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Robin was a beautiful, angular faced young woman with an insightful mind and exquisite taste in fashion and design. She also had a nearly perfect body, benefiting not only from genetics and luck but a careful attention to diet and exercise. She had been told at fifteen that her thirty-six C cup breasts would one day sag much like those of the unmarried, somewhat bitter maiden aunt who had so informed her. She had then set about to ensure that she kept the muscles of her chest and stomach as firm and strong as possible in order to postpone what her aunt assured her was inevitable. She had been quite successful so far, although at only twenty five years of age nature had not yet made any inroads into the youth and vitality of her body.

Her dark hair spilled around her face and over her shoulders in what she recognized was an unnecessary and time-consuming vanity, hanging halfway down her back in often untidy curls and ringlets which Seamus Reilly found extremely erotic when lain across her bare back, as they were now.

He’d met Robin when he’d gone into a bookstore a few years ago and found her there working as a cashier. The coincidence of her first name with his last had been an introduction he couldn’t resist. They’d had a wild weekend romp and then he’d said goodbye. A year or so later he’d been in town and they’d done a repeat performance. She was the manager of the store then. Now, two years later, she was managing that store and four others as the general manager for the corporation which owned the chain of bookstores.

There was never any doubt in either of their minds that all he had in mind was fun and games, and Robin was mature enough in her outlook to accept that fun and games were a far better alternative than sitting home watching television. Seamus was, after all, a well-built, handsome man, cocky, good humored, good natured, apparently rich, and an exquisite lover who took pride in his ability to arouse and excite women.

Despite the way he came in and then disappeared from her life Robin had quickly come to trust him the way she rarely did even with boyfriends of considerably longer tenure. And he had introduced her to bondage and the exciting games which went with it.

What he had found in her, of course, was a beautiful young woman who was fairly uninhibited, and extremely sexual. Most men liked those who agreed with them, and Robin seemed to have a similar outlook on life. Most men also liked women who responded well to them, and Robin was extremely, deliciously responsive to his attentions, writhing and crying out in unfeigned orgiastic pleasure with very little effort.

Seamus had come into town – in this case San Diego – today, and hooked up with Robin again. Unlike on prior trips, however, she was not merely a pleasant coincidence to business. She was the business. She simply didn’t know it yet.

They were in his hotel suite, the penthouse, of course. There was a fire flickering pleasantly in the gas fireplace just to the side of the dimly lit entrance hall where Robin stood. Her wrists were bound in padded leather attached to chains over head, and she was somewhat breathlessly, somewhat nervously looking at him, eyes smouldering, as he circled her, cat-like, smirking.

She was wearing a green dress with a short hem and spaghetti straps curving over her bare shoulders. It was tight across the chest and the bottom, and as he moved ,Seamus occasionally slid a hand over her body, caressing it through the thin material of the dress.

Seamus was a type of man completely beyond her experiences. He was just not – ordinary – in any sense. He was sophisticated, shamelessly depraved, drove expensive sports cars, had apparently limitless money, and lived for playing. He had his irresponsible side, but he was a lot of fun, even if he sometimes made her a little nervous.

Like now.

It wasn’t that Robin hadn’t had experiences. She was twenty-five, after all, and living in a very cosmopolitan city. But the unrestrained, uninhibited wildness that swirled around Seamus let her do things she would have been far too embarrassed to even begin to suggest to any other man she had been with. She was, to her mind, a very ordinary girl who worked sixty hour work weeks and lived in a small apartment with her cat.

She would have liked a boyfriend but right now her career didn’t lend itself to a lot of free time, and she was too tired on the weekends to go out partying much.

Seamus was suddenly pressed up against her and she gasped as he pulled her hair back firmly. His right hand slid up her front to caress her breast as she felt his breath against her throat. She gasped as he bit into the nape of her neck lightly, his fingers rubbing skillfully at her nipple through the dress. Then he had nimbly undone the straps and drawn back, letting her dress slide down around her hips. An instant later he had tugged it down to her ankles, and, blushing only a little, she stepped out of it, leaving her naked but for her thong.

Again he circled her, his face taunting her, wanting her wondering, perhaps enjoying the sense of mild anxiety she felt.

He was against her again, this time in front. He gripped her hair tightly on either side of her head, forcing her head back as his lips came down against hers. For long seconds their lips moved together as she his tongue swirled within her mouth, and she moaned softly as he did what no man had ever really even tried to do: dominate her.

She let him invade her mouth, offered up no resentment or opposition or indignation at him holding her hair, at him controlling her so tightly, so firmly. She let her head be cocked back and let his tongue and lips ravish her.

His hands abandoned her hair, slid down her bare back and kneaded her buttocks. Then he stepped back, circling, taunting. She fought to keep her breathing level, to not show her reaction. Then he was pressed against her from behind, his hands kneading her breasts as he bit lightly along the side of her throat. One of his hands slid down her smooth, silky belly and plunged into the front of her thong, expert fingers finding her already swollen clitoris and beginning to stroke and caress it into even more heat.

She let herself moan helplessly as he ground himself into her buttocks, as he practically bit at her throat, kneaded her breast and fingered her pussy.

Then he broke away again, circling.

“Are you my slut?” he asked in a low purr.

“I’m nobody’s slut,” she said breathlessly.

He grinned. “You will be,” he said.

“Ha,” she replied.

He stepped up to her and slid his fingers into the front of her thong, then yanked back. 

Robin felt the tightness of the thin strip of cloth between her buttocks digging momentarily into her flesh, then it parted, and she gasped as the thong was torn away

“Hey!” she cried almost instinctively.

He slapped her face and she gasped, head rocked back, a bit dazed. 

He’d done that before, their last date, when she’d been tied to the bed. It had done strange things to her head and her orgasm had been intense.

Then he was between her legs, his hands forcing her legs apart, his tongue at her pussy. No one she’d ever met could perform oral sex on a woman like Seamus, and she moaned helplessly, her hips almost immediately starting to grind against his mouth. Her head fell back and she cursed softly under her breath, feeling the tightness of the leather cuffs around her wrists holding her in place where she might otherwise have swayed and stumbled, off-balance.

He drew back, leaving her gasping, flushed, overheated, not far form orgasm.

“Seamus!” she whined.

He laughed lightly, then slapped her bottom stingingly. 

“Ow!” She danced in place, hips jerking forward automatically, high heels shifting on the marble floor.

He moved behind her, doing something, and by the time she turned he was back. She felt something pressed against her anus, something slightly cool and a little liquid. She gasped and then her breath inhaled sharply as she felt it being pushed into her.

“Seamussss!” she whined.

He ignored her, and she felt her anus slowly being forced open. His left hand slid around her and cupped her pussy, pushing back, forcing her to thrust her hips back and making her back opening more vulnerable. The thing, whatever it was – she supposed a dildo or butt-plug – slid deeper inside her, pumping lightly in and out as his fingers began to rub lightly against her pussy.

“Fuck meee!” she whined.

“When you beg.”

She groaned. Sometimes his games frustrated her!

“When you admit you’re my slut.”

Like most women, the word stung her. Even though she knew he meant it in a different way, even though his definition rather aroused her.

Whatever he’d pushed into her had some sort of lubrication on it and slid smoothly in and out despite her anal muscles. It wasn’t a butt-plug, for it drove too deep, plunging high into her belly.

He released it, and it stayed in place as he slid around before her, kneeling, tonguing her pussy again so that her anal muscles spasmed around it. She shuddered, eyes closing, head back, as he pushed at it again, forcing the thing even deeper into her ass.

She cursed at him as he drew back, very close to orgasm. He chuckled.

“You better learn better respect for your master, slut,” he said.

“Masterbater,” she sniffed.

He grinned hugely. “Not tonight. Tonight I’m going to fuck you until you scream.”

She flushed, her chest tightening as he turned towards her. In his hand was a sort of dildo – no, a vibrator, she thought. It was stubby and thick, and had a clip on the end rather like a ball point pen. He grinned at her, pushing the nose against her moist entrance, and slowly forcing it into her.

She gasped excitedly. “It’s much longer than yours,” she said tauntingly.

He smirked at her, thrusting it in completely. The thing was easily able to go in so that the base was flush with the mouth of her sex, holding her pussy lips wide. The “clip” went up over the top of her sex on the outside of her pussy, pressing against her clit and the flesh above it. And then it started to vibrate.

He pulled back and reached into his pocket. He was still fully dressed while she was entirely nude. That in itself made her feel as though he were dominant, even without the bondage. But there was really never any doubt who was in charge around Seamus.

“Oh! Don’t! Oww! Oww! Oww! Oww!” she cried as he snapped a pair of alligator clips over her nipples.

The alligator clips were attached to inch long chains, which let metal balls the size of golf balls dangle below. The tight, biting pain forced her to shake and twist and dance, which in turn, made the weighted balls tug and bounce and pull on her nipples.

“Take them off! Take them off! Takethemoff!”

He slapped her face and her head rocked back. She would have fallen were her wrists not tightly locked in place.

She moaned dazedly, gulping in air as he moved around behind her again.

“You’re my slut. Let me hear you say it”

She refused, gasping weakly, moaning at her aching nipples. She cried out at the sudden biting sting to her bottom, her head twisting around to see he had in hand a wide leather strap which had just struck her bottom.

“Admit it, slut,” he said with a smirk.

“N-No!” she gasped.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The strap struck her bottom with sharp, stinging blows at regular intervals as Robin moaned and gasped and jerked and winced, the weighted balls bouncing against her nipples.

“All right!” she cried 

“Say it.”

“I’m your slut,” she groaned.

“Again.”

“I’m your slut.”

She gasped as he jerked back on her hair, his lips biting at the nape of her neck. “Slut,” he whispered. “Beg for my cock, slut.”

“P-Please,” she gasped.

“Beg me to fuck you, slut.”

“P-Please fuck me!”

“I don’t hear enough begging in that. Put more emotion into it, slut.”

“Fuck off,” she gasped weakly.

He chuckled and drew back, dropping the strap. 

He paced around her as she tried to keep still, but the vibrator buzzing away against her pussy and the other thing he’d shoved up her ass made her mind squirm. Everything he did made her mind squirm!

“Slut,” he said with a smirk, “Suppose I invite my friends up to use you. You couldn’t do a thing. They could fuck you all night long while you stood there helpless.”

He slapped her face again, the other cheek this time. “You’d probably just beg them for more.”

He moved around behind her and Robin, panting, chest heaving, didn’t turn her head at first. She moaned weakly, overheated, her pussy throbbing, her chest tight, her stomach clenched. When she finally did turn her head she was startled out of her head to see him clutching some sort of whip. She gaped in disbelief. “Wha-what are you – ?!”

“I’m going to whip you,” he said calmly.

She stared in astonishment. “No! I – !”

The whip cut across her back and she cried out in pain, back arching. Yet it hadn’t actually hurt nearly as much as she’d feared it would. The whip – well it was a flog actually – had a number of thin leather laces, and they spread out before impacting the smooth, bare flesh of her back. Each one stung and the stings spread across her back, but the pain, well, it wasn’t really that bad, not to Robin, anyway, who’d always had a fairly high pain tolerance.

And when it didn’t hurt she felt a wild flare of excitement at the new kinky addition to his nasty, depraved games. He had whipped her! She as in a state of excited disbelief when the flog cut across her back a second time. Again she cried out, back arching as her chest was flung forward away from the impact, her mind churning with shocked heat and wicked delight.

The flog cut across her back again and again, turning it as pink and then red as her buttocks had been by the strap, leaving her trembling and shaking, breathless and moaning, her back hot, flaring and sensitive.

“Spread your legs, slut,” he ordered.

Dazedly, she obeyed.

“Now shove your ass back at me so I can see that beautiful cunt.”

She obeyed again, bending forward as much as she could with her wrists held up, thrusting her bottom out invitingly.

“Beg for it, slut.”

“Please fuck me, Seamus!” she cried.

He was pressed against her suddenly, gripping her hair again.

“Again, slut.”

“Please fuck me, Seamus!”

“Say - I’m a filthy slut and I need cock.”

“I-I’m a filthy slut and I need cock!” she cried.

She felt his fingers at her pussy, easing the stubby vibrator thing out. It dropped to the floor, and she groaned as she felt his cock slipping into the open mouth of her pussy.

“Oh God! Oh God! Ohmygod!” she cried as his fat cock slid deep into her belly. “Oh fuck! Fuck me! Fuck me! Yes! Oh God!”

He pulled back on her hips and gave it to her hard and fast, his hips slamming against her buttocks, his cock spearing through the soft, moist flesh of her pussy to pierce deep into her belly. Her entire body shuddered and shook to the impact as he rammed himself into her and drove her over the brink of an immense orgasm.

Afterward, after the bath lit by candlelight, after the wine and snacks, after another marathon session in bed, they lay together and she groaned weakly, sore in many places, her throat actually aching a little from the screams of passion she was still embarrassed about having made.

“I am going to be so sore tomorrow,” she groaned.

He kissed her shoulder. “Sorry.”

“Don’t’ be,” she said with a lazy smile.

“So tell me something. How would you like me to make you a proposition?”

She snorted. “Not more,” she groaned. “My body couldn’t take it right now.”

“This is a business proposition - of a sort.”

She rolled over a little. “What kind of business?”

“I’m looking to hire a couple of people,” he said.

“To do what?’ she asked, suspicious of a joke.

“Do you have any idea how rich I am?”

“Richer than me anyway,” she sighed.

“I am immensely wealthy, in fact.”

“That’s nice.”

He grinned. “I am in the process of setting up a charity trust. This charity will be worldwide. It will be run from my yacht, which will travel from city to city around the world while I enjoy life. I’m looking for a couple, two or three people to help run the charity trust.”

“You’re serious? I don’t know anything about that.”

“Nor do I. However, the complicated work will be done by accountants and financial people who will manage the money, and a firm which will investigate requests. What I want from you is to look at the requests coming in, screen them, as it were, select those you judge to have the most merit, and direct them to the firm which will look into the facts surrounding the particular request. Then, after the reports are in, you and one or two others will kick around who is most deserving, and present your decisions to me.”

“I don’t – .”

“It pays one hundred and fifty thousand per year for the first year. It will go up after that.”She gaped at him. Her salary overseeing four stores, sixty hours a week was something like thirteen dollars an hour.

“I might add that as your office will be on my yacht you are outside national jurisdictions and so will pay no taxes on it. Also, all your needs, including food and a suite on the yacht, will be without charge.”

She sat up, staring. “But ... why me?”

He grinned. “I think you’re a smart girl. I like you. I trust your judgement. And, let’s not hide it - I think you’re hot. If I have to have people on my yacht I want them to be beautiful girls who are my sluts.”

“But I-I don’t know anything about – boats!”

He laughed. “The yacht has a crew of about thirty four to run it. But they’ll be on different decks. The decks where the passengers are will be our private area, so you can work in your bikini every day - or even naked.” 

He grinned and waggled his eyebrows.

“You expect me to believe this bullshit?” she asked cynically.

“Get dressed – slut – and I’ll show you my yacht.”

He drove her to the harbor and she gaped at the sight of the ship anchored a little ways out. 

“That’s an ocean liner!” she blurted out.

“No, actually it’s not. It’s far too small for a modern liner. It’s barely over three hundred and fifty feet.”

They took a helicopter over and despite her best efforts at showing how unimpressed she was Robin gaped at the luxurious furnishings, at the teak decks and heavy rugs, at the shine and wealth everywhere. It was a huge ship for only a few people, and the suite he showed her to was larger than her apartment!

“This is yours!?”

“It’s all mine. I told you I’m quite well-off.”

“Shit. I knew you had money but I had no idea you were this rich!”

He showed her over the yacht. It had a number of decks for the passengers, with a dining salon which could seat forty, a huge bar, an exercise room with Jacuzzi, a pool up on the top deck near the helipad, a theater, solarium, and a variety of places, some huge, some small and intimate, to just sit back and enjoy the view.

