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Her





	I was really pissed off. I’d been looking forward to this cruise for months - then at the last minute you come and tell me that you can’t make it. You’ve got an important contract and the guy from Japan can only make the trip to Europe this week. And there was me thinking I was something special to you - but then go figure - you were married to your work when I met you - and it seems that you’re a loyal husband - your mistress will always come in second place. I’d become accustomed to your last minute changes of plan when you cancelled our dates because “something had come up at work” In fact lately that was the only place it had been coming up. This holiday had been meant to relax you and try to get the sex back into our relationship.





	You’d been my first - and only lover - and boy had I been flattered when you’d plucked me out of the typing pool to become your personal secretary - I knew the other girls were green with envy. I remembered how I’d felt that first evening when you took my virginity - and how you had explained afterwards that the first time was never so good. Well - it seemed that the second, third and subsequent times weren’t so brilliant either  - as I’d never felt the mind blowing joy that sex was supposed to bring. You blamed it on my inexperience - and perhaps you were right - but I’d decided by now that sex wasn’t all it was made out to be. In my opinion it was one big confidence trick - and lately things had been getting even worse - now even you weren’t climaxing - though I’m sure I heard you masturbating in the bathroom after our sessions together.





	I’d thought of this trip as a last chance to save our relationship - but obviously you weren’t willing to give it that last chance. I’d told you if I meant so little to you then perhaps we should put an end to it all - but you weren’t even straight with me on that and our last meeting had ended with my feeling confused and hurt and not sure if we still had a relationship or not. I’d considered cancelling my berth too - but thought why the hell should I? Everything was paid for - and it had always been my wildest dream to cruise around the world with the one I loved - well I’d just have to do it on my own now. Who knows - perhaps I would meet the man of my dreams on this ship - and I laughed bitterly to myself.  Dream on Karen - this isn’t a television series - this is real life - and you can bet your bottom dollar that the best men would be taken - and the others wouldn’t even be interested in me.


	By now I was walking up the gangplank of the large white ship - and almost laughed out loud when I saw the name of it “The  Atlantic Princess” - now that was ironic! I made my way to my cabin with it’s double berth - and unpacked my suitcases. By then it was time for the ship to sail - and I went up on deck and found myself waving to the family and friends of my fellow passengers standing on the dock below us. I also had a strange feeling that I was waving goodbye to all my ties on the shore - for two weeks I’d be part of a world which had nothing to do with the committments I was leaving behind.





Him


	It reminded me of all the old romanic movies I’d have ever seen about ship sailings. Whistles blowing. Streamers streaming. People laughing. Gaiety galloping. Salt air smelling. All those wonderful things but you running up the gangplank at the last moment to greet me. I stayed at the rail until we broke contact with the shore and sailed. As the ship was leaving the harbor I felt that I left all my previous life checked on the shore and was sailing into a new future. You had made your decision without even the courtesty of a goodbye call. Now I faced two weeks among fun seeking people with a broken heart and an empty wallet. I had spent my entire advance for my next book on this trip and even had borrowed some cash so we could sail first class. Now nothing, only an empty bed next to me in our berth and a notepad computer to keep me company. Hell of a mood to write a romantic comedy but I’d had better if I wanted to eat when this trip was over. At least all was paid for here and I could play at the gay bachelor if only on the surface. Maybe I’ll change the story to a romantic tragedy.


	As I turn to go my berth I bump shoulders with a lovely lady with a laconic smile on her face as she too was gazing at the shore almost as if trying to pull someone or something to her. In that touch there seemed to be a shared kinship but I put it off just as some romantic claptrap of my writer’s imagination.


	The dazzling smile she gave me did help to wipe some of the gloom off the departure. We exchanged some light chatter and with the goodbyes and see ya laters we both walked in the same direction. Another smile and questions about our living spaces.


	“Deck A Cabin 6”, she said.


	“Deck A Cabin 9”, I said.


	We both laughed at the slighty naughty combination of numbers and headed to our cabins.


	We stopped at your door and said something about maybe having a drink together after dinner tonight. All passengers had been assigned tables for the first night dinner so the odds of us sitting together weren’t too great.


Tada’s to each other and I swear my heart skipped a beat as you threw another smile at me over your shoulder when the door closed. I just stared at the closed door as if in a trance. Bathed in the warmth of you.


Her


	As I closed the cabin door behind me I was feeling pretty confused. I’d been walking back to my cabin thinking of what Alan would probably have been planning on doing with me now if he had been there, and sunk in my thoughts as I was I hadn’t noticed the man until I had cannoned in to him. As I began to apologize I suddenly had difficulty in getting the words out. He was absolutely gorgeous - blond hair which rested on his collar, a great smile and amazing eyes. I’ve always been attracted to a man’s eyes - and these were something special. A brilliant shade of green which seemed to catch the sunlight that was reflected off the sea beneath us. 


	I realized that he was talking to me - and tried to concentrate on my answers - but it was difficult - I felt myself grinning inanely and I hoped I wasn’t coming over as some sort of moron. I envied whoever was with him on this trip. I didn’t want this conversation to end - but I couldn’t think of anything to say that wouldn’t give my inner feelings away so said goodbye and started to look for my cabin. I realized that he was still beside me - and we discovered that we almost had enjoining cabins - mine - 6 and his 9 - Oh my God - 69!! Why an earth did I think of that!! I started blushing - and to my mortification he obviously realized why as he laughed. I would have been grateful if the deck had opened and swallowed me up at that moment. I could just imagine him having a laugh with his wife or girlfriend about it later. By then we had reached my cabin and I was astonished to hear him introducing himself as Steve and asking me if I’d like to have a drink with him after dinner that evening. “I’d love to!” I said - and immediately afterwards could have kicked myself for my over-enthousiasm. I still wasn’t sure that he was alone on the ship. I’d noticed he wasn’t wearing a wedding ring - but the invitation could have included a girlfriend. There was no way I could ask without making even more a fool of myself so as he left I was still not sure if what I had was a date - or just a meeting for a friendly chat - with or without an eventual girlfriend.


	I lay on the bed and let my thoughts have free reign - I thought about my relationship with Alan and at last admitted to myself that I felt suffocated by it. When I was with him I had pushed my doubts to the back of my mind - he was a rich and powerful man and everybody told me how lucky I was to have him. He was one of the town’s most eligible bachelors and every woman I knew had set his sights on him - but he had chosen me.


	He was my first lover - and because of that was special to me - but somehow in the time we had been together he had modelled me into his perfect woman - and it dawned on me that that woman was who he really wanted - not the real me. All the sophistication that he had taught me - the ways to be a perfect hostess, even the way I did my make-up - all of it was a veneer covering my inner self. He had turned me into someone else - and it was difficult now to remember who I really was. Now I knew why I was so often stressed out when I was with him - I was continually putting on an act - afraid to let my true feelings and mannerisms show for fear of that disapproving look in his eyes. And I realized that I didn’t like the woman I had become - I wanted to be my old self again - that carefree, giggling - perhaps naive - girl - not the idealized parody that Alan had made of me. I closed my eyes and in a half dream-like state I recalled my first time with Alan.


	We had arranged that I would come to his house - and I was as nervous as hell. He knew I was a virgin - and even then I had sensed that if I had not been he would not have wanted me. He had to be the first - as he could then mould my sexuality as he was planning on moulding my whole personality. I was to be his creation - and the first step was to be in the bedroom. When I had arrived in the taxi he had sent to pick me up  he was wearing a silk housecoat and I noticed from his still damp hair that he had not long ago been under the shower - and his first words to me were that he had laid out the stuff for me in the bathroom for me to bathe too. I had actually already showered that evening - but I thought perhaps that he wanted us to bathe together - and the thought excited me.


