanted to take me back to Cabo, to the exact beach where we had first decided to make things official.

After ten years of marriage and twelve years together, he still looked at me with the same heat he had in his twenties. We had a genuinely great thing going. We laughed at the same stupid jokes, and our sex was still just as good as the first time I’d let him slide inside me. This trip was a reward we had earned, and settling for a rainy mountain weekend felt like a massive letdown.

“It’s okay, Dean,” I said, rubbing his arm to comfort him. “As long as we get out of town together, it doesn’t matter. We’ll hit Cabo next time.”

Dean paused for a moment, staring at his shoes, clearly weighing the downgrade. “Are you sure, Fiona? I guess if we’re out of options, we don’t really have a choice…”

Richard, who had been quietly tapping away at his keyboard while we mourned our tropical getaway, suddenly stopped. He chewed the inside of his cheek, staring at his monitor like he was debating whether or not to let something spill.

“Okay… uh… look,” he finally muttered, clearing his throat. “I know you guys had your hearts set on a traditional Mexico run, but there is potentially one alternative.”

We both turned back to him.

“Wait, really?” Dean asked, his posture straightening instantly.

Richard took a deep breath before speaking. “Yes… there’s another cruise that we offer to some of our more, let’s say, VIP clients. We’ve had a few last-minute cancellations, so some rooms have opened up. It’s a full charter heading down to Cozumel.” He slid open his bottom drawer and pushed the pamphlet across the desk toward us.

Dean picked it up. The cover featured a cursive logo and the words “The Lifestyle Voyage” printed cleanly at the top.

“The whole thing is entirely private and for adults only,” Richard continued, his tone turning careful. “It caters to a crowd looking for a highly uninhibited experience.”

“Uninhibited? What do you mean by that, exactly?” Dean asked.

“Well, uh… think more along the lines of clothing-optional decks and themed events. The ship caters exclusively to the lifestyle community.”

Dean glanced at me. “Lifestyle? Like a wellness retreat?”

I leaned over his arm to look at the brochure. Dean flipped it open, and the dots connected instantly. Right in the center fold was a detailed photo of a sun deck with a big pool in the background. But the difference was, there wasn’t a single swimsuit in sight, and a couple in the foreground was actively hooking up on a lounger.

“Oh,” I breathed out, pointing at the page. “Not wellness. It’s a swingers’ cruise.”

I actually pulled back a little, waiting for Dean to laugh or toss the brochure across the desk and ask for something else. But instead, he stayed anchored to the page, and the way he was staring told me everything I needed to know.

Catching my husband in the middle of processing the idea of us on a boat full of naked strangers did something to me. My cheeks flushed instantly, and I felt this strange heat start to pick up down low. The whole concept was already doing plenty on its own, but seeing Dean genuinely look interested was what really made my pulse take off.

“Couples go to explore their boundaries, but everything is strictly voluntary,” Richard offered, trying to fill the quiet. “You two could keep to yourselves the whole time if you wanted to.”

Dean finally looked up at me. His expression looked undeniably curious. “What do you think, Fiona? Maybe we could keep to ourselves, just like Richard said.”

I kept my voice level, trying to hide the sudden slickness in my panties. “Well, how about we take it with us, Dean? Just to read. We don’t have to make a decision now.”

“Take your time,” Richard said encouragingly. “Just let me know by five tomorrow if you’re interested.”

We both nodded and left, walking to the car together. As soon as Dean shut his door, he let out a short, disbelieving laugh.

“A swingers’ cruise,” he said, putting the keys in the ignition. “Richard seriously handed us a brochure to go have an orgy at sea.”

“I thought you were going to throw it back at him,” I replied.

He went still and just looked at me. “I almost did. But then I really looked at the thing, and I caught your face while you were staring at that sun deck. You didn’t exactly look horrified.”

“I wasn’t,” I admitted. Saying it out loud made my core clench, but Dean and I weren’t the type to lie to each other, either. “Were you?”

“No, not really,” he said, the words coming out small, like he was surprised to hear himself say them. The joking tone was gone, and he reached across and put his hand on my thigh, working up toward my waist. “Fiona, I don’t even know what that photo did to me. I just can’t get the image out of my head. You on that deck, your skin in the sun, completely bare. I keep thinking about everyone seeing how gorgeous you are while I’m right there, tasting your lips.”

I swallowed hard, feeling myself get even more aroused. “Really?”

“Yeah,” Dean replied. “I know it’s just a fantasy, but it’s doing a serious number on me. I think I’d lose my mind if I saw it happen. It’s wild, honestly. I never thought I’d feel this way.”

I leaned closer, looking him right in the eyes. “Fuck, Dean. That’s… that’s so hot,” I admitted, my voice a bit shaky. “I think I’d love that… letting everyone see exactly how much you want me.”

I parted my legs just enough to let his hand slide higher. I was already soaked, my mind already on that boat. I could almost feel the warm air and the stars, picturing him watching me let go in ways I couldn’t even fully wrap my head around yet. My pulse was beating everywhere at once, and I realized I couldn’t just sit here and ignore it anymore.

“Dean…”

“Yeah, Fi?”

“I think you need to take us home,” I murmured. “Right now.”

He smiled at that, immediately putting the car in gear and pulling out of the lot. By the time we hit the driveway, I was desperate for him. Dean kept the pressure on the whole way home, making sure to keep a hand over my crotch and pressing just firmly enough to keep my pussy aching.

The second we cleared the front door, he pinned me against it and kissed me hard. We stumbled toward the bed, stripping off our tops as we went. He fell back against the headboard and pulled me down to straddle his lap.

The anticipation from the car ride finally broke. His hands were everywhere, gripping fistfuls of my ass and pulling me hard against his boner.

“God, Fiona,” he groaned, burying his face in my neck. “I need you. I need you so bad.”

“Then get these clothes off me,” I breathed, my skin prickling everywhere he touched.

Dean reached for his belt, shoving his pants down while I kicked mine toward the floor. As they hit the floor, the brochure from earlier slipped out of his pocket and landed on the mattress, right between my knees.

Seeing “The Lifestyle Voyage” printed across the cover brought the whole taboo crashing back into the room. I stopped immediately and focused on the bold text.

Dean paused, noticing me. “What is it?”

I reached down and picked up the paper. “Read it to me.”

“Uh… right now? You sure?”

“Yes.” I leaned forward, pushing him back and properly grinding down on his lap. I slid my hand down and wrapped my fingers around his hard cock under his boxers, squeezing just enough to make his breath catch. “Tell me exactly what happens on that boat. Let me take care of you while you do.”

Lust flashed in his eyes. “Fuck. Okay, Fi.”

He snatched the pamphlet from my hand and flipped it open. I started rolling my hips against his cock as he cleared his throat.

“Alright, here we go,” he started. “’Welcome aboard The Lifestyle Voyage, where your inhibitions are checked at the port.’”

I whimpered softly, sinking my teeth lightly into the side of his neck before soothing the bite with my tongue. He let out a groan.

“’Our 5-night sailing to Cozumel features daily themed parties, nude sun decks, and our legendary play rooms where fantasies become reality.’”

“Fuck,” I breathed out. The image hit me instantly, watching another woman get fucked right in front of me in one of those rooms.

“I can’t even imagine it,” Dean muttered, his eyes still on the paper. “Being somewhere we wouldn’t have to hide. I could just have you right there and not care who was looking.”

“I’d like that,” I whispered.

I moved off his lap and slid down between his legs to pull his boxers down. His hard and leaking cock popped out instantly. I wrapped my hand around it, focusing on the way it pulsed against my palm.

“Keep reading,” I said. I gave him a slow stroke and leaned in to lick the bead of heat from the tip.

He jerked, gripping the paper tighter. “Shit, Fiona. I can’t focus when you do that.”

“Then you better get used to it,” I teased against his skin.

I swirled my tongue around his engorged head a bit more and then drew a line with my tongue all the way down to his balls. Dean couldn’t help but groan again, and when I sucked his sack into my mouth, he tensed right up.

I moaned softly. The thought of trading touches with strangers made my heart race. Hearing the idea out loud was so unexpectedly hot that I didn’t even have to think. Instinctively, I swallowed his cock down my throat and started sucking, my lips sealing tight around his shaft.

Dean panted hard as he continued. “’Day three in Cozumel, join our catamaran excursion… an intimate sail where clothing is forbidden and the crew will happily hold your drink while you fuck each other’s partners over the side of the boat.’”

My whole body started prickling. I could see us there. I pictured myself on the edge of that boat with another man’s hands on my thighs while Dean watched, and then I wondered if he’d do the same with that guy’s wife. It was totally wrong, totally twisted, but the thought had my pussy throbbing anyway. After ten years of being a normal, happy couple, the idea of us doing this was making me lose my mind. I took him into my mouth even deeper, desperate to chase that feeling with him.

“Keep going,” I mumbled around his length.

“’The final afternoon… The grand orgy. The entire pool deck is transformed, and no corner is off limits. Find your pleasure in the hot tub… take a cock, or two, or three. Let your partner watch…’”

That was the line that finally broke me. I immediately pulled off his cock, scrambling back up his body to hop onto his lap again, while Dean gave me a tongue-filled kiss. I had never seen him look so shamelessly turned on. I ripped off my bra quickly and shoved my panties down, tossing them onto the floor.

“Fuck me, Dean, please,” I begged. “I need your cock inside me.”

“Get on it then, Fi,” he replied.

I grabbed his slick cock and guided it to my entrance. I was so fucking drenched that the moment he notched against me, he slid right inside. He stretched me deliciously, stealing the breath from my lungs. He tossed the brochure aside and pulled me closer.

I wrapped my legs around his waist and rode him hard. My clit dragged against his belly with every buck of my hips, and Dean took the chance to latch onto my nipple too, sucking it deep into his mouth while I threw my head back.

“Oh, God, Dean,” I moaned as my release rushed toward me. “Don’t stop!”

He kept going, driving up into me with deep thrusts, until he too was succumbing to the sensations of it all.

“I’m gonna come, Fi,” he groaned after a while, gripping my ass and pulling me down tighter.

“Fuck, just fill me up!” I exclaimed.

My orgasm hit first, crashing over me hard and fast. I came with a loud cry, moaning as my pussy clamped down tight over his dick. I couldn’t believe how intense it was, and the filth of the brochure probably had something to do with that.

My cunt kept clenching over and over until Dean hit his limit. With a deep groan, his cock began twitching inside me, flooding my pussy with generous spurts of cum.

Moments later, I fell forward onto his sweaty chest. He held me tight and kissed my temple, giving a few final pulses before he started to soften. He reached up to stroke the hair back from my face, just looking at me for a second.

“God, Fiona,” he said.

I lifted my head and grinned at him. “You looked so worked up back there, Dean. Guess the idea of an audience really does it for you.”

He laughed and pulled me closer against his side. “Hey, you’re one to talk. I don’t think I’ve ever heard you moan like that before. Damn… that was something else.”

“Sure was,” I agreed, snuggling into the curve of his shoulder. The fantasies from that little piece of paper had unlocked a side of us I didn’t even know existed. After ten years together, it was wild to realize we were still this capable of surprising each other.

He went still for a moment, thinking things over, before finally speaking. “So, I guess I really do need to call Richard before five tomorrow, huh?”

I took his hand in mine, my head still spinning with those images from the brochure. “I’m not saying no. But Dean, if we actually go through with this, we’re just going to look, right?”

Dean smiled, pulling me a little tighter against his chest. “Of course, Fi. Just a crazy, naked vacation for our anniversary. We get some sun, we watch some people, and if it ever gets to be too much, we just lock ourselves in our cabin and fuck.”

It sounded so easy, so perfectly safe. I nodded against his neck, leaning into the idea that we’d just be observers, watching other people cross lines we would never actually touch ourselves. It was a comforting way to keep the thrill, a one-time thing we could say we did, even as I started to wonder just how much we were actually prepared for.


Chapter Two




Aweek later, with the bags packed and the house sitter finally arranged, we made it to the port in Fort Lauderdale and looked up at the massive ship.

“Okay,” Dean began, tilting his head as he took it all in. “This is fucking huge.”

I stifled a laugh and clutched his arm as we both stared up at Lunara, the ship’s name written in curved lettering above the bright white hull.

“You’re telling me we’re going to be naked at some point on that?” I whispered.

“Relax, Fiona,” he said with a smirk. “Plenty of time to panic about that later. Just focus on not tripping over your own feet in this sexy little dress.”

It was one of those casual compliments Dean always managed to slip into conversation. I rolled my eyes, but my cheeks warmed anyway. He wasn’t wrong. The dress was sexy: pale blue, flowing just enough to sway around my legs with each step, showing off just the right amount of skin. It went well with my wavy blond hair, which I’d tied up in a bun.

Dean, meanwhile, looked handsome as ever, dressed in a loose cream linen shirt and pants that showed off his tight ass.

“You’re not so bad yourself,” I shot back. “We’re definitely going to turn some heads.”

Dean pulled me a little closer as we approached the check-in area. Everywhere we looked, couples were laughing, flirting, and touching each other in ways you’d usually only see in a bedroom. The women were dressed in clinging fabrics and sheer dresses that were pretty much see through, showing off ample cleavage. The men with them were equally bold, their hands freely roaming over backsides and breasts. It was a lot to take in.

Dean nudged me gently. “You think that’s gonna be us in a few days?” he teased, gesturing toward a corner where a woman was grinding on her partner’s lap, kissing him between movements, completely oblivious to everyone else around them.

I snorted. “Doubt it. When’s the last time you even held my hand in a grocery store?”

“Oh, please, Fiona. Forget the hands, I’d grope you in any store if you let me.”

We both laughed, but clearly something about the scene was already stirring emotions in me. Between the Florida heat and the energy of the crowd, I could feel myself getting flushed.

Eventually, we reached the desk, where a beautiful woman greeted us with a warm smile. Her blond hair and makeup were perfect.

“Good evening, sir, ma’am. Is this your first time sailing with us?” she asked.

“First time,” Dean confirmed. “We’re kind of new to this whole thing.”

“Not a problem at all,” she replied smoothly. “Let me go over a few basics just to make sure you’re comfortable.”

We nodded, and she began her rundown. “We take safety and consent very seriously here,” she explained. “That way, once you step on board, you can completely let your guard down and enjoy yourselves without worry. You’re never obligated to participate in anything that makes you uncomfortable.”

“That’s… reassuring,” I replied with a polite smile.

“I also see that you’ve completed the mandatory health checks,” she continued. “Just to reiterate, we require every guest across the fleet to be tested and fully protected. Whether you’re on the Lunara or at our private ports, it’s a completely barrier-free environment. Our philosophy is to provide a truly raw and unrestricted connection.”

Dean nodded, and I chimed in, “Oh, well, we’ll be keeping to ourselves anyway, but yes, we’re clean and protected.”

“Perfect,” she said. “Feel free to take the first evening at your own pace, then. The ship is entirely clothing-optional, so you’re welcome to explore and mingle however you’re most comfortable. Just remember, you’re always in control.”

I swallowed hard, trying to wrap my head around how casual she sounded. It was one thing to see it in a brochure, but hearing it laid out so plainly felt surreal. I looked at at Dean, wondering if he was thinking the same thing.

“If you have any questions, don’t hesitate to ask,” she continued with a reassuring smile.

Dean looked over at me. I gave a small hum off approval, and he turned back to the woman. “No questions. We’re ready.”

“Excellent! And I’ll also arrange for your bags to be sent directly to your room so you can dive right into the fun.”

The receptionist finished explaining the last of the ship’s rules, and then tapped her pen against a stack of brochures. “Oh, and if you’re up for it tonight, there’s some welcome drinks and an interactive game show starting in the main theater on deck six.” She pulled two passes from a drawer and slid them across. “Doors just opened. The bar is flowing, and the audience tends to get very… involved.”

Dean picked up the tickets, looking amused but a little confused. “A game show? What kind of game show?”

The receptionist only smiled. “The kind that’s perfect for breaking the ice,” she teased. “It’s a huge crowd favorite for first timers. There’s no pressure to participate, of course, but it’s definitely something you just have to see for yourselves.” She handed over our room cards, effectively wrapping up the check-in. “Your bags are already on their way up to your cabin. Enjoy the voyage, you two.”

We thanked her and stepped away from the desk, eventually stepping into the ship and merging into the main atrium. Dean weighed our room cards in one hand and the show tickets in the other. He held the passes up as we finished taking in the space around us. “Alright, so. Do we unpack or go investigate?”

I hesitated, glancing down one of the corridors leading toward the theater, still trying to wrap my head around actually being here. A few yards ahead, a woman in a ridiculously short skirt leaned into her partner, letting him openly grope her ass as they walked. Right next to them, another couple had stopped completely. The man was pinned against the wall while his partner kissed him deep, her hand rubbing his cock over his pants.

My pussy clenched yet again, and I realized that any plan to take it slow was gone. Still, we had agreed we were just here to look, and what safer place to be an observer than hidden away in the back of a dark theater?

The slippery slope was right in front of us, and if I was being completely honest, I really wanted to step right onto it.

“I think we should at least check it out,” I eventually said. “Grab a drink and just watch. What’s the worst that could happen?”

Dean smirked, clearly thrilled. “I like the sound of that,” he replied. “Lead the way, Fi.”


Chapter Three




When we finally reached the theater, Dean pushed the doors open, letting out a blast of music and a booming announcer’s voice. The room was huge and fancy, with rows of seats circling a black stage. Dim lights twinkled over the settling crowd of elegantly dressed couples, while waiters in black vests wove through the aisles, handing out drinks.

“Where should we sit?” asked Dean.

I spotted an opening near the center, just two rows back, and pulled him toward it. We squeezed down the aisle and claimed an intimate circular table. I had barely crossed my legs and adjusted my dress when another couple walked up to us.

“Excuse me,” the woman asked, pointing to the empty chairs opposite us. “Are these taken?”

“Oh, no, feel free,” Dean answered, waving them over.

They smiled and sat down.

“Thanks,” the man said, while the woman leaned across the table to offer her hand. “I’m Becca, by the way, and this is my husband, Jordan.”

“Hi, I’m Fiona, and this is Dean.”

Dean gave them a friendly nod, but my attention was already locked on Becca. She was a total MILF in her early forties, with sexy curves that filled out her white dress perfectly. I couldn’t tell whether her tits were held up by a bra or sheer confidence, but either way, they swayed hypnotically as she got settled in. I just couldn’t stop staring.

Jordan, beside her, matched her vibe perfectly. His dark hair, streaked with white, was combed back neatly, and his wide shoulders along with his slightly warm skin gave him an undeniable sex appeal. The way they moved together made it obvious they had been together for years.