“Where’s the crew?” she blurted, following him around in amazement.

“They’re on their decks, below deck, and the captain and a few officers are up forward on the bridge. They can’t actually come back here without my buzzing them through the hatch. I like my privacy.”

“Wow,” she said, shaking her head.

He showed her to an office. She’d been to a lawyer once, and this dwarfed his office in style and size, with antique desk and huge picture windows looking out at the water.

“This will be your office.”

“But Seamus, I don’t know anything about charities!”

“I’m not looking for an expert. I’m looking for someone who can just use judgement as to what they think would be a proper use of my money. I’m planning on spending something over a million dollars a day, you see, and I’d like it not to be wasted.”

She shook her head. “But why me!?”

He folded his arms across his chest. “Honestly?”

“That would be nice!”

“I think you can do it.”

“Tons of people could, and they’re better educated and more experienced than me.”

“True.”

“Then?”

“I wasn’t joking when I said you could work in a bikini.”

She shook her head. “You wouldn’t hire me for this at that salary just because I look good in a bikini.”

“No. I would, though, because there are strings attached to this job. You are required, for example, to accompany me when I visit places like Athens and Rome, Bombay and Beijing, and other world sites. I will enjoy myself much more with company than if I’m alone.”

She stared at him.

“You’ll act as my aide, as it were, my secretary, my assistant.” He grinned. “My bitch.”

“But – .”

“And,” He slid his body around her and pulled her against him, kissing her lightly. “You will satisfy certain manly needs of mine on a regular basis.”

There was something in the way he said it; half joking, half truthful, that made her stare at him.

He became serious then. “No, I’m not joking. You fuck me because you enjoy it. Right?”

“Well... of course but – .”

“Now you’ll fuck me because it’ll be part of your job.”

“Come oooon!”

“I’m serious. You’ll be my bitch in every sense. You’ll fuck me any time I want to fuck, any way I want to fuck, any place I want to fuck. You’ll make your body available to me for any use I want of it.”

She felt a strange wild mixture of outrage and indignation combined with heat and dark excitement. “I’m not going to be your slave!”

“Of course not. Slavery is illegal. You can always quit. While you’re here, though. While you’re working for me, you’ll bend over whenever I ask it of you. Of course, I’m a kind hearted employer. It’s not like I’m going to make you when you’re sick or something. But there’ll be none of that “I don’t feel like it” nonsense around me.”

“You insufferable – !”

“I’m rich, which means I can pretty much have anything I want. Why wouldn’t I want ready access to your body?”

“I”m not for sale!”

“Don’t be technical.”

“Technical!?”

“You’d do it anyway, remember. This is a fucking dream job that comes along once every hundred lifetimes. You get a huge salary, you get to travel around the world on this beautiful yacht, and you get my cock.” He grinned.

“Stay overnight in your suite. You can decide and tell me tomorrow.”

* * *

Robin could hardly sleep a wink that night, despite the comfort of the huge bed in which she lay. The idea, if he was serious, of traveling around the world on this immense, gorgeous yacht was, all by itself, a fabulous fantasy of a life. Visiting Rome and Paris and going all over the world was something she and most others could only imagine doing. Being paid so much money to do it – and at the same time having an important job administering millions of dollars and deciding what charities were to get it were almost inconceivable!

And having Seamus fucking her brains out wasn’t exactly something which detracted from the offer.

But the way he’d put it had left her in little doubt that he was serious. He would be her boss, and she would be required to service him sexually, whether she was in the mood or not. That was like being a prostitute!

Well, maybe not. It wasn’t like she’d be hanging around street corners or going into hotels to meet up with strangers.

She’d have to be completely insane to turn down this job. That was all there was to it.

The next morning, they sat at a gorgeous table out on the main rear deck as white jacketed stewards put an incredible breakfast before them. 

“Oh my God I’ll get so fat,” she moaned.

“Not with the exercise room just up the corridor,” he said with a grin.

“I’m surprised you haven’t replaced them with hot girls,” she said a bit sarcastically.

“I’m intending to. That will be one of your jobs.”

Her eyes widened.

“There’s a firm which attends to discrete jobs like hiring special people. You’ll interview the girls they find. Hire half a dozen or so, young pretty and with low morals.”

She let out a bark of laughter.

“Make sure they understand that their jobs are fairly relaxed, but that servicing anyone I tell them to service comes with that.”

“You mean – !”

“That they will fuck anyone I tell them to, including each other, anywhere I tell them to, any time I tell them to.”

“Oh my God!” she said, shaking her head. “You’re such a pervert!”

“All men are perverts. I’m a rich pervert so that just makes me a hedonist.”

“You need six more girls to fuck besides me?!”

“No, probably not,” he said with a grin. “But I want them available. Occasionally I’ll be throwing parties after all.”

“Oh wow. Oh wow,” she said, shaking her head.

“I’d like to see you with another woman, in fact.”

She jerked her head around, staring at him in shock.”

“We talked about it last time, remember. You weren’t adverse to a little playing around with a pretty girl.”

“Well... well yeah I guess, maybe if – .”

‘No maybes. I need to hire another woman, maybe two to help with the charity trust. They’ll be like sisters to you.” He grinned sardonically. “Sapphic sisters.”

She shook her head in awe at his sheer hubris.

“Fabulous wealth makes men jaded,” he said.

“I’ll say!”

He grinned. “Let me demonstrate. Stand up.”

She stood up uncertainly. 

“Strip.”

She gasped. “Here? Now!? What about the – .”

“The hatches are locked unless I buzz them in, remember. Anyway, you have an incredible body. You shouldn’t be shy about it. Now do it.”

He said it directly. It was clear it was an order. Robin’s stomach fluttered and she felt her chest tightening. Should she? How could she refuse? She wanted what he was offering, wanted it so badly! But it was said so directly as if... as if she had no choice. And she realized with a dizzying sort of understanding that she didn’t. That obeying his orders was part of the requirement.

She almost refused, almost said she’d go back to her bookstores, despite the immense opportunity he was offering.

She stood up and peeled off her dress, face flushed.

“Turn around.”

Eyes blinking nervously she obeyed.

“Legs apart on the deck.”

Again she obeyed.

“Bend over and touch the deck.”

“Seamus!”

“Do it,” he ordered.

She realized it was a kind of test but that didn’t make it any less embarrassing to bend over and display herself to him out here on the deck.

But she did it, face burning.

Her pussy began to burn too, though, which was quite unexpected.

“Straighten up. Sit down there.”

He pointed at a deck chair and she sat down a bit gratefully.

“Now slump down. Drape your legs across the arms.”

She flushed again. It was a wide chair and he made hr slump down until the backs of her knees rested on the arms, exposing herself quite obscenely.

“Masturbate for me.”

The word made her stomach flutter.

“Seamus!”

“Do it – slut.”

She felt almost breathless with the churning emotions inside her. But heat and excitement rose to shield her from the embarrassment and fight off the indignation and anger.

Awkwardly, embarrassed at first, she ran her hands up and down her body, caressing her breasts, stroking her skin. Her hand slid down between her legs and her fingers began to rub against her clitoris. Surprising her, her pussy flared with heat and excitement as she slowly raised her eyes and met his. Another hot flare and she moaned softly. The pretense of masturbation became reality as she locked her eyes on his and rubbed faster and harder against her clit.

Her breaths grew more ragged and the orgasm washed over her so that her head rolled back and her hips bucked and ground against her fingers as he watched and sipped juice.

“Fuck!” she gasped breathlessly, slumped in the seat.

“Come over here and suck my cock.”

Again the words were so crude! They were so – outrageous! And yet the heat hadn’t dissipated and she slid out of the deck chair.

“Crawl... on your knees... slut.”

Blushing, she crawled to him, crawled between his legs, and opened his trousers, then began to bob up and down on his stiff cock. He pulled her up into his lap so she was straddling him and sank down onto it, then moaned and rode him to another orgasm, her head lolling back, her breasts throbbing, her insides twisting and turning with emotional and physical excitement.
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There were several reasons why Seamus Reilly had named his yacht the Reilly. The most visible, of course, was his last name. But the second, was that Seamus intended to live the life of Reilly, and the yacht was the main showcase for that life.

At twenty-eight, Seamus had driven himself nearly to the brink of exhaustion from the time he was nine. Relentlessly pressured into getting the top marks at every school he attended in order to satisfy his workaholic, steely eyed father, Seamus had graduated high school at fifteen as valedictorian and class president. He‘d also been captain of the swimming team. His first degree - in Business administration, of course, came at eighteen. An MBA followed, as well as a degree in computer engineering. After that had come twelve to fourteen hour days working for his demanding father at corporate headquarters.

His father was a rare man, ruthless, brilliant, driven, and lucky. He‘d gotten in on the ground floor of a technology company which had rocketed upwards in value until he was a multi millionaire. Then he‘d been the money man behind several other technology startups which had turned him into a mufti-billionaire. He’d worked long hours all his life, amassing a massive fortune and great power, and then dropped dead at fifty-three, never once having taken a holiday.

His father’s death had been a kind of epiphany for Seamus. He had three brothers and two sisters, all of them still deeply involved in business, in trying to acquire ever larger mountains of wealth and power. Seamus, however, had dropped out of it all, quit the rat race, liquidated all his shares in the corporation his father had left him, and decided to live his life as others could only dream.

The Reilly wasn’t the only indication of this, just the most visible. It was three hundred and sixty feet long with a crew of thirty-four. Most of the crew, of course, were concerned with the actual operations of the massive yet graceful vessel, with the working of the machinery and engines and such, as well as, of course, the behind the scenes work necessary to see to his comfort, such as the cook and laundry. As on a luxury liner, such people rarely came into contact with Seamus or his guests. But, just like a luxury liner, the ship also had a few crew whose duties were to see to his personal comforts, to fetch him drinks and food, to tend bar and keep the suites and cabins clean, as well as attending to the myriad needs of his guests.

Seamus didn’t like strangers around him, and so there were only six such people. Seamus had decided that if he had to have servants around him, they ought to be young, female, and cute. Furthermore, Seamus, having that luxury, also decided that if he was going to have young, cute females around him, he wanted them to be, in a word, available.

This was not difficult to arrange. The perks of working aboard the Reilly were many and varied, and the salary far higher than one would generally expect for such crew members. Besides, he was a handsome, dashing man of the sort who tended to impress young females whether he paid them to be impressed or not.

The cabin girls were Tanya and Tammy, both big busted and beautiful, blonde and brunette, respectively, Veronique and Cheryl, lithe, athletic, drop-dead-gorgeous brunettes with long silky hair, and Hanna and Molly, both short and slim, a blonde and a redhead respectively. On duty, they wore white tennis shoes, stretchy white and blue short shorts which clung to their lovely buttocks like a second skin, though not really covering them entirely, small bikini tops and matching sailor hats.

In addition to seeing to his needs, the girls were also available to entertain any guests he had, which made a trip on the Reilly a pleasure indeed, and much sought after by his acquaintances.

Seamus was a lusty young man, but he did not often seek solace with his crew members. In addition to the lovely Robin, whose wavy brown hair fell to her waist, and whose lithe, perfect body could bend and twist into any manner of gymnastic poses, he soon acquired two more regular “aides”. 

Christy was a shortish blonde with long, straight hair, an oval face, pouty lips and large blue eyes. Where Robin was aggressively self-confident, Christy tended to lack confidence, and was quieter and far more dependent on Seamus. While Robin was his friend, his pal, his lover, Christy was, in some ways, his little girl, whose bright blue eyes would often look at him adoringly, and who was given to frequent hugs at any opportunity she had to wrap her arms around him.

Christy and Robin had high, firm breasts with lean, nearly perfect bodies. But dark haired, dark eyed Samantha was more voluptuous. She was a restrained, dignified, intelligent young woman, a little shy around others, and given, when she had a choice, to very conservative clothing. She never swore nor would she tolerate bad language in others, except of course, from Seamus. She was fastidiously clean, and rather prim in many ways. But in bed, she was shameless, and Seamus had found her to be the most orgasmic and responsive of all his partners.

All three girls were bisexual, Robin because, after initial experiments Seamus had persuaded her into, she found that she was very much so inclined, and Christy and Samantha because he had persuaded, seduced and coaxed them into it, however reluctant they might be. Christy was playful in sex, as in most things, and didn’t take a lot of urging, while Samantha was still reluctant until she was heavily involved, and her defenses and moral objections collapsed. 

The three girls, together with Seamus, managed his personal investments, and also his charity trust, whereby Seamus gave hundreds of millions annually to worthy causes.

Business meetings tended to be short, and relaxed, as in the present one. The four were gathered on the lower afterdeck, at a round, walnut table beneath the spreading canopy of a bright silk awning. The bubbling wash of the Reilly’s wake trailed out behind them as the ship headed towards Greece. The waters of the Mediterranean were a brilliant, sun washed blue, the air warm, a soft breeze flowing over them as they relaxed in the heavily padded chairs.

Seamus was, as usual, dressed in shorts and a Hawaiian shirt. The three girls were all dressed in thong bikinis because that was Seamus’ preference. Neither Robin nor Christy had any real problem with this, though they were a bit uncomfortable at first. It would not have been their preference, at least, not every day, but they didn’t mind indulging him. Samantha, who had once thought she would spend her life as a Methodist missionary, was still uneasy, particularly with the small size of the cups restraining her impressive breasts, and with the high cut and thong back of the bikini bottoms.

A prim and proper young woman, she felt that displays of the flesh should be limited to the bedroom, and certainly shouldn’t be made around virtual strangers, such as the crew. The others had overridden her wishes in this, however, and she was, slowly, starting to get used to it. She still tended to blush whenever a male guest, or one of the male crew members was present, however.. Whenever Captain Peters showed up, for example, she would endeavor to point her bottom away from him, and find something, such as a fan or a sheaf of papers, which she might casually cover her cleavage with.

Given the choice, she would have chosen a swimsuit with considerably more conservative a cut, especially up top, but Seamus had his father's overwhelming personality, and she had been persuaded, more often than not, to wear what Seamus wanted her to wear.

“Remember that the way your trust is set up you can use it to donate to just about anything you want,” Robin said.

She was actually sitting crossways on her chair, her long, tanned legs draped across one arm and stretched out to the side as she nibbled on a banana.

“But giving money to politicians would go against the spirit of the trust,” Samantha said, delicately spearing a bit of salad with her fork and slipping it between her lips.

“The spirit of the trust is to do good, to improve the world,” Robin said. “Backing politicians who are smart, capable, honest, and trying to do good would fit in nicely with that. And would also add considerably to your power.”

“What do we need power for?” Christy asked.

“It's like insurance. You don't usually need it, but it's nice to have when you do.”

“Politicians are so icky, though,” she said with a frown.

“It's influence,” Robin said, legs kicking idly. “And you can never know when you might want to make use of that influence, either for yourself or to back worthwhile projects.”

“Well I'm worried about siphoning funds away from worthwhile projects into the hands of greasy politicians,” Samantha said.

She leaned forward, reaching for some bread, and her breasts strained against the thin spaghetti straps holding back the tiny triangles of her purple bra top.

“Don't worry. Politicians come cheap. That's why almost everyone considers them to be such a good investment.”

“Give them a ride on Reilly,” Christy said. “Everyone loves a little time with a hot bimbo.”

She was looking straight at Robin and smirking as she spoke. Robin arched her eyebrow but made no other comment.

Seamus' big hand slid behind the blonde girl's head, gripped a thick mass of soft blonde hair, and pulled her sideways against him, firmly if gently. She made no effort at resisting, and when he kissed her she kissed back eagerly before he pushed her away. “Be nice, brat,” he said.

“What?” she said, pretending innocence. “I've often heard men say as they climb off Reilly – “ she stared again at Robin, and managed to pronounce the name so quickly it might have been 'Robin' – “ that they wish they had a slut to please them any way they wanted.”

