
  
  
      
        
          The Hotwife Cruise: Maria

          An ACHE Collaboration

		      
          Paul Garland

        

        
          [image: image-placeholder]

          Cerulean Erotica

        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2025 by Paul Garland  
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.K. or U.S. copyright law.
This is a work of fiction. Resemblances to people, places or events are purely coincidental.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Chapter 12
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        What's Next
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also By The Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About The Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Find Me On Social Media
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter one

The ship loomed before us, a towering city of glass and steel that sparkled under the Miami sun.  The Princess of Adventure was every bit as luxurious as the name promised—sleek and gleaming, its balconies cascading down like terraced gardens toward the water below.
Maria squeezed my hand as we approached the gangway, her emerald eyes darting around, taking in every detail with the kind of excitement that made her cheeks glow. Her bright red hair spilled over her shoulders, catching the sunlight like a copper halo. Even after seven years married, she still had the power to leave me breathless.
“This is insane,” she murmured, her voice tinged with disbelief. “I can’t believe Selene pulled this off for us. Look at this place—it’s like a floating palace.”
I chuckled, trying to ignore the knot of nerves forming in my stomach. “A bargain price for a luxury cruise? Too good to be true, right?”
She shot me a playful smirk. “Come on, Simon. Don’t jinx it before we even step aboard.”
The gangway teemed with couples dressed in everything from tropical prints to designer resort wear. Laughter and chatter mingled with the faint strains of a string quartet floating in the air. The ship was alive with energy, a palpable buzz that seemed to ripple through the crowd. It was infectious, and I felt my own nerves giving way to a cautious anticipation.
As we stepped onto the ship, the scale of it hit me all over again. The atrium stretched several stories high, a dazzling space of marble floors and sweeping staircases, with crystal chandeliers hanging like stars. Around us, guests sipped champagne handed out by smiling crew members, their polished uniforms as crisp as their professional welcomes.
Maria leaned close, her lips brushing my ear. “It’s a little overwhelming, isn’t it? Get us to our cabin so we can finally relax.”
I nodded, though I couldn’t help grinning. “Overwhelming in a good way. I’m already picturing how my magazine spread starts. ‘Inside the World’s Most Luxurious Swinging Cruise.’”
She rolled her eyes, but her smile lingered. “It’s not the world’s most luxurious cruise, I’m sure. But it is pretty awesome. Anyway, just don’t turn the whole vacation into work. I know you’re a journalist and you see this as an opportunity but we came here for a break from work, remember.”
“I know, I know,” I reassured her, but the idea of diving into the culture of a swingers’ cruise was exciting me now. I’d been nervous before, but now I was here, I was looking forward to the challenge of creating a story for the magazine. “But I’m here for you first. For us. This is supposed to be our escape, right?”
“Right,” she said softly, her gaze sweeping across the crowd of passengers boarding the ship with us. For a moment, I wondered what she was thinking, but her expression was unreadable. No one here looked like a swinger, but then again, what does a swinger look like?
It was easy to forget the unconventional nature of the event Selene had mentioned—until we ended up in a check-in queue behind a couple whose matching sarongs barely covered their tanned bodies. They smiled at us, a little too warmly, and I felt Maria’s grip on my arm tighten.
“Do you think they know?” she whispered, her voice low.
“That we’re not swingers?” I replied. “Doubtful. We look just like everyone else, right? How would they know?”
The soft chime of piano keys and the gentle hum of conversation welcomed us the queue went down until we entered the ship’s reception area. The plush carpeting beneath our feet muted our steps, and the air smelled faintly of lavender and sea breeze—a subtle, luxurious touch. Behind a marble-topped desk stood a tall, statuesque blonde with ice-blue eyes and a smile so poised it could have graced a perfume ad.