	As I entered the luxurious bathroom I noticed immediately all the expensive powders and potions covering the shelves. He told me to feel free to use anything I liked and then left the room. I slipped out of my clothes and into the already filled bath. The warm water engulfed my body - relaxing my tensed muscles - and all I needed now was a massage from his strong fingers - and I knew I would be putty in his hands. I thought that this must be his plan to get me completely relaxed - and I thought it was a good one. I began to soap myself and waited for him to return - but the minutes ticked by and I was still alone. I called out - but he didn’t come back - and so I continued to soap my own body - letting my hands run over my breasts, lingering on my nipples, gently pinching and rolling them between my fingertips, and  then touching my flat belly - and at last when I was trembling I let myself explore my own sex. My fingers dug into myself, and I felt a warm glow spread through my body as I stroked my clit - until I was throbbing deep inside. An almost painful feeling that asked - no begged - for more. I desperately needed something - but as usual I couldn’t quite reach it. Everytime it was the same - i could bring myself to the brink - but I just couldn’t go over the edge. I slammed my hand against the surface of the water in frustration. Well - even if I couldn’t masturbate - I was sure I would find the unattainable this evening with Alan.


	I got out of the bath, powdered myself with the contents of one of the myriad bottles and wrapped a towel around myself. When I opened the door I saw Alan sitting on the edge of the double bed. He handed me a long elegant negligee - rather different that the T shirts I usually wore in bed - and to my surprise turned his head whilst I put it on. I had expected him not to be able to resist looking at my naked body for the first time - but I thought then it was because he was caring of my feelings of shyness. He slipped out of his housecoat and under the covers of the bed and motioned for me to join him. He didn’t speak - and I was a little resentful that he didn’t attempt to reassure me - as he must have seen that I was trembling in trepidation of what was now the inevitable.


	For a split second I considered stopping it right there - but I had already gone too far - and meekly slipped under the covers beside him. He immediately pressed his hands against my breasts - kneading them hard - in fact quite painfully - pinching my nipples  between his fingers - I gasped - and he obviously took this as I sign that I liked the feeling as he continued pinching me until I wanted to beg him to stop. Eventually he did - but only to take my hand and place it between his legs. I had been expecting to feel his erection - but he was still flacid - and I felt his hand encouraging me to jerk him up and down - but it didn’t seem to be having much effect.  Soon my wrist was aching - but he was as soft as ever. As this was the first time I’d ever done this I knew I must be doing something wrong - and I was terrified that he would tell me so - so in desperation I decided to try something that I’d read about in books I moved my head down and tried to take him in my mouth - but before I had the chance to I felt his fingers in my hair pulling me away. It hurt and I was confused. Surely all men liked what I was about to do? Perhaps I was too insistant? I felt that Alan was a man who had to be in charge - and seeing as I was an innocent at this - perhaps that was the way I should go? To be completely submissive with him.


	By now Alan’s hand was running over my pubic hair - and I heard him draw in his breath. “Didn’t you see the razer?” he asked. Well - I had seen one in the bathroom - but for a moment I didn’t realize what he meant. “Next time I want you to make sure you are shaved” he said “It’s the way I prefer it” I could only nod my head - and he replied “Good” and his hand continued his actions. His finger pushed between my lips and found my opening. I wasn’t particularly wet - and as he entered me with his finger if was more uncomfortable than arousing. And then he felt resistance and pushed his finger even harder into me - until I felt a sharp pain - and guessed that he had just broken my hymen.


	He withdrew his hand and I saw there was a little blood on it. With a distasteful look on his face he reached out to the side of the bed and removed a tissue from a box there and carefully cleaned his finger. I was mortified - this wasn’t what I had expected. I was feeling absolutely nothing - it was almost as if I was the guinea pig in a scientific experiment - rather than in bed with a man having sex for the first time. Was there something wrong with me? I’d dreamt about this moment for ages - and once I’d made the decision to go through with it I’d idealized what would happen - and this wasn’t anything like I imagined it would be. 


	I then realized that Alan was stroking himself - and when I attempted to help him he pushed my hand away. I did notice that he was hard now though - and suddenly he turned me over onto my back - and in one quick motion tore my nightdress open and took my nipple in his mouth - for a second I felt my first pang of arousal - but then his teeth sank into me - and I only just managed to suppress a scream. His fingers returned to my sex - and he began to rub hard on my clit. It was too soon and I was too sensitive - and although I felt something it wasn’t right - but by then I could hear that Alan was breathing heavily and he rolled on top of me - and began pushing himself against me. 


	He realized that I wasn’t wet enough - and I saw him reach out to a pot on the bedside table and smearing his fingers with the contents - a sort of lubricating jelly I guessed - he smeared it into me, rolled on top of me again - and taking himself in his hand he guided his cock against me - and pushed as hard as he could. It hurt like hell but the tip entered my virgin body and he started pushing hard - until gradually he had entered me completely. He began to thrust into me - every stroke causing me pain and I dug my nails into the palms of my hands - and my only thought was the hope that he would finish quickly. It seemed like ages before I eventually heard him groaning - and finally with a cry he came inside me. 


	Immediately he rolled off of me - and getting out of bed I saw him make his way to the bathroom where I heard the sound of running water. I realized that there were tears rolling down my cheeks - I had lost my virginity and had hated every moment of it. I knew it had to be my fault. Alan was an experienced man - and had had many women  - I’d heard in the washrooms at work how he’s left a trail of broken hearts behind him - as he tended to tire quickly of his women - so it must be my fault that I had felt nothing. After all - I couldn’t even come to a climax with my own fingers. I was obviously frigid - and I doubted if any man could arouse me.


	As I stood up I felt Alan’s sperm running down my legs - and for some reason I felt an urge to taste a man’s semen for the first time - and running my finger through it I brought it to my mouth - and in that moment was aware of Alan’s eyes upon me. He had left the bathroom, was fully dressed and was now staring at me with a disgusted look in his eyes as he said “You can go and wash now” and averting his eyes from my naked body he moved across the room to pour himself a drink. I snatched up the remnants of the tattered negligee, covering myself with it - and rushed to the bathroom. Whilst I was washing and dressing - I was thinking that it was obvious that this was the end. 


	When I was ready I left the bathroom and approached Alan expecting him to say that what we had done had been a mistake - but his actual words seemed to imply that he wanted to continue our relationship as he said “The first time is always disappointing - but give it some time and it will get better”


	And in fact it had at first. I learnt how to touch him in a way that aroused him - and to endure some of the things he did to me without them actually causing me pain but even in my innocence I knew this wasn’t the way it should be. I had considered ending the relationship myself - but I felt flattered that he wanted me. His over-powering personality had in some way trapped me and although I had never climaxed with him I was still hoping. Until the last couple of weeks that is - when he too had stopped climaxing - and now that he had chosen his work above this trip with me. Even though he had denied it on our last meeting - having now had the time to think I was almost sure that our relationship was over. 


	As I got ready for dinner I couldn’t decide what to wear and soon I had all my clothes out on the bed and was gazing at them with a critical eye. It struck me for the first time that most of my wardrobe was constructed with Alan’s preferences in mind. In fact most of it had been bought with him. He had a fixed idea what women should wear - elegant clothes, expensive but decorous - no mini skirts and no low necklines - my attributes were for his eyes only - and woebetide any man who dared to even look at me with admiration in his eyes when I was with Alan. Somehow my own tastes had been submerged in his and there was very little there that reflected my true personality. And then I spied the tight leather trousers and low cut mini-top that I had thrown into my suitcase at the last moment when I had realized that I would be making the trip on my own. I had bought them before I met Alan - and he had been disgusted when I had worn them once - telling me I looked like a little tart - and I had never worn them again.  They were the only clothes I had that were really me - so after my shower I put them on anyway. So what if I did look like a tart? - I felt sexy in them - and for some reason - that’s what I wanted to look like for Steve. 


	When I entered the dining room I realized my mistake straight away. All the other women seemed to be dressed in elegant gowns - in fact - just the sort of clothes that Alan would approve of. No wonder he had taken control of my tastes - I was useless at it. I turned round and left the dining room - feeling the eyes following me. In fact I seemed to have lost my appetite......and then I saw Steve. He was talking to a woman in a sheer silk gown which showed off her beautiful figure . She was laughing and touching his arm - and my hopes faded - as obviously this must be his girlfriend. She was absolute perfection - which didn’t surprise me in the least - the way he looked his girlfriend would have to be. I’d been a fool to think I had a chance with him. I had to pass them  and as I did so I noticed Steve’s mouth open to speak to me - but I just stuck out my chin, nodded my head and tried to look as if I had some important place to go to. In fact the only place I had to go to was my cabin and as I entered I sat on the bed - and let the disappointment take over. 