“First time sailing?” Becca asked, leaning back comfortably in her chair.

“Yeah,” I admitted, suddenly feeling a little shy. “First night. We literally just dropped our bags. We don’t really know what to expect.”

Jordan chuckled. “Well, you picked the right place to start. The welcome show is a classic.”

“We’re just here to watch, though,” Dean chimed in quickly, perhaps trying to reassure me as much as himself. “Just dipping our toes in.”

Becca gave us a warm smile. “Oh, absolutely, honey. That’s exactly how we started years ago. There’s zero pressure on this ship. You can just sit back in the dark and enjoy the show, or…” She winked, spreading her legs so her dress rode a little higher. “…you can let your husband do whatever he wants with you. Like mine does.”

Right on cue, Jordan slid his hand up her thigh. He pushed the white fabric completely out of the way and slipped his fingers straight under her panties. He didn’t even try to hide it, gently laughing as shock filled our faces. Becca, meanwhile, let out a soft moan as he breached her entrance, and leaned in to swallow his mouth. They kissed hard, tangling their tongues as if Dean and I weren’t sitting two feet away.

My chest fluttered, and the polite instinct to look away vanished completely. It was probably because of the ship, but also because the sight in front of me was just so damn hot. I simply sat there, staring at Jordan’s hand moving between her legs, feeling my panties start to go completely slick.

I glanced at Dean. He was locked onto them too, at least until his eyes snapped over to mine. I wanted to say something, but just as the waiter dropped off our drinks, the house lights cut to black.

The room went wild. A single spotlight hit the stage, and a tall man in a sharp suit stepped into the glow.

“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen!” he began, smiling wide. “Welcome aboard the Lunara! My name is Andrew, and I’m thrilled to kick off this week with all of you beautiful people.”

The crowd roared its approval.

Andrew let the noise settle. “Now, I know what you’re all here for. Tonight, we’re starting with a little icebreaker. Here’s how it works,” he continued. “We need a couple of volunteers. One of you comes up, gets blindfolded, and try out a few strangers. The goal is to guess which of these men’s cocks belongs to your partner. Following so far?”

Someone a few rows up hollered something unintelligible, making everyone laugh. Meanwhile, my pussy throbbed with a wet ache, and judging by the way Dean’s hand subtly reached for his own cock, I wasn’t the only one affected.

“For our first-timers,” Andrew added, “if this is too much, you’re free to leave. But if you’re curious, I suggest you stick around.”

Dean turned to me, looking nervous but clearly aroused. “What do you think, Fiona? Are you okay with this?”

“I want to stay,” I said, surprised by how much I meant it. When he looked at me to double-check, I gave him a firm nod.

“Sounds good,” Dean agreed, nodding back. “Let’s stay.”

Andrew’s voice suddenly cut through the room again. “Alright! Let’s get started. Who’s feeling brave?”

“Me! Me, me, me!” a voice shot out from the front.

The spotlight swung over to a grinning woman as Andrew excitedly beckoned her forward. “Ladies and gentlemen, give it up for our first volunteer!”

The audience went off again while she led her partner up the steps. She was absolutely beautiful, a sexy Black woman pouring out of a slinky green dress that brought out her big tits and ass perfectly. Her husband moved alongside her, standing tall and looking just as gorgeous.

“Let’s get to know our brave volunteers,” Andrew said, offering them the mic. “Names, and how long have you been sailing with us?”

“I’m Kelsie, and this is my husband, Jason. It’s our third time on the Lunara.”

“We love a veteran!” Andrew replied. “So, Kelsie, since this game requires a true connoisseur, tell me… exactly how well do you know your husband’s cock?”

Kelsie let out a laugh that echoed through the theater. “Oh, very well,” she said into the mic. “I’ve been sucking on that thing almost every single day for the last five years. I love him, but I love his dick just as much.”

The crowd loved that. Andrew grinned, pivoting the microphone toward Jason. “And what about you, Jason? Can you confirm?”

“I can absolutely confirm. I’ve had a lot of women suck my dick in my life, especially on these cruises, but Kelsie is the only one who can deepthroat it just right. Feels like she’s memorized every vein on my cock with her tongue alone.”

“God, that is so filthy,” I whispered to Dean, my cheeks burning hot. The reality of the conversation was shocking, but it was sending tingles straight to my clit.

“Well, let’s put that to the test then!” Andrew announced. “Kelsie, darling, the blindfold.”

As an assistant stepped out from the wings to secure a blindfold over Kelsie’s eyes, Andrew turned his attention back to the audience. “Now, I need two brave, well-endowed gentlemen from the crowd to join Jason! Who wants their dick sucked tonight?”

Hands shot up everywhere, prompting Andrew to quickly pick two men from the front rows: one muscular white guy, and a slender but handsome tanned man. They marched up the steps together, and without an ounce of hesitation, all three men on stage began to strip. Pants and boxers dropped to the floor, leaving them entirely naked.

My eyes widened as their lengths came into view. Jason’s cock was broad, dark, and already standing at full attention. But the other two were just as imposing: girthy, leaking a bit of precum, and wildly varied in color and shape.

“Jesus,” I breathed. “Do they screen for dick size at boarding? They’re all massive.”

“I was just wondering the same thing,” Dean replied with a strained laugh.

“Alright, gentlemen, shuffle around so she doesn’t know who is who,” Andrew instructed from the side of the stage. “Kelsie, you have three minutes to sample the goods. Crowd, count us down!”

“Three! Two! One!” the theater yelled.

As soon as the last word left everyone’s mouth, Kelsie made her move. She dropped to her knees right in front of the tanned guy, grabbed his engorged, uncut shaft, and immediately swallowed him down to the base. The sound was instantaneous and wildly obscene, and I could even hear her choking from where I was sitting. She looked completely lost in the act, eager to have her mouth stretched out by a strange dick just for the fun of it.

As the inches disappeared inside her mouth, Kelsie started to bob, letting her lips stretch wide over him. I could see the man wrapping his hands around her head to keep her in place as she devoured him. Spit dripped from the corners of her mouth as she slid back and forth over him, but she didn’t care at all, letting out muffled, wet gags as she sucked with pleasure.

I gripped Dean’s knee immediately. “Holy shit, Dean,” I whispered in disbelief. “She just took the whole thing!”

“I know,” he muttered. “Is it too much?”

“No,” I admitted, my initial shock finally giving way to a deep ache. “It’s just so intense. Like, she’s so shameless and good at it.” I glanced down at Dean’s lap at that moment, noticing a massive bulge starting to form. Seeing that on only made it all hotter.

On stage, after a gentle tap on the shoulder from Andrew, Kelsie released the first man from her lips and crawled over to the next. It was Jason. She took his dark, veiny cock into her hands, gave it a long lick from the balls to the tip, and then shoved it down her throat.

With that, the atmosphere around the room started to change. I blinked, utterly stunned as I realized we weren’t the only ones losing our minds. “Dean, look,” I gasped quietly, nudging his arm again. “They’re actually doing it.”

Men in the crowd had blatantly unzipped their flies, openly stroking their hard cocks in the dim light, while women beside them were shamelessly groping their breasts and tweaking stiff nipples, or sliding a few fingers under their dresses to rub circles over their clits.

But when I looked to my right, Becca and Jordan had even taken it a step further. They were now fully absorbed in each other. Jordan had his hand shoved entirely up Becca’s white dress, moving in big circles as he worked her pussy. Meanwhile, Becca’s eyelids were heavy, and she had a hand down Jordan’s pants, moving up and down along his obvious boner.

In the middle of it all, she caught me staring. Instead of stopping, she simply offered me a filthy smile. “No need to be shy, dear,” she breathed as Jordan hit a sweet spot. “Everyone’s doing it.”

I looked back at my husband. “Dean… I’m so fucking horny,” I admitted, feeling desperate.

“Same, Fi,” Dean groaned. “I can’t stop watching.”

I turned, and saw that on stage, Kelsie had popped off Jason’s cock and moved to the third man. She sucked him hard, until it felt like he was about to blow, when suddenly, Andrew called out, “Thirty seconds, Kelsie! Time to make your final decision!”

With a few more bobs, Kelsie eventually pulled her mouth off the glistening cock and giggled, wiping a strand of saliva away from her mouth. “Hmm, I think I have a pretty good idea... But Andrew… mind if I ride each of them for a few seconds? Just to be absolutely sure?”

The crowd completely lost its mind..

“The lady makes the rules!” Andrew shouted, helping Kelsie get into position.

She stood in front of the first cock and turned around, him helping her to grab the edges of her dress and lift them up and align herself with the cock. Whether she was wearing panties, I wasn’t sure, but judging by how quickly she then took his dick and drove it into her pussy, she most likely wasn’t.

Kelsie’s loud moan of relief echoed through the theater. She took his thrusts doggy-style, letting her ass slap against him with loud smacks. After ten seconds, he pulled out with a squelch, and the next man stepped in, sinking into her cunt just as deep. She kept moaning and grinding hard on each one, clearly enjoying having her pussy reamed out.

Seeing her get used like that was entirely too much for me, and I finally just let the rest of my pride wash away.

With a deep breath, I reached down and slipped a finger inside my soaked panties, trying to discreetly find my clit. It was painfully swollen, throbbing with every heartbeat, and the moment I started to rub, a shiver ran through me. Next to me, Dean had given in too. His fly was open, and he was already jerking off, completely lost in the sensation.

We had promised ourselves that we were just going to watch, but as I looked over at Dean, seeing him stroking himself and watching me with that feral lust in his eyes, my boundaries completely melted. Every lingering trace of my old, ordinary manners evaporated, and I simply didn’t want to hide it anymore.

“Need a hand with that?” he then asked me, noticing my arousal.

“Oh, god, yes,” I whimpered.

I grabbed his hand and shoved it directly up my dress. Replacing my fingers with his own, he went straight past my clit and slid a few fingers into my pussy. Another moan escaped my lips. He started pumping them in and out while his thumb moved up to give my clit some attention too. I slumped further in my chair, spreading my thighs wider for him beneath the table. My moans fell perfectly in sync with Kelsie’s cries from the stage, and Becca’s beside us.

It was shameless and dirty, but I didn’t want him to stop.

“Alright, time’s up!” Andrew’s voice suddenly rang out, breaking the trance. The men stepped back, and Kelsie got up.

“Alright, Kelsie, moment of truth. Who does the magic cock belong to? Number one, two, or three?”

“Number two, without a doubt,” she announced proudly.

“Let’s see,” Andrew yelled, and Jason stepped forward, throwing his arms up while Kelsie pulled off her blindfold.

Everyone cheered again. I was too busy to join in though, panting hard as I quivered against Dean’s fingers. I took the chance to reach over with my left hand, wrapping it around his cock and jerking him off in time with his thrusting fingers. I let myself be as loud as I wanted while everyone cheered around us.

“Congratulations, Kelsie!” Andrew announced over the noise. “Now, as the winner, you get a special prize. As long as they’re happy, you get to choose any of these men’s cocks to take back to your room with your husband tonight.”

The tanned guy grinned widely. “I’d be honored to fuck her for you, man,” he said to Jason.

The muscular guy, already stiff again, chuckled. “Fuck yeah, just point the way to the room.”

Kelsie bit her lip, looking at the two massive strangers standing next to her husband. “Well… um… can I have both?” she asked shamelessly.

“Of course you can!” Andrew laughed.

Hearing that sent me into a spiral. I imagined Kelsie getting fuck and spread wide by two big cocks while her husband watched, and another rush of heat surged through me. I didn’t climax, but I was so, so desperate.

I stopped jerking Dean and grabbed his wrist instead, pulling his slippery fingers out of me.

“Dean, fuck, I’ve had enough teasing,” I gasped. “I need your cock inside me right now.”

“Don’t you want to stay and watch the rest, Fi?”

“No,” I breathed, squeezing his thigh. “Just take me back to our room and fuck me before I lose my mind.”

Dean nodded, reading the absolute desperation in my eyes. He stood and pulled me out of my chair, barely giving me a second to find my footing before scooping me up into his arms. I wrapped my hands around his neck and kissed along the skin as he carried me straight up the aisle.

Behind us, Andrew’s voice shot through the speakers. “Alright, who’s ready for round two?!”

We pushed through the exit, the doors swinging shut behind us and instantly silencing the noise of the crowd.

Neither of us even bothered to look back. Our minds were entirely focused on getting inside that cabin, and tearing each other’s clothes off.


Chapter Four




Dean’s cock was only halfway into my cunt when I finally let out the scream I’d been holding in since we left the theater.

We hadn’t even made it completely under the covers. The moment the cabin door clicked shut behind us, he dropped me onto the mattress and shoved my dress up around my waist, sliding into my pussy with a deep and satisfying noise.

He went as deep as his dick would allow. I wrapped my legs around him tightly, pulling him in the rest of the way and ensuring I was properly stuffed full.

We fucked in missionary for several long minutes, our bodies glued together with sweat as he hammered into me. He kept his face buried in my neck the whole time, biting and sucking at my skin, and grunting into my ear.

“Fuck, Fiona,” he growled. “You’re so wet for me.”

I was. My pussy juice was already dripping down my thighs and seeping into the sheets beneath me. But it wasn’t just how my body responded so naturally to him. I still had everything from the theater show replaying in my mind, those memories pushing me further into my own depravity. Watching all those people shamelessly hooking up in the dark had planted a filthy idea in my head, and I suddenly wanted to capture that exact same thrill for us. Pitching it to my husband of ten years felt incredibly twisted, but I was so turned on and having way too much fun to keep my mouth shut.

“Pretend I’m not me,” I gasped, my mind racing. “Pretend I’m just the tight, used cunt of a woman you claimed out of the crowd.”

Dean groaned in clear satisfaction as the fantasy took hold. He started to fuck me faster, and I could feel his cock pulsing larger inside me, almost like it was about to burst. “Yeah?” he rasped. “Then pretend I’m one of those massive cocks from the stage. Imagine I’m stretching this tight pussy out in front of everyone, and they’re seeing just how filthy you are.”

“Yes, God, yes,” I whimpered, digging my fingers into his back as the rush consumed me. “Pretend I’m Kelsie… taking those big dicks down my throat… taking them in my pussy. Fuck me like they’re watching.”

The dirty talk was uncensored and completely intoxicating. I let my head fall back and let out a shameless wail as Dean stretched me out.

“Fuck, Fi, keep your voice down,” Dean panted. “The whole hallway is going to hear you.”

“I don’t care!” I cried, clutching him tighter to me. “Let them hear! Let them hear how good my husband fucks me!”

That flipped a switch in him. “Fuck it. Me neither,” he grunted, completely abandoning his restraint.

He pounded into me harder, the sound of our flesh slapping together filling the room, drowning out even our own moans. The pleasure built quickly after that, knotting inside me, threatening to spill over. It climbed higher and higher until I completely shattered, crying out against Dean’s shoulder and clawing desperately at his back.

I continued trembling beneath him, and soon, Dean reached his climax too. He let out a roar and pumped a scalding rush of cum right against my cervix. The flow seemed endless, a release far larger than any he’d given me in a long time.

Eventually, his jerking stopped, and he collapsed beside me, heaving as his cock slipped from my pussy.

The moment he did, I felt a rush of cum spill out instantly. I reached a hand down, touching the warm mess trickling down my thighs. I couldn’t help but giggle.

“Oh my,” I whispered, holding up my slick fingers. “I really got to you, huh?”

Dean tilted his head on the pillow. “Shit… yeah. Think you just emptied my balls. I don’t think I’ve ever shot that much in my life.”

I laughed, rolling onto my side to face him. “I don’t think I’ve come that hard either,” I admitted. “God, Dean, that show… this whole ship. It’s really turning us on, isn’t it?”

“It is,” he agreed. “But what do we do? About all of this?”

It was a coy question, and I paused for a second, feeling a pleasant warmth in my chest. “I don’t know,” I said honestly. “It’s insanely hot, but maybe it’s just the watching that’s getting to us? Like, the filth of it all, more than actually wanting to join in. I blame the show for all of those fantasies. They were totally wild.”

Dean nodded slowly. “Yeah. You’re probably right.”

“Probably,” I replied. But we both knew we were dancing around the truth.

We stared at each other for a second longer before breaking into exhausted laughter. The high was finally wearing off, and a gentle wave of sleepiness washed over me.

“Okay, anyway,” I sighed, pulling the duvet over our naked bodies and snuggling into his chest. “I’m fucking tired. It’s been a really long evening. Think we should get some rest.”

“Sleep sounds good,” Dean replied. He kissed the top of my head and wrapped his arms around me. “Goodnight, Fi.”

I smiled, letting sleep finally take hold.

[image: ]


The next morning, I was gently woken by the distant cry of seabirds and the soothing rush of the ocean.

Rolling over, I noticed the blackout curtains were parted just enough to let a sliver of golden light into the room, so I slipped out from under the covers, naked, and stepped out onto our private balcony.

The sunrise was breathtaking, a vibrant splash of pink and orange melting into the blue sea as I leaned against the railing to breathe in the salty air. A morning breeze picked up, brushing over my breasts before sweeping down to caress my swollen pussy lips. As it did, I let out a soft sigh.

“Hey, Dean,” I called over my shoulder. “Come and see this sunrise.”

I heard the rustle of sheets behind me, and a moment later, Dean’s warm chest pressed against my bare back. He wrapped his arms around my waist and rested his chin on my shoulder. Pressing firmly into my crack was his warm morning wood.

“It’s beautiful,” he said, grinding his stiff cock into me just a little. “I’m so glad we did this, Fiona.”

I leaned back into him, letting my ass soak up his heat. “Me too.”

I turned my head to capture his lips in a kiss, but just as his tongue dipped into my mouth and my hand slid toward his thigh, my stomach gave a sudden rumble. We both laughed and pulled apart.

“Well,” Dean chuckled, “guess it’s time for breakfast. Let’s go see if we can make some friends while we’re at it, too.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I agreed.

We walked back into the room, and I stood in front of my open suitcase, suddenly faced with a dilemma. “What should we even wear? Honestly, I’m kind of liking this whole nude feeling.”

Dean smirked. “You want to go out there totally bare? Because I’m not going to stop you.”

“Oh, God, no,” I laughed, shaking my head. “Not with a billion other people looking. I’m not quite ready to have my bare pussy on display yet. I think I’ll just keep my underwear on and throw on a robe.”

“Fair enough, I’ll do the same,” Dean agreed.

