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"And off we go!" Tiffany exclaimed as our cruise ship started to leave the port.

"Finally," Maurice smiled.

He held onto my hips as we watched the port get smaller.

This was my first cruise, well not my first ever, but my first with my husband Paul, his best friend Maurice, and his young wife Tiffany.

We have been neighbors for about three years now, and Tiffany and Maurice always go on these weekend cruises. They mostly go out on the ocean, up the coast, and back again.

Tiffany loved it because of the free drinks, food, and late-night parties. Maurice loved it because of the gambling. He had talked Paul into coming along this time.

"Come on," Tiffany grabbed my arm and pulled me along. "Let the guys do their thing."

Tiffany was young and vibrant. She had just turned twenty-six and was full of energy. I never saw the connection between Maurice and her, as he was as lazy as they had come. I had thought Paul was lazy, but Maurice took the cake.

"Isn't it the best!" Tiffany said a few hours later.

I was lying face down on a massage table; a young man was working every ache out of my back.

"Yes!" I exclaimed as I felt his strong fingers push the pain out of the middle of my back.

I had thought that bunch of muscles would never go away.

"There is a knot here," he calmly said as he pushed down. "It will hurt for a little bit," he warned me.

"Thanks," I nodded, looking down at the floor. "Carrying these things around all the time is hard work," I laughed, mentioning my chest.

"I bet," I heard him laugh.

"Why don't you get a reduction?" Tiffany asked. "My mom did, and she said she feels so much better."

"No!" I yelled.

I didn't mean to yell, but I hated it when people told me what to do with my chest. It was mine, not theirs, just like the rest of me was mine!

"Sorry, but no," I calmed myself. "I have gotten used to it."

I felt his hands stop, and then he was kneeling before me. I saw his face pop up underneath me as he looked up at me. 

"There are some exercises in a pamphlet by the door that might help with any back problems," he whispered. "My wife uses them because she is blessed as well; she says they have worked wonders."

"Thank you," I replied.

After the massage, Tiffany took me to get a facial scrub and sit under radiant lights. "I told you!" Tiffany said.

She was right; I had never seen my face look so alive. I knew it was stupid to say, but all the dark lines and other signs of my age had faded away.

"This treatment would cost a fortune inland," Tiffany smiled. "You are looking at over thousands of dollars," she smiled as I kept looking at my face and touching it.

"And is it included here?" I asked.

"Totally!" Tiffany said. "I don't have to do a thing."

"How is that possible?" I asked.

"Maurice has to go to these timeshare conferences, sit down and listen to their mumbo jumbo for a few hours, and then he pays a premium package deal and voila!"

"Voila?" I asked.

"Yeah, once or twice a month, we get an offer to go on a cruise like this one," Tiffany said. "It's free everything for the weekend!"

"How much is the package deal?" I asked as we went back to our rooms to get changed.

"Don't know, don't care," Tiffany shrugged. "I hear him mumble about it sometimes, but he likes the reward from it."

"Reward?" I asked.

"Me, silly," Tiffany slapped my arm. "I get all dolled up after this cruise, buy some skimpy lingerie from the cruise shop and give him the night of his life!"

"That's it?" I asked.

"Yup, usually he says something like, 'I am going to fuck you all night!'" Tiffany mocked Maurice's tone as she smiled at me. "Which we know is maybe one or two times and then he is our like a light, and I am done with him for a few weeks, or months, until the next cruise."

"I like it!" I nodded as I put on my new bathing suit.

"Wow!" Tiffany exclaimed as I stepped out of the changing room.

"What?" I asked.

"Sometimes I wish I had bigger tits," Tiffany stared at my large chest in the one-piece bathing suit.

"Funny," I smiled. "I sometimes wonder what it would be like to have them smaller."

"May I?" Tiffany approached me.

"Sure," I shrugged.

I was used to other women squeezing my tits; one of my coworkers did it on a daily basis.

"Wow," Tiffany said as she felt them. "Huge!"

"Yup," I sighed.

I looked at Tiffany's smaller-than-average tits in a nice pink striped bikini. There was no way I could wear something like that; I would be spilling out everywhere.

As usual, as I sat at the large pool area with the sun blaring down on me, many guys had to walk past me. Some stopped to talk, and others came by often.

Tiffany was the star attraction for the whole pool. She was young, fit, and flirtatious. I saw her talking to many guys, and they had their hands all over her.

I knew Paul would have a fit if he saw me flirting like that, with guys' hands on my thigh, stomach, and ass. I even saw a guy squeeze one of her tits right there in the open.

I knew it was an adult cruise, and no children were allowed, but I was sure others saw the public display that Tiffany was putting on.

I left her alone and went back to my room after I saw her go into the deep end of the pool with two guys attached to her side.

"She was just flirting and letting them touch her," I told Paul later that night as we settled down on the beds in our cabin.

"Tiffany is young," Paul shrugged. "She is just having fun," he said as he turned over.

"And that's okay?" I asked.

"Why not?" Paul responded. "I am sure Maurice knows about it; he did marry someone nearly ten years younger than him."

I couldn't believe Paul just shrugged it off like that; Maurice was his friend. If he wasn't going to care about it, then why should I?

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Is everything okay?" Tiffany asked as we met them for breakfast.

"Yeah, why?" I asked.