Suddenly there was a knock at the door.......





Him


	A steward woke Steve out of his reverie and he slowly walked to his cabin with that dazzling smile still burnt into his mind. The bonging of the ships chimes woke him up completely and made him realize that it was time to prepare for dinner and hopefully that drink with ???. Hell, I am falling in love and I don’t even know her name. I’m starting to act like one of my characters in my books. 


	In the shower as the warm water soothed him he found himself washing his cock too much. Just the thought of her had his passion aroused. The slickness of the soap on his hands and the warm water had him imagining he was in her.


	Her walls gripping him tight, her ass moving delightfully under him, cries of joy and encouragement coming from those lips which only a few minutes ago had bathed his member in warming caresses. Stroking. Stroking. Almost nearing completion when two voices from the cabin’s porthole broke his concentration.


	Damn. Just like it was with Julie. She would play the hot vixen all night and tease with stories of wonderful delights she had in store for me that night in bed but when there she would either fall asleep or chat on the phone with one of her high society friends until I lost interest. The few times I did manage to keep her awake and quiet the sex was okay but she lacked the fire and passion I really wanted. I knew then the main reason I was with her was because of the promises she made to me about the wild sex..and her bank account. That bank account would mean no more driving taxis or waiting on tables while I was trying to write the “The Great American Novel”.


	I caught a flash of red hair out the porthole and still dripping wet and naked I walked over there to investigate. A couple had settled down on a deck chair and were holding each other close. Though they were around 40 there was the freshness of newlyweds about them. 


	“Come on Wade. Let me do it. Let me suck you right here!”.


	Remembrances of Julie went through my mind for she would do the same thing to me and then change her mind. Bring me to the edge then throw me over the cliff, bruising my ego all the way down. She always had to be in control. The one to instigate. The one to finish with no thought of me.


	I knew I should look away and leave the couple to the privacy they thought they had, but the arousal in me kept me looking. She was rubbing his cock through his shorts and his hardness was obvious to all three of us. With a practiced zip of the fly and deft hands she had him waving in the salt sea air. Now I knew I had to leave but a change came over the happy faces before me. I saw not this delightful couple, Wade and Mary, but me and ???


	Mary flicked his head as I teased mine. Mary liberated his balls as I cupped mine. Mary covered his cock as I covered mine. Mary bobbed her head as I bobbed mine. Mary touched the base of his cock as I touched mine. Mary gripped her hand on him as I gripped mine. With mouth and hand she brought him to a glorious climax as my fingers and hand brought me to the same conclusion. Three smiles lit the deck and a final spurt from me when I heard her say to him,” Now your turn to do me in that lifeboat.”  What a delightful couple.


	As I headed back to the shower to reclean myself, I realized that I had replaced their faces with ???’s and mine and that little bout of sex I just had with myself and them was the best I had had in a long time and surely better than any I ever had with Julie.


	My thoughts were on ??? as I dressed for dinner in the tux Julie had bought for me so I could dazzle the ladies with the fine catch she had made. I was just to be an ornament on her arm. I wondered if ??? is the same way or just a toy for someone else. The price of admission to this ship was high so she had to be either of Julie’s crowd or involved with some high powered rich man. Well I’ll find out after dinner at the bar.


	As I passed a lifeboat on the way to dinner I noticed movement and giggles coming from under the tarp. A smile and a silent cheer, “ Go for it Wade!” accompanied me to the dining salon.


Oh, my God. It looked like the dining room of a whorehouse of the gay 90’s. Everything ornate and gilded, nothing real, not even the people. I searched for ??? but no luck when a waft of expensive perfume and the rustle of real silk tapped me on the arm.


	“Hi, Steve”. It was Mavis, one of Julie’s late night phone pals and I believe part time lover. Mavis was beautiful if you go for precisly but overly made up ladies. Mavis blathered on and on while I kept searching the room for ??? She told me she had a message from Julie which just turned out to be a lame excuse about how some business deal had come up with an Alan Burnside and she was sorry that she could not be on the cruise with me.


	“Well, my husband is here but I think I can ditch him from time to time if you get lonely, Steve”, came the cheating words from her thickly painted mouth. I was about to give my regrets when the first real thing I had seen in this room was coming my way. A vision of naturalness among the fakery. My heart leapt as ??? came my way dressed the way I like my woman, sexy and with no pretense. As I was about to speak to ??? that damnable Mavis grabbed my arm and pressured me about a laison later that night. ??? swept by me with what looked like a hurt but prideful look. Had someone insulted her? Had someone hurt her? She was gone before I could get her attention but I followed and left a wide mouthed and disbelieving Mavis in my wake. 


	I kept on catching glimpses of ??? as she turned corners and she seemed to be heading to her cabin. Sounds of cooing could be heard from the lifeboat as I passed it and saw ??? open the door to our mutual passageway. I watched at the doorway as she fumbled with her keys and dropped them on the floor. Oh, that ass did wonders for my spirits as she bent over to pick them up. When she slammed shut her door I ran to mine.


	A fast call to room service and the promise of a huge tip if they got it here fast. A quick change from formal tux to a powder blue cotton shirt and my favorite jeans, the ones Julie hated because there was no designer patch on the butt. 


	Money talks on this ship so I was not surprised when I saw a steward rushing towards me with my order as I stood at ???’s door.


With the best boyish grin I could muster and a silver tray holding a single rose, a sixpack of beer, pretzles and chips I knock on ???’s door. 





Her


	I wondered who an earth it could be. Perhaps some irrate crew member coming to complain about my lack of etiquette in the dining room? I laughed at the ridiculous thought - but the smile froze on my lips as I opened the door and my legs immediately turned to jelly as I saw who was standing before me holding a silver tray and sporting a broad grin. What on earth.....? When I had last seen him he had been dressed in a tight fitting tux, which had somehow looked out of place on his wiry frame, in animated conversation with a Miss World look-alike. Now he was dressed in jeans and a shirt - and I must admit, at least to me,  he looked a lot more attractive. I’d never really liked men in suits of any kind - I much preferred casual clothes - but I had resigned myself to it with Alan - as he wouldn’t be seen dead in jeans. The figure before me looked like the-boy-next-door..... though I must admit....... a rather sexy boy-next-door!  


	Realizing that I was staring, I swallowed audibly - and said “uh - hello?” Wow - didn’t that sound sophisticated? It was then that I noticed the contents of the tray. On a ship that was geared to champagne and caviar the beer and pretzels seemed almost incongruous - but as champagne made me sick and..... much to Alan’s chagrin..... I hated the taste of caviar (yuck fish-eggs!) it seemed that Steve had somehow hit on just the things that I would enjoy. Especially, I thought involuntarily, if I was consuming them with him. I also noticed the single rose - and as I looked at it and then at him I saw him wink! My stomach somersaulted at the implicit invitation in that wink - and for the first time since I had set eyes on him I sensed that my interest in him was recipricated. 


“Uh - would you like to come in?”





	I groaned inwardly - another scintilating remark. It was hardly likely that he was expecting us to sit on the floor outside my cabin with the tray on the ground between us. I stepped back to allow him to enter - and, as he walked past me, for a second we were so close that I could feel the heat of his body. He placed the tray on the bedside table - and I saw him eyeing the large double bed that took up most of the space in the cabin. Somehow I felt I owed him an explanation as to why I had a double berth and I invited him to sit down. He chose to sit on the bed - so I did too but I kept my distance as I didn’t trust myself to sit too close to him - I was frightened by the emotions his proximity was awakening in me.