We slipped into clean underwear and wrapped ourselves in the white robes from the closet before heading out. Eventually, we reached one of the main eating areas, which featured a large breakfast buffet and expansive windows. The smell of bread and bacon filled the air, while waiters moved through the room tending to tables with drinks. Everyone was in a different state of undress; some wore robes like us, and others were completely naked.

We were loading our plates and filling our cups when a cheerful voice cut through the ambient chatter.

“Hey! Neighbors! Over here!”

Dean and I both paused, exchanging a confused glance. We hadn’t formally met anyone on the ship yet, besides the brief encounter with Becca and Jordan in the theater, but turning toward the sound, we saw a woman and her husband, both in robes, waving enthusiastically from a table near the window.

Curious, we walked over. The man was Black, in his late thirties, with a handsome and relaxed face. The woman waving at us was in her early thirties, with pale skin and rich brown hair falling over her shoulders.

“Hi,” I said tentatively, offering a polite smile. “Neighbors?”

“Oh, apologies! We’re right next door to you,” the woman beamed. “Thought we’d say hello. I’m Veronica, and this is my husband, Cole.”

“Nice to meet you,” Cole said smoothly, extending a hand. “Take a seat. You guys looked a little lost.”

“I’m Fiona, and this is Dean,” I introduced us. “And yeah, it’s pretty much our first day. We’re still getting the hang of things.”

“We could tell,” Veronica said. Her smile turned a little naughty as she leaned forward, giving me a clear view of her cleavage. “We’re right next door, and we definitely heard you yesterday.”

My breath caught. “You… you did?”

“Oh, absolutely,” Cole added. “The walls aren’t that thin, but when you’re screaming that loud, sound travels.”

“It sounded really fucking hot, to be honest,” Veronica said. “Especially that part about pretending you were on stage and taking a massive stranger’s cock down your throat.”

My face erupted in flames. Dean stiffened beside me, pretty much choking on his own spit. We were completely caught off guard.

“Oh… well… um…” I stuttered, my mind spinning out of control as panic and intense arousal clawed at my chest.

“Hey, don’t worry about it!” Veronica cut in. “We get super loud too. It’s half the fun of being here. Honestly, knowing people are listening to you get fucked is the best!”

“Yeah,” Cole agreed. “This is our sixth cruise, and we’re always keen to help break in some new people. So… given all the fun you’ve been having so far, what do you say? Do you guys want to take the next step and fuck us?”

The bluntness of the question hit me hard. My body reacted instantly, and I couldn’t believe how turned on I was just hearing it. At the same time, I realized I wanted it so badly, but my mouth couldn’t keep up with the pounding need in my chest. I was too shocked and too shy to jump straight into the deep end over breakfast.

“Uhhh…” I stammered, looking toward Dean for help. “Well… maybe… um, later?”

“Yeah,” Dean quickly chimed in. “We’re, uh… we’re still kind of adjusting. Getting our sea legs, you know?”

Cole and Veronica read the room, softening their expressions. “Oooh, got it. Hey, it’s okay! You can absolutely say no,” Veronica said, patting my hand across the table. “We won’t push you. The offer stands, but no pressure at all.”

“Exactly,” Cole nodded. “We just like to put it out there. So, how did you guys end up on the Lunara anyway? Not exactly your standard couple’s cruise.”

Grateful for the out, I quickly explained the whole ordeal: our ten-year anniversary, the fully booked ships and resorts, and Richard handing us the pamphlet back in his office.

“That’s hilarious,” Veronica giggled. “Well, welcome to the dark side. We actually started out super innocent too. We were a traditional couple until about four years ago, but then we stumbled into a swingers club on a dare, ended up sharing a room with another couple, and completely fell in love with the lifestyle.”

“It really opens up your marriage,” Cole added, winking at Dean. “And, well, from how insanely passionate you guys sounded screaming through the walls yesterday, I’m sure you’ll end up fitting in just fine, if you take the leap.”

Dean and I looked at each other, and a silent agreement passed between us. We were too shy to admit it out loud to these strangers, but Cole was absolutely right. The filth was already getting to us.

We fell into an easy conversation after that, downing our drinks and chatting over the buffet food. Cole and Veronica were incredibly charming, and by the time we finished our coffees, the awkwardness had completely vanished.

“By the way,” Veronica eventually said, wiping her mouth with a napkin and standing up. “Have you guys checked out the main pool deck yet?”

“Not yet,” Dean replied. “We were thinking of heading up there next.”

“Perfect,” Cole said. “After breakfast is the best time to go and relax in the pool before the afternoon parties start. You should come up.”

“That sounds great,” I smiled, the arousal already building back up in my belly. We quickly finished the last of our food and made our way up, ready to see exactly how many bare strangers we could catch acting out in broad daylight.


Chapter Five




When we finally stepped out onto the main pool deck, Dean and I pretty much froze in place. We knew what we were heading into, but knowing it and actually walking into the scene of a massive, unapologetic daytime orgy were two entirely different things. My mouth simply dropped open.

Dean bumped my shoulder, speaking with total disbelief. “Jesus… Fiona, are you seeing this?”

“I… yeah… oh my god,” I breathed, overwhelmed as my eyes darted everywhere at once. “This is totally crazy, Dean.”

Veronica laughed beside us, noticing our stunned expressions. “It’s a lot at first, isn’t it? Promise you get used to it.”

“Just pace yourselves,” Cole added, looking completely at ease. “Jump in whenever, or don’t.”

We eventually found a cluster of four empty loungers near the shallow end, and while Dean and I sat down awkwardly, clutching our robes tight, Cole and Veronica wasted no time, untying their robes and letting them fall to the deck. Completely naked, they grabbed sunscreen from a nearby towel station and began rubbing it on each other.

The sight was certainly something. First, there was Veronica. In the sunlight, her pale skin almost glowed, drawing attention to her plump breasts and hard little nipples, and down below, her smooth thighs and light brown curls above a tight, pink pussy. It had been years since I’d seen another woman completely naked, and the unexpected sight sent a strange buzz coursing through me. I could feel my own pussy start to wake up just looking at her.

Beside her, Cole wasn’t any less stunning. Standing tall with his chiseled chest puffed out, he was every bit the picture of male confidence. My gaze eventually drifted downward to his cock, which was dark and girthy, emerging from a patch of fuzzy black hair. The sight made my skin prickle, and I found myself wondering how a cock that thick might feel stretching me out. Of course, it was only just a fantasy…

“Catching an eyeful, Fi?” Dean whispered, leaning in with a filthy smirk. “Can’t say I blame you, though. That’s a serious cock he’s got there.”

I blushed immediately, playfully swatting his arm. “Hey, I was just looking.”

We continued sitting there, still wrapped in our robes like complete idiots, staring as Veronica and Cole giggled and slathered sunscreen all over each other.

Trying to avoid staring too obviously at our friends, I let my eyes drift back out over the pool, but there was nowhere safe to look. The whole deck was just a bunch of gleaming skin and shameless fucking. Right near the water, my attention snagged on a redheaded woman on all fours across a lounger. She was eagerly bouncing on a short tattooed guy’s cock, while another man shoved his dick deep down her throat. A second woman was just crouching there, holding the redhead’s hair back and whispering god knows what into her ear.

My pussy continued to ache as I watched the redhead take them both. I finally brought myself to look away, only to catch a curvy woman floating on a raft between two guys in the shallow end. She was lazily alternating between sucking one cock and stroking the other, pausing every so often just to catch her breath while they groaned. And right under the water slide, another petite woman had her legs spread wide over two men’s shoulders, letting them eagerly lap away at her folds.

The scene was endless. Everywhere I looked, people were casually sharing each other.

I glanced over at Dean. He had a hard grip on his armrest, and his cock was completely tenting the front of his robe.

“This is fucking insane,” I whispered. “They’re just going for it.”

“And they don’t even care who’s watching,” Dean replied, swallowing hard as he focused on a group of naked MILFs walking by, their tits jiggling generously.

“Well?” Veronica’s warm voice suddenly broke through, pulling me back to reality. I looked up to see her standing right in front of me, holding out a bottle of sunscreen. “You guys ready to join in?”

Dean and I just stared at her for a second. Half of me was screaming to rip my robe off and let them see exactly how wet I was, while the other half was completely paralyzed at the thought of actually doing it in front of all these people. I wanted it, but when I opened my mouth, absolutely nothing came out.

Thankfully, Dean jumped in to save me. “Just give us a second to catch up,” he told her.

Veronica smiled and took a step back with Cole, giving us a little space.

Dean turned to me. “What do you think, Fiona? Are we actually doing this?”

I looked down as my fingers nervously played with the tight knot of my robe. If I was being honest with myself, just sitting here fully dressed felt weirder than getting naked. This wasn’t part of the safe little plan we made back in the room, but seeing all this skin was driving me insane. Everything about this place simply begged you to let go.

“I… I think I want to, Dean,” I stammered, meeting his eyes. “My pussy’s aching just sitting here wrapped up in this thing. What about you?”

“Fuck…” Dean let out. “I was really hoping you’d say that, Fiona. I’m hard as a rock over here just waiting to strip down.”

I bit my lip, letting the knot slip loose. “Then what are we waiting for?”

Dean grinned and pushed himself up off his lounger.

Deciding to break the ice for both of us, he went first. He undid the knot of his robe, letting the fabric slide off his shoulders, then shoved his boxers down to his ankles. He stepped out of them, his gorgeous cock popping free, throbbing with blood and on full display for anyone walking by.

Taking a sharp breath, I followed his lead. I untied my robe, stripped off my panties, and stepped out of the tangled pile of fabric to stand tall.

The warmth of the sun hit my skin instantly, sending a delicious shiver through me. My breasts were the first to be exposed, not quite as massive as Veronica’s but perky, and the sudden breeze immediately pulled my darker nipples into hard nubs.

There was no hiding anything now. Not my slightly rounded stomach, my bare ass, or my neatly trimmed pussy. I thought I would feel terrified, but an overwhelming sense of freedom took over. It felt incredible.

Veronica let out a delighted squeal as she took me in. “Wow, Fiona, you have absolutely amazing tits,” she said, stepping up to admire my body. “You’re going to fit in just perfectly.”

Beside her, Cole was busy admiring the thick length dangling between Dean’s legs. “Damn, man. I see exactly why she was screaming so loud yesterday,” he laughed. “That thing looks like trouble.”

I smiled proudly, reaching over to wrap my fingers around it. “It certainly is,” I said, giving him a firm squeeze.

Cole smirked appreciatively. “Well, since you’re both officially naked now, I guess we should hit the pool next, right?”

I looked at Dean, and he could see I was already sold. “Lead the way,” he said.

Veronica grabbed my hand with a playful giggle and pulled me right to the edge. The guys stepped up beside us, and the four of us leaped into the water, laughing as we went.

The moment we came up for air, I wiped my eyes and caught Dean staring at my wet nipples for just a second before he reached out and hauled me into him. The water did nothing to hide how hard he was, his dick pressing against my slit. I locked my arms around his neck and kissed him, my tongue sliding against his as my hands drifted down to his tight ass.

A few feet away, Veronica was already wrapped around Cole, moaning softly as he kneaded her tits and bit at her neck. The total lack of shame from everyone around us was turning me on even more. I was aching, and the feeling of Dean’s cock rubbing against my opening was making it impossible to think straight. We didn’t even last five minutes in the water before we had to get out. We were both too worked up.

Dean leaned in and whispered that he wanted to get out and fuck me, and I was reaching for the ladder before he’d even finished the sentence. As we moved, Veronica called out from the shallow end, still entwined with Cole. “Hey, leaving so soon?”

“Sorry,” I laughed. “We’re just too worked up. I’m dragging him back to the room so he can fuck my brains out.”

“Damn,” Cole replied with a smirk. “And here we were hoping to keep you two around and play.”

His invitation made my skin run even hotter. Slinking off to our bedroom suddenly felt like a bit of a letdown now that we’d finally stripped down and exposed ourselves.

I gave him a naughty smile anyway. “It’s okay, I’ll make sure to scream loud enough for you to hear it all anyway.”

But just as we turned to leave, another voice cut in from the right. “You could always just do that right here, you know.”

We all looked over. Becca and Jordan were lounging on a nearby daybed, naked and watching us with amusement.

Becca’s breasts were heavy with dark nipples, and Jordan was impressively hung. It was my first time seeing them naked, and it was honestly a bit surprising that even at their age, they still looked so damn good.

“We heard you talking about fucking,” said Becca. “Mind if we join?”

My pussy pulsed at that. “Oh! Um, well,” I stammered, “we weren’t planning to swap or anything.”

Becca looked at me in adoration. “Oh, honey, you don’t have to swap to share the fun. Why not just fuck out here beside us? There are plenty of naked bodies around, and you’re already bare anyway. Think about it.”

I blinked and looked up at Dean. Having sex in the middle of a crowded pool deck was a massive line to cross, but looking at Dean’s leaking cock and feeling the wetness dripping down my own thighs, I knew I only wanted to say yes.

“Fuck it,” Dean growled, already reaching for me. “We’re too horny to make it back to the room anyway. You down, Fiona?”

For once, the decision came easy to me. Hearing those words was just too hot. “Y…Yes. Fuck, Dean, just take me right here. I don’t care. I just need you. Now.”

Hearing me give in, Veronica squealed with excitement and got herself out of the pool, with Cole climbing up right behind her.

“Perfect,” Cole said. He was already pulling Veronica toward the loungers near Becca and Jordan. “Let’s do it parallel, then. Give the deck a real show.”

We claimed our spots and formed a tight line. Dean guided me down, and I crawled onto the cushion. To my left, Veronica mirrored my pose as Cole positioned himself behind her. To my right, Becca lay flat on her back, her knees hooked over Jordan’s arms as she exposed her pussy for him.

With my ass in the air and needing no other cue, Dean immediately got to work, gripping each cheek tight and spreading them. He aligned his tip with my entrance and pressed in, sinking all the way. I immediately felt the stretch, my inner muscles clenching around him as a loud noise escaped my lips.

“Oh fuck! Yes!” I moaned.

Dean kept pushing until his hips were flush against my ass. “That’s it, Fi,” he grunted. “Take all of it.” He pulled back and slammed into me again, starting to thrust with long strokes. The other two couples next to us were getting underway as well, the men drawing moans from their wives as they breached their holes.

I could hardly believe we were actually doing this, especially with all these eyes watching, but I realized I was too worked up to care.

As Dean settled into his pace, my eyes drifted over to a couple leaning against the pool’s edge. They had stopped making out entirely; the guy was staring straight at my bouncing breasts and the way my pink pussy stretched around Dean’s cock. He wasn’t even subtle about reaching to stroke his own cock above the water while he watched my husband wreck me.

Dean noticed him too and gave my ass a quick slap. “Look at him watching you,” he said as his cock swelled thicker inside me. “Bet he loves seeing my dirty wife take this dick.”

“Ooh, I love it,” I panted, leaning into the fun of showing off. Deliberately, I bent my back even more to give the man an even better view of the action, letting the sunlight emphasize the glistening mess between my legs. “Fuck me harder, Dean. Let them both watch.”

To our left, Cole was starting to pick up his pace with Veronica, pounding into her hard. I was in awe of the beautiful contrast of his dark cock sliding in and out of her pale pussy.

“Fuck yes, Cole, stretch it,” Veronica gasped. “Oh god, your cock feels so thick today.”

“Only because you’re putting on such a good show for the neighbors, babe,” Cole praised, reaching around to aggressively rub her clit. “And Dean’s doing such a good job stretching out Fiona’s cunt too. Makes me want to pound you even harder.”

“Then do it!” she challenged breathlessly.

On my other side, Jordan was slamming into Becca. Her head was thrown back, her massive breasts jiggling with every deep thrust.

“Look at how she’s taking him,” Jordan grunted. “I bet that tight little pussy is squeezing the life out of him.”

Becca turned her head and locked eyes with me while Jordan hammered her. “You take that big cock so well, Fiona,” she moaned. “Show us how much you like it. Scream for him, honey!”

Hearing my name moaned like that sent me right over. My thighs trembled as I came hard, my pussy convulsing around Dean’s cock as I buried my face in the cushion and gushed out cum everywhere.

“Oh, hell yes! Come for him, Fiona! Let us hear it!” Veronica shrieked mid-moan.

Dean didn’t stop. He grunted while using my contracting pussy to lube his thrusts, rocking the lounger heavily beneath us.

“Take it, Fiona,” he growled. “Keep milking me.”

“I am! Your cock feels amazing!” I sobbed, still riding out the high.

Eventually, I came down, but the break didn’t last long. Dean was still hard and pulsing inside me, and as he kept sliding in and out of my soaked pussy, I realized I was getting ready again. The stimulation quickly pushed me back into a state of need, hitting that spot inside me I loved so much.

The others weren’t about to let us stop, either, and Dean sure as hell wasn’t calling it quits until he’d stuffed me.

Jordan was the first to egg us on. “Keep going, you two!” he shouted over the wet slap of his own thrusts.

Becca squeezed her breasts, pinching her dark nipples while grinning at me through her moans. “We’re all getting so fucked out here,” she panted. “Keep going, honey. Keep bouncing back on him. You look way too sexy to be stopping now.”

“God, this is so hot! I’m gonna cum again just watching you two!” Veronica then chimed in.

Hearing the encouragement, I pushed my ass harder against Dean, demanding every inch of him. My clit was sensitive and raw, but I only felt more greedy for him. I started twirling my hips, squeezing Dean’s cock tight as the heat built again.

Soon enough, my second orgasm was hitting. “I’m gonna come again, Dean! Please!” I begged, grinding desperately. “Fill me up! Come inside me!”

“Do it, man! Fill her up!” Cole urged, openly watching us.

The orgasm eventually surged through me, making me squirm and thrash until I nearly popped Dean’s cock loose from the way my body was contorting. Thankfully, Dean had my ass gripped tight and managed to keep himself inside.

I kept sobbing like that until Dean started to shudder, before he pressed hard against my ass and exploded, filling me with hot bursts. I whimpered, overwhelmed by the feeling of him warming me up from the inside.

Beside us, the chaos peaked too. Becca screamed as she hit her own limit, but she was still determined to finish Jordan off properly even after all of that. She slid out from under him, got onto her knees, and pressed her tits together. Jordan groaned, trembling as he leaned over her and painted her chest and face with streaks of white. She giggled as it went everywhere.

On my left, Veronica was eager for her reward. “Feed me, Cole,” she begged, moving to her knees to take him deep into her throat just as his legs stiffened. He exploded into her mouth, and she gulped it down without hesitation, licking her lips clean once he was done.