“Welcome aboard The Princess of Adventure,“ she said, her accent smooth and unmistakably Scandinavian. “I am Inez, your Guest Relations Manager. It is my pleasure to ensure your stay is nothing short of magical.”
“Thank you,” Maria said, smiling back. “The ship looks amazing.”
“It is,” Inez replied, her smile deepening. “I’m sure you’ll enjoy your time with us. The days are yours to fill, the nights… well, those are where the magic truly begins.”
What did she mean by that? Before we could respond, another figure appeared beside Inez—a woman in her late twenties with auburn hair that cascaded past her shoulders and a sparkle in her hazel eyes that was as lively as her smile. She wore a fitted white blazer over a knee-length skirt, her curves accentuated by the crisp uniform.
“Ah, you must be Simon and Maria Dunn!” she exclaimed, her British accent warm and inviting. “I’m Felicity Jones, Cruise Director. It’s my job to make sure every moment aboard The Princess is unforgettable.”
“Cruise Director?” I replied, taking the hand she offered and shaking it in disbelief. She didn’t look old enough to be a director.
“I am indeed.” Her grin widened, and she clapped her hands together. “I believe you’re first-timers on a cruise, so how about a quick tour to help you get your bearings?”
Maria and I exchanged a glance, both of us caught up in her infectious enthusiasm. A tour given by the Cruise Director? It seemed too good to be true.
“We’d love that,” Maria said before I could double-check she’d got the right passengers, slipping her arm around my waist.
“Fantastic!” the pretty auburn-haired woman replied. “This way, please.”
As we followed Felicity through the atrium and into the heart of the ship, she began her guided tour with the flair of a seasoned performer.
“Our first stop, the Casino Royale,” Felicity said, gesturing to a grand set of double doors framed by golden columns. “For those who enjoy a little risk, the tables are always hot. You’ll find everything from blackjack to roulette, and sometimes…” she winked at me, “the stakes go beyond chips and cash. Collect doubloons—our cruise-exclusive tokens—for a chance to win unique rewards.”
Considering this was a sex cruise, I wondered what those unique rewards were. Maria raised an eyebrow at me, her smile teasing. “Feeling lucky?”
“Always,” I said, though I suspected the stakes Felicity hinted at went far beyond what my wife imagined.
“Here we are, the Mermaid’s Cove Pool.” Felicity pushed open a set of glass doors as we continued to explore the ship outside, revealing a shimmering expanse of water surrounded by sleek loungers. “Perfect for soaking up the sun or cooling off. And I do recommend a late-night swim under the stars. It’s… always fun.”
A couple by the pool caught my eye—bronzed and laughing as they lounged together. The woman’s hand rested on her partner’s chest, her gaze lingering on him with a bold intimacy that felt almost cinematic.
Maria glanced at me, her lips twitching as if to say, ‘Noted.’
“This,” Felicity said with a flourish after we left the pool through another set of doors and traversed a long corridor, “Is the Nautical Nook Bar. A favourite spot for mingling, fueled by exotic cocktails and irresistible charm. The nooks along the walls offer a touch of privacy for those… deeper conversations.”
The bar exuded a sultry atmosphere, its dim lighting and curved booths creating a sense of intimacy. Maria’s fingers trailed along the edge of the bar, her smile thoughtful as she took it all in.
“Deeper conversations, huh?” my wife teased me with a knowing look in her eye and I laughed softly as we followed the cruise director out of the bar and into a beautiful small restaurant area.
“The crown jewel of dining aboard The Princess,“ Felicity announced as we stepped into the space that looked like a movie set for old-world elegance. “The Captain’s Table serves gourmet meals, and it’s the perfect setting for a romantic evening—or meeting new friends.”
Her words continued to carry those less-than-subtle suggestions and again Maria couldn’t help but grin, her eyes flickering to mine with a mixture of curiosity and amusement.
“The Starlight Ballroom,” Felicity continued, her voice carrying an air of excitement as she showed us the grand ballroom, its polished floors begging for dancing couples, its ceiling aglow with thousands of tiny lights. “A place to dance, laugh, and let loose. Under those twinkling lights, anything can happen.”
“Simon, I’ll drag you here if I have to,” Maria teased. “You’re dancing with me, like it not.”