	I wasn’t sure exactly what I was going to say - a sentence explaining that my boyfriend had been prevented from coming on the trip due to business obligations would have been enough - but to my horror, due to my nervousness I suppose, I suddenly found myself telling him my life story. I could hear my words as if they were coming from another person - but I just couldn’t seem to stop. I had never discussed our relationship with anyone - always bottling up my doubts - probably because putting them in to words might actually have forced me to face my doubts and fears. I couldn’t understand why I had chosen this moment to expose my heart to someone who was to all intents and purposes a complete stranger - but that is exactly what I was doing. And I realized as I spoke that I was painting a picture of a shallow golddigger - mesmorized by images of power - and I didn’t like what I heard from my own lips. Steve must be really regretting his impulse to visit my cabin by now.


	I hadn’t meant to mention our sexual problems - but a fatalistic cloud seemed to have decended upon me - and as I thought I’d probably already ruined any chance I had of becoming close to him I told him how I’d come to the conclusion that sex was far too overrated. Well - I’d really done it now. No way that this man was going to stay with the neurotic, frustrated bitch who had emerged from my own lips. I felt tears pricking the back of my eyes - and wondered if I was some sort of masochist. The only man whom I’d felt anything approaching romance for for years - and I’d just ruined everything on just our second meeting. When I’d finally finished my self-pitying tirade I sat and I waited for him to make his excuses and return to the more adjusted world of his shipboard friends.





Him


	The pouring out of her life story to me only made me fall for her more.


	There were so many parallels to our lives for both of us had given up our principals for power and money. It had taken a lot of courage for her to relate her shallowness and greed to a total stranger .


	Looking at her across from me on the bed I wanted to make love to her and it would not have been hard to convince her to do just that for she was so vulnerable right now. A hold of the hand. A kiss to the hand. A nod of an understanding head. A finger to wipe away a tear. A tender embrace. A sweet kiss. A harder embrace. A tongue kiss. A neck kiss. Hands under the blouse. Hands on her sex. All this would have easily led to us to an naked embrace. Sucks on her nipples and breasts. Finger in her sex. Tongue in her sex .Her hand on my sex. Her mouth on my sex. My cock pumping her pussy. My seed warming her pussy. Cries of ectasty for both. Lies about how great it was. Lies about meeting later. Lies about getting together after the cruise. Lies.Lies.Lies all by both of us.


	Instead I hold her hand and let her know the seamier side of me. Mainly I told her of my romancing of rich ladies so I did not have to work at other things while trying to write.


	The guilt hung so heavy in the air I said,” Let’s get out of here and breathe some fresh salt air.”


	Looking relieved she answers,”Yes, let’s.”


“But first what is your name, please ?” I ask, getting tired of referring to her as ???


“Karen”


	I do a corny bow and say,” My Lady Karen , your servant Squire Steve will now escort you  where ever thou wishest to go.”   


	The hearty laugh I was looking for comes bellowing out of you and a love kick you deliver to my rear pushes us to the door. 


	When I open the door for you a naked redhead comes giggling in.


	“Close the door, fast.”


	I comply and she says with no hint of embarrasment ,” Hi. I’m Mary. I’m just playing a game with my husband, Wade. Look out the door and see if you see a  naked man coming down the passageway.” 


	Karen pushed me out of the way and took a look and reported that a man had just entered with only a birthday suit on.  Her full attention was on him as he paraded past us and gave her a sexy wink.


	When he reached the farthest part of the passageway Mary rushed out in the aisle and putting a bosun whistle to her mouth played a perfect “Welcome Aboard” whistle call and yelled, “Here I am honey.”


	She took off running again for the hatch to the deck and Wade was right behind her.


	“Now there’s a couple with no guilt or hangups about anything.” I say and you chuckle,” I don’t know about that. I saw a couple of nice things hanging off both of them .”


	“A lady with a sense of humor. I love it. Let’s go and get something to eat.”


	Once outside on the deck we stroll arm in arm towards the First Class Salon. You are hesitant to enter but I pull you in and there we are, two underdressed people floating on a sea of silk gowns and tuxedos. As I expected the maitre d’  blocks our entrance with a snobbish and condescending,” Sorry, sir and madam, this is the first class salon.” 


	Now for some more fun. 


	With the best imitation of a mobster’s dialect  I answer,” Hey bud, we paid de two bucks and now we are going ta eat.”


“Sorry sir, only first call allowed in here”





	“Heeeyyyy Mavis , babydoll, tell dis mug we are de first class”, I yell to her and she tries to hide herself from me.


	“Yea, you dere honey. Don’t you remember me ? I’m the guy you wanted to boink later on tonight.” 


	Her mouth drops open again and stays that way. I move us towards the buffet table and see the steward who delivered the beer to me earlier.


	“Dat mug dere can ID me.” With visions of another big tip later from me he tells the maitre d’ that we do indeed have the right to be here.


	“See d’ere. I told youse, we be class.” 


	I start a proud strut and you wiggle that delightful leather clad ass shamelessly and we walk to the table and just crunch two pieces of celery and with a great show of dignity walk back to the deck. 


	Once out there more laughter from you and a sweet kiss to my cheek. I give a gentle hug back to you and arm and arm with your head on my shoulder we continue our walk. We talk of nothing. We talk of everything. We hold tight letting the moonlight and sea work it’s magic on us. We wander the decks not caring where we are just as long as we are together. Tender almost teenaged-like kisses are exchanged . No lust or passion just the joy of finding a kindred spirit brings us in front of a 50’s style hamburger joint. Our hunger for some food overcomes the grand feeling of a new love building in us.


	Sounds of  early rock and roll blare from the gaily lit Wurlitzer jukebox as we slide into a booth and order two burgers, one milkshake and two straws.  While slurping the last of the milkshake our eyes meet and stay locked until the sound of gulping air at the bottom of the empty container brings us to reality.  


	A silent slow walk back to our cabins highlighted now by a rising sun adds more bricks to our building love.


	All too soon we are at your door. A not so tender kiss is exchanged but I break it or else I will not be able to hold my self back from coming into your room. I want to desperately but sense the time is not right yet. You too back off slightly and I know I was right.


	“See ya later”, I say.


	“You bet”, you say.


	You toss that dazzling smile at me again as you close the door and once again I just stand there gazing at the beauty that was just there until I hear the loud shrill of a bosun whistle some where in the distance. 


“I wonder if Wade ever did catch Mary ?”, I laugh and head back to my cabin. 


Her


	As I close the door I know that I’ve got an idiotic grin on my face. I realize I haven’t enjoyed myself so much for ages - in fact I don’t think I’ve ever enjoyed myself so much. He was like the brother I’d never had......... and that was what worried me. What I was feeling for him were certainly not sisterly thoughts - but I was afraid that that was what he thought of me. I didn’t know how to behave with him. When we’d been talking I’d wanted him to hold me and kiss me but he seemed to want to keep his distance. Even when we had kissed there had been no real passion there  - I was afraid of revealing my feelings - and he......? From his story I realized that, as I was a kept woman, - he was a gigolo - and there was nothing I could offer him except my body and my heart.


	Our last kiss had given me some hope - as there was a difference between it and our previous kisses. I really thought he wanted me at that moment.......but then he had pulled away and was gone. I was so confused - I didn’t know what I wanted.  It certainly wasn’t just a one-night stand but I did want to feel his hands on my body, his lips on mine - his tongue probing my mouth...... and then what? Could he give me the release I’d never had? Or would it become the disaster it had been with Alan?


	I’d never been very good at relationships - I didn’t seem to possess that female intuition which was supposed to be inherent to my species. I was absolutely hopeless at reading the signs. For goodness sake - I had just spent an evening with a man who sent sexual tension thrills running up and down my spine by just looking at me - and I didn’t even know if he wanted me - or just thought of me as a little sister - or worse - an amusing interlude between his more lucrative relationships. All I knew was that I’d never met anyone who seemed to be so much on my own wavelength. The outrageous things he did, the words he spoke, our similar backgrounds, the sexual excitement he emanated, all combined to make me realize that I could really fall head over heels in love with this man. I didn’t feel the same way about Alan - I didn’t feel myself with him - had never dared to be myself - and although my life style at his side was glamorous and high flying I’d never been really comfortable with it. 