Meanwhile, Dean and I were already going limp on the daybed, completely drained and still shaking from the high.

“Fuck, Fiona,” he breathed, holding me close. “I can’t believe we just did that.”

I squeezed his arm, feeling a deep sense of satisfaction. “Me neither. But fuck, Dean, that was so, so hot.”

Beside us, the other couples were casually catching their breath, but Becca was the one to speak up first, looking over at us with nothing but appreciation. “See?” she laughed, “told you it’s better out in the open!”


Chapter Six




Becca was right. It was much better out in the open.

But now, as I looked down at myself, the other problem became glaringly obvious. I was covered in sweat, pool water, and a mix of my own and Dean’s cum. It wasn’t the best look.

“Oh my god, look at me,” I said to Dean.

Veronica giggled from the next lounger, stretching her sticky legs in the sun. It looked like she was dealing with a similar problem. “God, Cole’s always making a mess of me. Definitely shower time.”

With that natural cue, we all shared a lazy nod and parted ways.

Inside our cabin, the shower started off fun and intimate. We passed the soap back and forth, playfully washing the salt and sweat off each other’s backs. As Dean gently worked the shampoo into my hair and ran a soapy sponge down my thighs, I felt a sudden rush of affection. Even after putting on the filthiest show of my life, I felt so incredibly safe with him.

Of course, things quickly heated up after that. The soapy caresses grew heavier, and even though we had just completely drained ourselves out on the deck, before I knew it, Dean had me pressed against the wet tile with his cock inflating back to life against my stomach.

I let him reach down and slide a few fingers into my pussy, drawing a loud moan from me. He pumped for a few deep strokes and then dropped to his knees under the spray to eat me out. By the time I came, my legs were shaking so hard I could barely stand. Dean stood back up, and I returned the favor, taking his cock down my throat until he erupted.

Feeling clean and completely spent, we decided to order room service and have a late lunch out on the balcony in the warm breeze.

As we finished, Dean wiped his mouth with a napkin and tossed it onto the tray. “I still can’t believe any of this,” he said. “We’re actually doing it, Fiona. We’re on a swingers’ cruise.”

I reached across the table and held his hand. “I know. It feels like a total fantasy. But at the same time… I feel like we’re sort of dancing around the obvious, don’t you think?”

Dean tilted his head, his smile fading into something a bit more serious. “The swinging part?”

“Yeah,” I admitted. “Being out there today, seeing everyone just going for it… it made me wonder. I mean, I loved putting on a show for them, but I couldn’t stop thinking about what it would actually feel like to cross that line.”

Dean went quiet for a moment. He looked down at our hands, before he finally met my eyes. The heat there was unmistakable.

“I’m not gonna lie, Fiona. I’ve been thinking about it too,” he confessed. “When I saw you strip out on that deck, and I saw you admiring Veronica and Cole… I kept wondering what it would be like to actually share you. To sit back and watch someone else take you.”

I stared at him as my heart skipped a beat. “Really?”

“Yeah…” he admitted. “I don’t know what it is, Fiona, but I really want to see it happen.”

I breathed out in shock. Just hearing him confirm it out loud made the fantasy suddenly very real. “God, Dean, that’s so hot,” I whispered. “I want to watch you, too. But Dean… if we actually do this, we’d have to start slow, right? Just to be sure?”

“Of course,” he replied. “We could start with a soft swap.”

I blinked. “A soft swap?”

“Oh, right,” he said. He reached for the daily itinerary at the edge of the table and slid it between us. “Here. I read about it in the welcome guide that lady gave us. Apparently, it’s a good way to get started, just the lighter stuff. Kissing, touching, maybe oral. And look, there’s actually an event for it tonight.”

I leaned over to see where he was pointing.

“We could just go down there and see what happens,” Dean suggested. “Find another couple looking for the same thing. What do you think?”

I looked at him for a long moment as the thrum of my heartbeat echoed in my ears. The nerves were there, but the curiosity was winning, and after everything we’d already done today, there wasn’t much hesitation left.

“Okay,” I said, squeezing his hand. “Let’s do it.”

Dean stood up and pulled me toward him. “Sounds good, Fi. Now, how about some homework to make sure we’re ready?”
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We spent the rest of the afternoon relaxing in our cabin and reading through the cruise materials about the playrooms. Learning the etiquette and talking through our boundaries made the plan feel real, and by the time evening arrived, we were completely on the same page, even managing to practice a bit on our own, having sex and imagining ourselves as different people just to lean into it.

When we eventually stepped out of our cabin, we found ourselves immediately bumping into Veronica and Cole in the hallway. They were wearing their robes and laughing together as they walked toward the elevators.

“Hey, you two,” Veronica smiled, linking her arm through Cole’s. “Heading down to dinner?”

“We are,” Dean replied as we joined them. “Dinner first, and then we’re going to check out the New Couples Initiation.”

Veronica gasped. “Oh my god! Guys! You’re finally joining in?” she exclaimed.

“Uh, well…” I added quickly. “We’re starting slow, actually. Just a soft swap for tonight.”

Veronica waved a hand dismissively. “Doesn’t matter, anything’s perfect. I’m so happy you guys decided to take the next step! You’ll love it, I’m sure.”

“Yeah, great way to start,” Cole agreed. “Sucks that we’ve got a date with another couple tonight, otherwise we would come show you around. But listen, tomorrow we port in Cozumel, and we booked a private catamaran for the morning. If tonight goes well and you want to keep the momentum going, we have two spots left. Let us know.”

My breath caught. The offer was incredibly hot.

“We’ll definitely let you know,” Dean promised.

With that, we parted ways at the elevators, and Dean and I headed into the main dining room. Sitting across from him while eating dinner in just my robe kept my mind focused on what was coming next.

Knowing the other couples around us were likely planning their own playroom visits kept my arousal building the entire meal. I felt completely bare and exposed under the fabric, and Dean kept giving me looks that made my pussy ache.

After dinner, we walked to the lower decks where the private playrooms were located. The corridors here were dimly lit and lined with dark wallpaper and big doors. The reality of sharing my husband hit me, and my stomach just kept churning. As much as I wanted this, part of me was realizing that we needed to do it with someone safe, but in a way that felt entirely authentic.

We eventually reached the main lounge area outside the rooms. Just as we paused to get our bearings, a door opened to our right.

Becca and Jordan walked out, adjusting their robes. Becca looked a bit sweaty but deeply satisfied, radiating a beautiful post-orgasmic glow.

She spotted us instantly and broke into a huge smile. “Well, look who it is! Are you two finally braving the playrooms?”

“We are,” I said, feeling relief seeing a familiar face. “We came down to try a soft swap.”

Becca looked at me, and she could tell how I was feeling. “First time down here?” she asked warmly. “The crowd can be a bit much. How are you feeling?”

“Excited,” I admitted, glancing at Dean. “But nervous. We really just want to start slow.”

Becca and Jordan exchanged a warm smile. “Tell you what,” Becca said supportively. “Why don’t you two come into a room with us? We’ll show you the ropes.”

“But you guys usually go all the way, right?” Dean pointed out.

Jordan just smirked. “Usually… but we’re playing strictly by your rules tonight, just for you two.”

“Yeah, it would be an honor to guide you,” Becca purred. “There’s an empty playroom right across the hall. Let’s go in.”

Dean and I agreed, and a minute later, we all slipped into the playroom.

Becca stepped up to the edge of the big bed in the middle. “Alright, let’s get undressed then.”

Jordan dropped his robe to the floor. Dean and I followed suit, untying our belts and exposing our bodies. The second the robes fell, Jordan closed the distance between us immediately, his eyes dropping to trace the blush spreading across my chest. His hands clamped onto my hips, bringing me close against his body, while Dean and Becca were busy getting intimate themselves.

“You know, I had the hardest time focusing on my own wife out there by the pool,” he said. “Watching you scream for Dean’s cock like that was way too sexy, Fiona. I’ve been craving a taste ever since.”

His words killed whatever modesty I had left. “Then quit talking and get your taste, Jordan,” I challenged.

He smirked, wrapping a hand around the back of my neck to tilt my head up, and pressed his lips flat over mine. The kiss was wet and aggressive. Trading spit with another man right beside my husband felt incredibly dirty, yet I parted my lips eagerly, letting his tongue slide deep inside. As we made out, he leaned forward, pressing his warm erection tight against my pussy, teasing me. Beside us, Becca let out a soft moan, already backing Dean up against the mattress tangling her tongue with his.

Jordan’s hands slid up my ribs next, claiming my breasts with a firm squeeze that made my nipples instantly harden.

“Fuck, these are gorgeous,” he rasped against my mouth. “So damn perky. I can already tell they’re going to age so well, just like Becca’s.”

He let out another approving grunt and dropped his head straight away, latching onto my right nipple, drawing it deep inside his mouth and making me moan loudly.

As his wet mouth worked over me, I glanced to my left. My heart skipped a beat as I looked at Dean, who was completely wrapped up in Becca. He had pulled her right onto his lap, his hands greedily kneading her tits while he kissed her neck, drawing deep moans from her. Seeing my husband make love to her like that made me feel weirdly proud. I realized I actually loved it, seeing him do that, and it made me want to be even sluttier for Jordan.

“Take me to the bed, Jordan,” I told him. “I want your tongue on my pussy.”

We soon moved to the bed, and Jordan guided me down so I was lying flat beside Becca. The men quickly positioned themselves at the edge of the mattress, stepping between our spread thighs.

My vanilla instincts flared for a second as Jordan’s hands gripped my knees, sparking a fleeting worry about safety, but Becca completely erased it before I could even speak. She looked down at Dean kneeling between her legs and tangled her fingers into his hair.

“Don’t hold back, Dean,” she purred. “Everyone on this ship’s clean… you’re free to taste every single inch of me.”

Dean just groaned in response, leaning right into her heat and ready to enjoy his meal. Jordan, meanwhile, caught my eye and smirked.

“Hear that, Fiona? Once I’m done sampling you, and you’re done sampling my cock, you’ll get to try as many others as you want.” The image alone was enough to get me absolutely dripping wet.

“Then stop teasing me,” I whispered. “I want to start right now.”

With that, the men dove in simultaneously. Unlike Dean, who usually liked to kiss his way down my stomach first, Jordan went straight for it, burying his face in my soaked labia, licking around the sides just to get a taste, and then dragging his tongue right up my slit.

But he didn’t stop there. His tongue kept tracing lower and lower, stopping just shy of my ass crack.

He paused. “Tell me if this is too much, Fiona.”

“God, just… just keep going,” I gasped.

Taking my green light, he swirled his tongue directly around my hole, giving me my first shocking taste of anal play. I loved it, and immediately clenched right up. Just as my hips started to buck, he swapped his tongue for a thick finger, slipping it slowly into my ass.

The intense stimulation shattered my focus entirely. I screamed, tangling my hand into his hair to hold his face hard against me. I looked over at Dean, who was buried deep between Becca’s thighs, and couldn’t hold back the filthy rush of showing off.

“Fuck, Dean, look at what he’s doing to me!” I sobbed out.

The moans came easily after that, and I just couldn’t believe it. Here I was, getting eaten out by another man, letting him drink up my juice and stretch my ass, all while Dean went to work on Becca.

“Oh fuck, Dean,” Becca moaned loudly, tossing her head from side to side. “Yes, right there! Suck on my clit!”

Hearing another woman moan my husband’s name was entirely crazy, but I loved it. I reached out to Becca, looking at her with an elated expression as the men devour us. Jordan kept eating me out vigorously as the knot in my belly coiled tighter. A few licks here, a few brutal thrusts there with his fingers, and suddenly I was climaxing hard, spasming all over Jordan’s fingers.

There was plenty of gushing too. I felt my wetness spray across his face, but Jordan didn’t care, licking it all up and swallowing my climax whole. Becca, to my left, followed seconds later, her body shuddering just as much as mine as she finally orgasmed.

When we caught our breath after the first overwhelming wave of pleasure, the men pulled back and looked up at us with nothing but pride.

“Holy fuck,” I panted. “That was amazing!”

“You taste incredible, Fiona,” Jordan smirked, licking my juice off his lips.

“And your husband’s a goddamn genius with his tongue,” Becca added. “Seriously, I’m so jealous he’s yours, Fiona.”

I let out a filthy little chuckle, feeling entirely too slutty to just lie there.

“Well, since you both enjoyed us so much,” I said, looking straight at Becca, “I think it’s our turn for a taste. I’ve been craving Jordan’s cock all this time.”

Becca nodded. “I love the way you think, honey. Let’s line these boys up and get to work.”

The men moved easily, standing up next to the bed as Becca and I scooted down, lying on our backs with our heads hanging slightly off the mattress, perfectly positioned to suck them off. “You sure you’re ready for this thick dick, Fiona?” Jordan teased, his massive cock swaying right in front of my face.

“Oh, she’s more than ready,” Dean laughed from beside him, stroking his own hard shaft for Becca.

“Show him what that mouth can do, Fiona.” I loved the way his cock bobbed in front of my mouth. It felt like forever since I’d had my lips wrapped around another man’s dick, but seeing this, especially on a man of his ridiculous size and thickness, was making my mouth water. “Ready, beautiful?” he asked.

“Fuck yes, feed it to me,” I whispered, and then just swallowed him whole. His girth stretched my lips wide, the angle of his curve hitting the roof of my mouth in a way I wasn’t used to. “Oh wow, this is so fucking thick,” I mumbled around his shaft as he fed me, drooling a little down his base.

“Take as much as you can handle, sweetie,” Jordan groaned, and then I just started to suck. I moved back and forth over his cock, sucking him like it was Dean, making sure to go all the way until he brushed against my tonsils, pulling a wet gag out of me before resetting and swallowing him down again.

I was getting into a deep, sloppy rhythm with my hands and mouth when I glanced sideways and watched Becca go to work on Dean. She looked like an absolute professional, her lips completely swallowing his shaft and barely gagging in the process. But as she bobbed her head, she casually reached down and slipped a finger right against Dean’s hole, giving it a firm, teasing press.

Dean let out a surprised, throaty groan, surrendering completely to the sensation. It seemed like anal play was definitely a staple in their relationship, and seeing my husband so into it was hot. Dean’s cock, although huge in its own right, wasn’t much smaller compared to Jordan’s, so seeing her take him down so effortlessly while playing with his ass made it obvious she’d sucked a hell of a lot of giant cocks to not even flinch. Meanwhile, Dean looked like he was in absolute heaven, his eyes rolled back entirely.

I sucked Jordan even harder, wanting to give him the exact same feeling as my gorgeous husband.

So I kept going. Harder and faster.

“Fuck, Fiona,” Jordan grunted, starting to fuck my mouth too, helping me along. “You suck dick so well. I’m getting close. Let me pull out… let me see those gorgeous tits so I can cum on them.”

But I didn’t want him to pull out. I was completely hypnotized by the reality of having this massive dick in my mouth, and I just pushed my head down further, taking him all the way to the base. Dean opened his eyes and noticed exactly what I was doing. An incredibly turned-on grin spread across his face.

“Oh my god, look at her,” Dean rasped, watching me swallow Jordan’s cock. “Keep going, Fi, let him empty those balls in your mouth.”

“Fuck, she’s got me locked in tight,” Jordan groaned, his hips twitching as his resistance vanished.

“I think she just loves your cock, man. She’s not letting you go. She’s gonna make you cum right down her throat.”

“Oh yeah? Well that’s fucking perfect,” Jordan groaned, holding my head tight. “Keep going, Fiona.”

Next to me, Becca bobbed her head and hummed around Dean’s dick as she caught on. “Fuck it,” she garbled playfully with a mouth full of cock. “I’ll do it too.”

We kept up our deepthroating, almost as if it were a competition to see who could make the other cum faster. Suddenly, Jordan’s cock started to twitch in that way I knew all too well. With a deep grunt, he held my head tight and shot his load down the back of my throat.

“Fuck! Here it comes, Fiona!”

His cock just kept going, erupting with his seed and filling my mouth. I whimpered in delight, eagerly swallowing the thick mess as it cascaded down my throat. I made sure to look up at him the whole time, letting him see just how much I loved it.

Beside me, Dean was roaring through his own orgasm, filling Becca’s throat just as thoroughly.

When Jordan finally went soft, I popped off his cock with a cute little giggle and licked my lips clean of the excess.

Jordan was too spent to respond, and Dean was not much better, just panting against the mattress.

Becca, however, took the opportunity to crawl closer. “Come here, Fiona,” she purred, her mouth still shiny. “Let me taste what my husband just gave you.”

Without a word, I turned and met her halfway, eagerly opening my mouth for a kiss. Her lips were soft, and her tongue felt warm as it tangled with mine. It was so natural, kissing another woman like that. I had never done this before, but we made out passionately, sharing the taste of Dean and Jordan’s cum. Dean hummed a bit as he took in the sight, probably struggling to deal with how hot it was.

After a few messy moments, I pulled back just enough to catch my breath, laughing softly against Becca’s lips.

I glanced over at the men. Dean and Jordan were sitting back on the ground, side by side, watching us with awestruck smiles, completely high on the fact that our first soft swap had been such an incredible success.


Chapter Seven




“Ithink I’m ready, Dean,” I admitted, starting to feel a delightful tingle between my legs. “I want to do the full swap.”

I never thought I would say those words out loud. But as I looked at my husband of ten years lying in bed next to me that morning, seeing him signal that he was thinking about it too, I knew there was no room left for anything but honesty.

I lay there drawing shapes with my fingers all over Dean’s stomach, but my mind was still stuck on the memory of Jordan from the night before. Feeling the weight of what happened, I realized this was genuinely the best chance for us to keep crossing every ordinary line we had drawn for ourselves.

“Last night was wild. I’m honestly still shocked it even happened… but god, it was amazing.”

“Yeah, totally,” Dean agreed. “Seeing you suck off Jordan like that was incredible, especially when you went in for the kiss with Becca too. I don’t think I’ve ever been that turned on in my life.”

“Neither have I. Becca genuinely looked like she was about to go to heaven from how well you ate her out.”

Dean laughed at that, looking proud, and we kept talking about the private excursion Veronica and Cole had pitched to us yesterday. We talked about how a full swap today felt like the natural next step for us, and how surreal it was to actually be going through with it. The excitement was mutual, but as the reality of the plan settled in, a different thought suddenly crossed my mind.

“Dean, honey… I need to ask you something else.”

“Of course, Fi. What’s up?”

“If we go through with this… are you sure you won’t feel jealous? Like, actually seeing Cole’s cock sliding in and out of me?”