“I’ll make him dance,” Felicity smiled at my wife then turned to me, raising one of her perfectly drawn eyebrows. “I will not be taking no for an answer.”
Had she not turned on her heel and continued the tour, I might have felt intimidated by the diminutive woman. Confidence oozed from her, no doubt the reason she’d landed such a prestigious job.
The tour wound through more venues—the tranquil Ocean’s Serenity Spa, the cosy Explorer’s Lounge, and the stunning Horizon Deck with its breathtaking views. By the time we returned to the atrium, I felt both exhilarated and overwhelmed by the sheer scale of it all.
“Well,” Felicity said with a wink, “I hope you enjoyed your introduction to The Princess. There’s plenty more to discover on your own.”
Maria laughed, her arm brushing against mine. “If we don’t get lost first.”
“Getting lost is half the fun,” Felicity said, her tone layered with meaning. “I’m sure you’ll find your way.”
After the expected safety instructions, Felicity returned us to Inez, who gave us our cabin key card and we set off to see where we’d be sleeping for the next week. The directions were straightforward, but navigating the labyrinthine halls of the ship still felt like a small adventure. When we finally found our cabin, Maria slipped the key card into the slot and pushed the door open with a flourish.
“Well,” she said, stepping inside, “This is a surprise.”
The room wasn’t enormous—cruise cabins never were—but it was larger than I’d expected. It had a queen-sized bed, a small seating area by the window, and a balcony that promised stunning ocean views. The decor was tasteful, with warm wood accents and soft blue tones that mimicked the sea.
Maria spun around, her face alight with delight. “It’s cosy. I was bracing myself for bunk beds and a porthole.”
“Low expectations, high rewards,” I said, setting our carry-ons down and pulling her into a hug. “You like it?”
“I love it.” She wriggled free and flopped onto the bed, stretching out like a starfish. “And this mattress isn’t half bad, either.”
I laughed, sitting down beside her. “The mattress gets a passing grade. Good to know.”
Maria propped herself up on her elbows, her green eyes sparkling mischievously. “You know, Simon, if we’re going to pretend to be swingers, maybe we should… I don’t know, get into the right mindset?”
Her teasing tone was impossible to resist. “Oh, really? And how do you suggest we do that?”
“Well,” she said, reaching for my tie and tugging me down to her, “Some nice sex wouldn’t hurt.”
“Some rough sex might hurt. In a good way.“ She laughed, but the moment her lips brushed mine, I stopped thinking about anything else. Her kiss was playful, her fingers working quickly to loosen my tie before slipping beneath my shirt. I groaned softly as her hands wandered, her nails grazing my chest in a way that made my cock twitch in my shorts.
“Maria,” I murmured against her lips, “We only just got on the boat.”
She pulled back just enough to meet my gaze, her grin wicked. “It’s a ship, not a boat. And look, this bed isn’t going to break itself in.”
Her confidence was contagious but I didn’t need any more convincing. I rolled her beneath me, capturing her laughter with another kiss. Our clothes hit the floor in a flurry of movement, and soon we were tangled together in the centre of the bed, the hum of the ship and the world beyond our door fading away. There was something about the excitement of being somewhere new, somewhere so undeniably different, that made everything feel heightened—every touch, every kiss, every breath. 
Maria’s hair fanned out across the pillows like a fiery halo as she arched beneath me, her pert breasts firm, her light pink nipples hard. I enjoyed the sight as she parted her thighs for me, her pussy glistening with excitement beneath the small tuft of reddish hair. I reached down and guided myself into her and we made urgent, passionate love until we finally collapsed side by side, our breathing slowing in tandem, Maria turned to me with a satisfied smile.
“I’d say that’s a pretty good start,” she said, her voice low and content.
I chuckled, pulling her close. “If that’s your idea of getting into character, I’m happy role-playing for the entire cruise.”
She nestled against me, sighing contentedly. “Here’s to new adventures.”
“To us,” I replied before the gentle sway of the ship rocked us into a comfortable silence.
Outside, the faint cries of seabirds and the distant sound of waves reminded us that we were just beginning to set sail—not just across the Caribbean, but into something far more unpredictable.