As I undressed for bed my thoughts were still full of Steve - and I let myself fantazise how it would be if he was here with me instead of three doors away. I slipped naked between the sheets..... and began  imagining how he would take me in his arms.......... kissing my neck, nibbling my ear, running his hands up and down my sides - and yes - whispering in my ear how much he loved me and desired me. As I ran my own hands over my breasts I could feel his fingers gently stroking my nipples - and then taking them gently into his mouth, running his tongue around them until I moaned out load. And then, when I thought that I couldn’t feel more sexually aroused, feeling them travelling down my body, just barely touching the insides of my thighs - tantalizingly moving them upwards until, responding to the girations of my body, finally touching my wetness, moving his finger along my lips slowly at first, then more urgently. Entering me carefully with his finger - then moving to the side of my clit and picking up the rhythm until I am on the very brink. I quicken my movements on my clit - and I feel I am almost there. I have never felt this close before. My breathing quickens, and I am throbbing - yes - I’m going to come - oh please - let me come........... but however fast I move my fingers - it is just out of reach. I stop and realize that I am crying - in frustration and fear. I finally cry myself to sleep.....feeling a failure and a misfit.





Him


Once back in my cabin I lay down on my bed and relived the events of the night. Unconsciously I was rubbing my cock as I thought of Karen and as it grew from the soft feel of my jeans and the warmth of my hand my mind was on a stream of consciouness to my first true love Dorothy. She was a sweet innocent as was I at the time. We went together for over a year in our teens and although we did some heavy kissing at times our hands never roamed to any more intimate parts. That was reserved for married couples we believed.


One time we were dancing to a slow song and my teenaged cock was aroused and I rubbed it against her and the sweet lady innocently thought my belt buckle was rubbing her until she looked down and saw the bulge in my pants. An embarrassed “OH” was her only comment. Another night after a date we were on the couch in her living room and somehow my hand was up her dress just above the knee and her hand on my leg inches from my hard sex. The feel of our hands so close to what we both wanted had us frozen. We continued kissing, although both of us knew how close we were to stepping into new territory nothing was said. We had to break the hold when we heard her parents coming home and never got into the same situation again. We drifted apart a few months later, mainly due to my starting college and running around with my roomate and his rich friends. That’s where my greed was born and my love for Dorothy died. A bad bargain I now realized. The thought of our innocent love has stayed with me through the years and I longed for it once more.


Tonight was the first time since Dorothy I had that joy of innocent love. That was the main reason I pulled away from Karen I guess. The thoughts of Dorothy must have been wandering through my mind.  This time I am not going to mess it up.


A knock on my door startled me. Could that be Karen ? I ran to the door hoping it was her but when I opened the door there was Mavis wearing only an opened raincoat. God, she was flashing me.


“Oh Steve, I see you have been thinking about me,” she said as she noticed my bulge and grabbed it.


“Remember that night in college when your frat had that party and they tied me to the chair. God I must have blown at least twenty cocks that night. You were the last and the best because you untied me and fucked the living shit out of me on the floor. I have always remembered that as the best  I had ever had. And it even got a little better when Julie came in and sucked all of your cum out of my cunt and then we both went down on you. You came buckets that time.”


“Don’t remind me.”


“Let me in Steve.”


I noticed then that Karen’s door was ajar. Was she standing there watching or did she just forget to close the door tight ? Please let it be that she just forgot to completely close it and was sound asleep.


Mavis shoved her way in my cabin and was down on her knees and working on my zipper before I was finally able to get control of the situation and throw her out into the passageway. I noticed that Karen’s door was now closed.


Back to the bed for me now to try to get some sleep. Mavis had at least accomplished one thing. I was flaccid but not for long. The sound of a bosun whistle, giggles , and moans coming from the cabin next to me had it rising as I thought of what was probably going on in there. A joyful joining of two people in love was in progress as I could tell by the sound of squeaking bed springs. I beat myself to the beat of the springs and the body of Karen in my mind. I fell asleep with my juice still on me and Karen in my dreams.


When I finally awoke I grabbed the phone and asked the operator to connect me to Karen’s room.


Her phone was now ringing and Steve’s heart was pounding. Did she see Mavis and me last night? Did she enjoy herself last night? Would she see me again? Would she let me make love to her? Would she enjoy it? Would she marry me? 


Her


I couldn’t have slept more than an hour when I was awakend by the sounds of a shrill woman’s voice in the corridor outside. I strained my ears to hear what she was saying - but I couldn’t make it out - and my curiousity getting the better of me I opened the door a fraction and peered around it. My worst fears were confirmed when I saw Miss World look-alike standing outside Steve’s cabin with her hand strategically placed between his legs, a wedding ring gleaming in the reflected light issuing from the doorway. My last sight before I hurriedly closed the door was of her entering his cabin - obviously for a night of sexual antics. 


Well - at least I knew where I stood now I thought bitterly. It was no wonder that Steve had been in such a hurry to leave me that evening. He couldn’t wait to get back to his room and enjoy another woman’s body. Obviously he had been tallying with me to fill in the time before the woman could get away from her husband. I should have guessed it from his words to me This woman was obviously rich - and his whole life style depended on women like these. Well - good luck to him! One day he might achieve his ambition of being a famous writer - but he would have achieved it over the bodies of his benefactresses and his self esteem - and I hoped bitchily that he would realize then what he had thrown away in the process.


I spent hours tossing and turning in my bed - and my inability to escape into blissful unconsciousness wasn’t helped much by the sounds coming from one of the neighbouring cabins. Obviously someone at least was having a good time - perhaps it was even Steve and his rich lady friend. I pulled my pillow over my head to cut out the sounds but it wasn’t until the small hours of the morning that I eventually fell into a restless sleep.


It took a while for the insistant ringing of the phone to wake me - and still half asleep I picked it up. “Hello Karen. Are you awake?” I heard Steve’s voice on the other end of the line and I was instantly wide awake. What a bloody cheek I thought. He’s just spent the night bonking another woman - and now he wants to continue his dalliance with me. ŒNo way’ I thought - and I slammed the phone back down on the hook. But the next minute it was ringing again. I decided to ignore it - and it was still ringing when there was a knock at the door. I wondered who the hell it could be - and slipping on a wrap over my naked body I got up and opened the door.





Him  


“Damn Karen did see Mavis last night but she did not see me throw her out. Only one thing to do!”, I thought as I headed for Karen’s cabin. I was in so much of a hurry I had forgotten my spunk was still on me and that my fly was open when I pounded on her door.


Karen answered the door dressed in a wrap and as I brushed past her I hit her hand and it fell open to reveal to me her nude body. God, flashed by two women in less then 5 hours but this one I wanted. My rising cock found the exit in my pants and at first all I could think of was throwing her on the bed and making love to her.  


I wanted to run my lips, tongue, cock, all over her body. I wanted to feel her lips all over mine.  I wanted her to be stroking my cock as she flicked the tip of it and smiled up at me. I wanted her legs around my hips as we were shouting, “Fuck me baby. Do it hard. Move that fucking ass. Do it good.”  I wanted to suck her clit and make her cum by just doing that. I wanted to taste her juices running into my mouth. I wanted to put my cock between her breasts and fuck them until the cum  was all over her face and tits. I wanted her, period.


Instead I just walked over to her and put my full hand on her pussy. With a deep longing look I frenched kissed her. I felt a wetness in my hand as I let go and said,”I don’t know what you think happened last night with Mavis but I do know I want you dressed and at my cabin door in an hour. That spunk you see and smell on me is because of you, not Mavis. I love you and want to marry you.”    


I turned around for the door and hoped that my direct approach had worked. As I walked to my cabin that delightful Mary passed by and noticing my still rock hard tiger said smilingly,” It’s a shame to have something like that when you leave a lady’s cabin.” She gave it a playful touch and said ,”Maybe she’ll come over and do something about it later. Good luck. I’ve got to go find my Wade for the sight of you has me wanting him in me.”


“Ya gotta love that girl,” I thought as I headed back to the cabin to shower and figure out what to do whether Karen came to my door or not.