Robin gazed at her and Christy turned her innocent gaze to her.

“I'm sure you've heard that a lot, too” she said.

There had always been a rivalry between the two, but it was an unequal one. Robin was taller, fitter, stronger, smarter, and a far more dominant a personality - except in bed with Seamus. Besides which, since Seamus had first introduced Christy to bondage and domination she had been falling further and further into the role of sexual submissive, at least in the bedroom. Robin, on the other hand, though she would tolerate almost anything from Seamus, was otherwise a dominant who liked girls as much as she did men. Particularly impudent ones who she knew were not really bisexual. There was nothing quite so satisfying to her as forcing a straight girl like Christy to squirm in pleasure and cry out in orgasm against her will.

“I'll give tentative approval to the donations,” Seamus said, “But be careful about who we support, and how. I don't want the press following me around.”

Samantha sighed. The girls managed the fund, but it was always, of course, Seamus who had the final say. That was his right, of course. It was his money. Besides, in the general scheme of things it was absurd that a trio of twenty something girls should manage the dispersal of hundreds of millions of dollars. She herself had a degree in history. Robin had a degree in Business, while Christy had no education beyond high school.

Her friends from school were working in fairly routine, boring jobs which put them in cubicles before computer screens all day. She, meanwhile, was on a fabulous yacht sailing around the world, getting off to party at the finest casinos and nightclubs around the world, wearing high fashion and meeting with world leaders and celebrities. 

The sexual side of things bothered her, though she did find Seamus an immensely exciting man who, by now, she had come to adore. The things they did thrilled her in the bedroom but then often had her feeling guilty and embarrassed afterward, especially when others were involved.

She respected Robin's strength and intellect but wished the girl wasn't as determinedly bisexual as she was, or as... determined, both in discussions like this one, and in convincing Samantha to do things which invariably made her feel ashamed of herself afterward.

Christy, for all her faults, and privately Samantha thought them numerous, at least never came on to Samantha, showing no real interest in her body, even when the two were together with Seamus in bed.

Unless, of course, he indicated she ought to. Christy was so in love with Seamus, and had so little strength of will around him she needed only the slightest indication of his desire for her to spring into action. She was more like his loyal pet than his girlfriend.

Then again, she thought to herself, unhappily, she herself responded like a girlish slut whenever Seamus turned his attention on her, giggling like a fool and doing awful things at his behest. Had she always been so weak-willed in bed? She couldn't remember allowing her body to so heavily influence her mind before meeting Seamus. She had always been in firm control of whatever happened in her very few sexual liaisons. With Seamus, she soon lost the will to do anything but whatever he wanted, her mind turning to mush as he inflamed her body.

Tanya came out from the lounge, carrying a glass of orange juice on a silver platter, and Samantha primly averted her eyes. Seamus had declared today “naked day” for “the girls” as Samantha thought of his cabin girls, so Tanya was entirely nude save for the six inch stiletto heels Seamus thought went well with “naked day”. Seamus had a thing about piercings, too, so all the girls had pierced nipples, belly buttons, clitoral hoods and labias. 

A thin silver chain dangled between her nipple rings, pulled down by an identical chain which descended vertically down to her belly button ring. A second chain went from the belly button ring, through the ring set in her clitoral hood, through the ring set in the base of a slender silver dildo pushed up inside her, and was clipped to the larger ring piercing the base of her labia. 

The chains served several purposes. The one between her nipples and belly button ring were taut enough that as she moved, and as her sizable unrestrained breasts moved with her, her nipples were constantly being tugged against the chains. The other chain held the stainless steel dildo tightly inside the girl, its base flush with the lips of her sex which it held wide. It had a small clip on it, however, attached to her clitoral hood, which tugged the hood up and back to bare her clitoris to the cool sea air. And, attached to the chain, exactly where it passed over that clitoris, was a spiked metal ball the size of a small marble.

Samantha let her eyes glance at the girl doubtfully and could see she was highly aroused, the metal base of the dildo glistening with her inner juices. Her nipples were hard, her breasts swollen, her face and chest flushed. Tanya was barely nineteen, six years younger than Samantha and Christy, seven years younger than Robin. The degree of hedonism on the Robin had shocked her, Samantha knew, but the money and adventure, and the immense satisfaction she got from helping worthy causes had overcome her embarrassment and uneasiness.

“Thank you, Tanya,” Seamus said, glancing at her body appreciatively. “And how are you feeling this morning?”

“F-fine, Mr. Reilly,” she gulped.

“Chains aren't too tight, are they?”

“No, Sir,” she said somewhat breathlessly.

Seamus had already wiggled his fingers in a come here gesture, however, and the girl shuffled around the table to him. He ran his fingers along the chains as the girl stood there, the look on her face becoming more strained with every passing seconds. Public nudity was something each of the cabin girls had to get used to, but Tanya was the newest one.

Seamus tugged on the chains to her nipples, which, Samantha knew, must be quite sore by now, then ran his hand down between her legs. 

The girl let out an involuntary gasp, her hips bucking forward before she caught herself.

“What do you think, Robin?”

Robin, sitting beside him, wore dark glasses which hid her eyes, but Samantha had no doubt whatever about what the bisexual girl thought of things as she reached a slim hand out and immediately caught at the chain just above where it passed the girl's clitoris, then began to rhythmically tug on it in the guise of testing its tenseness. This, of course, made the little spiked ball grind back and forth over Tanya's clitoris and the blonde girl mewled in pain even as her hips bucked forward again in helplessly pleasure.

“It seems about right,” she said.

Strong fingers gripped Tanya's thigh to turn her, and then slipped up between firm buttocks where what appeared to be a silver dollar was pressed against the blonde girl's anal opening. 

“Let's make sure this isn't too big,” she said.

Her fingers slipped under the edges of the oversized coin and tugged it slowly downwards. It was attached to a pencil thick, half-inch-long metal tube, which itself was attached to the butt-plug inside the young woman. She pulled insistently, and Tanya's sphincter began to surrender, her anus spreading open under the pressure from within, going wider and wider until the fat, flat base of the butt-plug pulled out into the light.

The plug, Samantha observed, was quite large, and glistened with whatever lubricant had been applied before it had been inserted. Tanya trembled slightly as it slid down into Robin's hand, the toy narrowing abruptly after its bottom came free. Robin did not let it all come out, however, but nodded expressionlessly. “Seems appropriately sized,” she said, slowly pushing it back up inside.

Tanya inhaled sharply, back arching as she trembled again, and a soft moan escaped her as the widest part of the plug was sucked into her anus and her anal opening closed behind it.

“All right, back to work girl,” Robin said, giving her bottom a sharp slap.

Tanya gulped in air as she slowly made her way, with her tray, back into the open backed lounge behind them.

“How long do you think she'll take before she finds somewhere quiet to finger her pussy?” Seamus asked with a grin.

“Tanya!” Robin called.

Tanya halted abruptly, then turned and made her way back, moving something less than gracefully in the six inch heels.

“Yes, Miss Robin?” she asked.

“Get a tray and clear the table, would you, dear?”

“Yes, Miss,” she gulped.

Samantha frowned at Robin with disapproval. The girl was obviously terribly aroused, and Samantha felt embarrassed for her, both because of the nudity and because of her obvious state of emotional distress in the young woman. Robin could be cruel, however, and looked at the girl rather like Samantha thought a cat might study a mouse it was playing with.

Of course Robin had already had the girl, had had all the girls. Being willing to submit their bodies to the lust of women, was one of the requirements for the cabin girls. Like Samantha, however, Tanya was not really bisexual. This was a dream job, and it was very rare that she or any of the girls had to do so, aside from Robin, or whenever Seamus wanted a show. Neither Christy nor Samantha had any interest in making use of their nubile young bodies, and there were few female guests so inclined.

Robin, of course, had a field day with such girls, and Samantha blushed as she tried to ignore Tanya's predicament. It was all too easy to see herself being so victimized, for Robin had done such things to her in the past, though always in the privacy of Seamus' suite.

Seamus was not oblivious to what was going on with the girl. If anything, he seemed amused. But he was not unduly distracted either, as he talked about the youth shelter Christy was coaxing him into approving in New York.

All the girls had their particular field of interest. Samantha's was development projects in the third world, digging wells and building roads, schools and hospitals. Robin's was encouraging local business, granting seed money and helping to establish new markets and industries in the third world, as well as providing money for scientific research and development in the West. Christy's projects generally revolved around the protection, education and skills training of children and youth in America and Europe.

 Samantha tried not to watch as Tanya moved around the table, bending, clearing dishes, turning and placing them on the wheeled tray. The girl's every movement tugged her nipples against the rings, and made the little spiked ball grind and rub against her engorged clitoris. Samantha pitied the girl, in a way, yet could not entirely ignore her, however much she tried. Tanya’s face was longer than Samantha's, her hair blonde, but their body types were very similar, and it was quite easy to see herself being put in the same position of helpless lust in front of other people. The thought was both disturbing and arousing.

She frowned across the table at Seamus, wanting to protest, but she knew it would be useless. All the girls were free to refuse any “request” and be put off at the next port. They stayed because they got to live in the lap of luxury, to sail all over the world and see amazing things, as well as getting paid several times what they could earn in any normal job. And of course, as all their food and lodging was provided they really had no expenses except when they visited port, so they could save a lot of money quite easily.

Still, Tanya had only come aboard a couple of months back, and as far as Samantha knew, her only exposure to sexual use had been once or twice by Seamus, testing the new cabin girl, and whatever Robin had done to her in her suite. Had the girl been subjected to anything much in front of others before, she wondered, aside from being ogled in her tight little uniform at parties?

Robin endeavored to spill some juice on the deck, which required Tanya to get down on all fours, bottom in the air, and clean it up. Samantha glowered across at the woman for prolonging the poor girl's torment, but again, she knew Seamus would not be sympathetic, so protest was pointless.

The girls almost all their time in the normal roles of what might be best termed seagoing maids. It was not difficult work, and they had plenty of time for leisure. Seamus didn't have to pay anything near what he did for such an easy job. All that money they got came with the understanding their bodies were available for use by anyone who wanted them.

And nothing was said about that use being in the privacy of one of the cabins or suites.

Christy was paying almost no attention to the girl, intent on persuading Seamus into establishing a youth center which would require an ongoing commitment. Seamus was lending her half an ear, the rest of his amused attention on the somewhat shaky, breathless blonde girl scrubbing the deck, her big breasts hanging below her.

* * *

Tanya fought to control her breathing, to slow her pounding heart as she cleaned the deck. She had been horrified upon learning about “naked day”. Lisa, the captain's wife, who was tentatively in charge of the cabin girls, had informed them of it the previous night. Only Hanna and Veronique, from Norway and France, respectively, had been nonchalant about being naked all day – in public. Oh all of them had been topless numerous times, including at the beach, and total nudity – at the beach, was commonplace in Europe and many of the other ports of call for the Reilly. Cheryl and Molly had both done it, if only to say they had. But not Tanya.

She had agonized over it and gotten little sleep. She was from California, and had thought of herself as sophisticated. She was proud of her body and loved sex. So the opportunity to come aboard a luxury yacht, see the world, and make a ton of money was a glorious experience for a girl otherwise destined to go on as a store clerk for many years. And if she had to sleep with a few people occasionally, well, so what? In fact, the idea had a deliciously wicked sense to it.

Doing it with a woman made her uneasy, though Robin was unquestionably beautiful, and in some ways, her mannerisms were quite male, quite forcefully, aggressively so. It had been an eye opener, a horribly embarrassing and for some reason degrading eye opener, to have the woman fuck her with a strap-on dildo while she knelt on all fours before her on the bed. It was as though submitting to such an action put Robin on some other, superior plane, well above the whimpering, gasping, breathless girl she had fucked into a powerful orgasm.

A shameless flirt, Tanya had always played up to men. Especially rich or handsome ones, but had always regarded women suspiciously, as rivals for the attention she herself sought. And her looks and body had always made her feel superior to them, as though she had the inside track in that regard.

Robin had fucked her and fucked her hard. She had ached afterward. Robin had called her her slut, slapped her bottom, and yanked on her hair as she rode her, treating Tanya like a bitch in heat. It galled Tanya, and what was worse the orgasm had been powerful, despite herself. She had had to lick Robin to several climaxes, and the woman had simply shuddered and writhed a little, head rolling from side to side.

Her own orgasm was far more intense. She'd cried out again and again, rutting back against the woman's strap-on like a shameless, frenzied whore.

It had embarrassed her to no end, and she'd had to drop her eyes whenever she encountered the tall, lithe brunette afterward. That had only seemed to amuse Robin, which made Tanya feel even more embarrassed, and resentful.

Two weeks earlier Robin had brought her into her suite, strapped her spread-eagle to her bed, and there proceeded, with tongue, fingers, lips, and various sexual toys and implements, to turn her into a writhing, thrashing, twisting, screaming feverish whore begging to come. For hours, HOURS, the woman had taunted and teased her, rousing her again and again to the point of ecstasy, then yanking her back to the point she had actually sobbed as she had begged to be allowed to come!

It had been humiliating! And Thrilling!

The orgasm had been so intense she had nearly snapped her spine arching her back so violently. Her body had bucked and twisted and thrashed wildly and she'd actually hurt her throat screaming her pleasure when she'd come. The next day her voice had actually been somewhat gravelly and she'd had to pretend to people that she had caught a bug.

Thank God all the suites were soundproof!

She had somehow resigned herself to “naked day” but, like Cheryl, had been aghast at seeing the things Lisa had prepared for her to don that morning. This was not naked. It was worse than naked! Far worse! She had come within a hair of refusing, even knowing her dream job, the kind of dream job millions would kill to experience for free, would then be over.

But really, they were just chains, right? The butt-plug and dildo were the really embarrassing things, both quite visible to anyone she passed. True, the life of a cabin girl was, aside from in port, or when Seamus had guests, pretty lackadaisical. Her duties were not onerous and mostly consisted of being available nearby in case he or his girlfriends wanted her to fetch something. So very few people, other than the other cabin girls, would normally see her in the course of a day unless she wished it.

That had decided her to go ahead with it, with a hopeless, what-the-hell sense of resignation. 

She hadn't counted on how the little ball thing would tease her clit. The spikes on it were not sharp or long, but her clit was so sensitive, especially with her clit hood pulled back, that the slightest pressure of the little ball against her there made her gasp. The continued tugging on her nipples made them ache and throb, increasing their sensitivity, and also made her breasts swell with excitement.

The butt-plug gave her a full sensation inside, and the base pressed up between her buttocks could not be put out of her mind, not even for a moment. The same was true, only more so, of the dildo in her pussy. It wasn't that big, but it forced her pussy lips apart and kept them apart, and she could feel the angled tip of the thing shifting against her insides whenever she bent over and twisted her body.

She fought to exercise control as she scrubbed up the last of the juice, anxious about what else Robin might think to use to embarrass her, and horribly aware of the fact she was bent over in a lewdly exposed position with the dildo and butt-plug all too visible to anyone behind her.

She got to her feet unsteadily. They usually didn't wear these high heels except when the ship was safely in port, and even there only when there were special parties. But the ship was steady in the waves at the moment, the sea calm and gentle.

So maybe it was her legs which were causing her to lurch as though the boat was rolling in a high sea.

“It must be hard walking in those,” Robin said.

“No I-I – uhm, no, I can walk okay,” Tanya stuttered.

“They're very pretty. I've never worn heels that high before. Would you mind if I tried them on?”

“I – that is – “

“We're about the same size, I think. Let me try them on.”

“Uhm, yes, Miss Robin,” she said in some confusion.

She bent, then had to squat to unsnap the straps which wound around her feet and ankles, one at a time. She slipped them off, a bit grateful to be barefoot on the deck, and rose, carrying them to where Robin sat.