He gripped me tighter, pulling me close against his morning wood. “Fuck no, Fiona. Of course not. I’ll be completely out of my mind. Watching him stretch you out might just be the hottest thing ever.”

A wave of relief swept over me. I loved the permission he was giving me.

“And what about you?” he asked, reaching around to gently tease my clit. “Are you really ready to sit there and watch me stretch out Veronica right next to you?”

“God, yes,” I whimpered, already starting to grind up against his thigh. “I want to hear her screaming your name while you pound her. I want to see exactly how much you like it.”

Dean let out a groan, clearly ready to act on that energy right there in bed. He leaned in to capture my lips, but just as his mouth brushed against mine, a sharp chime reverberated through the cabin.

“Good morning, Lunara guests!” the cruise director’s cheerful voice announced over the PA system. “We are thrilled to let you know that we are making our final approach into Cozumel, where we will be anchored for the night.”

Dean and I looked at each other, excitement flooding across our expressions. This was what we had been waiting for all along.

“Just a quick reminder for our first-timers,” the director continued, “we are dropping anchor at a highly secluded and privately owned peninsula. Since this entire resort area is completely walled off, the beach is strictly yours to roam naked the moment you step on shore. So please, let yourselves relax and feel free to explore with as many people as you’d like.”

The bluntness of the announcement was thrilling. “Well,” I giggled, “I guess that settles it, Dean. I guess we can really do whatever we want out there.”

“Damn right we can,” Dean grinned, tossing the covers aside. “Come on. Let’s get ready.”

Slipping into some sandals, our robes, and a small daypack, we made our way down to the lower decks and boarded one of the boats ferrying couples to the private dock. The short ride over gave us a perfect view of the resort. It was sprawling, lined with beautiful white sand and clear blue water, and was sectioned off from the mainland by a dense barrier of mangroves on either side.

It wasn’t until we stepped off the dock that the true scale of the hedonism hit me, though. I realized it wasn’t just our ship anchored out there but at least three or four other identical cruise ships sitting in the bay.

“Wow, look at that, Dean,” I whispered, clutching his arm as we walked up the wooden path. “There are so many people here.”

Everywhere we looked, bodies were comfortably scattered along the sand and lounging in private, shaded cabanas. Just like on the pool deck the day before, people were completely shameless. I saw a couple having sex doggy-style right at the edge of the water, while a group of naked men and women mingled openly at one of the bars, swapping kisses and groping each other in the morning sunlight.

“We should probably keep moving,” Dean pointed out, checking his phone. “The schedule’s pretty tight, and our boat leaves in less than ten minutes.”

I nodded, and we made our way straight down the beach toward the catamaran docks. We had a plan, and I was far too excited to waste any time, even though the scene in front of us was captivating.

We spotted them easily.

“Hey! Fiona! Dean!” Veronica waved enthusiastically from the edge of the pier.

“Hey, guys,” Dean greeted as we walked over and joined them.

“Morning,” Veronica grinned, her eyes boldly trailing down my open robe. “You two look fantastic. Ready to hit the reef?”

“Definitely,” I said smoothly, not beating around the bush. “But we’re also ready to take you guys up on your offer. Dean and I talked about it this morning. We want to go all the way today.”

“Oh, is that so?” Cole replied.

“Mmhmm,” I hummed, biting my lip and giving him a slow, inviting once-over. “We’d really, really love to.”

Dean, meanwhile, was busy looking at Veronica. “Yeah, no lie at all. Especially not with you two.”

Veronica looked back at us with genuine excitement. “Oh my god, I love it! I’m so, so excited, guys!”

“Yeah, that’s probably the best news I’ve heard all week,” Cole said, grinning. “Let’s hit the reef quickly, then. We can get the snorkeling out of the way and come back to the boat, strip down, and have at it.”

With that, we walked together and soon boarded our catamaran. The boat was luxurious but well-designed for exactly what the four of us needed. There was a large canopied section, perfectly shaded, and the front deck was essentially one giant bed covered in cushions. As the boat engines rumbled to life and we sailed out toward the reef, the onboard chef brought out a beautiful spread of fresh fruit, cheeses, and a bottle of iced white wine.

The catamaran eventually slowed, dropping anchor over the reef. The water was just as clear as it had been at the shore, allowing us to see down to the sandy bottom. Sticking to our plan, we pulled our swimsuits out of our bags, quickly slipped them on, grabbed our masks and flippers, and dove right off the side of the boat.

Under the surface, the marine life was incredible. Schools of bright yellow and blue fish darted around the vibrant coral. Their scales flashed in the beams of sunlight piercing the water. Huge purple sea fans swayed in the gentle current, and a massive sea turtle glided along right beneath us. For a few minutes, Dean and I just swam side by side, pointing things out to each other through our masks, in awe of how beautiful the scenery was.

But as breathtaking as it was, it didn’t take long for the focus to shift away from the fish. The ocean felt amazing, but with the four of us treading water so closely together, our bodies inevitably began to brush against one another. Cole’s pelvis grazed my thigh, and I could instantly feel how hard he was under the swimsuit. A moment later, I caught Veronica intentionally rubbing her ass against Dean’s crotch.

We were swimming in paradise, but honestly, we were all far too horny to care about the reef for much longer.

The second we climbed back onto the boat, the waiting was over. Standing under the canopy, dripping wet, we immediately started tearing off our soaking swimsuits. I peeled mine down my thighs and kicked it across the deck just as Cole stripped his off. His cock sprang out instantly, hard and throbbing. I grabbed his wet face, pulled him in tight, and went straight for his mouth, kissing him hungrily.

My moans were soft as my tongue twirled around his, still tasting some of the sharp ocean salt and the wine from earlier. His hands immediately dropped to my ass at the opportunity, kneading my cheeks. I arched my back, pressing my chest against him, and guided his head down to my breasts. Then I just let him do it. He took my left nipple into his mouth and sucked on it gently before switching to the other, flicking it with his tongue.

“Fuck, Cole,” I moaned, keeping my hands on the back of his head to hold him in place.

Right beside us, Dean was wasting no time with Veronica. He scooped her up into his arms and threw her onto the cushions beside us. She giggled as she hit the floor before Dean crawled over her and dipped his tongue into her mouth, sealing it with a deep kiss.

“I’ve been waiting for this all morning,” Cole murmured against my tits. He trailed a few fingers down below, between my thighs. He traced my labia, teasing me and making me desperate for more.

Shamelessly, I reached down to grab his cock, stroking it to get the blood flowing even more. “God, Cole, I need this inside me,” I demanded, completely high on the reality of the swap. “I want you to fuck me, Cole. Fuck me hard.”

“Oh, I’m going to fuck you, alright,” Cole growled, his grip on me tightening. “I’m going to have that pussy crying by the time I’m done.”

He walked me backward, guided me down flat onto my back against the cushions just next to Dean and Veronica, and settled himself between my legs. He grabbed my thighs and pushed them wide open to expose my cunt.

“Jeez, you’re absolutely gushing here, Fiona,” he laughed darkly.

“I know,” I breathed back, “so quit looking and shove it in already.”

Cole smirked, taking his cock and rubbing the head against my clit. I moaned as the tip dragged through my wetness, before trailing lower. The moment his cock slid into me, slowly filling me in a deliciously unfamiliar way, I screamed.

“Oh my god! Fuck!”

The initial shock of a different man’s girth stretching me out was enormous. Cole was built differently than Dean, just as long and filling but curved in a different way, and the new angle of his shaft pressing against my inner walls sent shocks bursting through me.

I wrapped my legs around him immediately, inviting him in, holding him tight, and letting that thick dick of his ream me out and expel all the air from my lungs.

“God, your pussy’s so tight,” Cole grunted as he started to pump his hips. “I love it.”

I let him continue to thrust, turning my head and gasping for breath just as my husband plunged his own cock inside Veronica’s cunt right next to us. Watching Dean’s shaft disappear inside another woman sent a brief spike of jealousy through my chest, but within a fraction of a second, seeing the way Veronica’s head fell back and hearing her loud, dirty moan transformed it into an explosive sense of arousal instead. My husband was proudly wrecking another woman’s pussy, all while her own husband freely stretched my cunt wide open, and I couldn’t be happier.

“Look at her, Cole,” Dean grunted, his sweat dripping onto Veronica’s chest as he pounded her. “Look at my wife taking your cock.”

“She takes it so fucking well,” Cole groaned.

“It feels even better with you deep inside it, Cole,” I moaned, looking at Dean. “And my husband loves to watch. Don’t you, Dean?”

“Fuck yeah I do,” Dean growled back, slamming into Veronica hard. “Take every inch of him, Fi.”

As the men pounded us side by side, the rocking of the boat and their heavy thrusts, coupled with a bit of repositioning, ended up pushing Veronica and me quite close together on the cushions. We were pretty much shoulder to shoulder, and I admired her flushed face and wet lips as she took Dean’s cock like a total slut. Driven by pure instinct, we both found ourselves leaning in, and just like that, our lips met in a passionate kiss.

It was an instant, thrilling feeling. I had kissed Becca before yesterday, yes, but this felt different. It was softer, more raw, and I was absolutely craving her.

“God, look at them,” Dean panted. “Make out with her, Fiona. Let me see your tongues.”

I wanted more of her, so I pulled away just enough to look at Cole. “Fuck me standing up,” I told him. “Take my pussy from behind so I can worship your wife.”

“Whatever you wish, dirty girl,” Cole agreed instantly, pulling out with a pop.

With enthusiasm from the other two, we all moved to change positions. I stood in front of Veronica while both of our men slid back into our pussies and took us from behind. To keep our balance from the sudden heavy thrusts, we reached out and gripped each other’s shoulders, pulling each other together.

I immediately dropped my head and opened my mouth to suck on her tits, swirling my tongue over her peaking nipple and drawing a wild moan from her throat.

Veronica loved this just as much as I did. With her free hand, she slipped down between our bodies to find my swollen clit. She pressed two fingers against my nub and started rubbing me.

The stimulation had me spiraling in no time, the pleasure tightening so quickly in my stomach that I almost struggled to catch my breath, especially with Dean absolutely ruining Veronica right next to me. I could literally see her cunt being split open as I looked down, watching Dean’s thick shaft disappear into her pink folds and reappear slick with her juices.

Within seconds, a massive orgasm was working its way through me, making all my muscles clench and my body shudder from head to toe.

“I’m coming!” I cried out, my nails digging into Veronica’s shoulder as I held her tight in front of me. “Cole’s cock feels so good!”

I kept going, sobbing while I squeezed Cole’s cock tight, using every ounce of strength just to stay upright.

Veronica’s orgasm came soon after mine, her cries filling the air as she shouted my husband’s name and how good his cock felt right in front of me. I kissed her, swallowing her moans as she shook, completely lost in the way Dean was working her body.

The two of us eventually settled, but we were fully aware that the boys weren’t finished, and that we still had a job to do. I pushed back against Cole’s hips, while Veronica arched to take Dean deeper.

A second later, it was Cole’s turn. I clamped down on his cock as he grunted loudly, the veins in his arms bulging as he gripped me tight and ejaculated.

“Oh my god!” I cried out, relishing the feeling of another man’s seed flooding my cunt, filling the exact spot where Dean’s load usually went. It was warm, voluminous, and entirely wrong, but I was way past the point of feeling any shame.

As the final twitches of Cole’s cock subsided, he leaned over my shoulder and pressed a sweaty kiss to my neck. “Fuck, Fiona, your pussy is incredible,” he whispered. I turned my head to kiss him, making out with him one more time as we slowly collapsed back onto the cushions beside us. His softening cock finally slipped free from my hole with a wet squelch.

Beside us, Dean pulled out of Veronica with a similar sound. I immediately looked over, completely fascinated as I watched my husband’s jizz slowly trickle out of Veronica’s gaping pussy and run down her pale thigh. It was a shockingly filthy sight, and I loved it.

Veronica was the first to speak once we finally caught our breath. “Holy shit, Fiona,” she panted, looking down at the white mess leaking out of her. “Your husband completely wrecked my pussy.”

I looked down at my own slit, feeling exactly how tender and stretched open I was. “Looks like I got the same treatment over here, too,” I replied, smirking at her. “Cole definitely knows how to fill a girl up, that’s for sure.”

Dean and Cole laughed at that, looking entirely too proud of themselves, and already wondering how soon we could do it all over again.


Chapter Eight




Our ship bumped against the dock about an hour later. Dean and I stepped off, but my legs felt just a little shaky, almost as though I had been fucked for days. Cole and Veronica, however, seemed to have endless stamina, because the second our feet hit the warm sand, Cole was already waving at another couple lounging under a palm tree, spread out naked on a large beach towel.

“Oh look, it’s Cam and Jenna!” Veronica squealed.

We turned just in time to see Jenna aggressively bouncing her fat ass up and down on Cam’s lap. It was honestly a bit hypnotic watching her pussy swallow his cock like that. Cam leaned back and casually raised a hand to wave at us while his cock stretched her out.

“You guys want to join?” Cole asked. “I’m sure there’s plenty of room to turn a foursome into a sixsome.”

“Ah, that’s tempting, man,” Dean replied, “but I think Fiona and I need to grab a drink and chill out for a bit. What do you say, Fi?”

I watched Jenna ride Cam for a moment longer, loving the absolute filth of the display, but I was much too tender to jump right back onto another dick. “Yeah,” I agreed. “I think my pussy needs to recover a bit from what Cole just did to it.”

Cole laughed, giving us both a respectful nod. “Suit yourselves,” he said. “Though we’ll definitely need to catch up later. There are a few more holes I wouldn’t mind stretching out with you guys.”

With a quick wave, they headed off toward the others, unapologetically ready for round two.

Meanwhile, Dean and I made our way to one of the shaded bars set a bit farther back from the water. We found a couple of empty stools at the corner, ordered two freezing cold margaritas from the waiter, and settled in. When they arrived, the first sip hit perfectly, slicing through the lingering taste of Cole and Veronica’s sweat on my tongue.

“I still can’t believe we did that,” Dean started, leaning his forearms on the sticky counter. “It feels like a total fever dream.”

“I know. I loved it so much, Dean. Like, when Cole pushed inside me… fuck, that stretch was incredible. And the way you were watching us, too, and the way you were destroying Veronica right next to me. I thought I was going to lose my mind.”

“Well, you did take him so well, Fi,” Dean continued. “But you know what really did it for me? Watching you with Veronica. Making out with her, sucking on those tits while Cole pounded you from behind. That was crazy. I’ve never seen that side of you.”

“I just couldn’t help myself,” I admitted, completely unapologetic. “She tasted amazing.”

Dean looked deep into my eyes. “Well, consider me a fan. I’d love to see you do it again.”

“I want to do it again,” I giggled, feeling totally emboldened. “And I wouldn’t mind trying out some pussy for a change… or a few more cocks.”

“We’ll sample the whole buffet if you want to,” Dean promised. “As long as I get a front-row seat.”

Just as he said that, another couple squeezed in at the bar next to us to grab a round of drinks. They were naked and still dripping wet from the ocean, the woman already moving to sit on the guy’s lap.

“I promise you, babe,” the man laughed, giving one of her ass cheeks a firm squeeze, “I’m painting these juicy tits in nothing but neon pink tonight. And I’m gonna make sure every guy in that dark room gets a taste.”

His wife giggled. “Mmhmm. And I’m gonna find the biggest, brightest glowing dick in there and swallow it right in front of you. I’ll slurp the neon lube right off his tip.”

Dean and I immediately shared a look. He blinked, the realization hitting him all at once.

“Oh… shit,” Dean whispered, setting his margarita down. “Uh… did you hear that, Fiona?”

“Yeah,” I replied, my pulse suddenly picking up. “They’re talking about the party, aren’t they?”

The memory came crashing back. I instantly pictured Richard’s travel agency office, the initial shock of the brochure, and how hard Dean’s cock had been while he read those words to me as I milked him on our bed. Ditch your clothes and cover yourself in neon body paint. Find a stranger in the dark.

“Oh my god,” I gasped, looking up at him. “That’s tonight, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, looks like it’s tonight,” Dean replied. “But… Fiona, if we’re actually serious about sharing ourselves with some more strangers, then I think we both know exactly how we need to spend our night. Don’t we?”

I looked from the couple back to his face, seeing the same wild excitement mirrored there. We were so far past just looking. We were ready to dive in headfirst.

“Of course,” I said to him firmly. “We’re going.” It wasn’t a question.

Dean smiled. “I was hoping you’d say that.”
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Later that night, back on the ship, we eagerly made our way down to deck six, ready for the party.

We had kept things very simple. I had showered off Cole’s cum, and we were both wearing nothing beneath our standard robes. As we turned the corner, we found ourselves facing a pair of double doors flanked by blacklights and pulsing neon signs. The area was bustling, alive with couples getting naked and laughing excitedly.

As we drew closer, a woman with pink hair and a dazzling smile bounced on the balls of her feet to greet us. She was naked except for thick swirls of glowing green paint across her breasts. Even the trimmed patch of hair above her pussy was dyed a glowing pink. It was deliciously naughty, to be honest.

“Welcome!” she said brightly, her neon breasts jiggling as we stepped up. “First time at the Glow Party?”

“Yeah, our first time,” Dean replied.

“Awesome! Let’s get you ready, then.” She pointed toward the door. “Inside, the room is pitch black and strictly clothing free. You can be as messy as you like, but just remember that consent still applies in the dark. We encourage zero judgment and total respect. Got it?”

“Got it,” we both responded.

“Perfect! Now, grab some paint and lube from the table. It’s totally body-safe and tastes like fruit, so don’t be afraid to lick it off each other in there. Lockers are on your left for your robes. Strip down, slip into the dark, and go wild!”

“We will,” Dean said, grabbing a couple of bottles.

We walked over to the lockers and got undressed before we pushed through the big doors leading to the room and stepped inside.

What greeted us was an entirely chaotic and strange sight indeed, something that neither Dean nor I had ever experienced before.

It was absolutely packed with bodies, except instead of pale skin, the room was illuminated by bright and messy streaks of neon paint smeared across hundreds of naked strangers. All I could see in the dark were massive glowing erections bobbing back and forth, neon nipples jutting out proudly, and bright glowing handprints smeared across jiggling ass cheeks.

In the middle, there was a raised DJ booth with female dancers flanking each side. They were decked out in glowing fishnet stockings and neon feathers, leaving their bare tits and pussies completely exposed to the crowd. Peppered throughout, buckets of glowing paint were stationed all over the venue, and people were shamelessly dipping in to get as filthy as possible.