Her


When I opened the door I couldn’t understand it - how could Steve be here and on the phone at the same time? I realized he must have left it ringing deliberately for fear that I wouldn’t have opened the door if I’d realized it was him. And he was right, I tried to shut the door in his face - but he was too quick for me and pushed his way into my room. Taken aback by his proximity I forgot that I was wearing nothing under my wrap and as my grip on the front of it slackened it swung open to reveal my naked body to him. I was too shocked to react quickly  and just stood mesmorized in front of him - and it was then I saw that his flies were open and I could smell his strong sexual scent in my nostrils. He hadn’t even bothered to wash himself before coming from that woman’s arms I thought.


And then he was upon me - his arms around me, his mouth on my mouth and his tongue on my tongue. My brain told me to pull away from him, to slap him, to call him names - but my body let me do none of these things. Instead it pushed itself against him, savouring his smell, my tongue intertwined with his - and then when I felt his hand touch my sex a sexual shock the like of which I’d never known before ripped through my body. Whatever he had done I just didn’t care any more - I wanted him desperately - even if it was only for one session of passion before he returned to his rich women. And then he pulled away from me - leaving me trembling so much I almost fell - and when I heard his words to me I thought I was going to faint - they were so different than what I’d been expecting to hear. He’d said he wanted to marry me! Surely I couldn’t have heard him correctly? But then he was gone again - and I knew I had to sit down before I fell down. My emotions were in a turmoil - he’s said that the sperm stains on him were for me - not this woman Mavis. Oh my God - surely this couldn’t be happening? 


I showered and dressed as quickly as I could and made my way on shaking legs to his cabin. I was almost too frightened to knock on his cabin door. What was awaiting me in there? 





Him


A timid knock at the annouced Karen. When I opened it I saw the woman of my dreams. The beautiful smile, hypnotizing eyes, pert nose, lips meant to be kissed, a face devoid of heavy makeup just a hint to bring out her beauty , and  a body to die for. She had wrapped it in a simple white sundress that looked expensive but had simple natural lines. In her hand was a straw bonnet, a K Mart special I was sure.


The dress by itself would have shouted rich bitch and the hat by itself would have shouted po’ white trash but the combination of the dress , hat and her natural beauty shouted class. Somehow she had combined everything into a stunning display of beauty and desire. I wanted her right then but instead just grabbed her hand and walked her towards the hatch to the deck. 


“What did you mean by the statement that those stains on your pants were caused by me ?”,she asked me with a red face.


“Just that my dear. I was thinking of you and playing with my self.”


“I tried that but could not finish. As a matter of fact the closest I came was when you put your hand on me just now.”


“Well later we might have to try to make you finish if you wish.”  


Your embarrassed answer was drowned out by the boat’s horns as we stepped on the deck but I could see by the mischievious grin that the answer was yes. Good my direct method of confrontation had worked and there was a chance I would be getting a taste of her later on today or tonight. I wanted that and now I know she did too.


“Hungry ?” Let’s get something to eat.”


“Ok.”


When we walked into the crowded restaurant we almost left when I noticed Mary and Wade were motioning us to join them at a booth near the back. Karen slid in the booth next to me and we were face to face with that delightful couple and for a change both had clothes on and their hands off of each other.


“Did your lady take care of your problem last night ?”, the ever direct Mary asked.” You were in such a hard state.”


“Well, in a manner of speaking she did.” I gulped.


“Oh, had to whack off, huh?” interjected Wade.


Gales of joyful laughter greeted his remarks. With that opener we continued to talk and with that couple you never got off the subject of sex, how good it is, how great it is, differant techniques, where to do it, how to do it, why not do it.


“Yea”, said Mary. “Let’s do it right now. Here. In this crowded lunchroom. Now.”


Wade did not need much encourging  and I heard Mary unzipping Wade’s pants. The looks on their faces told me they were slowly stroking each other under the table. Just looking at those two had my cock on the rise and Karen was squirming in her seat but our hands were still on the table.


Mary looked at Karen and said, “You left him in a bad state last night.”


Wade got on my case with, “And you could not have done anything good for her when you took your hardon back to the cabin instead of sharing it with her.”


Karen and I moved out hands off of the table and that ended all conversation. Smiles now on all faces as we went about our business.


My hand under Karen’s dress just above the bare knee and her hand inches from my cock. Memories of Dorothy  came rushing back but this time there would be no freezing of hands. 


I moved up to her damp panties and her hand unzipped me.


We touched each other at the same time. Bare hands on now bare sex. Loving caresses sent tingles of pleasure from head to toe then concentration of pleasure in our groins.  I moved her panties to the side and felt once again but not with a hard touch this time but with a loving touch. I moved my fingers around her smooth hairless slit and could hear minced words of joy coming from her. I rolled her wet clit between my fingers as she circled the head of my cock with her thumb. Round and round we went giving mutual pleasures. The looks of happiness on Wade’s and Mary’s face were mirrored in ours. One, now two, fingers into Karen’s slit. Her five fingers around my cock. She matched the pace of my jabbing fingers with her hand.


Ohhh, ahh, ahh, yes, ohhh, ummm were the words of the conservation of our loving. She reached under to hold my balls with her other hand as I reached over and snuck my free hand down the bodice of her dress to rub her hard nipple. Deeper I pushed my fingers in with a sideways motion and she picked up the pace on me. All our energies were concentrated on bringing the other one over the edge.Wade and Mary finished first with me not far behind but Karen was close but not there yet, so to bring out all of her cum juices I put my head under her dress and tickled her button with my tongue while adding a third finger into her quim. That was what I hoped she needed. Just soft murmers came from her lips as she crammed her hand on my head to bury me into her pussy. She moved her hips up to grind herself into my face and I was hoping for the first taste of my love’s gushing essence but only a small trickle of sweat touched my lips. I tried to move my head away but she wouldn’t let me.  I was sandwiched between her  pussy and hand when I heard a sigh from her and she allowed  me to breath and sit back up.  What was wrong ? She was so close. Probably not used to doing it in a crowd but neither was I. She hung tight to me and didn’t seem too disappointed about her failure to come.


“Maybe next time for me”, she whispered in my ear, “But I am glad for you. At least this time it was my touch that did it for you and not a figment of your imagination.


All four of us rearranged our clothing and with smiles on our faces we looked on a group of opened mouthed but silent people and walked proudly out of the restaurant.  I gave a wink to Mavis as I passed by.  


“God, that was great,” we all said and I asked Karen, “Now what do you want to do ?”








Her


Steve’s question seemed to ring around inside my brain. I knew exactly what I wanted. I wanted to go back to his cabin and make love with him - but I was scared to death. After what had just happened I knew I wouldn’t be able to come - even with him - and I didn’t want to spoil everything. Perhaps it would be better to leave it just as a fantasy - in my dreams I would climax with him - and could fool myself that I was normal. I couldn’t bring myself to fake it with him - and that was the only other alternative that I could think of. I knew he had asked me to marry him - but I also knew that was probably just a game on his part - he didn’t know me well enough to really want to commit to me in that way. It really hurt to know that he was the man of my dreams and yet I was going to reject him anyway. But then I saw that the boat was now approaching our first port of call and thought perhaps we could have at least some more time together - even if it wasn’t in the bedroom so said “How about taking me ashore and showing me the sights?!”





Him


Not exactly what I had in mind but if that was what my lady wanted that is what I would give her. I was determined not to mess this up and rush her into anything she wasn’t ready to do. 


“Ok, let’s go ashore and check out this place,” I said.


“Fine with me,” chipped in Karen and the irrepressible Mary said, “Yea, a nude swim in the moonlight sounds great.”  


“A nude anything is fine with you,” laughed  Wade.


As we walked down the gangplank I heard a shrill voice say,” Be careful with that luggage bozo. It’s probably worth more than you make in a year.”


That voice and attitude could only belong to one person. Julie. A glance in her direction confirmed it. She was on the dock surrounded by piles of alligator travelling gear and supervising the deckhands in getting her gear aboard. Next to her was a handsome beleagured man who yelled, “Yea, you bastards be careful.” Karen stopped short at that sound and glanced over and then hid her face as I was trying to do the same.