  
  Chapter two

Maria twirled in front of the cabin mirror, her silky green dress hugging her curves in all the right places. She adjusted the neckline to show a little more cleavage, then turned to me with a sly smile. “So, what do you think? Do I look  swinger enough? Or is it too much for the Captain’s Table?”
I leaned against the edge of the bed, trying to suppress a laugh. “I have no idea how anyone else will be dressed. You’ll turn heads, that’s for sure. Including mine.”
“Good answer,” she teased, crossing the room to adjust my tie. I was wearing a tuxedo and I had to admit, I felt pretty good. “You clean up pretty well yourself, Mr. Journalist.”
We left our cabin and made our way to the exclusive event we’d been invited to, Maria’s arm looped through mine. The ship seemed almost alive with excitement for everyone’s first night on board. As we passed other passengers, I looked at what they were wearing, pleased that we’d gone to an effort as many of them were also dressed to the nines. Many of the women’s outfits seemed to toe the line between elegance and something far more daring, making Maria’s plunging neckline seem almost conservative.
As we entered the Captain’s Table dining room, Maria’s eyes lit up at the opulent surroundings. Crystal chandeliers sparkled overhead, and the scent of rich food and freshly baked bread wafted through the air.
“You know,” I said as we were greeted by a handsome young Indian host who guided us to our table, “I still don’t understand why we’re getting such special treatment. Did Selene say anything to you about these tickets being premium?”
Maria frowned, shaking her head. “We got a good deal because it was last minute and because we’re normal people attending a swinging lifestyle thing. Why?”
“Because premium packages like this, guided tours from the cruise director, dinner with the Captain on the first night, these sorts of thing don’t usually come cheap, last minute or not.”
Maria shrugged, looking genuinely surprised. She tucked a stray lock of fiery red hair behind her ear, a cute habit of hers. “Well, maybe she pulled some strings for us. Travel agent perks?”
I decided not to press the issue. For now. “Well, whatever it is. I’m not complaining.”
At our table, we were greeted by Felicity again, who looked stupendously sexy in a black velvet gown that hugged her hourglass frame. Her auburn hair caught the light, and her mischievous smile made it nearly impossible not to feel at ease.
“So glad you could join us!” she said brightly. “The captain will be along shortly, but please, take your seats and enjoy yourselves.”
The long table was a lively mix of faces, including a couple who introduced themselves as Justin and Nicole. Justin, tall and broad-shouldered, had an intensity about him that seemed at odds with the easygoing charm of his wife. Nicole, in a sleek navy dress, carried herself with effortless confidence, her laughter contagious as she chatted with the others.
The captain, introducing himself as Captain Carlos Rodriguez, arrived moments later, his formal whites pristine, his presence commanding. He greeted each of us with a courteous nod, but when he reached Maria, his eyes lingered just a little too long, enjoying the sight of her pale cleavage. He kissed her hand, his Spanish-accented voice rich and smooth as honey. “Señora Maria, a pleasure to have you aboard.”
Maria blushed faintly, though she didn’t pull her hand away. “The pleasure is ours, Captain.”
As the dinner progressed, the captain proved himself an engaging host, sharing anecdotes of the ship and stories of his travels. Yet, there was a subtle tension in the air. Every so often, I caught his gaze drifting toward Maria, a faint smile tugging at his lips. Similarly, his eyes often found Nicole, roving over her attractive body without a hint of subtlety.
“Do you think they’re swingers?” Maria whispered into my ear over her starter, a delicious-smelling pate with gorgeous warm, crusty bread. “They have to be, right?”
“I was wondering the same thing,” I murmured back. The people around the table were all attractive in their own right. I’d always envisioned people living this lifestyle as weirdos, society’s misfits, but if tonight’s gathering was anything to go on, that was the opposite of the truth.