“Fuck, Fiona, this is absolute chaos!” Dean yelled over the music, his eyes darting around. “It’s packed! I can’t even tell who anyone is!”

He was right. Trying to spot Cole, Veronica, Becca, Jordan, hell even anyone else that we might have loosely met in this glowing, tangled mess was impossible. They were just anonymous strangers now, like everyone else.

“So, uh, what’s the plan, then?” I yelled back.

“New rule,” he shouted, leaning in close so I could hear him. “How about we take the chance to do some exploring? Stay close enough to watch each other get fucked, but otherwise we’re free. That way we can do whatever the fuck we want with whoever we want. Sound good, Fi?”

“God, that sounds perfect, honey. Let’s do it,” I agreed instantly.

Before we waded into the thick of the crowd, I held up the bottle of neon blue lube we’d snagged at the door. “But we need to finish getting ready first, don’t we?”

Dean caught my drift with a filthy smirk. I gave him the bottle and he popped the cap, squeezing a generous dollop of the glowing blue gel into his palm, before wrapping his hand right around his cock. He gave himself a few long and slick strokes, coating his shaft until it literally glowed bright blue.

I giggled at the sight of his glowing boner standing out against the black room. “Okay, now my turn,” I demanded.

“Here, let me do it.”

Dean tilted the bottle and poured out a few thick globs right onto my exposed crotch. It was still a little bit cold, so I gasped as it hit my sensitive skin, but then I quickly shoved my fingers between my thighs and rubbed it all over my labia and directly onto my clit. Within seconds, the liquid was warmed up, and my pussy looked like a nice and wet neon beacon in the dark.

“There, now they know exactly where to aim,” I joked, licking a bit of the sweet and fruity lube off my finger just to see if the host was right. “Mmm! You should try this, Dean. It’s delicious.”

“God, you’re so dirty,” Dean laughed approvingly, grabbing my hand. “Enough eating, though. Come on, let’s go.”

We started pushing our way through the crowd, sticking close together as promised. I kept my eyes peeled, taking in the glorious buffet of flesh. I saw massive, girthy cocks slapping against glowing thighs, plump asses bouncing in the dark, and wet, painted pussies taking unapologetic poundings from cocks that were probably way too big for them. I just kept licking my lips the whole time as I wondered exactly which stranger I was going to let slide into me first.

As we squeezed past a group near the bar, a random girl caught Dean’s eyes and pointed down to his erection. She mumbled something I couldn’t hear, but Dean seemed to, as he gave her a nod, and she stepped right up, eagerly reaching out and wrapping her hand around Dean’s glowing blue shaft, giving it a firm squeeze.

“Ooh, you’re a big boy, aren’t you?” she said as she came in close. “Hope you’re planning to share this one tonight.”

“I’m saving the heavy lifting for later, but feel free to get a taste now if you want,” Dean grinned, still holding my hand. I watched as the woman bent down and ran her tongue over the top of his cock from tip to base, making him shiver in delight.

“Mm, so swollen and warm,” she hummed, standing back up and licking her lips clean of the blue mess. “Your wife’s quite the lucky woman.”

Right after that, another woman squeezed past us. She caught me looking at her painted orange lips and reached right down between my legs. I spread my thighs a little wider for her, inviting her in and letting her fingers slip right past my slippery pussy lips. She felt exactly how drenched I was.

“Wow, looks like someone’s beyond ready to get fucked,” she said into my ear. “I can feel you already throbbing, dear. Make sure you get this stuffed full tonight,” she added, before slipping away into the dark crowd.

I shivered, swept up in the thrill of it. The constant, shameless groping from strangers I couldn’t even see properly was driving me out of my mind, and I knew I couldn’t wait much longer.

Dean gave me a firm squeeze before we let our hands drop. “I think it’s time to split up and explore a little, Fi,” he said. “Go on, be filthy.”

We separated just enough to mingle but made sure to keep each other clearly in our line of sight. Within seconds, two women zeroed in on me. One was a redhead with glowing yellow stripes down her torso, and the other was a gorgeous older woman coated in vibrant pink.

“We’ve been watching you, love,” the older woman purred, stepping close and slipping her hand around the back of my neck. “Mind if we both fuck you?”

I paused for only a second, the rush of hormones obliterating any second-guessing. The ambient heat, the smell of sweat and fruity lube, and the way her nails scraped softly against the back of my neck made the decision easy.

“Fuck… Please, please do,” I breathed, realizing my regular boundaries had completely shattered now.

The women immediately took charge. The redhead smeared a handful of glowing green paint right over my breasts and started tweaking my nipples hard, while the older woman dropped to her knees. I gasped as a hot mouth suddenly latched onto my clit. It was nothing but sensation.

“Mmm, you’re so sweet,” the older woman murmured from between my thighs. “There’s nothing like getting eaten out in the dark, is there, dear?”

My head tilted back, a moan escaping me before I managed a reply. “No… nothing better… fuck, you’re so good with your tongue.”

Next came her fingers. She slipped one inside me gently, then another, stretching me out in tandem with her hot mouth. I moaned again, my hips rolling as she twisted her fingers around to my G-spot and started kneading there. It was a fucking crazy mix of sensations, and I could only take it. The blend of her tongue flicking my clit and her fingers curling deep within me left me trembling inside and out.

“I think it’s time for a change, dear,” the older woman then said with a grin. She got up, lifted one of her legs up just slightly, and spread her pussy for me with her fingers. “How about some tongue down here too?”

“Fuck, yes, give it to me,” I said.

As I eagerly bent down to return the favor, a hot wave of anticipation bubbled up in my chest. This was it. Finally, I was going to taste pussy. I couldn’t wait for the salty-sweetness, couldn’t wait to run my tongue along her labia and savor her entirely.

The redhead was still kissing and working my neck and breasts as I stuffed my face into the older woman’s cunt. I stuck my tongue out and slid it right up her slit, tasting a mix of fruity lube and her own natural juices.

“Is this okay? I’ve never done this before,” I mumbled against her folds.

“Fuck yes, exactly like that,” she moaned, grinding her hips into my face. “You’re doing just fine, sweetheart. Just make sure you get the clit too,” she added as she held me steady.

I did as instructed, moving up to suck the swollen nub into my mouth, letting it roll under my tongue as her thighs quivered.

“Oh yes, fuck her,” the redhead moaned from above, sucking a bruise into my neck. “She tastes amazing, doesn’t she?”

“She does,” I gasped in between licks, sliding my tongue deeper.

As I licked, the redhead moved lower. “Mind if I give your other holes some attention too?” she asked.

I mumbled yes with a mouth full of the older woman’s clit, and suddenly, a pair of warm fingers pressed against my pussy. The lube made them glide in easily, and the intrusion sent tingles shooting up my spine. “Ohhhh fuck…” I whimpered as she fingered me.

But then, the pleasure spiked yet again, as she slipped a finger inside my ass, giving me an entirely new set of sensations to drown in. My body clenched in delight, rocking back onto her hand.

My pussy was soaking now, dripping down my legs, and I wasn’t even sure if I could hold it together much longer. The older woman’s thighs began to tremble as my tongue drew circles over the clit in my mouth. It didn’t take long before the women started jerking suddenly.

“Fuck, I’m coming, don’t stop!” she gasped, her thighs clenching tight as the climax shuddered through her.

I kept licking and sucking her through it, drinking up all the pussy juice of hers that was gushing out, until my own climax arrived too. The redhead was an absolute master with her fingers from behind me, doing this crazy twisting thing in both my ass and cunt that simply unraveled me. My body seized as the pressure built to its peak and burst, my orgasm spilling out in quaking, breathless moans.

As I came down, the women hauled me up and kissed me softly on the cheek, thanking me. “You’re delicious, love,” the older one said with a wink, “I can’t believe that was your first taste of pussy.”

“And your asshole’s nice and tight too,” the redhead added. “The boys will love that.”

They gave me one last smile before fading back into the mix of bodies around us.

But as soon as they moved on, another man from beside me moved in. I couldn’t make out his face, and I didn’t care. All I wanted was to feel him inside me.

“Hey, sexy,” he asked, grinning as he stroked his glowing orange shaft with slick hands. “Need some cock?”

“God, yes, just shove it in,” I replied, spreading my legs wider, silently begging them.

He spun me around and immediately got to work. Spreading my cheeks open, he collected some of my arousal on the tip of his cock and pressed it firmly against my entrance. Slowly, he pushed in, parting my folds. I let out a loud cry as he filled me.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunted. “Nice and warm too.”

Once fully seated in my pussy, he began to thrust. I rode him blindly, just relishing the perfect way he stretched me out, moaning as his hands roamed my body, groping my tits and slapping my ass.

When he finally came inside me and pulled out, he immediately replaced himself with one of his friends standing nearby. He tapped him on the shoulder and told him he was done with me. Eagerly, I met his friend halfway and immediately dropped to my knees. He was a tall, lean guy with purple lube streaked across him. Wrapped in his hands was a cock that was a bit chubby but still long and beautifully veined.

My jaw fell open, and he fed his cock into my mouth, stretching my lips wide. Drool spilled down my chin as I took him deep into my throat. Once he reached my tonsils, his pace picked up, and he started fucking my face with confidence. The mixed taste of his salty skin and the fruity lube dripping off his shaft was both intoxicating and delicious. I sucked him hard, hollowing my cheeks with every pull until he was grunting into his climax.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come,” he let out as hot streaks of his cum shot down my throat. I swallowed every last drop, loving the fruity aftertaste. It made me shiver with excitement.

Wiping my mouth, I stood up and glanced around the room. A few feet away, Dean was having the time of his life with yet another pair of women at his waist. Both of them were eagerly taking turns swallowing his cock. One was sucking him deep, swirling her tongue the tip, while the other woman trailed her tongue down his length to tease and lick his balls, even dragging her lips lower toward the crease of his ass. The sight was filthy and beautiful, driving a new rush of arousal through me.

I was almost tempted to reach down and rub myself right there, or maybe join Dean and add a third mouth, but then my eyes caught something else across the room. Just to my left, illuminated by the blacklight, a guy was ferociously driving his cock deeply into a woman’s ass.

The visual of the woman writhing and screaming in pleasure as her partner’s cock disappeared into her tight hole had me suddenly aching. My mind instantly flashed back to that moment during the soft swap, the feeling of Jordan’s tongue swirling around my hole, and then to the gorgeous older woman from earlier, who had teased me so perfectly there with her fingers. The craving this time was sudden and absolute. I needed something in my ass, right now.

Pushing through the sweaty bodies, I made my way to Dean. Luckily, he’d just finished ejaculating over the two women in front of him, so I wasn’t pulling him away from the fun too early. Still, Dean looked surprised as I touched his arm.

“Oh, hey, what’s up, Fi?” he asked.

“I really want you in my ass, Dean,” I said bluntly, leaning into him and making sure to give him my most desperate, needy look. I was so turned on I could barely see straight. “I’m craving it so bad.”

Dean’s eyes went wide. “Are you sure? We haven’t done that in a long time, Fi. I don’t want to hurt you.”

“I don’t care,” I said quickly. “I just want you to stretch me out. Please, Dean. I need it.”

His expression grew into something darker. “Fuck, I love it when you beg like that. You have no idea how much I want to fuck you right now. Let’s do it.”

With his approval, I immediately snatched another bottle of neon lube from a nearby table. Unloading a generous amount into my palm, I immediately reached behind me and began massaging it between my cheeks, making sure to coat every inch of my crack and my tight, waiting hole. Slowly, I worked a finger inside, teasing around the sensitive ring until it relaxed. I added another quick squirt of lube and spread it around for good measure, making sure I’d be as ready as possible for Dean.

“There,” I said, turning to give him a sultry look. “All nice and lubed up now. My neon ass is yours, Dean.”

Dean moved quickly, spreading my cheeks with both hands, admiring my glowing hole.

“Here we go,” Dean said. “Relax for me, Fiona. I’ll go nice and slow.”

Not a second later, his thick tip pressed against my entrance, and with the amount of lube and my own desperate arousal, he slid in slowly but steadily. I felt the tight muscle of my asshole give way as he pushed deeper and sank all the way in.

The stretch was incredible, lighting up nerves I hadn’t felt in ages. I wailed in delight, bracing myself against his thighs as my body adjusted.

“Oh my God! Yes!” I cried out.

“Fuck, Fiona,” Dean growled deeply, starting to move faster now. “It’s so tight back here. I love it.”

Just like that, he was pounding my ass with powerful thrusts. Having my husband’s cock fill me up back there was so deliciously perfect, and I even slipped a few fingers over my clit just to heighten the pleasure, moaning louder with every stroke.

“Yes! Deeper!” I sobbed. “Keep fucking me, Dean!”

Eventually, the pressure was too much, and I found myself just crying out in bliss, overwhelmed as my climax tore through me.

Dean’s thrusts grew sloppier behind me as my ass tightened around him. His deep grunts became louder, until he came hard too, pumping a deliciously hot load deep into my ass, filling me up in a way I had sorely missed.

Eventually, my legs felt like jelly, and I nearly collapsed, though not without first catching my breath. Dean slipped out of me with a groan, leaving me gaping and raw.

Just as I was about to turn, a man to our left stepped closer, looking over my body with desire. “Looks like your wife loves it in the ass,” he said with a teasing grin, before addressing me. “Mind if I take a turn next, sweetheart?”

I turned to the man, breathless but eager. “Fuck, yes,” I said with a faint smile. “I’m still wide open. Don’t keep me waiting.”


Chapter Nine




The glow party chaos had stretched late into the night. I’d decided to take just a few more cocks before calling it, swallowing a few loads and letting others finish inside me. Dean, meanwhile, spent most of his time getting his face smothered by a pair of blonds who sucked him dry until he was on the verge of passing out. It was an exhausting frenzy, but now, the next morning, the reality was finally settling in as Dean and I sipped our coffees on the balcony, looking out at the Cozumel coastline.

I leaned back against his chest as the warm ocean breeze washed over us. “Crazy to think we actually did that yesterday,” I murmured, taking a sip from my mug.

Dean’s breath tickled my ear as he pulled me snug against him. “You mean the part where you took me in your ass for the first time in ages, or when you let all those other guys fill you up?”

“All of it,” I smiled. “You know… I thought seeing you with other people might be weird, but it’s only made me love you more, Dean. I’m so happy we did this.”

“I feel exactly the same way, Fi,” he murmured, kissing the side of my neck. “Who knew watching you get stretched out by other men would only make me more obsessed with you.”

It was a total trip, and as I looked out at the Mexican shoreline, a sudden wave of nostalgia hit me. “You know what’s wild, though?” I said to him. “Ten years ago, we were sitting on that quiet little beach in Cabo, just the two of us, promising to spend the rest of our lives together.” I turned slightly to look at him. “And now here we are, ten years later, on a different Mexican beach, celebrating our anniversary by swapping partners and screwing like crazy. Isn’t that just wild?”

I laughed, and Dean laughed with me. “Certainly is… but cheers to that, I say,” he replied with a smile, clinking his mug against mine. “I wouldn’t have it any other way, Fiona. This has been the best anniversary ever.”

We finished our coffees and eventually threw on our robes to grab some breakfast out on the main deck. Since the ship was anchored in Cozumel for a second day, we had a new plan. Yesterday had been swallowed by the beach and the glow party, so today, we actually wanted to explore the resort and feel like we were on a proper vacation.

An hour later, we were on shore and wandering. The private peninsula had more to offer than just the main beach, and we spent the first few hours acting like tourists, albeit naked ones. We first stopped at a small pop-up market under a canopy of palm trees, browsing handmade jewelry while bare-assed couples casually shopped next to us.

They were buying trinkets from vendors who were clearly just cruise employees, wearing little more than sheer loincloths to match the vibe. Dean even bought me a silver anklet, kneeling down to clasp it around my ankle and trailing kisses up my inner thigh to tease me as he did. It was hilarious realizing this was probably the only place in the world where my husband could press his mouth right against my pussy in broad daylight without getting looks. He gave my slit a slow, wet lick that made my knees buckle, but pulled back with a smirk, knowing we still had a few things left to explore before getting dirty.

After that, we stopped by a cute little beachside cabana grill for lunch, devouring some fresh tacos and citrus drinks. It was only after we were full and refreshed that we finally made our way back down to the beach. We managed to snag a spacious cabana overlooking the water, with the canvas drawn on three sides. It felt like a private suite, especially with a server catering to us.

As we got settled in, I looked out over the sparkling bay. I could still clearly see the other three Lifestyle fleet ships anchored out in the water alongside ours, exactly where they had been yesterday. “It’s still crazy to look at,” I told Dean, pointing. “Really hits you just how many people are actually here, huh?”

“Hundreds of fresh strangers,” Dean grinned, already reading my mind as he squeezed my bare thigh. “Think we should go introduce ourselves to a few?”

“Absolutely. But maybe later. I want to get wet first.”

We spent the next hour just relaxing, casually alternating between lounging in the shade of our cabana and wading into the shallow water nearby to cool off. It was only when I was wading backward through the shallows to rinse the sand off my ass that I ended up colliding with someone.

“Oh, shit, my bad,” a tall guy laughed, catching my arm to steady me as I stepped out of the surf.

“No, you’re fine,” I said with a smile, brushing wet hair out of my eyes. That was when I finally got a good look at him and his company. Standing before me was a naked throuple, drinks in hand, clearly just enjoying the sun.

“We haven’t seen you guys around,” the second man said, stepping up next to his friend. “You from the Lunara?”

“We are,” Dean replied, coming up beside me and effortlessly slipping into conversation. “I’m Dean, by the way. This is my wife, Fiona.”

“Nice to meet you. I’m Tom,” the second man said. He was deeply tanned with a lean chest and an uncut cock down below.

“I’m Jay,” the taller guy added. He easily towered over us, and looked a bit imposing down below, with his dark and veiny cock.

“And I’m Lena,” a slender Asian woman chimed in, wrapping her arms around Tom’s waist while leaning her head against Jay’s arm. She was beautiful, with perky breasts and a shaved, glistening pussy. The way she clung to both of them made it instantly obvious she was their devoted plaything, entirely obsessed with them.

“We’re actually over on one of the other ships,” Tom explained. “Celebrating our graduation. We all just finished grad school together.”

“Oh! Well, congratulations!” I said. “Have you guys been together long?”

“A few years,” Jay grinned. “We realized early on that sharing her was a lot more fun than fighting over her. We’re both pretty filthy, and Lena here is a total slut for us. She loves getting stretched out by our cocks.”

Lena giggled, shamelessly rubbing herself against Jay’s thigh right in front of us. “It’s true,” she added. “I love taking them both. And I love watching them fuck other people, too.”