Trying to cover up my embarrassment at seeing Julie I made some comment about the typical ugly Americans and hustled Karen down the gangplank. She did not need any urging, for she seemed to be in as much of a hurry to get away from the ship as I was.     


“I’ll worry about Julie when we get back,” I thought, “Maybe that guy has a cabin and she will stay with him or maybe Karen might invite me in. Ah the hell with it. Deal with it later. Have fun now with my love.”


I looked over at Karen and she seemed to be a little bit preoccupied so I gave her a kiss and the response surprised me. She held me tight and just shook. And what was with that tear in her eye?


Once we got away from the dock and among the open air shops my Karen came back. She laughed at my silly jokes. She enthused over an inexpensive blue scarf I bought for her. She held my hand as we wandered around the island. We skipped the tourist trap places and ate dinner at a native place. We teased each other when eating some fruit. I dove into a mango like it was a woman and the slurping noises and um and ahs had her beaming. To get back at me she peeled and ate a banana in the most scandalous way. A few drinks at a local tavern had both of us a little tipsy as we walked the beach watching the sun painting a tropical sunset for us. All our concerns and cares were gone.    


We were sitting on a flat rock listening to the surf pounding the shore as if it was the overture for the  a romantic musical when a full moon burst out of the ocean. The kiss we shared then was like none I had ever experianced. A little love, a little passion, a little caring and a lot of emotion. If I could have bottled that feeling I would be a millionaire.


After the kiss we strolled the beach at the high water mark with our arms around each other and not saying a word, for no words were needed. We both knew that love had entered our lives somewhere between that sunset and moonrise.   


Too soon we were back at her cabin door and a tender loving good night kiss. I wanted to come in but did not push the issue for I was sure someday she would drag me in there or a place similar to it. I would wait for her cue. 


“Goodnight, love. Breakfast  at 8:00?”


“Sure thing my love,” she said as she tossed that smile over her back and closed her door.


“Now about Julie,” came into my mind as I walked towards my cabin.


I was so in thought that I did not hear the noise coming from my cabin until I opened my door and thought that they were filming a porno flick there. Mavis had her hands around Julie’s ass and  was pulling her pussy to her mouth. A dildo was being manoeuvred in and out of Mavis’ ass by the man I saw with Julie earlier. With his other hand he was stroking his cock and pointing it at Julie’s open mouth.


“Come on in lover,” shouted Julie, “Wild loving here tonight.”


I turned around and slammed the door and headed for the ship’s railing for an upchuck was on the menu. After that I wandered the deck and found an empty deck chair and fell into a fitful sleep. 





Her


As I closed the cabin door behind me I was even more confused than I had been. I knew now that I was in love with Steve and the glow I felt on my skin from the sun I had caught that day was reflected deep inside my body. The signals I had been getting from him told me he was in love with me too - and I had to believe them, but it still didn’t solve my main worry - what would happen when we were together at last? - and I knew that it would happen soon. I’d almost dragged him into my cabin a few minutes ago. But now I had an added complication - Alan! I’d been half expecting him to be in the cabin when I entered it. I knew now what I felt for Alan was pure infatuation and far from loving him I didn’t think I even liked him very much. But now he was onboard it was inevitable that we would meet.


I doubted if he expected me to be on the ship - and if I told him that it was over between us I would at the very least find myself with nowhere to sleep. But I suspected it would be even worse - as I knew that rejection was something that Alan didn’t tolerate and he would have no qualms about really hurting me - mentally - if not actually physically. I’d always suspected a sadistic tendancy in him - and I was terrified of his venting it on me. But I didn’t have any choice - and maybe this was the push I needed to give myself completely to Steve. I know it was selfish - but I needed someone not only to love me but to protect me too. I wondered if Steve was strong enough - as knowing what I did about his past he was a man who had got into the habit of taking the easy option. It was then I made the decision to go to his cabin - and tell him everything. 


Walking along the corridor I heard laughter coming from Steve’s cabin - and to my horror I recognized Mavis’s voice. Oh no! Not again! Surely Steve wasn’t that good an actor? I was sure that what he felt for me was real - but then again his lifestyle was dependant on telling believable lies - and I was only too willing to believe him. I turned with hanging shoulders from his door - and decided to take a walk along the deck and think. As I climbed the steps to the promenade I found myself re-considering my decision to break it off with Alan. Perhaps that was the only relationship I was destined to have? At least if I didn’t love him then he couldn’t break my heart.


The deck was deserted expect for a figure slumped in a deckchair at the other end - I almost turned around - but something in the figure looked familiar - and when I got nearer I realized to my joy that it was Steve! If he was here - he couldn’t be in the cabin with Mavis! And the fact that he was here and not in his cabin meant that he didn’t want to be with Mavis! - though what she was doing in his cabin at all was a mystery to me. I realized that he was asleep - and I crept up behind him and putting my hands over his eyes I whispered in his ear “Guess who?” I felt him jolt awake - but then I was back in my own private hell - as I heard the word “Julie?” emerging from his lips. I stepped away from him and saw the shock in his eyes when he saw that it was me. 


I turned to walk away - but he caught hold of my arm - and staring into my eyes he said “I think it’s time for some honesty here,” and thinking of my own secrets I knew he was right. It was then that he told me the whole story - and how just a few minutes before he had been confronted with the sordity of it all - and taking my arm he led me towards his cabin and before throwing the door open he said - “Well Karen - you can now see how I used to spend my life - a couple of weeks ago that man would have been me.” 


It took a moment for me to focus on the occupants of the room who were so involved in what they were doing that they had no inkling that they now had a public. The man pumping himself doggy style into the girl on the bed had his hands entwined in her hair - and his cock imbedded deep inside her, whilst another girl was busy licking around his balls. But the shock I had at seeing this orgy was as to nothing compared with the shock I felt when I heard the man yelling “Come on you fucking rich bitch - tell me how much you love me fucking your asshole................... and you’d better not come before I tell you too - or I’ll have to get out my little toy again and show you who’s boss.”


I knew now why Alan hadn’t come to the cabin - he was far too occupied in shooting his load into the woman I’d seen him board the boat with. 


“Steve - take me to my cabin - Now please,” I whimpered. Obviously surprised at my strange reaction Steve quietly shut the door - and soon we were in my cabin - and it was my turn to unburden my heart - and now I told him everything - including the real reason I wouldn’t sleep with him - when there was nothing in my life that I wanted more.


“Steve I want you to make love to me now. I know I can’t cum - but it’s not important - I just want to be one with you. All I care about is making you cum.  I want to hear you shout out at the joy of cumming deep inside my body. I want to feel your sperm inside me......” And as I said this I slipped out of my clothes and was standing naked in front of him.





Him     


“Come here love,” I said and Karen eagerly came to me. I kissed her gently and once more grabbed her mound but this time not hard but with tenderness. Karen responded with a hard kiss and her hand on my cock and started to pull me to the bed. 


“Whoa love , time for that later. First a little talk then we will go on if you wish.”


Karen was flabbergasted at my actions for I am sure that she thought I would be pounding my cock in her by now.  I’m sure she thought that was the only thing I wanted to do. Jump on her and cum. Oh I did. Boy I did, but first there were some problems to be solved before we made love. I picked up her hair brush from the dresser and sat on the bed and pulled her to my lap.


“Years ago I had a baby sister who thought the world of her big brother and thought I knew the answers to all the problems in the world. Whenever she had a problem she would call me to her room and ask me to brush her hair then dump the problem on me. It usually was just a small girl’s trouble that was minor, but to her it was A BIG PROBLEM. My brushing of her hair always calmed her down and she always accepted my advice. 


“Thanks big brother. You did it again,”were her words usually as she ran out of the room with a big smile on her face.


“That’s what is needed now. A little relaxation and talk. We have our whole lives ahead of us to make love.”


“Ok, but you must first be naked too. Let me undress you, please.”