Felicity ensured the evening never grew too formal, her quick wit and infectious laughter keeping the conversation flowing. At one point, she leaned toward Maria with a conspiratorial grin. “I hope you’re having a good time. You know, the Captain’s Table is a bit of an initiation around here. It’s where the fun begins for many of us.”
Maria laughed, though her expression carried a flicker of curiosity. She was far more relaxed than I was. While the food was delicious and the wine equally so, I couldn’t help but wonder what I’d say if one of the other couples, Nicole and Justin perhaps, were to proposition us, or whatever it was that swingers do when they’re interested in someone.
Fortunately, no such thing happened and toward the end of the meal, Captain Rodriguez excused himself from the table to address the room.
“Welcome aboard,” he began, “I encourage all of you to drink deeply of the cup of passion offered over these eight days. Remember, adult activities are to be conducted privately or in designated areas. Consent is mandatory. And if you have questions, our lovely cruise director, Felicity, is at your service.”
Felicity took the microphone from his hand and bowed deeply, her grin playful. “That’s me!” she chirped. I saw Maria’s brow arch slightly, and I couldn’t blame her—I caught more than a flash of Felicity’s bare breasts down the neck of her gown during her exaggerated movement.
As the captain returned to our table, Maria leaned close to me. “The cup of passion? We’re definitely amongst kinky people aren’t we?”
I chuckled softly. “I think you might be right.”
The evening ended on a high note, with glasses raised and smiles exchanged. As we walked back to our cabin, Maria seemed deep in thought, her fingers brushing against mine as if lost in thought.
“Are you feeling the same thing as me? That we’re in over our heads?” I asked lightly. “All I could think of tonight was ‘what if one of the couples takes a liking to us?’ What would we do if they asked us to… I don’t know, join them in their room for a nightcap, or however they phrase it?”
She glanced at me, her lips curving into a faint smile. “I have no idea what I’d say if that happened. But doesn’t that make it exciting? The fact that we’re… I don’t know, undercover.”
“It’s… surreal, isn’t it?” I replied. “Being surrounded by people who are, you know, swingers. I expected them to be older, maybe fatter, uglier. I didn’t expect them to be—“
“Just like us?” Maria finished for me and I nodded. Her hand slid into mine as we made our way down the softly lit corridor toward our cabin. The gentle sway of the ship beneath our feet felt soothing, almost hypnotic. She was lost in thought again, her fiery red hair catching the glow of the wall sconces.
Then she glanced at me, her green eyes searching. “Don’t you find it interesting? The idea that they’re just living like they do, enjoying themselves without worrying about what anyone thinks?”
“Interesting enough to write a story about,” I replied with a chuckle, though there was no mistaking the nervous edge to my laugh. I was still pondering of what to say in the event of us being approached.
We turned a corner and slowed our pace as another couple came into view ahead of us—or rather, a trio. A statuesque mature woman with jet-black hair walked arm-in-arm with two men. One man was older, likely her husband, his silver hair lending him an air of distinguished charm. The other was younger, a strikingly handsome black man whose athletic build and easy smile suggested he was no stranger to attention from women.
Maria’s grip on my arm tightened slightly as we passed in the corridor. The woman threw us a polite, knowing smile, her gaze lingering on Maria for just a beat longer than seemed casual. The two men shared a chuckle at something she whispered, and then all three disappeared into the cabin just ahead. I glanced at Maria, raising an eyebrow. She didn’t say anything, but her expression spoke volumes.
When we reached our own cabin, which was directly next door to theirs, Maria finally broke
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