“Those straps look complicated,” Robin said dubiously. “Would you mind putting them on me?”

She sat back in her chair and crossed her legs, extending one foot out before her, clad in a light deck shoe.




























Chapter Two

















Tanya hesitated uncertainly. Yet the request was reasonable, given she was a cabin girl there to do the bidding of the guests, and she could hardly say no.

Still, as she slid to her knees in front of Robin, she felt the blood rush to her face again, and tried not to look up at her as she gently slipped the flat deck shoe off the woman's feet and then slipped one of her shoes on. The shoe was slightly tight, but Robin wiggled her toes and Tanya was able to push it on properly, then carefully place the straps and buckle them in place.

It was – degrading, to be naked in front of the woman on her knees, especially with others looking on, but again she could find no basis for protest. And the wriggling, squirming heat which had gripped her since she'd stepped out of her cabin naked flared up hotter and more powerful as she submissively placed the other shoe over the woman's inclined foot and strapped it up.

Every time she leaned forward her breasts pulled her nipples down against the rings and chains, and she was horribly aware of their sensitivity to touch, of their weight, as her own arms brushed against them. Her nipples crackled with sexual tension, and she longed to touch them. Her clit felt almost painfully swollen, and she was suddenly horrifyingly aware of just how wet she was, of how the stainless steel dildo was twisting about within her. 

Robin got to her feet. A tall woman, she seemed even taller now in the heels, and worse given Tanya was on her knees. The blonde girl hurriedly stood up as Robin walked casually across the deck and back. It was clear she was no stranger to wearing high stilettos, and in fact, Christy made that observation from behind the table, somewhat cattily.

“I guess you've worn fuck-me shoes a lot, huh,” she said with a smirk.

Robin ignored her, pacing a little, and then seemed to stumble. She grabbed at the a table and managed to knock one of the plates of cupcakes off onto the deck.

“Ooops,” she said unconvincingly.

“Robin,” Samantha said in disapproval.

“I slipped,” Robin said.

Flushing, Tanya snatched up some paper towels from a cabinet in the back, then got back on her hands and knees to clean up the mess.

Whether by arrangement, given where they had fallen next to the table, and where Robin was standing, the only place to kneel was with her bottom facing the table where the other three sat.

Robin looked down at her as she wiped the icing off the deck, then moved casually around behind her.

“You're sure those things aren't too tight or too loose, Tanya?” she asked sweetly.

“N-No, Miss,” Tanya said, trying to hurry, her heart racing, her pussy squeezing down around the dildo again and again.

Robin raised her right foot and then placed the bottom of the foot against Tanya's spine. This brought the heel directly against the base of the dildo.

“You're suuuuuure?” she asked, pressing down.

Tanya gasped as the pressure sank the dildo gently through her sex lips, making it all but disappear. Yet to do that the chain had to pull against her clitoral hood, stretching the exquisitely sensitive, flesh out achingly.

She eased up on the pressure almost immediately, and the dildo slid back out into view, pulled by the elastic flesh to which it was attached.

“It looks like it might have too much give in it,” the woman said.

She pushed down with the heel again, and again the dildo sank slowly through Tanya's pussy lips, allowing them to almost close behind, before she eased up and the dildo pushed back out into view.

“I-I – No, I – it's – not – it's okay,” she stuttered, her stomach churning, her insides burning as Robin forced the dildo up inside her again, and let it slide back into view once more.

Her fingers were clenched tightly into fists as she half rose on her knees, breathless, chest tight and body flaring wildly with heat and a helpless, feverish sexual need. Her face stricken, she looked behind her, up at the mirrored lenses of the woman's dark glasses.

“Well, as long as you're sure,” Robin said, pressing down again, and letting it slowly ooze back out into view.

It was glistening with her inner juices, as was the mouth of her sex, and Tanya suddenly had the awful notion that she was so wet her pussy cream might well be starting to trickle down the backs of her thighs.

She stood up dazedly, putting the plate of cupcakes roughly onto the table, fighting desperately to keep her ragged breaths from betraying her.

“Dear, you forgot that,” Robin said gently, pointing at a spot on the deck where one of the cupcakes laden with icing had fallen upside down and left a little blob of pink icing.

“I-I-I – I'll get more – more paper towels,” she gulped.

“Oh no, you don't need to do that for just a little bit,” Robin said brightly.

Her hand on Tanya's bare shoulder felt scalding, and the push was insistent, forcing the blonde girl back to her knees. 

“Just give it a lick or two.”

Tanya stared at her, bewildered.

Robin gently slid her hand behind the girl's neck, pushing softly, bending her over until her face was inches from the deck.

“Just a lick or two should do,” Robin cooed.

Tanya trembled, and let out a shuddering moan as the heat flared and her nipples tingled. Then she bent low and her tongue slowly came out, hesitated, pushed down, hesitated, then licked at the deck.

“That's it, Tanya, you can do it,” Robin cooed gently, her hand sliding up through the blonde girl's hair, caressing it lightly as Tanya licked slow, trembling licks against the icing on the deck.

She was horribly aware of the others watching, her mind squirming with embarrassment even as her hips fought to grind and pump and roll with intense heat and lust.

“That's a good girl,” Robin said as she licked the last of the icing off the deck.

Tanya gasped as her swollen, aching nipples pressed against the deck and rubbed there, the rings flicking against the teak.

Then a slow, but firm pull on her hair forced her dazedly to her feet.

“Are you all right?” Robin asked. “Maybe these things are too tight after all.”

She pushed Tanya back so her buttocks were half propped on the edge of the table, her other hand between the girl's legs. She nimbly unfastened the chain and pulled it free, her soft skin brushing against Tanya's clitoris and producing a sensation that made her cry out in helpless pleasure.

The harsh hard, uncomfortable nature of the little spiked ball had irritated her clitoris to no end. The contras with the soft, warm feel of Robin's fingers was astonishing, and Tanya's back arched, her head falling back as she gasped breathlessly.

Then her own hand was guided between her legs, her own fingers pressed against her sex as the glistening, slick metal dildo began to slowly push down out of her pussy.

What happened next was all instinct, no thought. Robin stepped back, and Tanya's fingers began to stroke her aching clitoris lightly and gently. But any thought of comforting herself rapidly gave way to a helpless, feverish need that forced her fingers to rub faster and more desperately. She gasped and moaned softly, whimpers giving way to grunts of pleasure as she seized the base of the dildo, pumping it in and out as her fingers stroked frantically across her clitoris.

Her gasp and groans grew in volume, intensity and passion, her legs shifting aside, her head falling back blonde hair spilling down onto the deserts on the trays behind her. Then soft, helpless cries of passion rose and filled the air as the orgasm spilled over her body. She cried out, head whipping back again and again, jamming the dildo achingly deep within her as the orgasm consumed her mind.

She knew they were all watching. That both horrified and aroused her. But even if her own parents had appeared on the deck she could not have stopped herself, could not have restrained her racing fingers and writhing, bucking, twisting body as the orgasm screamed through her nervous system and howled through her mind.

Her hips spasmed and bucked violently as she finally ran out of breath. She needed to inhale, a part of her realized, but she didn't. She arched back harder, the orgasm consuming her mind and strength as the shattering power of it reduced her to a gurgling mindless animal.

She fell back, sprawling across the desert table, across the croissants and cupcakes and donuts and the small, artfully created cakes, writhing and thrashing, legs splayed, then slid off the edge of the table, down onto her rump on the floor, there to lay there, eyes wide, body stiff, twitching, trembling, until it slowly went limp and her eyes closed.

“Well so much for the fucking desert,” Christy said in irritation.

A pull on her hair became increasingly painful, and Tanya's eyes fluttered as she sat there, chest heaving, then, with a whine of protest, she forced her legs under her, rising as Riley pulled on her hair.

“That's my girl,” Robin cooed.

She took the girl's arm and led her back into the lounge as Seamus shook his head in amusement.

“That was hot,” he said.

“It was unfair of Robin to take advantage of the poor girl,” Samantha said, her face red with embarrassment.

“That's what she's there for, Samantha,” Christy said, still frowning at the desert table.

“Come over here, Samantha,” Seamus said, gesturing.

Samantha licked her lips but got up and eased around the table, sitting next to him on the padded bench. She blushed as he slid his hand behind her neck and bent her back, and as his other hand slid over her taut breasts.

“Seamus,” she whined.

The scene had clearly aroused him. The girl had been beautiful, after all, and Seamus liked big, firm breasts.

Like hers.

Her blush deepened as he undid the clasp behind her neck and bared her breasts. She moaned as his hands slid over them.

“Seamus,” she whined. “We should go to your suite!”

“The day I have to be worried about privacy on my own yacht is the day I stop using it,” he said, bending and sucking lightly at one of her nipples.

It was hard, rigid, both were, for the scene with Tanya had been helplessly arousing, despite the fact she personally did not have an interest in sex with women.

And when Seamus slid his hand down into the front of her little bikini bottom and his fingers made contact with her sex, she gasped as she realized how hot, how moist she was, how sensitive to his gentle strokes.

Under other circumstances, alone, she would have welcomed this, embraced it gleefully, but out in the open, with Christy there, with the possibility the captain or his wife or someone else might show up, she felt a gnawing sense of tension and resistance.

Her wide eyes looked wildly around the deck, and saw the other girl, Cheryl, standing back within the lounge, waiting for any call for her. Her embarrassment deepened. She had never really had anything to do with the cabin girls.

“S-Seamus,” she whined.

Seamus slid his tongue into the nape of her neck, and a moment later Christy sat on her other side, her smaller, softer hand caressing Samantha's other breast, fingering her rigid nipple.

She tried to push forward but Seamus chuckled, seized her hair and forced her head back. A moment later he picked up the bottle of maple syrup on the table for their pancakes, and slowly trickled it down onto Samantha's chest, over her breasts, watching Christy lick at it.

He watched the thick dark liquid ooze down her belly and then tugged open the front of her bikini bottom so it would trickle down inside. His knuckles kept the bikini open as his fingers began to caress her sex, one, then two dipping into the mouth of her sex, then, with the slippery syrup oozing all around them, pushed deep inside.

“Please! Oh! Oh please!” Samantha gasped, gulping in air, a crackling sexual electricity rolling back and forth along the surface of her skin.

Someone pulled her suit down her legs and she felt hands behind her, removing her bikini top. Naked, she shuddered, moaning dazedly as Seamus half lifted her over atop him. She straddled his hips, and Christy lifted his cock out of his shorts so she sank down onto it. 

“Oh! Oh! Oh no! Oh! Oh God! Oh God! Oooooohhh!” she whimpered as she felt it pushing up through the soft, tight folds of her sex.

Slippery with syrup, it found the very bottom of her pussy, and she ground her buttocks helplessly down against his thighs as she fought to breath.

Soft hands spread her thighs wider. Christy leaned in, sucking and chewing on one breast as Seamus kneaded and squeezed the other and licked and chewed and sucked on the nape of her neck.

“Ride me. Ride me, baby,” he whispered.

She whimpered helplessly, grinding, rolling her hips, her fumbling hands finding the bench on either side, as she raised herself upwards along his thick, stiff cock. The syrup made him slippery, gave a delicious, slick sensation to the caress of his flesh against her as she forced herself slowly up and down.

And then she felt the soft touch of a tongue against her clit. 

And that was all she wrote.

She had a moment of horrible realization that he must have gestured Cheryl in and that the girl was currently on her knees before her, staring at his cock penetrating her and licking at her clit, felt a moment of terrible shame at the lewdness of it, and then exploded into orgasm at the tremendous sensory storm-wave the girl's licking forced into her body.

She rutted like a shameless whore now, grunting and gasping as she rode his cock, as her breasts burned with hunger, as sensations slammed into her again and again. She had never known she was multi-orgasmic before Seamus. In fact, she had never climaxed with a man before Seamus.

Now the orgasms rolled over her, one after another, and she was mindless with the pleasure of it, with the fever that enveloped her mind and body.

Somehow she found herself on her back on the table. Seamus was thrusting between her legs, and a moment later someone straddled her shoulders and settled a perfectly smooth slit of a pussy down against her mouth.

Her arms were pinned by the woman's legs, and the pussy rubbed and ground against her mouth.

“Lick!” came an insistent voice.

She began to lick.

She didn't know whose pussy was pushing against her mouth and didn't care, didn't know whose small fingers were rubbing at her clit, pinching her nipples or kneading her breasts.

She knew whose cock was pumping inside her, though, as another orgasm made her writhe and arch and twist in paroxysms of ecstasy.

She licked wildly at the woman's clit as her pussy cream poured down into her mouth. Her legs were lifted up and back, elevating her buttocks. And a moment later she felt slippery fingers probing her anus. 

She felt a mental flinch, almost pulled free of the spiraling heat. Sex used to be a very soft, gentle, slow thing to her, invariably in the missionary position, with only her lover present. This lewd, perverted kind of sex made her feel ashamed afterward.

But that was after.

Now fingers sank into her anus, pumping in and out as Seamus thrust into her. Then, something bigger than fingers, harder, thicker, some sort of dildo. Yet it didn't go deep, and she gasped as she felt something liquid oozing and bubbling into her. Then the fingers thrust into her again, deep, jammed in to the knuckles. They withdrew, and again, something else pushed into her, hard, cold, with a slow, sluggish flow of some sort of liquid.

It was the syrup bottle, a part of her realized.

She was lifted off the table in Seamus' arms, straddling again, this time facing him, eyes glazed as she whimpered and moaned and trembled in heat. He turned sideways on the padded bench, and she straddled him, moaning, riding her pussy up and down the slick length of his cock as her lips sought his.

The fresh pressure against her anus tore her lips free, and her eyes looked dazedly back before Seamus pulled her mouth down against him again.

Christy had a strap-on, and was pushing the latex cock down into her ass.

Cheryl knelt next to the bench, her hand pushed between Samantha's legs, rubbing her clit as she rode up and down on Seamus.

No, no, it was too obscene, too perverted, she thought!

Then another orgasm shattered her mind and she cried out as she rode harder, faster, feeling the dildo thrust achingly deep into her belly as Christy leaned into her and threw her hips forward.

The blonde might not particularly want to have anything to do with women, but she would do anything Seamus wanted done, and her hips began working with a vengeance as Samantha felt her mind going, felt the shattering waves of pleasure sweeping over her again, and gave herself to them.




























Chapter Three

















There was a big metal ring set into the wall high up beneath where the shower spout looked down on the glass framed stall. Tanya had once naively thought it was a strange place to put a towel holder.

Now her wrists were tied together with soft rope and bound to the ring. She'd hardly been aware of what Riley was doing at first, and now felt exhausted, her belly aching from the intensity of the orgasm, her muscles weary and sore.

“Please,” she panted. “Please, Miss Riley...”

“There, there. You need to be clean,” Riley purred.

Which was undeniably true. But with her arms stretched overhead and her body being soaped up by the brunette's firm hands, Tanya felt a surge of desperation take hold of her as she turned her head away, unable to look the older girl in the eye.

The soapy hands caressed her breasts, and rolled her stiff nipples. They caressed her smooth, bare back, and her soft, round buttocks. And then the brunette pressed her body forward, her own firm, round B-cups rubbing and pillowing against Tanya's fuller D's as she brought her mouth down against the helpless cabin girl.

Their lips met, Tanya moaning into the older girl's mouth as the woman's hands moved continuously over her body. The tactile sensations were delicious, the soft, slippery soap making Riley's hands glide like feathery silk across the surface of the blonde's skin.

Then her hand cupped Tanya's buttock, fingers splayed, squeezing, kneading, then sliding – down, lifting – up, pressing – back as she maneuvered her pussy in between. Tanya felt the smoothness of the other woman's sex against hers, pressed in at an angle, felt it beginning to grind against her, pressing faster and harder as her breaths became more and more ragged.