Now how could I refuse that. She kissed each button before she opened it. She kissed each article of clothing as she pulled it off of me and then kissed whatever part of my body she had bared. She was in no hurry. She just took her time as if she was watching me do a striptease for her. The last kiss to me was on my cock and then she pushed me on the bed and sat in front of me. My front was facing her back as she settled between my legs and my cock rested in the small of her back.


With a little girl’s voice she said, “Now brush away my troubles, big brother.”


I started brushing her hair and talking.


“First of all your problem may only be physical and a doctor could take care of that but I don’t think that is it.”


My soothing voice and the stroking of her hair had her completly relaxed now. I could feel no tenseness in her body at all, just a soft warm lady. My other hand started to roam her breasts as the hair strokes continued.


“I believe the problem is that no man has ever tried to please you. They have only tried to please themseves. The act of love should be a two way street, one of giving and taking pleasure.”


A slight shudder from her as I put my hand on her mound and searched for her clit. She pushed hard against my cock and moved her body back and forth on it and then reached around to hold it.


One hand shakingly continued the brush strokes and the other was entering her mound. Another shudder.


“When we finally make love it will be as equals. No one better or worse than the other. Only two people trying to please their partner.


I kissed her on the neck as I cupped her breasts. Her voice now was of a woman in love.


“Steve.”





Her


As I felt the movement of the brush through my hair and heard the gentle words coming from Steve’s lips the tension - and yes - panic - that I had been feeling after I’d made my decision slowly began to melt away. I had been astonished when instead of jumping me he had said he wanted to talk first - it had been the last thing I had been expecting. I thought all men would have taken advantage of my offer as soon as it had left my lips.


I didn’t know where he was getting the self-control from - as I saw that he was rock hard and couldn’t resist stroking him whilst he was talking. I heard the catch in his voice - and felt him press harder into my back. When his hand touched my clit I almost stopped breathing it felt so good, and for once I just let myself enjoy the feeling - without worrying about what it might - or might not lead too. I realized I no longer felt the guilt that I had felt with other men when I had allowed them to touch me there. The thought surprised me - as I’d never even realized before that moment that it had been guilt that I felt. The same guilt that I felt when I masturbated. Good girls didn’t do things like that. Good girls waited until they were married because men really only wanted one thing - and when they got it if they weren’t chained to you by a wedding ring they would move on to fresh pastures.. I realized that it was my mother’s voice that I was hearing in my head - I couldn’t recall her actually saying those words - but it was if I was re-calling an indoctrination. The thought struck me that that was why I’d stayed with Alan - even though I didn’t love him. It wasn’t just the exciting life style he gave me - it was because he hadn’t left me after he’d slept with me. 


But what I felt for Steve wasn’t just sex - it went much deeper and I knew he felt the same way. He wanted to sleep with me - but he wanted me for more than just that - he cared about what I wanted too - he was proving it to me now. This was love - and the need to be one with him at that moment coursed through my body and turning I said “Steve......... I love you and I really need you. Will you make love to me now?”





Him


I felt all the tenseness leave your body to be replaced by a tender softness. Even your nipples relaxed for a second as if you were putting your past behind you and were waiting for a new chapter, maybe a never ending chapter, to be written in your life. 


Your nipples reharden as I tweak them tenderly.  My heart and cock are full of love for you but this time will be for you and you only. My pleasure will only be a secondary thing of joy for me for I want to give you the joy of fullfillment with one you love and who loves you.


I lay you down on the bed and gaze into your face that is so full of love and trust. I gaze at your now hard nipples and breasts and plan my loving of them. I gaze at your bare triangle and put your hands on it so you can prepare it for my tongue and cock. 


“Rub it darling. Touch the spots there that I am sure you know well and I am about to learn. Don’t be ashamed of the pleasures you and I are about to give you. Arouse yourself for me.”


Karen closes her eyes and lets her hands roam within her. Sharp intakes of breath from her tell me she has touched a pleasure zone and it is now for me to begin my journey of her body so she can finish her trip to Nirvana. 


My journey begins with... soft romantic kisses to your forehead , eyes, mouth, and ears....a breath of hot air in your ear makes you lunge for my cock with your hand and rise up to take me in your mouth.


“Thanks my love, but as I said this one is for you.” 


A slight disappointment on your face is soon replaced with a smile as I force you prone on the bed with a kiss to your breast. One hand joins yours as we both finger you. Two fingers sliding side by side into you. I can feel your juices starting to flow and know I will be able to make you cum. My other hand fondling your breast and nipple. Your hips fucking our fingers.


Moans of arousal cause your hips to buck. Your other hand covers our fingers and press them in deeper.


My head is between your breasts licking each on the underside. Back and forth I go between both of them not knowing which one tastes best and not caring as long as I can put them in my mouth. 


I run my now wet finger into your mouth.


“Taste how sweet you are.” Your tongue licks my finger and then you take my finger in your mouth and suck lovingly on it.


Just as I am about to inhale your pussy you grab my hair and pull me off. “Please - I want to feel you inside me.”


Now on my knees at the altar of your love I cup your ass cheeks and aim your mound for my cock. I feel your muscles tense as I enter you but as I push my throbbing cock deep into your body I feel you relax again and moan at the feelings that you are experiencing. Although the thrill of being inside you at last is such that I could cum within a few seconds if I let myself - I try to supress my own urges until you too are ready.  I move slowly and gently within you whilst my hand between us rubs you softly at first but then more rapidly as I feel your body tense again. Your breathing is becoming ragged - and then I am aware that you are holding your breath and trembling all over - as if you are on the edge of a precipice. I begin to pump myself harder into you and my fingers increase their tempo at the same time.


“Oh my God.......... I think I’m cumming....... faster........ please........oh yes!.....like that.......oh God!” and with a scream you start to cum. This is what I wanted for you more than anything and at last I let my control go and I too cry out as I feel my own orgasm taking over my body.


They were still enjoying the afterglow when the door to Karen’s cabin was opened by Alan and Julie.


“Well - what have we got here?” Alan’s voice cut through the shocked silence. “I wondered what the hell the steward meant when he said my cabin was occupied. Using it as a knocking shop are we, you little bitch? Pity you’re not likely to find a lot of customers when they find out how bloody awful you are in bed. And if you think I’ll ever lay a finger on you again after you’ve soiled yourself with another man then you can dream on.”


Then Julie chipped in with, “And you, you oh so pathetic romantic cock, will never get another thing published and you know I have the money, power and connections to do that.” 


“Get out you cheap whore and take your pimp with you,” barked Alan.


Steve jumped up ready to do battle but Karen held him back with, “No Steve, we have found something tonight that these two will never have. Let’s not spoil it by some meaningless macho display.”


The words of wisdom from his love tempered Steve’s anger and with a display of disdain and dignity they slowly dressed and walked out of the cabin.


Once on deck Karen asked, “Now what, love? We are broke and apparently homeless at sea”


“Trust that our love for each other will find a way, but for now, see that lifeboat over there? Let’s climb in and continue what we started earlier.”


“A lifeboat? Why not?” smiled Karen.





As Steve opened the tarp he was greeted by the smiling faces and nude bodies of Mary and Wade.


“Sorry buddy, this motel room is taken,” grinned Wade. “What’s the matter with your cabins?”


Steve then went into their long sad story not knowing why he was dumping this on these loving newlyweds.


“Is that all ? I don’t see any problem there. Do you Mary?” 





“Nah, as a matter of fact they may have solved our problem.”


“What problem?” asked Steve.


“Jump on in and we can talk,” said Mary.


“My daddy gave me this ship as a wedding present and Wade and I were checking it out as a possible floating Club Med type of resort. Oh the places to make love here are endless. What we need is a couple to be entertainment directors and a couple who will masturbate in public with us and then  go look for a lifeboat to continue their lovemaking. I think we’ve found the kind of kindred minds we are looking for. Want a job?”


“Hell yes!!” chimed in Karen and Steve. “When do we start?”





“You are on the clock now. And don’t worry about those other two. We will be passing a small island soon that is only visited once a year by a supply ship, this ship, and has no other means of communication with the outside world. As owner and captain  of this ship I will have them put off there as undesirables. Now you two go to the rear of this floating motel room and Wade a