Hearing that made my clit instantly start to throb. I wondered if those two massive cocks would end up stretching me out today. When I glanced at Dean, I could tell by the way he devoured Lena’s soft body with his eyes that he was thinking the exact same thing. We’d spent the whole trip following the flow and letting others take the lead, but standing here in front of Tom, Jay, and Lena, with all their shameless energy, I felt a sudden surge of confidence.

I didn’t want to wait around to be invited this time. So I took a step closer, casually parting my legs a little wider to give all three of them a clear view of just how wet they were all making me.

“Well,” I said, looking straight at them. “Dean and I have our own little cabana right over there. Why don’t you three come back with us? I’d love to see exactly how you boys treat her… and maybe let you stretch me out a bit, too.”

Jay’s eyes immediately lit up at the invitation, and he looked down at Lena, who was already nodding eagerly.

“We’d love to, Fiona,” Jay grinned.

“Yeah, absolutely,” Tom agreed, stepping closer. “Lead the way.”

We walked the short distance back to our cabana and stepped inside the shaded canopy. A few days ago, bringing three strangers back to our bed would have had my stomach tied in nervous knots. But now, as Dean and I guided them into our space, I realized all those rookie nerves were gone. We were entirely ready to step up.

Stepping inside, Dean was the first to get into position, sitting down on the padded floor in the center. He took his cock into his hand and started stroking while admiring Lena.

She was over him in an instant, dropping between his legs and bracing her hands against his thighs.

“Oh wow, you’re huge,” she breathed, looking up at him. “Can I?”

Dean barely managed a nod before she leaned in, her lips parting as she took him straight down her throat. She was clearly a pro, burying his full length with a confidence that caught me off guard.

Watching her head bob over my husband’s lap was entirely too tempting. I knelt beside her and brushed a hand over her hip to see if she’d let me in. Lena let out a muffled, encouraging hum against him, her body leaning into my touch. Finding the smooth skin above her cunt, I let my hand drift lower to massage her clit.

That was when she started moaning around Dean’s cock. It was a filthy sound that went straight to my head, and I just couldn’t help myself. Replacing my fingers with my mouth, I leaned in and started eating her out, weaving my tongue through her folds while she gagged on him. She tasted amazing, but I eventually pulled away, knowing I couldn’t keep the boys waiting forever.

So I stood up and turned around. “Alright,” I started, stepping up to Jay and running my hands over his broad chest before doing the same to Tom. “Now that your girlfriend’s got her mouth busy, why don’t we focus on us? Lena said you guys love stretching her out together, right? How exactly does that go?”

“We usually start with a spit-roast,” Tom offered. “She loves getting her mouth fucked while her pussy gets pounded. It’s her favorite.”

“Mmm, that sounds delicious,” I said. “I’ve actually never been spit-roasted before, but I think I’d really like to try it.”

Jay smirked, glancing at Tom. “Well, we’re more than happy to help you with that, Fiona,” he said. “We love breaking a girl in.”

The boys guided me down onto my hands and knees, and I had to laugh at how eager they were. Jay moved into position at the front, resting his thick cock against my lips, while Tom stepped up close behind. I heard him spit into his hand before he reached down to gather a handful of my own slickness, coating himself until he was dripping.

“Open wide for me, Fiona,” Jay commanded, pressing his tip against my mouth.

As I parted my lips, his dark shaft slid deep. I started to suck on his length just as Tom pressed against my entrance. He teased the opening for a moment, rubbing his head over my folds for a few moments, before a quick, stinging slap to my ass signaled the move. He slid all the way inside, and the sensation of being stretched on both ends at once was overwhelming. I knew Dean was watching from a few feet away while Lena worked on him, and I didn’t need to turn around to know he was loving every second of my surrender.

The boys started their train, Jay setting a steady pace. He gripped the sides of my head, keeping me still as he face-fucked me, pushing until the back of my throat gave way. Each time he pistoned back in, Tom met the thrust from behind, sending me back onto Jay.

“Fuck, this mouth feels so good,” Jay groaned, holding me tight.

“Just… keep… going,” I managed to mumble around his thickness, desperate for Tom to pick up the pace in my cunt. Tom obliged, catching the cue and gripping my ass to pull me onto him.

“You like that, Fiona?” Tom grunted. “You like getting stuffed from both ends?”

“Fuck yes, I love it!” I cried out, the words muffled and thick against Jay’s meat. “Don’t stop!”

They kept at it, trading me back and forth. At one point, I stopped trying to think and just let myself go, moaning around Jay’s cock and drooling as I surrendered to the weight of them.

When my first orgasm hit, it was a sudden, violent wave that made my pussy clamp down tight over Tom. I squeezed my eyes shut, my entire body shuddering as I fought to maintain a seal over Jay. The men kept their pace through the peak of it, relentlessly fucking me while my muscles were still tight and sensitive.

After a few minutes, Jay pulled back, his eyes catching mine as he signaled it was time to switch. “Alright, think I’ve fucked her enough up here. Why don’t you take her mouth for a bit, Tom?”

The air hit my throat for the first time in what felt like hours, and I let out an eager moan. “Yes, please,” I told them, desperate to feel Jay inside me too.

Tom instantly swapped with him, sliding his uncut cock down my throat while Jay filled the gap Tom had just vacated. They picked up exactly where they had left off.

“You’re taking this so well, Fiona,” Jay grunted, pumping into my pussy. “But if you really want to know how we treat Lena… you need both of these cocks inside you at the same time. What do you think?”

My heart pounded. It was hard to think straight with them stretching me out so deeply, but there was no doubting my desire. Getting fucked in my cunt and ass was a fantasy I’d been harboring since the party yesterday, and having these two gorgeous, well-hung men offer to make that fantasy real was too good to pass up.

I looked over at Dean. He had flipped Lena onto her back now and was pounding away at her tight pussy, watching me intently. Lena was sobbing with delight and shamelessly throwing her hips back, moaning about how thick he was and how good it felt scraping against her walls. Dean kept filling her up, hardly letting her catch her breath.

“Do it, Fi,” Dean encouraged, giving Lena a strong thrust that made her squeal with delight. “Let them stretch those holes. I want to see how much you can take.”

With my husband’s blessing, I pulled Tom’s cock out of my mouth and pleaded. “Oh my god, yes please,” I gasped. “I want that so bad.”

I was ready to feel them both at once, but Jay’s pace suddenly started to stutter behind me.

“Hold on,” he groaned, his voice straining as he slammed into me. “I’m right there… let me finish here first, then we’ll flip you.”

I wasn’t about to complain; the sensation was incredible. A few seconds later, Jay howled and emptied himself deep inside me. I felt the heat of his load filling me up before he finally slowed his pace, pulling out so we could get into position for the main event.

They had me lie flat on my side, pulling my knees up high to expose my dripping holes. Jay settled in front of me, wrapping an arm around my waist to pull me flush against him, while Tom spooned me from behind.

“Just relax and let us take you, Fiona,” Jay murmured, leaning in to kiss me deeply while his hands roamed over my breasts.

As we made out, Jay lined himself up with my cunt while Tom pressed between my cheeks, rubbing his head directly against my asshole.

“Ready?” they asked in unison, their cocks twitching against my skin.

“Fuck yes. Shove them in,” I demanded.

They pushed forward at the exact same time, and the cry that came out of me was shameless. The volume of cock entering my body all at once was staggering: Jay’s thick shaft stretching my vaginal walls while Tom’s cock breached my ass in the most delicious way. It was an incredible sensation that left me riddled with ecstasy.

“Holy fuck!” I sobbed, my legs trembling as they bottomed out inside me. “You feel so good inside me!”

“Fuck, just take it, Fiona,” Jay grunted. “Take it all.”

They started to move with intent, coordinating their thrusts to see exactly how much they could stretch my holes without pushing each other out. Once they found the rhythm, they stopped holding back and started fucking me properly, the relentless pounding making my eyes roll back in my head. The sensation of their cocks sliding in and out was heaven. I had never imagined that taking dick like this would feel this good.

“Dean, fuck, look at me!” I cried out, fully embracing the high. “They’re stretching me out!”

“I see it, Fi,” Dean shouted back. He was buried in Lena’s ass now. I had missed the transition because of how busy I was getting wrecked by the guys, but he was clearly captivated by the sight of two men using his wife. “You look so beautiful.”

I was moaning and screaming loudly, and eventually, the filthy sight broke him. With a loud groan, Dean finished and emptied his balls right into Lena’s ass.

But Lena wasn’t done yet. She looked over at me, pumped full of cum and wanting more. “Your husband’s perfect, Fiona,” she panted, “but watching you is making my pussy ache even more. Can I ride your face for a bit?”

“God, yes, just get over here and sit on it,” I managed to gasp out.

She came over and immediately straddled my head. I twisted slightly to face her, and she took the cue, planting her pussy right over my mouth. I shoved my tongue out, lapping at her clit and even licking up the warm drops of Dean’s cum trickling down her crack. Dean watched the whole thing, his own cock stirring back to life at the sight of me being so filthy.

The combination of Lena’s soaking heat on my face and the incessant pounding from the men on either side of me finally had me unraveling. My climax surged through me fast, and I moaned helplessly into Lena’s cunt. I convulsed so hard around the two cocks that my pussy gushed everywhere, spraying my juices all over Jay’s thighs and the padded floor.

The boys kept groaning as I locked onto them, my muscles basically crushing their shafts until they couldn’t hold back from their own climax.

“Fuck! I’m coming!” Jay shouted. “I can’t hold it anymore!”

Jay lasted barely five seconds, howling as he pumped his seed into my flooded cunt before slowly withdrawing. The moment his cock slid out, Tom hit his limit too, burying himself all the way as he unloaded a massive amount of his own release. Tom finally pulled out, leaving two fresh loads leaking out of my holes in warm, messy lines.

I lay there as they stood over me, loving how wonderfully stretched out I felt. Above me, Lena shuddered through one more fierce orgasm, letting me drink her down before she moved to give me a warm and passionate kiss.

As we pulled away, I crawled over to Dean, whose cock was hard and twitching again. I eagerly took his shaft into my mouth just as he reached his breaking point, letting him ejaculate down my throat. When he eventually pulled back, we shared a filthy look, laughing at the debauchery we had just participated in. It was fucking amazing.

“You look like you’re about to fall apart, Fiona,” Dean rasped, cupping my cheek.

“Well, they were very thorough, Dean,” I croaked. “It’s a miracle I’m still even in one piece.”


Chapter Ten




After Tom, Jay, and Lena finally left us a beautifully sticky mess, Dean and I spent the rest of the afternoon recovering in our cabana, lazily talking and wading in the shallow water to cool off as the sun set. After making it back to our cabin to shower and grab a quick dinner, we watched the coast of Mexico finally disappear.

The ship was now starting its slow journey toward Florida. By that evening, we naturally met back up with Becca, Jordan, Veronica, and Cole to try out the naked couples yoga class on the upper deck. It was exactly as distracting and filthy as it sounds, but afterward, the six of us claimed a quiet deck lounge at the back of the ship. We were all bare now, spread out across the furniture and sipping on green juices and light cocktails to wind down.

“Look, if you’re going to handle that many people before lunch, you have to hydrate,” Cole announced, resting his seltzer on his knee. “It’s just basic science.”

Veronica traced a finger over his chest and giggled. “Oh, please. You were the one who could barely walk after those guys from the other ship cornered you in that cove.”

“Don’t pretend you didn’t love every second of it, Veronica,” Jordan chimed in with a smirk, pulling Becca closer. “I know I enjoyed the view from the rocks while they had you pinned.”

The conversation flowed effortlessly from there as they retraced their afternoon. They traded stories about the messy scenes they’d stumbled into near the lagoon and the ridiculous positions they’d found themselves folded into while the sun was still high. We spent the next hour swapping wild details and comparing the day’s growing body counts, the mood light and decadent.

Eventually, the chatter lulled for a moment, leaving only the sound of the ocean breeze. Becca took a sip of her drink, her eyes drifting over to where Dean and I were resting on the loveseat. She gave us a warm smile. “So, what about you two? Shame we couldn’t find you guys today. Did you manage to get into any trouble?”

I leaned back, my body still humming just thinking about it. “You could say that. We ended up bringing a throuple from the other ship back to our cabana. Two gorgeous grad students and their girlfriend.”

Jordan raised his eyebrows. “Oh, really?”

“Yeah,” said Dean. “They double stuffed her. Spit-roast first, and then full thing.”

Veronica gasped and immediately sat up straight. “Oh my god! Both at the same time? Fiona, that’s amazing! I’m so happy.”

“Thanks. It really was incredible,” I admitted. A warm flush of pride hit my cheeks. “I can barely wrap my head around it, to be honest. Just how free it was, and how natural it felt.” I paused to look around at the four of them. “Honestly, guys… we need to say thank you. If we hadn’t met you all, we would probably still be sitting in our cabin, too scared to even step foot outside our door. You really opened us up and made us feel safe.”

Becca reached across to rest her hand over mine. “Aww… you are so, so welcome, honey. But don’t give us all the credit. You two were just waiting to explode. We only gave you a little push. You clearly belong in this lifestyle.”

Cole nodded in agreement. “I couldn’t agree more, guys. Hey, here’s a toast,” he grinned, raising his drink. “To Dean and Fiona. To graduating to the deep end.”

We clinked glasses and laughed together. The stories we’d been trading had already done the work, leaving a restless energy between us. We were all leaning in closer, and as the eye contact held, the transition into something physical felt like the only logical next step.

Jordan was the first to lean over to kiss Becca’s neck, his hand moving low over her stomach to find her wetness. Right beside them, Cole tilted Veronica’s chin up and kissed her deeply while she reached out to stroke him.

I looked over at Dean and gave him a needy look. He pulled me onto his lap, his weight pressing firmly against me as I wrapped my arms around his neck. Before long, the lounge became a shared playground. I spent the next few moments on one of the daybeds with Cole, letting him fill me while Dean worked on Veronica right beside us. Becca eventually crawled over to join in, replacing Cole between my legs and using her tongue with total focus.

We traded kisses and skin under the moonlight, moaning into the ocean breeze as the group session played out. Eventually, the rush tapered off, and we collapsed back together. Jordan was the last inside my pussy, and he finished deep with a groan, while Dean painted Veronica’s stomach just a few feet away. I let myself sink into the cushions, panting and feeling deliciously worked over.

After a few minutes, Becca reached for her robe and tied it shut. “Well, that was great, guys, but as much as I’d love to stay out here all night, I need to get some sleep. I want to be ready for tomorrow.”

I blinked, my brain still a bit foggy from my orgasm. “Wait. What’s tomorrow?”

Cole spoke up from the other side of the lounge. “The Grand Orgy, Fiona. Did you actually forget?”

“Oh, fuck,” Dean muttered, looking at me with surprise. “How did we forget that?”

“I guess we’ve been a bit distracted getting fucked out of our minds,” I laughed, finally finding my feet.

“Well, it’s going to be massive, so you better get some rest,” Jordan added. “Even the experienced ones like us end up needing the stamina.”

We exchanged quick goodnights and hugs before heading toward the elevators. The ship was quiet as we stepped into one of the glass cars at the end of the deck. The doors slid shut, sealing us in. As the car began to lower, it offered a totally isolated view of the dark ocean spreading out beneath the moonlight. We were completely alone.

Dean hit the button for our floor. He turned and backed me right up against the glass, pinning my hips. He looked down at me with a dirty expression that made it clear exactly what he wanted to do before we reached our floor.

“Look at that view,” he murmured, his hands sliding inside my open robe to grip my waist.

I looked past his shoulder at the dark water before meeting his stare. “It’s gorgeous, isn’t it?” I whispered, pulling his face down to mine. “And even better, I get to see it while I have you all to myself.”

He smirked. “God, I need you, Fiona.”

I leaned into him as we started making out in the elevator. After a few moments, he took his cock out, hooked my leg over his arm, and drove straight into me. The transition from sharing ourselves with a crowd to this private, focused fuck was exactly what I needed. It felt like he was reclaiming every inch of me.

I let out a loud moan, my back flat against the glass as he pounded into me. We kissed and tangled tongues freely while he hit me with steady thrusts. The elevator descended between the decks, and the isolation made it feel like we were the only two people left on the ship.

“I love you so much, Fiona,” he grunted, his forehead pressing against mine as he kept the pace. “Stay right there with me.”

“I love you too, Dean,” I said as the pleasure spiked. I ended up coming hard against him, my inner walls spasming as I rode out the high. Dean followed me a second later and buried his face in my neck, pumping one last pulse into me.

We were still tangled together while his softening cock gave a few final twitches inside, and just as my heartbeat started to slow down, a soft ding echoed between us.

The doors slid open to our floor. Dean gave me one last kiss and pulled out with a thoroughly satisfied smile. We fixed our robes, stepped out into the hallway hand in hand, knowing we’d need our energy for whatever was coming next.


Chapter Eleven




Late the next morning, I found myself at the small vanity in our cabin, swiping a bold streak of lipstick across my mouth and checking the edges in the mirror. I usually kept my makeup pretty tame, but today I wanted to look extra slutty for the finale. Adding a thick wing of eyeliner felt like the perfect touch.

“I still can’t believe we packed so much, Fiona,” Dean said, laughing from the bed. “Those suitcases are full of stuff we haven’t even touched.”

I capped my lipstick and caught his reflection. Dean was still waking up, though the covers had been pushed aside to reveal his cock. It stood up tall and throbbing, and Dean just stroked it along, clearly enjoying the view of me getting ready.

“Mmm, it’s crazy, isn’t it?” I told him, giggling as I gave him a slow turn to show off my progress. “We could have totally come here with nothing but a toothbrush.”

“Yeah, tell me about it,” said Dean. He paused to take a good look at my plump lips, both the red ones up top and the pink ones down below. “God, you look perfect, Fiona. Think you can handle one more set of loads before we head home?”

“Oh, I’m planning on being a mess by noon,” I teased. “But only if you get your fill too.”

“Don’t worry about me, Fi,” he added. “I’m not stepping off this ship until I’m completely empty.”

He let go of his cock and slid off the bed. His body was warm as he walked over and wrapped me in his arms. I leaned back into his hold, taking a moment to just breathe him in.

“I love you, Dean,” I whispered, looking up at him.

“Love you too, Fiona,” he replied, kissing me right over my lipstick. “Now let’s go finish this right, shall we?”

We walked out of the cabin completely naked with my fingers laced tightly through his. We headed down the quiet hallway and took the elevator up, eventually stepping out into the heat and noise of the pool deck.