“Hunh! Hunh! Hunh! Hunh! Hunh! Hunh!” she gasped, head rolling back as Robin ground herself down. 

Her eyes became glassy and her mouth opened and closed weakly as the heat poured over her, and then another orgasm sent a blinding wall of power and pleasure to shatter what was left of her scattered mind.

Tanya's head jerked back against the tiles behind her, her mouth opening in a wordless cry of animal pleasure as her hips bucked frantically against the grinding heat of Riley's own pussy. Fire raced through her veins and her mind rolled and tumbled under the waves of pleasure pouring through her.

Her body arched and quivered like a taut bowstring as the sexual electricity tore through her nervous system, and then, when she had so forgotten to breath she had become light-headed, the pleasure slowly faded, and she went limp, dazed, gasping, gulping in air, drained.

Riley drew back with a contented smile, her hands gently caressing the soapy body before her. Tanya would have collapsed to the floor were her wrists not bound above her. As it was she lay back against the tiles, gasping, moaning, eyes slitted.

Riley picked up the hand shower and gently rained warm water over the blonde girl's body. When the hand shower dropped between her legs Tanya flinched, her thighs closing.

“Spread your legs,” Riley ordered.

Tanya hesitated, embarrassed.

“Spread your legs, slut,” Riley growled.

Tanya flinched again at the word, her face flushing as she spread her legs apart, gasping softly as the water gushed up into her still swollen, sensitive, overheated pussy. She dropped her eyes, then turned her head, self conscious again as the brunette rinsed her off.

Suddenly Riley leaned into her, grasping her wet hair, jerking her head back.

Tanya's eyes widened and she gasped, only to have her mouth covered by Riley's own, to feel the older woman's tongue thrusting into her mouth and sliding along her own. She blinked rapidly and moaned uncertainly as the woman's breasts rubbed against hers.

Riley pulled her lips back, still holding the girl's hair tightly.

“Are you a lesbian, Tanya?” she purred.

“N-No!” Tanya panted, then gasped as Riley pinched a nipple, twisting it tauntingly.

“Are you suuuuure?” she asked.

“I-I'm not!” Tanya gasped.

“But you seem to get so hot, so aroused whenever I touch you,” Riley said as if puzzled.

“I-I... you... “
Riley pinched the nipple harder and Tanya gasped again. “Please!”

“Please what?” Riley asked.

“Please... please... mistress,” Tanya moaned, face filling with heat.

“Please what, little slave girl?”

“Please... it hurts... mistress!” she gasped.

Riley drew back a little, but only so she could grasp the other nipple as well. She chuckled softly, throatily, as she pinched both nipples and watched the blonde girl wince. She rolled and twisted them and pulled them out so that the blonde had to arch her back, thrust her shoulders out.

“Tell me what a slut you are, Tanya,” she purred.

“I'm... I”m a slut!” Tanya gasped. “I'm a filthy whore slut, mistress!”

“Ahh, now we're starting to remember our lessons,” Riley said. “What else, little slut?”

“I'm a filthy little lesbian slave whore!” Tanya blurted, face red, gasping, whimpering as her nipples stretched out ahead of her. “Please, mistress!” she whimpered.

“And you love to lick pussy.”

“I love to lick pussy, mistress! I'm a filthy lesbian slave slut and I love to lick pussy!”

Riley released the girl's quivering nipples and then dropped abruptly to her knees. Shoving the girl's thighs wider, she pushed her face up between and mouthed the girl's entire sex, holding it in her mouth, her jaws wide, growling, then sucking and licking, her teeth pushing in against the soft, wet flesh. 

She drew slightly back, then began to lick, working her tongue slowly up and down against the soft, swollen lips, gently spreading them open and driving her tongue inside, teasing and taunting the whimpering blonde so she could hardly keep her hips still – even before Riley got to her clit.

Then she made her beg.

* * *

Christy climbed up to the deck and moved forward. She was unhappy. She didn't like lesbian play very much, but really, what bothered her was that Seamus had spent so much attention on Samantha and not her. She was somewhat insecure and a little vain and often worried that Seamus respected Samantha and Riley more than he did her, and that he might care for them more than her, as well. What would she do if Seamus grew tired of her and decided to replace her with someone else, maybe someone smarter and more educated?

She didn't flatter herself in thinking she was as beautiful and capable as Riley. The lithe, athletic brunette was like a force of nature, an unstoppable strength of will in a near-perfect body. She intimidated everyone, as far as Christy knew, except Seamus. No, Christy wasn't going to try to compete with her, but she certainly wanted to compete with Samantha. The girl was so uptight and self-conscious Christy was sure it frustrated Seamus at times. Maybe he just thought her a challenge, whereas Christy definitely wasn't. She'd do anything Seamus wanted without question or complaint. Maybe she ought to resist some, she thought, make him force her, or at least, persuade her.

She was examining the controls for the hot tub on the upper deck when a hand suddenly gripped her bare buttocks, and she gasped and twisted around.

It was Eli, and Christy blushed in uneasy pleasure.

“Eli,” she said, looking around anxiously. “You shouldn't do that where someone might see!”

Eli unnerved her. He was a handsome man, a dangerous man, hired to lead a small security team. Any pirates or kidnappers who tried to approach the Riley were in for a very nasty surprise at his hands. The cocky, confident, swarthy man had formerly been an Israeli commando, and he had caught Christy in a weak moment a few weeks earlier, having drunk too much and been exposed for hours to one of Seamus' dominance and submission games.

Christy had always done her best to please her lovers. She'd never really been involved in bondage much beyond simple tie-up games on occasion. But Seamus took things to a much more complex and darkly exciting level, to where sexual hunger and light pain fuzzed the mind and, then forced instant obedience in a kind of wildly arousing, decadent submission to his lewd desires.

Christy always started out thinking such things silly, but Seamus had a way with his hands and tongue, not to mention his cock, and a way of using his voice so that it stripped Christy more naked than naked, and made the flesh under her skin burn with hunger and passion.

After something like that Christy just wasn't psychologically set up for disobeying, for saying no, for pushing back the strong, powerful, handsome Israeli security man. That was especially so because he was everything her fantasies had always yearned for. He was the smooth talking, charismatic, handsome – yet dangerous man of her erotic dreams. It wasn't that she loved him. In fact, she was hopelessly in love with Seamus. But Eli made her burn and squirm.

“No one is nearby,” he said in a low, gravelly voice that made her nipples tingle.

His hand cupped her left breast and she inhaled sharply. She was pressed back against the bulkhead, his large, powerful body filling the world before her.

“Eli - .”

“You've been avoiding me,” he said, kneading her breast as she gripped his wrist and tried gently to disengage his hand.

“I... no, I just... I've been busy,” she said.

She had been avoiding him. She had let him seduce her, let him do her so hard she had ached the next day, and while Seamus was a tolerant man he would certainly not tolerate one of his girls fucking another man. That was what those cabin sluts were for. 

“Too busy for me?” he asked in his deeply accented English.

She finally succeeded in dislodging his hand from her breast, or perhaps it was better to say he let her push his hand back, but his hand merely darted downwards and she gasped again as his fingers plunged down into the front of her tiny bikini bottoms.

“Eli!” she gasped, grasping his wrist.

“You were screaming my name the last time we met,” he said, leaning in to kiss her.

She moaned, trying to turn her head away, but he was right, and the memories flooded back as his fingers stroked her bare pussy. Seamus was a kind man. Eli was not. She didn't know why that aroused her so much but it did.

He demonstrated as much by grasping her by the throat, his big, strong hand almost completely enveloping her slender neck as he held her head still against the bulkhead and kissed her. He didn't choke her, didn't squeeze his hand tightly enough to hinder her breathing, but the unspoken threat was there even as he used his grip to hold her still so his mouth could crush hers, so his tongue could ravish her mouth, so his lips could bruise her.

His kiss was rough, demanding, and she moaned in helpless, frightened pleasure and heat as he practically fed at her mouth, ravishing her to the point her legs wobbled.

His fingers rubbed her insistently, not with the delicate expertise of Seamus or Riley, but with the hard, knowing touch of a man who thought women were there to serve him. She was so sensitive that it hurt, but even the ache aroused her and she found her breath getting ragged.

She squeezed his hand more tightly around her throat, and her head began to throb, though she could still breath, if not quite so easily. His tongue whipped across hers and his lips sucked at her own. His teeth nibbled and nipped and his breath was hot against her as his fingers worked harshly against her.

“Please!” she gasped.

One small hand grasped the wrist of his hand just above where the hand was buried inside her bikini bottoms. The other grasped the wrist before her neck. Neither hand was having any real effect against his powerful arms.

“Drop your hands to your sides,” he ordered, pulling his lips back slowly.

She whimpered softly.

“Do it, slut!” he hissed.

She gasped, startled at the word, and dropped her arms to her sides.

Seamus often used that word, to tease, or to arouse in the midst of their sex play. Riley used it too. But not like Eli. Eli used it as a cruel descriptive term. He did think she was a whore, Christy realized. Just a slut, immoral, weak, there for the use of any man who wanted her.

He closed his fingers more tightly around her throat and she strained to breath, looking up at him helplessly. She was frightened, yet knew she needn't be. It wasn't like Eli was going to hurt her, not really, not here. The idea was silly. No, she didn't fear he would hurt her exactly, or perhaps it was better to say he would hurt her, but not cause her harm.

His fingers continued to rub against her, and her buttocks were rubbing and grinding unconsciously against the bulkhead behind her as she gasped for breath.

“Pull your top open, slut,” he ordered in a soft, cold voice.

Whimpering, Christy reached up, grasping her bra ups, and tugged them roughly down and apart, baring her breasts, leaving the bikini bunched up beneath them.

“Hands down, slut.”

She dropped her hands to her sides and flushed under his smirking gaze, eyes fluttering.

“Are you ready to come yet, whore?”

She closed her eyes and shuddered. Then she did, her hips bucking against his fingers as the orgasm rolled over her. 

His fingers tightened around her throat, shutting her breath off completely. Christy didn't fight him, her body twisting and jerking as the pleasure burned through her, as the lack of oxygen and the pressure around her throat made her head threaten to explode. The pleasure hit her throbbing skull and exploded into an even higher level, an intensity so sharp, so powerful it made her scream – soundlessly, made her scream and scream without breath or voice as her buttocks slapped frantically against the bulkhead.

Black dots danced before her eyes and the world swirled around her, and then the lack of oxygen brought the bright world to a stop.

She regained consciousness only a few moments later to find herself draped over one of his shoulders like a bag of potatoes, her legs hanging down his front, her head and torso down his back. She moaned weakly as he pushed into a cabin and closed the door, then flung her onto a bed.

She gazed up dizzily, eyes fluttering in confusion as he removed her bikini. Then he rolled her over and tied her wrists behind her back. He climbed atop her, dropping his trousers, and thrust into her pussy as she lay panting beneath him.

His hands raced over her body as he thrust into her. And in this he was as talented as Seamus. His big cock thrust into her with an expertise she had never encountered before Seamus, with a rhythm which set her hips rolling and an expert shift in direction and angle that had her whimpering and gasping in helpless heat.

Her mind was still fuzzy, her head pounding from the way he'd choked her. Her eyes fluttered dazedly as he rode her, as he lifted her legs up and back, then jammed them over her shoulders to ride her with growing speed and strength.

It – hurt. But even so, her body throbbed with heat as he rode over her, as he ground himself against her, as he penetrated her again and again, only to pull himself tauntingly free and leave her empty and whimpering beneath him.

He gripped her ankles, jamming them back over her shoulders, forcing them behind her head as he let his lower body rise and fall, let gravity pound him down against her blonde crushed and bent beneath him. His cock was a spear thrusting deep into her belly with every stroke.

It occurred to her then that while Seamus played at dominance games, he ultimately was only playing. Because Seamus loved women. Eli wasn't playing. And Eli, she realized, didn't even LIKE women.

He drew back, arrogance visible on his face, in his every move. He let her legs drop to the bed as he lay atop her, his face over hers. He ground himself into her, thrust into her in a sharp, grinding motion that forced the orgasm to build and then release. And as it did he closed his hands around her throat again, closing off her breathing. As before, it forced the orgasm into an even more intense, mind blowing level of power that would have had her screaming had she any breath to use.

This time she didn't – black out. Still, she was gasping for breath, reeling, dazed, as he pulled back. She cried out weakly as he gripped her soft blonde hair and all-but dragged her off the bed. She tumbled onto the floor awkwardly, crying out again as he lifted her to her knees by the hair wrapped around his fist.

And then his cock was in her mouth, and then it was in her throat, and her face was jammed against his groin. She had been gulping in air desperately, but now, again, her air was cut off, and, again, her chest burned, her head pounding as she was starved for oxygen. Her wrists pulled desperately against the rope binding them, but to no avail.

He pulled back, his thick cock sliding wetly up her throat, then he thrust into her again, hard. 

Christy could deep-throat, of course, but Eli didn't want her to suck his cock. He wanted to fuck her face, to fuck her throat. And he did so, gripping her head in both powerful hands as his hips worked in and out. He fucked her throat and mouth with a cruel speed and unrelenting strength that forced her to gag and choke and gurgled repeatedly.

She would have blacked out, a part of her wanted to, but he pulled his cock free in time. It pulled out with a wave of saliva pouring over her lip after it, as Christy coughed and gagged and gulped in air desperately.

“You want cock, don't you, slut,” he taunted, his voice filled with amused contempt. “You love cock, you blonde whore.”

And then he forced himself down her throat again, fucking her throat hard, making her ache and choke and gag once more, pulling her head in and out, jamming her face against him, using his cock as a weapon of punishment.

He pulled out again and threw her on the floor, then dropped to his knees behind her. His hands yanked her hips up into the air, and she gasped as he slapped her bottom stingingly. Then he penetrated her, thrusting deep, and riding her, his hands gripping her slender hips as he thrust himself into her still moist pussy.

Her face, her chest, were on the floor, her breasts pillowed out beneath her as her fluttering eyes sought to focus. She grunted under each thrust and moaned as he pulled her hair and slapped her bottom.

As she started to get her breath back she felt his thumb forcing its way into her anus, and whined a wordless complaint. But then he gripped her hair, pulling it back, holding her chest against the floor but forcing her head up and back.

Hair pulling had always done something to Christy. It had always seemed to incredibly erotic, so hot and dominating. Now with his cock thrusting into her, and her hair held tightly back, she moaned and shuddered under the hard, expert thrusting, breathless, dizzy, her body reacted and responded to the point where she cried out with pleasure as his hand slid under to finger her clit.

“Whore,” he said contemptuously.

He leaned over her, his breath on her cheek. “Whore,” he said again in a harsh, passionate hiss.

Christy shuddered and moaned, her hips working, thrusting herself down at his pounding cock, enveloped by a crackling sexual firestorm.

“You'll do anything for cock, you fucking whore,” he growled.

Christy didn't care what he said. She was going to come. She was going to come and it was going to be incredible, going to be amazing, going to be fantastic. All her will, all her thoughts, all her desperate efforts were on bringing on that climax.

Abruptly, he released her hair and instead looped his belt around her throat and pulled it up and back tightly. The pressure as he pulled forced her head up and back, and he let her draw back, let her raise her upper torso off the floor to ease the pressure. He held the belt tightly, like a leash, and then rubbed her clit roughly, driving her over the edge.

This time he didn't tighten the belt around her throat, didn't pull back cruelly.

But the dazed, feverish blonde girl threw herself forward, as he'd known she would, as he'd conditioned her to. She threw her head forward and down, tightening the loop to the point of strangulation, her eyes bulging, her mouth gasping breathlessly as the orgasm churned her mind into a burning froth and she once again screamed soundlessly at the raw violence of the orgasmic pressure tearing through her.

She lost consciousness briefly, only to find herself on her knees, his cock in her mouth, in her throat. Her eyes fluttered as he fucked her face, as he yanked on her hair and head, using her harshly, savagely.