"You left the pool early and I didn't see you at the dinner buffet," Tiffany said.

"Yeah, didn't feel like eating," I replied.

I tried to avoid Tiffany by going to the quiet places on the boat, but eventually, she found me in the lunch room.

"Now, I know something is wrong," Tiffany said as she approached me. "What did I do?"

As we sat down, I told her what I thought about her flirting with other men while being married.

Tiffany laughed. "So, you don't flirt? At all?"

"No," I replied. "And if someone flirts with me, I let them know, I am taken."

"And Paul does the same?" Tiffany asked.

"I am sure he gets a bit carried away, or he flirts with one of his new interns, but he always comes home on time, and when he does travel, he calls me constantly," I said.

"Uh huh," Tiffany smiled. "Let's test that theory, shall we?"

Tiffany led me down to the poker room. The place was filled with arcades and slot machines. We walked past them and into another room.

"See," Tiffany smiled as she pointed at one of the tables.

Paul had a young woman on his lap as he played cards. She was smiling and giggling.

"Who the fuck is that?" I asked.

"Oh, just a lucky charm," Tiffany said. "He is winning, and when he starts winning one of them," she points to the many young, scantily clad women walking around the room. "She sits on his lap until he loses."

Paul's hand was on her hip, and he was blatantly staring into her cleavage; her breasts were pushed upward by the jeweled bra.

"I am..." I started to walk toward him.

"Let him have his fun," Tiffany smiled. "We are on a boat out in the ocean, think of it like a mini-Vegas trip!"

I smiled. "What happens in Vegas," I nodded.

"Stays in Vegas!" Tiffany grinned.

I went with Tiffany to get dolled up for the nightclub.

"I thought you weren't going?" Paul asked as he watched me get dressed.

"Last night away from home," I shrugged.

The cruise was ending tomorrow, and I would be back home in my bedroom tomorrow night. So, if I was going to do something wild, it should be tonight.

"I have never seen you in that dress," Paul stated as he looked at me in a black dress I had bought at one of the shops.

"I bought it today," I smiled and turned to face him. "Do you like it?"

"Yeah, but don't you think it's a bit much?" Paul asked as he noticed the long line of cleavage that was showing.

"No," I turned back to the full-length mirror.

I had never worn a dress this short; it was both daring and exhilarating at the same time. I turned to the side and looked at my ass.

Today was the first time I had worn a thong; Tiffany had talked me into it. Feeling the material between my ass cheeks was, in a word, 'sexy.' It made me feel bare under the dress.

"I don't know," Paul stood behind me.

"About what?" I asked as I looked into the mirror and saw his face.

He was making the 'I don't like this idea' face. I had seen it many times, like when the kids left home earlier than eighteen.

We had twin boys, and they grew so fast. They moved out at sixteen, pooled their money together, and were renting an apartment. They were doing well on their own, and I was proud of them. He also made that face when I decided to go back to work.

"How was your poker game?" I quickly turned to face him.

Paul was caught off guard as I stared up at his face. He was slightly taller than me. "Did you win? I heard someone say winning at the poker you get some sort of lucky charm, is it like a coin or something?"

Paul stared at me. He knew that I knew but was pretending not to know.

"Maybe I should come watch you play tomorrow?" I asked.

"No, no, you will find it boring," Paul quickly retreated to his bed.

"Thought so," I turned back to the mirror and put the finishing touch on my outfit.

Tiffany had given me some earrings. They were black spades, and I loved them.

"See you in the morning, don't wait up," I smiled as I picked up my purse.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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The music was louder than I would have liked inside the nightclub, and I had thought it would be filled with young adults like Tiffany, but I saw some men and women my age dancing and drinking and having a good time.

"You have an admirer," Tiffany said as we were dancing.

"I have a few," I replied, as many guys had asked me to dance.

"No, not that kind," Tiffany shook her head. "That kind!"

She turned my face to a dark-skinned man who was staring right at me.

"I couldn't," I shook my head.

"Oh, yes you can," Tiffany said as she started walking away as the man approached me.

"Hi," he said as he danced in front of me.

"Hi," I replied.

He was tall, much taller than me, and taller than Paul.

'Damn,' I thought as I looked at his arms in a tight shirt. He was muscular; I had always had a thing for muscular men.

"Travius," he introduced himself.

"Anna," I said as he got closer.

'Double damn!' I thought as I caught a whiff of his cologne; it was very strong and instantly sent a strong vibe through my body and straight between my legs.

"May I?" Travius asked, already placing one hand on my hip and pulling me towards him.

"Yes," I answered in barely a whisper.

Travius gripped me tight as we danced to a slow song. Then I saw Tiffany talking to the DJ, and he nodded.

'What was that bitch up to?' I thought.

As soon as the song ended, there was a slight pause in the music and then 'Fucking Bitch!' I yelled inside my head.

The DJ had put on one of my favorite dance songs. Tiffany and I liked to go to the local gym and dance to hip-hop music to stay in shape. There were also pole dancing classes, but this was one of my favorite songs.

Immediately Travius turned me around and my body reacted. I was dancing and rubbing my ass against him.

Travius was a good dancer, and the DJ played hip-hop dance songs for the rest of his set.

"Whew," I said as I was outside looking out at the water.

"Feel better?" Travis asked.

"Yes, much," I replied.

I had to catch my breath and cool down
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