The space was packed just like last time but wildly louder. Tropical house music pulsed through the air, punctuated by familiar moans drifting from the corners. A few days ago, a sight like this would have had my stomach in knots. Now, watching these strangers openly fucking just made my pussy ache. It was a thrilling realization, seeing how quickly we had devolved into the lifestyle.

We continued through the tangle of people and quickly realized why the deck was so slick. A few staff members were weaving through the crowd and the pool with bulky water guns, playfully aiming at the guests. They were spraying thick arcs of lube over everyone’s chests and faces, leaving the whole crowd gleaming and making it easy for bodies to slide against one another.

Up on the raised stage, Andrew, the host from the sex show on the first night, was walking around with his microphone.

“Welcome to the final day, you beautiful people!” he yelled, riling up the cheering crowd.

He pointed out the different stations, keeping the hype going. Over by the hot tubs, several women sat on the edge of the bubbling water with their eyes covered and legs spread while guys submerged in the tubs took turns eating them out. A few yards away near the water slide, a giant grid of colored circles was completely coated in oil, hosting a moaning pile of bodies slipping all over each other and laughing with delight.

“God, look at them go,” I giggled, leaning into him. “I need to be part of that.”

“Me too,” Dean agreed easily. “That looks like way too much fun.”

But before we could crash the game, a familiar laugh caught our ears. We turned toward the center lounge and spotted Becca, Jordan, Veronica, and Cole waving us down. They were already slick with lube and sweat. We hurried over, swapping tight hugs and wet kisses as we merged into the group.

“There you guys are,” Cole grinned, handing Dean a plastic cup of fruit punch. “We thought we were going to have to go down and drag you out ourselves.”

Dean took a sip and passed the cup to me. “Blame Fiona,” he laughed, giving my ass a squeeze. “She’s the one who spent all morning making sure she looked extra slutty for everyone.”

“Well, you timed your arrival perfectly,” Becca chimed in. “Andrew’s just about to set something up.”

“Oh? And what’s that?” I asked.

Veronica giggled next to her, pointing toward the stage. “Just watch.”

Andrew tapped his microphone, drawing the crowd toward the center of the deck. Staff members were quickly setting up benches on one side of the clearing and placing chairs directly opposite them.

“Alright!” Andrew shouted as the crowd swarmed. “It’s time for The Gauntlet!”

“Ooh, the gauntlet,” I whispered to Dean, entirely excited. “I think I’m going to like the sound of that.”

“In this game, we’re testing stamina against greed,” Andrew continued. “Husbands, you’re in the hot seat with a line of women swapping out every sixty seconds. Your only job is to stay hard and preserve yourselves for as long as you can. Wives, you’re on the benches. You have exactly fifteen minutes to collect as many loads as possible, and our staff will be right there to inspect every single creampie to tally the score. Got it?”

A wave of nods and yeses swept through the crowd as everyone looked on.

“Perfect! So then, anyone brave enough to kick things off?”

Cole nudged Dean’s shoulder. “Well? You two up for it? We’re all planning on joining in eventually.”

“Yeah, you guys should definitely go first,” Becca added, giving me a playful wink. “Set the pace for the rest of us.”

I looked at Dean. My pussy was already throbbing at the thought of the line of cocks waiting for me.

“Count us in,” Dean growled. He needed no further encouragement, his own dick engorged and stiff as he prepared to move. “Let’s show them how it’s done, Fi.”

“Fuck yes,” I breathed.

With that, Dean grabbed my hand and we stepped into the clearing. I eagerly climbed onto the middle bench, twerking my ass a bit for fun just to give him a clear shot of exactly what he was sharing today. Dean looked on with pride, getting comfortable in his chair nearby.

Andrew gave the crowd one last shout over the speakers to confirm the timer; and a loud buzzer suddenly rattled in our ears.

The madness started instantly. A wall of naked, throbbing men swarmed my bench, while a line of gorgeous women, young and old, jostled for their turn to sit on Dean’s dick. Any lingering trace of modesty simply evaporated after that. I looked up at the sea of erections hovering over me, and the competitive slut inside me easily took over. I just needed to figure out how to rack up my score as fast as possible.

I reached out and grabbed the closest cock. It was a thick and deliciously veiny one that felt incredibly dense in my hands. “Alright, you’re up first,” I said, pulling him toward my face. “Let’s see how fast you can fill my mouth.”

Within seconds, his massive head shoved past my lips to slide deep against my tongue. Jarring as the sudden intrusion was, I took it enthusiastically, bobbing my head as fast as I could and swirling my tongue in all sorts of weird shapes just to get him to bust.

It was a shame, really, that I couldn’t slow down and savor the way he throbbed against my cheeks. But with the clock ticking, the only thing I could prioritize was volume, not pleasure.

In the end, thirty seconds was all it took to feel his sweaty balls start to tighten against my chin. Within moments he was grunting hard, the loads cascading down my throat with ease as I gulped and gulped. The moment he slipped out, I opened my mouth wide, proudly displaying the fact that I’d swallowed every last drop.

One of the crew members appeared in an instant and leaned in close. He hooked a finger over my bottom lip to pull it down. “Say ‘ahhh’ for me, gorgeous,” said Andrew, joining him. I did as I was told, letting him inspect my wet tongue and tonsils.

“Well done!” he announced to the cheering crowd around us. “We have verification on load number one for Fiona!”

With that, the first guy stepped aside, and I immediately went hunting for the next one. “Alright, you there!” I called out to a short, muscular man. “Get over here!”

He came over eagerly, but just as he tried to push his veiny cock past my lips, I realized there was a problem. The thing was just too damn wide, and stretching my jaw to accommodate him would take way too long for a speed run. “Okay, you’re too big for my mouth right now,” I informed simply, letting my filthy instincts take the wheel. “You’re gonna have to put it in my ass instead. I could use the stretching, anyway.”

The guy chuckled. “Fuck yeah, spread them for me then, sweetheart,” he said, slipping behind me to part my cheeks with his hands. Though realizing he needed a bit more slickness back there, he quickly whistled over a passing crew member armed with a big squirt gun. “Hey, need some lube over here!” he yelled.

The staff member quickly aimed the nozzle at my crack and fired a stream of lube all over. I let out a surprised giggle as it splashed over my hole, and a second later, the man took his thick tip and breached me.

The sudden stretch pulled a loud wail out of me as he slowly but surely bottomed out. “Yes! Fuck! Keep going!” I screamed when he started to pump. I was absolutely determined to make him explode quickly, so I took over the thrusting as much as I could, twerking and grinding back over him while my ass muscles clamped tight around his meat.

My strategy seemed to work perfectly, because moments later, his thighs started tensing up. “Oh, fuck!” he yelled, unloading into my ass.

It wasn’t some pathetic little load, either. His seed kept coming and coming. Honestly, I started getting genuinely pissed off after a few seconds at how much he had stored inside him. Every extra second he spent draining was a second wasted for the next guy in line, and I simply wanted him to hurry the hell up and finish so I could get back to work.

When he finally pulled out, Andrew was already at my gaping hole to inspect the mess. “Perfect, load number two verified!” he yelled.

I was about to signal for the third guy when, to my absolute delight, another random was already getting to work. He shoved his cock right into the hole his friend had just vacated, using that warm cum as lube to slide right in. I didn’t even have to tell him. He dived in like he belonged there, hammering away at my ass until he too packed my rectum with a few more ounces of cream.

The men kept coming after that, and it turned into the sluttiest, most chaotic conveyor belt imaginable. Some were in my pussy, stretching me out, while others took my back door, eyeing for the right spot in the wreckage. The rest ended up in my mouth, pumping so much hot fluid down my throat that my stomach felt entirely full, to the point where I could almost feel it backing up again. During this, I managed to squeeze in a few orgasms, too, but I was too busy for a proper drawn out climax. It would have only wasted time.

Meanwhile, Dean seemed to hold up better than I ever expected. One of the women he was with was doing this crazy balancing act, feeding him her breasts while grinding in big circles and stroking his balls with her fingers. Watching him stay completely hard and focused was incredibly hot, and it only made me moan louder.

A few more cocks later, the buzzer finally sounded again, signaling the end of our little game.

“Time’s up!” Andrew announced. “That is the score to beat! Well done, my friends. You both did very well, but we need to tally up those loads and clear the runway now. Let’s get the next round of couples up here!”

I pushed myself up off the bench, my legs shaking a bit as I stepped down. As soon as I did, Veronica excitedly took my spot, looking entirely starved for her turn.

“Oh my god, Fiona!” Veronica exclaimed, eyeing the creamy mess of stacked loads trickling down my thighs. “You set the bar way too high for us! I don’t even know how I’m going to follow that.”

“Just keep your mouth open and don’t think about it too much,” I told her with a wink. It was funny hearing myself say that, especially considering she was the one coaxing me out of my shell and teaching me the ropes just a couple of days ago.

Across from me, a random guy was giving Dean a firm handshake, laughing about how stoic he was in that chair. I decided to walk over to him, and when we met, he looked at me with nothing but love.

“God, you look so fucking sexy, Fi. You really went for it.”

“Sure did,” I laughed, turning around to show him my ass, which had taken the brunt of the traffic. “I mean, just look at this, Dean. I can’t even hold all this cum in!”

He stayed quiet for a few moments, simply admiring me and my holes. Leaning down to spread my pussy lips apart for a close look, he then checked my ass with a whistle of delight. The sweat, the cum, and the fact that my lips were still dripping from the fountain of seed I had just swallowed hardly seemed to matter to him. All he cared about was the mess I had become. When he finally leaned in, he kissed me deeply, parting my lips to taste the ghost of the others on my tongue.

We were just pulling away when suddenly, a petite woman with deep brown skin emerged from the crowd. She was flushed all over, and her pussy looked thoroughly run through and glistening.

“Oh my god!” she panted, her voice carrying a warm local accent as she glanced back at the gorgeous couple standing right behind her. “Fiona, right? I watched that whole performance while I got fucked by these two. I swear, I wanted to join you the entire time. That was amazing!”

“We were watching too,” the man added. “We would love to borrow those holes for a while if you are up for another round. You were incredible on that bench.”

His wife, a curvy woman with wide hips, let out a bubbly laugh. “Agreed! That was entirely amazing. We would love to share, if you are down.”

I started to tell them they could have whatever they wanted, but another random woman suddenly broke away from her friends to march right up to Dean. She caught his eye with a playful look and leaned in close. “Hey,” she purred. “I loved watching your stamina back there. My friends and I are trying to get a train going, and you look like the man to help ruin me. Wanna join?”

Dean looked my way in excitement as he waited for my lead. I gave him a nod and a smirk, loving how much everyone wanted my husband.

“Go for it,” I told him. “Looks like duty calls.”

He chuckled and headed off with her, leaving me alone with the trio. I wasted no time and got straight to work. “Alright,” I began, looking right at the petite woman. “I think I would like to start with a taste. How about you get on your back so I can eat you out? You guys can figure out the rest.”

They grinned in unison, and we quickly got to work. I claimed a spot on the slippery deck and pulled the petite woman down with me. We lay flat on the wet boards. I went straight between her legs, eagerly eating her out while she ground her ass against my mouth, completely surrendering to my tongue.

The curvy woman then stepped over us and straddled the woman’s face, giving her a mouthful of her own wet cunt to keep her busy. With the three of us tangled up on the floor, eagerly lapping at pussy, the husband just stood over us, looking a bit confused.

“Well… shit… where the hell am I supposed to fit in?”

“Don’t just stand there, Fi,” his wife moaned. “Take Fiona’s pussy from behind while she eats.”

I kept my face buried in the petite woman’s folds but eagerly mumbled, “Yes, fuck, please,” against her clit, desperate for him.

“Sure, works for me,” he grunted. He stepped over my legs, lined his wet tip up with my entrance, and drove himself all the way in.

It was a gloriously filthy setup. I kept my tongue swirling over the petite woman’s clit while the husband pounded my cunt from behind. Above us, his wife groaned loudly as the petite woman sucked on her slit. We kept fucking like that for a good while, each of us hitting our own orgasms. The arrangement never stayed static for long, though. We just kept swapping from one position to the next without overthinking it until I had a thorough taste of all of them.

When I finally had enough of the trio, I looked for my next meal. Luckily, Cole and Jordan had spotted me crawling out of the wreckage and were already heading my way. They both looked a bit exhausted, but they were still sporting fresh erections.

“Hey, Fiona. God, your husband’s a fucking machine,” Cole admitted. “He pretty much booted us from the train over there because everyone wanted a piece of him. Think you have room for us while he’s busy?”

“For you two? Always,” I told him, parting my thighs to give them a perfect view of my ruined cunt.

Jordan groaned, crouching behind me and already drooling. Luckily my asshole was still nice and wet from the gauntlet, so he only rubbed his thumb over my ring for a second to tease me before easing straight into my ass. Cole stepped in close and lifted my leg over his forearm. He leaned down and worshipped me, kissing my lips deeply, sucking hickeys into my neck, and swirling his tongue around my nipples before dropping between my legs. He sucked on my clit until I was shaking. Only after I had come once from the stimulation did he stand up to finish the job, sticking his cock where it really belonged.

Just like Tom and Jay back at Cozumel, they went at it with real vigor. The pair slid me back and forth, hitting that intense stretching sensation I love so much. As the pleasure built, I finally let myself go. I convulsed without an ounce of shame, truly taking my time to relish every second of the ecstasy.

They fucked me right through the spasms. Holding me tight, they kissed me deeply to swallow my sobs until, with a pair of loud and synchronized grunts, they finally hit their limits too, dumping two fresh loads into me all at once. They gave me a few finishing thrusts before pulling out, leaned down to kiss my forehead, and thanked me for being so perfect. Just like that, they wandered back into the crowd.

Even after that intensity, though, the fun hardly stopped. I floated through the orgy on autopilot, my body just going with the flow. The moment one hole emptied out, someone else stepped up to fill it, and if my mouth was free, another random cock easily found its way past my lips. I took on men and women alike, entirely focused on the simple goal of getting used. Every now and then, I would bump back into our friends in the crowd, too. Cole would grab me for a quick kiss, or I would find myself on my knees right next to Veronica, eagerly taking turns sucking the same dick. Jordan and Becca were always nearby too, pulling me in to share a mouthful of cum or just to grind their naked bodies against mine.

The best part, though, was always Dean. Sometimes I would just stand there and watch him buried deep in some random woman, and other times, I’d catch his eye while I was being shared by three guys at once. It just felt so right, like this was exactly how it was always meant to be, and seeing his expression only confirmed that he felt the exact same way.

Normal vacations were officially a thing of the past for us. After all, we were swingers now, weren’t we?


Epilogue




Even though a month had passed since we got back from the Lunara, Dean and I still spent almost every night talking about what happened out on the water.

We simply couldn’t get it out of our heads. Not the gorgeous strangers, not the constant swapping, and certainly not the horny energy that was fueling us all through the trip. Though as much as we wanted to chase that high again, the problem was that booking constant vacations just wasn’t realistic for our bank accounts, even with our obvious desperation.

So, in the meantime, we decided to try bringing the lifestyle into our normal routine. We ended up setting up a few profiles on local swinger forums and even started checking out some clubs near our house.

Hooking up with new couples in our own city was definitely hot, but it honestly just made us miss the group from the boat even more. We were still texting Cole, Veronica, Becca, and Jordan almost every single day, though given that they all lived in different states, trying to organize a random weekend meetup was proving to be quite the nightmare.

Eventually, we realized the easiest way to get everyone together was to just recreate the magic, and that was exactly what brought us right back to our favorite travel agency.

We walked into Richard’s office carrying a premium bottle of tequila as a nod to that first Mexico itinerary. Giving him a gift just felt like the right move after he handed us that lifestyle brochure and flipped our marriage upside down. We sat down across from his desk and got straight to business.

“Here,” I said, sliding the bottle toward his keyboard. “Consider it a thank you.”

Dean pulled out his credit card. “Yeah, we definitely owe you one, man. We want to do the New Year’s Bahamas run, but we need you to link our reservation with some friends so we’re all on the same deck.”

Richard smiled and gladly accepted the tequila. “I’m guessing the recommendation worked out, then? Sticking with the lifestyle charters?”

“Oh, definitely,” I said with a laugh. “I don’t think we can ever do a normal cruise again.”

Richard printed the confirmation and handed the paper over. I looked down at the photos and the familiar logo at the top of the page and just smiled. My mind was already racing. I was beyond eager to fuck a bunch of strangers alongside our old friends again, wondering exactly how far we were going to push things this time.

I folded the itinerary and looked over at my husband.

“I seriously can’t wait, Dean,” I told him. “I’m already picturing us naked out on that deck.”

Dean grabbed my hand and smiled. “It’s going to be perfect, Fi. January definitely can’t come soon enough…”


Also by Cara Lune

Shared for the First Time: A Couple’s Hedonistic Weekend

Melanie and Ryan book a secluded forest escape for their first try at glamping. Instead, they find themselves sharing it with two gorgeous, shameless couples who crave bodily pleasure as desperately as they do.

What starts with moans slipping through the walls of the next tent quickly turns into sloppy kisses, messy swaps, and naked bodies grinding in every corner of the campsite. The hot tub, the river, double penetration by the fire, and a final night of pure excess prove how dangerous horny neighbors can be.

Swapped on the Road Trip: Two Couples Learn to Share

Anna tells her husband Matt that all they need is a week in the Utah desert with Vanessa and Daniel, but the second they see them, everything changes. The desert seems to strip away every excuse they’ve been hiding, and one kiss in the pool eventually turns into her old friend choking on her husband’s length while her man shoves himself deep inside her. From there, it only gets filthier.

Out under the stars she is bent over the hood of a car with Daniel buried in her while Matt groans into Vanessa. The more they swap, the dirtier it gets, until she is leaking and moaning and left begging for another round.

The four of them continue with a canyon hike, though the only thing Anna remembers from that is finally learning how to take two men at once.

The Art of Sharing: A Single Woman Discovers the Thrill of Joining in

Divorced and dry for three years, Celine arrives at Le Mas expecting a quiet art retreat, only to discover a sanctuary of pure hedonism. Under the French sun, her inhibitions quickly dissolve, moving her from observer to willing participant.

Her journey begins with sketching lovers in the orchard, but soon escalates. She is taken passionately on a barn workbench, discovers the softness of a woman in the lavender fields, and slides into a tangle of painted bodies in the studio, letting them all take her together.

Surrounded by a community that lives to share, Celine realizes she’s done drawing the art. Now, it’s time for her to become the canvas.
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