He fucked her so hard, jammed her into him so aggressively, her nose bled from the pummeling against his groin. And then, finally, he pulled back, and as she gaped dazedly, he sprayed his semen across her face, laughing down at her as he pumped his thick shaft, as wad after wad spattered against her face and into her open mouth.

“Western women are all decadent whores,” he said as he wiped himself on her hair. “But none more than blondes.”

He untied her and left her there, gasping for breath, chest heaving, head aching, gripped by the terrible, wonderful memory, the shattering echo of that massive climax.




























Chapter Four

















The yacht club was a sign of almost unrivaled wealth. Rank on rank of multi-million dollar yachts glistened in the Mediterranean sun. The members of the yacht club were men who could afford to lay out millions, even tens of millions on an ostentatious toy. Reilly, of course, overshadowed them all. Super yachts such as she did not dock with the minnows, but anchored off shore. Seamus did not need to dock. He and his guests arrived and departed by helicopter, or by smaller boats.

The main lounge opened up into the aft deck, and dozens of people were there. All of the men were important and wealthy. Almost all of the women were beautiful. The cabin girls in their cute hats and tight pants moved around, dispensing drinks and hors d'oeuvres and looking pretty. Seamus wore white silk trousers and a green and white Hawaiian shirt. 

Christy, Samantha and Riley were in identical long designer dresses, backless, form fitting, slit up to the hip on the side, with tastefully plunging necklines which pretended to show more than they did. Christy was in royal blue, Samantha in red, and Riley in forest green. They each had silver chokers around their throats. The chokers consisted of gleaming silver rectangles into which had been placed enormous, square cut emeralds, rubles and sapphires, the jewels matching the color of dress. They also had thick, matching bracelets and watches. 

The value of the jewels on any one of them was a match for the price of most of the yachts across from the Riley, and Eli and two of his men were placed about the area, keeping an eye on everyone.

The girls circulated about the gathering, though at least one was always standing next to Seamus. Most of the men wanted something from Seamus, if only his influence or his good impression, and the girls were both a scandal and a curiosity to everyone there. It was well known that Seamus had three beautiful girlfriends, and that they were more than mere hangers-on, that they administered a charity trust worth hundreds of millions. It was known that influencing them was a way to influence him, both positively and negatively, so despite their curiosity everyone walked carefully around them.

Samantha was fully in her element, with several men and a woman gathered around her, discussing the need for a major water distribution system in Ethiopia. She would have hoped to be wearing a more modest dress, one not slit almost to her belly button, not showing the ample swells of her breasts, and one in which moving did not expose her leg all the way up to her hip, but it was a mere annoyance as long as she moved slowly and kept her back straight.

The people around her were far more interested in impressing on her both the need for the project and that they or the organizations they represented, were best positioned to build and administer it. Such a project would be worth millions and, of course, profits would be handsome.

Christy was immensely enjoying the attention she was being paid. People complimented and flattered her, sought her approval, her interest. It was a rich stew of ego stroking for a girl who was more than a little insecure. 

Riley could take the attention or leave it. Supremely self-confident to the point of arrogance, she stood next to Seamus and played an old game between the two. People tried to convince Seamus of things, and she shot them down with a few well-placed words of information they didn't really want exposed. Riley seemed to know everything about every proposal anyone made, and she spoke with a forthright, unhesitating manner which had many of the petitioners backpedaling furiously on previous claims.

Seamus merely stood there and looked wise and tolerant, letting her take the heat for turning down projects and pleas.

Eli stood with his back against the bulkhead inside the lounge, eyes alert, but seeming to watch nothing in particular. He noticed the Arab man who moved casually up beside him but did not give any indication of it.

“There are enough jewels on those whores to outfit an army,” the man said softly.

Eli paid him no visible attention, looking down at the glass he only pretended to drink from.

“They are so distinctive the jewels would have to be re-cut, losing the greatest part of their value,” he said, his lips barely moving. “There is much more money to be had, and more quietly than robbing whores.”

“Is it true they have control of his money?”

“They advise and suggest. He approves. They can each approve only a small amount, although that is a large amount to most people; perhaps one hundred thousand dollars, without consulting him. The tall one can spend much more. But ultimately, he must approve, even if afterward.”

“So how do we obtain this approval?”

“He knows little but what they tell him, and they are whores. If they tell him to give money to a certain person, he will give money.”

“So you can convince these whores to betray him?”

Eli let himself smile thinly. “They are whores. I need only convince them of what is in their own interest. I have one, and am working on the next. Soon they will do as I say in order to avoid my informing him of their activities. He need never know a thing. He is decadent, and spends all his time on pleasure.”

The Arab man smiled admiringly. “And have you sampled his whores yourself?”

“The blonde one is the easiest. I have videos of us she will not want him to see. She is the weakest. The one with the big chest is easily embarrassed. I have videos of her she would not want the world to see. They are not quite enough, but that is where you come in, my friend.”

The Arab man smiled. “I know the weaknesses of western whores,” he said arrogantly.

“Take her to cabin twelve. It is the one fitted out with sound and video.”

* * *

The party was thinning out as more people took the boat back to shore. Those who sought money or influence had already put their cases, and either been encouraged or rejected. The latter, of course, left particularly quickly. Samantha hadn't met Gamal yet, and had actually moved away from the gathering to get some air up forward near the pool. 

“As-Salamu Alaykum, Miss Samantha,” a voice said behind her.

She blinked and turned, her eyes widening slightly. The man before her was elegance itself, in a tailored black, double breasted suit. He was tall, exquisitely handsome, and deliciously ethnic.

“Uhm, how do you do,” she said with a smile.

“It means, Peace be upon you,” he said with a smile that exposed perfect teeth.

He said a little internal prayer for forgiveness for using such a greeting to a female, let alone a whore.

“Uhm, well peace be upon you, as well,” she said.

Samantha was far from stupid about people trying to suck up to her, but if she had a weakness in that regard, it was her fascination with multiculturalism, her delight in the wide array of ethnic and cultural novelties the previously inexperienced girl from the American Midwest had never before encountered. She thrilled to every new encounter with exotic habits, beliefs, clothing styles and religions.

“My name is Gamal Hassan,” he said with a short, graeful bob of his head. 

His voice was cultured, smooth and accented, but his English was perfect. Samantha had a preference for educated men, for cultured men, and Gamal was clearly an educated and cultured man of substance. 

“I wished to speak to you about assisting you in your water project in Ethiopia.”

“Assisting me?” she asked in surprise. 

People sought her assistance. They didn't offer theirs.

“I represent a charity trust, as you do, located in Dubai. The water project is one we are interested in funding, but it is an expensive proposition. We would need to know that some of the costs were being taken up by others.”

“It's interesting you should say that,” she said enthusiastically. “I was concerned about where the rest of the money would come for that project.”

They chatted about the project, and about other things, moving slowly up the length of the ship, then up to higher decks. Samantha found herself charmed by him. She was quite fond of Seamus, but he could be so crude at times! Here was a cultured man who could discuss poetry and philosophy, opera and ballet, art and middle eastern history!

And he was deliciously handsome!

As they chatted, he flirted, but it was a charming, friendly, open, knowing flirtation which made her giggle and occasionally blush. 

They made their way to the solarium, and Gamal got champagne for them both from he bar, pouring it into slender crystal glasses and insisting they toast their project.

Samantha soon found herself giggling like a schoolgirl, in the same way she did sometimes with Seamus when his flattery and interest started to melt her inhibitions. When Gamal kissed her delicately, she knew it was wrong, but after all, it was only a light, gentle kiss. A second kiss was longer, and made her uncomfortable, and she pushed him back gently.

“I know. I apologize,” he said. “I was helplessly attracted to your beauty, my lady, and my lips could not resist your touch. But I shall not sully your lips again. Even if I must divert my admiration,” he said.

She giggled when he kissed the palm of her hand in an exaggerated fashion, then the back of her wrist. But his first sloppy, exaggerated kisses eased into something softer, gentler, more sensuous, and Samantha felt herself getting breathless for some reason. She gulped down her drink, her pulse racing, and told herself that she was behaving abominably, despite how beautiful and cultured Gamal was.

Yet her mind was a little fuzzy about why, for some reason.

He kissed her gently on the lips, and she wasn't aware of it at first. She suddenly realized his face was before hers, their lips pressed together, sliding gently as his hand caressed her cheek and neck.

“I-I... shouldn't...” she gasped.

He slid his lips down to the nape of her neck, chewing lightly, kissing her, and she swooned weakly, her heart pounding, her body feeling limp, all of a sudden.

Had she had that much to drink, her fluttering mind wondered dazedly. No, she didn't think so...

“I-It's warm... in here,” she said, panting.

“Then we should go elsewhere,” he purred, helping to lift her.

Her legs felt weak, and Samantha swayed even on his arm as he led her onto the deck, and then downstairs and into a cabin. 

And then suddenly they were sitting on the edge of the bed and her dress had dropped around her waist and... and his lips were on her breast. She felt a sense of shocked wonder at that, and sent a signal to her hands to push him away – but they didn't seem to get it, and stayed at her sides as he bent her slowly backwards and did quite simply amazing things to her nipples.

Samantha had large breasts, and they'd certainly been given attention to all her life, but Gamel's lips and tongue and teeth made her nipples burn and ache like she'd never felt before. Samantha writhed on the bed, gasping, panting, chest heaving as Gamal mouthed her nipples, and his finger gently kneaded and massaged her swollen flesh.

“I-I sh-shouldn't,” she gasped.

His hand slid down her body, and she felt its heat through the thin fabric of the dress. Then it was between her legs, rubbing her there, artfully stroking the fabric right at the top of her pussy. 

Samantha's head rolled helplessly from side to side, and she moaned and gasped as sensations erupted across her body, wherever he touched or licked or stroked or caressed.

She felt her dress sliding further down her body, and her fingers grasped weakly at it before it slipped away. She felt her bottom raised, and the dress sliding beneath her and off. Then her legs were spread and Gamal was between them, his mouth at her sex, devouring her with the same exquisite care he had spent on her nipples.

Samantha groaned and arched, body flushed with heat, inside and out. Her knees drew back and spread wide, achingly wide apart as Gamal's mouth fed at her sex. She felt her juices flowing into his mouth, felt her pussy throbbing, quivering, burning as his tongue thrust shockingly deep into her body.

“Please!” she gasped. “Oh! Oh! Oh yes! Oh yees! Ohh!”

He slid forward atop her and she cried out as his thick cock pierced her body and pushed deep through the sodden flesh of her elastic tunnel. He filled her up and her legs wrapped desperately around him as their lips met in a passionate embrace.

Molten fire ripped through her body and she cried out, again and again, as she clung frantically to Gamel and ground her hips up against his thrusting prick. Her eyes were wide and wild as her pussy throbbed and thrummed and sucked on his cock, and she gloried to the deep, powerful thrusting that rode her through a tremendous orgasm and out the other side.

She collapsed, gasping, chest heaving, and he drew back, only to roll her onto her belly. His hands gripped her hips, raising her bottom into the air, shifting her to the side, then he entered her from behind and she shuddered. His hands on her hair forced her onto all fours, where she dazedly knelt as his hips slapped into her bottom and her breasts swung back and forth behind her.

The bubbling heat of her body churned wildly as his cock continued to pound into her, and the dazed girl felt the heat of her lust rapidly deepen. Whimpering, she twisted and writhed and then cried out as another orgasm lashed her mind and body, grunting and gasping as Gamel pounded into her from behind, her head up and back, scalp tingling and aching as Gamel pulled on it, scalding heat flashing through her in waves.

 He was far from through with her, though. He let her drop, then used a vibrator to spark her hips to rapid grinding, twisting, rolling motion once more. Her eyes were glassy but instinct worked well here, and he handed her a large dildo, spread her legs, and inserted it. Holding her hand against it, he pumped it slowly in and out, then let her do the rest, ensuring that she was pointed in the right direction for the cameras to catch the best angle.

Her other hand rose of its own volition, fingers stroking her engorged clit, as Gamal moved further out of the scene, smiling as her movements became more frantic, her breath more ragged, her passion more evident. He licked his lips appreciatively as she came, as she arched her back and cried out in passion and heat.

Did she even remember he was in the room, he wondered. It didn't matter. Drugs were a wonderful thing. Not that he'd given her too much. He wanted her to remember what they'd done, after all. This one episode would not be enough to put her into their power. She was the type who would go to her master and confess rather than acquiescing to their wishes. No, there would have to be more embarrassing episodes in order to achieve a properly credible threat.

But with this in the back of her mind he should be able to persuade her to more. 

There was a lot of money at stake, money guarded by three brainless whores, and she could hardly credit that any man would be fool enough to entrust his fortune to females. He would sooner entrust his money to his horse than his wife. The horse was probably smarter, he thought cynically.

“All right, my dear, it's time for you to get dressed,” he said.

He helped proper her up and dress her, though he retained her thong as a souvenir. He tied himself up then helped the somewhat dazed girl to her feet and led her out onto the deck, where she blinked in confusion at the setting sun.

* * *

Samantha wakened.

It was a sleepy, drowsy sort of awakening as she sat up tiredly and rubbed her eyes. She felt weak, and still not completely awake – and – confused. Where on earth was she?

She was naked, and lay on a sort of padded lounge chair in an inner courtyard which surrounded a large pool. Her nipples hurt, and she stared at them in astonishment, seeing that they were pierced and that large silver rings hung from them. Bewildered, she saw that there were silver bracelets on her wrists and ankles, and then the pain between her legs made itself felt and she reached trembling fingers to the large ring piercing her labia.

She felt as though she were moving in slow motion, and thinking at the same speed. She had no idea where she was, or how she'd come to be there. But then she realized a woman lounging on the chair next to hers was looking at her. She was an Arab girl, with waist-length hair, and she was dressed – or rather, undressed – the same as Samantha.

“Hello,” she said in accented English.

Samantha stared at her.

“Did you enjoy the wedding?” the girl asked.

Samantha continued to stare at her.

“You were greatly honored. Gamal Hassan is a great man indeed.”

“I... who?”

Then her mind, still functioning as though it were mired in glue, remembered bits and pieces about Hassan, remembered his charm, how handsome he was, how sophisticated and cultured. She'd been very impressed with him but... married? 

Her arms had almost automatically risen to cover her bared breasts at the presence of the stranger, even though the warm skin pressing against her nipples caused them to ache.

“I-I don't understand,” she whispered.

“You are in Gamal Hassan's harem,” the girl said. “You will have much joy and pleasure here.”

“Harem?”
Samantha gaped at her in confusion. Of course she'd heard of harems. What young woman hadn't. And what young woman hadn't allowed herself some coy fantasies about being a harem girl, especially one who felt somewhat self-conscious and repressed?

“You will make him proud of you,” the girl said. 

“But... but – .”

“I am Rana. This is Tahani.”

Samantha frowned, then realized there was a second young Arab girl lounging on her other side. Rana was about her age, pretty and long-legged. Tahani was older, though still lovely, with a curvy figure which rivaled Samantha's own.

“You will enjoy it here,” Tahani said.

None of this made sense to Samantha. How had she gotten married anyway? When had that happened? She didn't remember it. A harem? How – ?

“Ah, you are awake. It is about time.”

Another woman was there, this one older still, and wearing a light blue robe. “You had a nice rest after your wedding, yes? It is time now to become accustomed to the ways of the hareem.”

She had a long thin quirt in her hand and slapped it lightly against her thigh as she gestured. Rana and Tahani rose gracefully and then settled on their knees, sitting on their heels before her as she glared impatiently at Samantha. 

“Come,” she ordered more brusquely.

Samantha shook her head as if that would clear it of the fuzz within, then, not a particularly quarrelsome girl, rose unsteadily and sank to her knees between the other two girls, still trying to cover her nudity as she could.

“But I don't – .”

“No talking during exercise,” the woman snapped coldly.

Samantha bit her lip anxiously.

“Assume the same position as these girls.”

Samantha looked at Rana and Tahani. They sat on their heels, knees spread wide, hands on their outer thighs. She did not want to display herself like that, even though they were all women, but the glower on the older woman's face intimidated her and so she followed suit, blushing.

The woman walked behind them and Samantha gasped as the quirt snapped lightly against her back.

“Shoulders back, back straight,” she growled.

Samantha assumed the required position, swallowing anxiously.

“Niquab,” she barked.

Samantha had no idea what the word meant, but the two girls flanking her suddenly raised their hands and slid them behind their necks, then arched their backs sharply. She hesitantly followed suit, though she flushed at how it pushed her breasts out so... so obviously.

“Head back more, girl,” the woman barked, slapping the tip of the quirt lightly against one of Samantha's nipples.

She let the quirt rub lightly against it, back and forth.

“I am given to understand from Sheik Hassan that your nipples are very sensitive. Is this true, girl?”

Samantha flushed again. There were certain things which simply were not proper to speak about in front of strangers!

“I asked you a question,” the woman said, snapping the quirt down more stingingly.

“Oww! Don't!” Samantha gasped, straightening and covering her breasts with her arms.

The woman's face became dark and angry and Samantha gulped fearfully.

“Do you know what Islam means, girl?” the older woman barked.

“I uhm, yes,” she said timidly.

She was educated, after all, and had spent considerable time studying the world's many splendid cultures.

“What does it mean?”

“I uhm, it means submission,” Samantha gulped.

“Yes, submission. Submission to Allah, and submission to your man. You will obey and submit as is proper or you will be most severely punished, as any disobedient child. Now assume the proper position as your sisters do!”

Nervously, Samantha drew her arms up and back and arched her back again, head back, flinching as she felt the tip of the quirt against one of her nipples. It flicked against it, and struck it lightly, then did the same to the other.

“Are your nipples sensitive?” she demanded.

“Y-Y-Yes,” Samantha squeaked.

“Yes, mistress. You will say mistress.”

“Yes, mistress,” Samantha squeaked.

The woman spoke another word and the other two girls shifted positions, sliding smoothly forward onto their hands and knees. Samantha followed suit, though her knees ached against the polished stone underneath.

The woman walked among them and struck her bottom stingingly.

“Knees apart, bottom raised,” she barked.

Samantha shifted her body quickly. Her mind felt fuzzy, as though it were filled with cotton batting, but the stinging was not something she enjoyed and she wanted as little of it as possible.

This was a rather obscene position, a part of her protested, an embarrassing position, one she always blushed to assume for Seamus, and yet – .”

Seamus? Shouldn't she be – .”

“Naquat!”

The two girls let their upper bodies drop to the ground, their breasts pillowing out against the warm stone as they spread their arms to either sides. Samantha uneasily lowered her upper body, as well, and then her hands were grasped by the girls on either side, pulled out straight.

“Knees wider and further forward,” the woman barked, the quirt snapping lightly against Samantha's pussy and causing her to shift her knees quickly – into an even more obscene position.

Her head was pushed up and back, her chin against the stone, and her breasts felt warm against the stone underneath, for it had been under the hot sun.

The woman spoke another word and the two girls rose to all fours, Samantha quickly following. Then the two girls both turned to their left, and after a quick snap of the quirt, Samantha did the same. Now the three naked girls knelt in a row, one behind the other. Another word dropped them to their elbows, though their bottoms remained high, their knees spread.

Samantha gasped and started to jerk up as she felt a touch against her lewdly displayed sex, but the woman's foot came down against her back and forced her back down.

“Do not move!” she barked, snapping the quirt across Samantha's bottom.

Samantha blushed furiously as she felt a tongue against her – back there. Rana was licking her!

Although she disliked public displays of sex Samantha was not, of course, completely unfamiliar with it, and so while she blushed deeply, she could not help but feel the flickering tongue as it caressed her pussy lips, as it slid between them and rolled across her clitoris. And despite herself she felt her pussy starting to throb and pulse in response.

Then Tahani backed up, and Samantha blushed to see her own smooth, tight pink slit right in her face.

She did not like performing oral sex on women, and so far had only done so to Riley and Christy, and only at Seamus' urging. The quirt struck her bottom and she gasped.

“Lick,” the woman barked.

Whimpering, Samantha pushed her face forward and her lips pressed against Tahani's sex, then began to lick.

Her tongue lapped up and down the girl's pussy as Rana licked at her own, and a slow, burning heat began to seep through her veins and into her nervous system. Her breasts soon felt heavy and her nipples were hard and aching.

At a command, the girls turned in the other direction, and it was Tahani licking at her pussy as Samantha was required to lick Rana.

Her bottom began to squirm and twitch and roll as Tahani's tongue caressed her clitoris, and she felt the tightness in her chest and throbbing in her pussy grow much worse. Her breathing became more rapid and ragged and her pulse raced as she gulped in air.

A harem! She was in a harem! And it was every bit as wickedly sexual and depraved as she had imagined!




























Chapter Five

















“I have to go into Athens for a few days, Eli,” Seamus said. “Riley will be going with me. Look after the girls.”

“Of course, sir,” Eli said.

“James,” Seamus said to his captain. “After you've completed taking on fuel set course for Alexandria. I'll join you as soon as I get done here.”

“Yes, sir,” Peters said.

Seamus boarded his helicopter, wearing a light linen blazer and trousers. Riley climbed in next to him wearing a dark business suit and carrying a briefcase, and the helicopter took off and headed towards Athens.

Peters turned and hurried up into the cabin to check on supplies, and Eli smiled and went to see the blonde girl. She'd be sleeping in her cabin, and his groin throbbed at the thought of what he was going to do to her now that he had her alone.

It was true that Peters was the captain, but he paid little attention to what his passengers wanted or were doing. Both Seamus and Peters liked it that way. It was the responsibility of the cabin girls to look out for passenger needs, and if the captain was wanted for any reason, well then, Seamus or one of his “girlfriends” would summon him. The enormous yacht was almost four hundred feet long, and the luxurious suites and cabins where the passengers resided were quite separate from the areas where the ship was actually crewed and operated.

Eli let himself through the locked door to Christy's room and smiled as he saw her sleeping. The girl was already in his control, weak-willed even for a blonde, he thought, and her mind usually focused on satisfying the constant hunger between her legs.

He sat on the edge of the enormous bed. The cabin was larger than most apartments where he came from, with wide windows looking out at the sea and gleaming wooden furniture throughout. 

He eased the silk sheet back and found her, unsurprisingly, nude underneath. He smiled and reached for her slender wrists, then gently raised them above her head, binding them together with soft rope and tying them to the headboard as she moaned softly and her eyes began to flutter with wakefulness.

He opened the top drawer of the bedside table and examined the contents, again, without surprise. He lifted out a jar, opened it, and slipped his fingers into it, then pressed them lightly between the blonde's legs, rubbing against her sex with growing pressure as she moaned and rolled lightly in her sleep. Her eyes opened to confusion, and he leaned into her as she gasped and realized she was not alone.

“Wha – Eli! What are you... don't! I-I... you can't!”

“Shhh. You know what you want, slut,” he purred.

“No I – Oh!” she gasped, inhaling sharply as his slippery fingers stroked across her clit.

“Eli,” she moaned. “Seamus will be mad if he finds out!”

“Seamus has gone into Athens with Riley,” he said, licking and sucking at her breast, “And Samantha is off on a visit somewhere and won't be back today at all.”

He bit into her nipple and she gasped in pain, then his slippery fingers sank deep into her pussy and she shuddered, her legs spreading slowly apart.

“Oh!” she whimpered. “Please. Y-You mustn't!”

“But of course I must,” he said, his fingers sliding in and out of her depths, his thumb stroking against her clitoris.

He seized her hair suddenly and roughly yanked her head back. 

“Are you my slut?” he growled, knowing he was echoing one of Seamus’s favorite lines.

“Oww! Eli!” she whined.

“Answer me, slut!”

“Yes! Yes! Oh please!”

He released her hair and ran his free hand over her breasts as his fingers continued to pump inside her, his thumb to stroke across her clitoris.

He chuckled as her hips began to roll and her body squirmed beneath him. Her face and chest were flushed and her nipples rock hard.

He untied the rope around the bed and pulled, forcing her to sit up, then pulled her out of bed, one hand on the rope, the other on her hair.

“What – Eli – !” she whined in protest.

He pulled her into the center of the room and hooked a chair over with his foot, then stood on it next to her and fed the rope through a ring he'd had placed in the roof. He brought the rope back down and tied it off against another ring he'd placed in the wall next to a dresser, with her standing straight, barely balanced on the balls of her feet.

“Are you my slave?” he demanded, gripping the hair behind her neck and forcing her head up and back.

“Oww! Oww! Yes! Yes!” she cried weakly.

“Say it, slut!”

“I'm your slave, Eli!” she whimpered.

“Again, whore!”

“I'm your slave, Eli!”

He put his face in against hers, licking at her cheek. “Say, I'm your sex slave, Eli.”

“I-I'm your sex slave, Eli!” she gasped, her pussy quivering at the wicked words.

He chuckled and released her hair, then slapped her bottom hard enough to make her squeal and jump forward. Of course, that only succeeded in pulling her briefly off her feet. His hand then slid around her and between her legs, fingering her there long enough for her to whimper and mewl in heat before he stepped back and slapped her bottom hard once again.

He had brought a few things in with him, one of which was a rather large butt-plug. Now he smirked as he showed it to her, as he carefully lubed it, and moved behind her.

“Eli! That's too big for me! Please don't – Ow!” she cried as he slapped her bottom hard, once again.

“Do not talk back, slut!”

She whimpered as she felt the nose of the butt-plug jammed against her anal opening. He pushed and twisted it from side to side, and she felt it pushing forward. Her breathing became more ragged and she whimpered in the anticipation of pain as he pushed, and relaxed, pushed and relaxed, slowly forcing her anal muscles to ease and surrender.

His other hand moved around her and his fingers began to stroke against her clit, and Christy closed her eyes and moaned as her inner heat rose higher. This was wrong, she thought anxiously, but her body was responding regardless, and she didn't know any way of stopping it – or him.

“Oh!” she gasped as the butt-plug spread her achingly wide. “Oh please!”

“You are my sex slave,” he said. “I will do to you as I wish.”

She gulped in air, eyes closed, whimpering, as the massive butt-plug was slowly forced up into her anus. It didn't hurt, at least, not nearly as much as she had feared, but it pushed up deeper inside her Christy could feel her insides spreading wide, straining around the fat nosed butt-plug so that she felt utterly, horribly full! Then, finally, the plug abruptly got much narrower, and the remainder slid up into her bottom, with nothing left outside but a flat, round coin sized base.

He drew out the long, thin whip behind her and smiled.

“Sex slaves must be punished,” he said. “They must be whipped! Tortured! Made to obey!”

It was quite a thin whip, with a short handle and a long thin single-tail of leather. It was not made for heavy impact but for stinging. 

“Let me hear you say you are my sex slave,” he ordered.

“Eli I can't – .”

“Say it!” he growled, slapping his hand against the top of the dresser

“I-I'm Eli's sex slave,” she gulped anxiously.

“Now let me hear you say I'm Eli's whore.”

“I'm Eli's whore,” she said more softly.

“Now the first!”

But – .”

He swung the whip and it hissed very lightly as it flew through the air. It struck the blonde mid-back, then, as he'd intended, curled around her slender waist. This produced a very tight, sharp, squeezing sensation everywhere, with a sharp sting where the tip struck high on her left side.

Christy squealed in shocked pain, though in fact, the pain was not very heavy at all, then gaped as he yanked the whip. The effect on her barely balanced body was akin to yanking the cord on a spinning top, and Christy spun around on the balls of her feet, doing more than a full rotation and then scrambling for purchase as he drew the whip back.

“Say it, slut!”

“I-I-I'm Eli's sex slave!” she cried, staring with wide eyes at him and the whip.

“And the other. Again!”

“I'm Eli's whore! Oh!”
He swung the whip again, and again it wrapped its tight, sinuous length around the helpless blonde just below her breasts, the tip snapping stingingly at her ribs before he yanked back and made her spin.

“Again!” he cried as she staggered.

“But – !”

He swung again, and again the whip curled around the whimpering girl's body and again was yanked back to set her spinning. Again, and again, and again the whip snapped around her and she gasped and moaned and cried out as she spun this way and that, thin red lines appearing to circle her body.

“I'm Eli's sex slave!” she cried dazedly.

The whip curled around her at chest level, and Eli let out a bark of pleasure that was echoed by her squeal of pain as the tip snapped harshly against her rigid nipple.

He paused and sidled up next to her, his fingers rubbing at her pussy, his lips crushing her own, his tongue thrusting into her. She moaned and whimpered against him, kissing back anxiously and more than a little excitedly, as well.

This whipping business was a shock, but the blows only stung a little, after all, and this was all so very, very, very – hot!

Still, she was quite anxious and uncertain, for she was sure Seamus would not like this, and she didn't want to do anything Seamus didn't like.

“Again!” he barked.

“I'm Eli's sex slave! I'm Eli's whore!” she cried as the whip snapped around her and she spun again.

She spun wildly in one direction, then the other, depending on how he swung the whip. She was sweating, despite the air conditioning, and her eyes were losing focus as she became more befuddled, more feverish from the heat, more dazed from the spinning and the whip.

He paused again, and found the vibrator, then taunted and teased her so that she danced from foot to foot before sliding it deep into her pussy. It had a protruding branch near the base which curled up across to press against her clitoris, and he placed it properly, then returned to whip her faster and harder so that the blonde's body spun this way and that.

It was taking longer for her to find her purchase now, and she was hanging by her wrists from time to time, dazed and unable to get her feet properly beneath her.

“Again!”

“I'm Eli's whore,” she all but whispered.

The whip cracked across her and she cried out and spun.

“Again, slut!”

“I'm Eli's sex slave!” she moaned.

He moved in behind her and gripped the base of the butt-plug, then slowly pried it back. 

Christy whimpered as the fat butt-plug pressed heavily against the inside of her anal opening, then slowly forced her sphincter back as it slid out into the open. He stopped and pushed it back, then pulled it again, then pushed, then pulled, fucking her with the butt-plug as he cupped and roughly squeezed one of her breasts.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God!” she gasped as the fat butt-plug moved in and out of her.

He pulled it free entirely, then unzipped, and thrust his cock deep into her ass with hardly a pause. She was wide open but the butt-plug, while wide, was not long, and the feel of his deep penetration made her gasp and caused her eyes to bug out as he jammed himself up inside her.

“Whore,” he hissed into her ear.

His hips began to work harshly in and out, his fat, thick cock stabbing up into her as his arms encircled her and yanked her back tightly against him.

“Oh! Ungh! Ah! Oh!” she gasped.

He chuckled and bit into the nape of her neck, pulling her lower body back towards him, thrusting hard, in short, deep strokes. His right hand slid down her belly and between her legs, fingers stroking against her clit. His left curled up to cup a soft breast and squeeze hard.

“Take my cock, whore!” he growled. “You love it! You belong to me! You are my whore! My sex slave! My slut!”

His hips beat a savage tattoo against her buttocks as he rammed himself into her again and again, and the dazed blonde cried out, her voice warbling up and down as her body shook under his heavy thrusting. Then the climax burst over her and she let herself fall into it, crying out in wild, dark pleasure as her body burned to the fiery nova of her sizzling orgasmic explosion.

“You are my sex slave! You are my slut!” Eli growled into her ear, over and over again.

* * *

“Oh my God!”

Samantha gulped in air, her chest fluttering as she felt the pressure growing against the mouth of her sex, as she felt her opening stretched wider and then still wider. Beads of sweat stood out on her flushed face as the thick post slowly forced its way upwards into her body.

“Oh! Oh! Please Oh God! Oh! Ooohh!” she cried as the resistance of her pubic muscles was finally broken.

Her sex lips strained just that little bit wider, and the smooth, metal post began to push upwards into her belly. Inch by inch, as thick as a pop can, thicker than her arm, it slid up into her lower belly until she wanted she felt the pressure high inside her, jamming against the very back wall of her vaginal tunnel.

Samantha's arms were pulled up and then back behind her head, bent back across a horizontal bar of black metal – similar to the thick one pushing up inside her – her shackled wrists locked to the vertical post which supported it. Her ankles were spread wide, legs straight, shackled tightly in place to rings set into the floor. 

And between her legs, the post kept forcing its way slowly up through the tight folds of flesh and deeper into her quivering belly.

“Who is your master, girl?”

An instant of dazed incomprehension and then the whip lashed out across her taut breasts with stinging force.

“Ahh! Gamal Hassan is my master!” she cried. “Please!”

The backs of her arms ached as they were jammed into the horizontal post, and her insides ached as the bar jammed up inside her. But the cold, cruel eyed woman was unforgiving.

Worse, more humiliating, was the presence of the two tall, muscular, bare chested black men who had dragged her here at Lina's behest. They had manhandled her into position, and now stood at either side of the doorway watching, faces blank. 

This was her punishment for demanding a telephone, for declaring that she had no memory of any marriage and insisting on being allowed to call Seamus.

“Who is your husband, girl?”

Again there was hardly a pause for an answer before the snap of the whip laying across her breasts made Samantha cry out in pain. A second later, another blow laid a line of fire across her breasts and she cried out and jerked against the shackles.

“ Gamal Hassan is my husband” she cried, knowing that a third, then a fourth would follow until she answered.

Lina moved forward and caressed the car, stroking her hand up along it until it reached Samantha's pussy, then letting a finger trace the taut line of her labia clutching it.

“You will have many babies,” she said with a smile. “Your hips will produce strong sons.”

Her hand moved upwards, as if she could caress the bar even as it rose up into Samantha's belly, and let her fingers stroke across the quivering brunette's clitoris.

Then she reached down and adjusted a small clamped metal brace, sliding it up the bar and locking it into place just below her groin. She swung a piece of leather lined metal up and forward and it pressed strongly against her groin above and to either side of her clitoris, isolating it. Then a thin metal bar with a soft pad at its end slipped across and pressed directly against her clit – beginning to move and vibrate simultaneously.

“You will learn to love your husband, girl,” Lina said. “You will have no choice.”

The whip slashed down across her taut belly and she jerked and cried out.

“Gamal Hassan is my master” she blurted.

She jerked suddenly at a touch against her bottom. Her buttocks were spread wide, of course, by her position. And now she felt fingers there, then a tongue licking slowly, teasingly, around the edges of her anal opening. She blushed furiously, then moaned as a blindfold was placed across her eyes. Then she felt small touches and licks to her sex opening, felt a moist, warm tongue lick lightly along the edges of her sex, against the straining flesh gripping the post.

The whip struck her back and she jerked in pain again.

“Gamal Hassan is my husband!” she cried.

Hands caressed her body, and she felt mouths against her nipples, sucking, tongues licking. Hands moved against her, many hands. Her mind was overwhelmed by the sensations flooding into it from virtually all over her body.

And yet still, Lina seemed to find room to wield the whip, to snap it across her breasts or bottom, across her hip or belly or back indiscriminately.

“Gamal Hassan is my master” she cried each time she felt the pain.

And there would be no more of it, only pleasure.

Yet if she hesitated, there would be pain, continuing pain, growing worse with each blow.

An orgasm rocked her body and mind, and she shuddered and writhed and bucked against her shackles in animalistic heat and pleasure.

And the whip cut across her breasts. And again, and again.

“G-Gamal Hassan is my master” she cried

And there was only pleasure.

She had no idea how long she hung there. Time had no meaning except the time between orgasms, between pleasure and pain, between one shuddering breath and another.

“Gamal Hassan is my master” she moaned.




























Chapter Six

















Athens was absolutely gorgeous, Tanya thought excitedly. To think, her friends were working in some dull, boring office tapping words into computers and making about a quarter as much money as she was! 

She had been both excited and anxious when Riley had announced she would be accompanying Seamus and her to Athens. She knew there would be fabulous sights to see, incredible food to eat, and that all the “little people” would look on with awe and envy wherever they drove in their big limos.

At the same time she had little doubt as to her purpose. Seamus wore a pair of comfortable trousers and a golf shirt. Robin wore jeans and a blazer. Tanya wore six inch stiletto heels and a silk slip dress so light it might have been made of tissue paper. It was tight across her ample chest, and the hem was only a couple of inches below her buttocks, and she wore nothing underneath.

It was so thin that her nipples were quite obvious as they pressed against it, and would have been even if she weren't wearing the thick rings which were even more visible. What wasn't visible was the dildo Riley had thrust up into her pussy, or the butt plug she had shoved up her bottom. The dildo was held in place by a little chain locked to the base, just like on the ship, which was linked to her clit ring on one side, and her labia ring on the other.

It made her blush, thinking how obvious it was to people that she was Seamus' fuck toy. It would have been worse if they knew she was really Robin's fuck toy, of course. But her embarrassment wasn't worth saying no and not getting to see fabulous Athens. Oh, there was boring stuff first, accompanying Seamus and Robin to some office or other to talk money with some Greeks, but she knew there would be nightclubs and gorgeous restaurants later. There always were.

She had to sit very carefully when they were led into the office, so that her little skirt didn't rise up to bare her completely. She had no real idea what they were talking about with the half dozen or so Greek men and women present, and didn't really care. She just had to sit still, look pretty, and get ready for the fun later. Seamus' meetings never lasted long.

The sudden buzzing coming from between her legs startled her at first, though of course, as soon as it began she realized what it was. Her eyes flicked to Robin, who gave her a smirk. 

Clearly it was a vibrator inside her, not a dildo. Still, it was inside her, not pressing against her clit. Of course, the way her legs were closed tight helped the vibrations play over her entire groin, and the taut little chain linking her clit to the vibrator certainly carried some of those vibrations along.

She blushed a little, dropping her eyes, thinking of how mortifying it would be if the Greeks knew what was beneath her little dress, and what kinds of things Seamus and Robin had her doing.

At first, that was all she was concerned about. Once she realized that they could not hear the buzzing, despite how loud it sounded to her ears, she relaxed. But despite herself the vibrator began to make its purpose felt. She had already been darkly aroused by the penetration, by the revealing dress, by the dark sexual imagery flitting through her mind as a result of the nasty and wickedly exciting sexual encounters she had so recently experienced.

Her inhibitions, so far away from home and anyone she knew who might disapprove, who might gossip, who might look on her askance, had been melting away of late, and her sexuality had been asserting itself more and more, as a result. So despite her fear and anxiety, heat began to burn upwards through her body, and she found herself having to fight to control her breathing, and concentrate very firmly indeed to keep from grinding herself against the chair.

God! She so wanted to be fucked! Hard!

She wished Seamus would hurry up! She knew it was against the rules to try to suggest to him that she wanted sex, against the rules for all the “cabin girls”, but she would risk Robin's wrath to get done hard and fast!
One of the Greeks left, then another, then two more, thank God. 

The vibrator turned itself off, but then on again, then off, then on. Tanya was sweating, sometimes finding it hard to keep from trembling as the sexual heat churned inside her, and she prayed for Seamus to finish so she could at least get to a washroom and masturbate.

That was it! 

“Is there a ladies room nearby?” she asked, her voice a little unsteady.

“We're almost finished, dear,” Robin said, giving her a significant look which sank Tanya's hopes of immediate relief.

The vibrator clicked on again and she squeezed her thighs together and felt a sudden desperate fear that she would climax right then and there.

Another of the Greeks left, leaving only one man.

Robin stood up, suddenly, and walked gracefully and casually around behind Tanya's chair. Then she leaned forward, gripping the blonde girl's hair and forcing her head up and back.

Tanya gasped in surprise, her back forced to arch, her legs automatically jerking apart for balance. She was aware that the Greek man was sitting directly across from her, and tried to snap them closed again, but Robin pulled harder on her hair, then closed her lips on Tanya's mouth as her hand slid down to caress her breast through the thin silk dress.

The hand slid down along her belly, then, and Tanya shuddered as Robin jerked up the hem to bare her below the waist, and let her finger caress her swollen, overheated clitoris.

“Stand up, Tanya,” Robin ordered, nibbling on her ear.

The brunette eased back and pulled on Tanya's hair, and the dazed blonde girl stumbled awkwardly to her feet, gasping, panting, moaning in confusion, heat and embarrassment as the Greek man looked on.

Then before she could recover Robin let go of her hair and instead jerked up the dress, lifting it up over her breasts and pulling it off over her head.

Tanya froze, face red, naked but for the stiletto heels digging into the rich, thick carpet below. 

She was in an office with large windows looking out onto the city, completely naked, with a vibrator buzzing away between her legs and three fully clothed people looking at her in amusement.

“Hands behind your head, slut,” Robin purred into her ear.

Moaning, Tanya obeyed as the other woman ran a hand up and down her body.

“Tanya, this is Mr. Mitsotakus,” Seamus said. “You will obey him until we send for you.”

He stood up and then he and Robin left.

Dazed, the young blonde stood, arms behind her head, back arched, trembling with heat, scarlet with embarrassment as the Greek man looked at her from his seat. He was old enough to be her father, perhaps older, but that didn't really matter. Tanya felt utterly overwhelmed, her mind reeling from what was going on, her stomach churning with anxiety and heat, her pussy burning.

“Come here, girl,” the man said, snapping his fingers.

Tanya's eyes blinked rapidly, and the man snapped again. She lurched forward a half step, almost falling on her wobbly legs.

“Crawl,” he said. “Get on your hands and knees and crawl to me.”

Dazed, Tanya sank to her knees, then fell forward onto her hands and crawled to his chair.

He unzipped his trousers and pulled a surprisingly thick, long cock out, and gestured. Tanya moaned in confusion, in heat, in embarrassment, then eased up and forward and took him into her mouth.

What was she doing!? What was going on!? Why on earth...!?”

But as her lips slid up and down on the man's cock much of the embarrassment and confusion was pushed aside by the heat which flared within her, and when Mitsotakis put her on all fours, pulled the vibrator out, and entered her the sexual fever burned away everything else in her mind but the wild deep hunger which enveloped her. It was the fever of the erotic, a fever of the forbidden, a fever of the outraged sexual mores which had surrounded her all her life - mores she was abandoning as she felt his cock sliding deep into her pussy.

She reeled at the enormity of it all, of becoming a whore for anyone’s use, a slut to be put down and ridden like a bitch in heat. Her family and friends would be horrified! Outraged! And yet heat burned within her as she freed herself from the conventions of society which said she must ration her body, ration her sex, give it only to those who treated her in a proper, respectful way. She shuddered as she felt his cock starting to stroke in and out, gasping for breath, eyes wild as he rode her, as she let herself fall into the role of submissive sexual pet to a man she had never met, whose name she could not even pronounce!

She felt Mitsotakis hands grip her hips and his hips strike her buttocks as he thrust into her hard, fast, and deep, just the way she so desperately needed, and orgasms spilled over her mind like a crackle of firecrackers going off. She cried out again and again, head thrashing, body jerking and bucking back as the man's thick cock drove powerfully through the sopping wet flesh of her pussy and his hips pummeled her buttocks.

* * *

With Tanya busy, Seamus and Robin had a quick lunch, then went to a gallery which was one of Robin's favorites in search of more art for the yacht. They made an exquisite beautiful young Greek woman there, with magnificent breasts to go with her trim waist. Thea might have almost been a twin of Robin's save she was taller, slightly broader of shoulder and hip, and much bigger breasted. Aside from that she had long dark hair and a long, beautiful face with flashing green eyes.

It was deliciously easy to pick her up and have her accompany them back to the hotel room they had taken ashore – the penthouse, of course. But the girl was not at all submissive, and, somewhat to Robin's discomfort but to Seamus' clear amusement and excitement, the girl, who was no more than nineteen, kept squirming out from under the older woman to put Robin beneath her.

The girl had long legs and incredible breasts which she pressed down around Robin's face, ordering her – as if she needed to be ordered – to lick and suck and squeeze them.

Robin would have preferred to tie the girl down and make her her bitch, but it was somewhat novel and exciting – with Seamus watching to boot – to have the girl turn the tables on her. Still, she wouldn't have put up with it were it not for Seamus' clear approval.

It was a bit confusing how Thea's supposed innocence had so quickly given way to this degree of utterly brazen and dominant sexual strength of will, but such was Robin's excitement she didn't really put much thought into worrying about it.

The sexual fever began to wash over her, blotting all other concerns from her mind, but the fever had help, for her mind began to grow fuzzy and confused even as Seamus' head began to nod tiredly, as if he were falling asleep. 

But Robin really put no more thought into it, or into Seamus. She was tied spreadeagled to the big bed as the girl's tongue and fingers worked at her body and made her writhe and arch and twist and thrash against the straps. Hour after hour the girl worked her over, driving her to the edge of sanity, her heart pounding, her blood racing as she thrashed in her bonds and cried out in wildfire pleasure.

Was her vision going double, she wondered dazedly, for there seemed to be two Thea's. But then, two of this beautiful young girl was certainly better than one! So it wasn't as though that concerned her.

Yet the second Thea was flat chested. It was pretty, though in an oddly masculine way, and had the same long hair, but as she lay down atop Robin the panting, moaning American girl felt herself penetrated by a strap-on dildo which felt more deliciously realistic than any she had ever felt before, and as Thea's hips thrust against her her eyes rolled back in her head again and she cried out in bliss, uncaring about anything but the heat and pleasure and need.

* * *

Eli picked up the phone.

“Yes?”

“Everything is going well,” Thea said. “Theo is fucking the American slut even as we talk.”

Eli smiled to hear Thea call someone else a slut. As far as he was concerned that word neatly described the Greek girl. But if she thought otherwise he was not going to disabuse her as long as she and her twin brother were useful.

“And Seamus?”

“He sleeps like a babe.”

“What about the blonde whore who left with them?”

“They left her with one of his clients. I am not sure for how long.”

“If she comes back and is difficult you may eliminate her. She is of no use to anyone.”

“Understood,” the Greek girl said.

“Get what you need from the girl as soon as possible.”

“We are doing that now,” Thea said, looking at the video cameras set up around the bed.

“I understand. But I want them within twenty four hours.”

“That should not be difficult,” Thea replied.

Eli hung up and raised the glass to his lips. It was a fine, crystal glass, and the wine in it was exquisite, and expensive. But that was of no concern. This was, in effect, his ship now, and if things worked out perhaps it would remain his. No, he thought, shaking his head. He would not waste money on such an ostentatious toy. He had better things to do with the millions he would receive.

He glanced up to where Christy was hanging from a hook at in the roof. They were in the grand lounge at the rear of the ship. It was seventy feet long and that didn't even count the portion which projected outside past the glass wall he had slid aside, and became the rear deck. It was a grand, open area, and the blonde girl was hanging by her wrists, a ball gag forcing her jaws wide. She was drooling, he noted in some distaste, twitching from time to time, moaning weakly. She had been hanging there for a long time.

Eli had hung people by their wrists before, though rarely for sexual enjoyment. It was a torture all by itself, even without any further punishment. And it was exhausting, draining. One could not breath while hanging freely from ones wrists. The pressure from the rib cage against the diaphragm made that impossible. In order to breath, one had to lift oneself up ever so slightly, had to use the muscles in ones arms and shoulders in order to draw breath.

A strong man, or a lightweight woman, could last some hours, but ultimately, when unable to force exhausted muscles to lift themselves up even a little, they would be unable to breath and would suffocate – even with their mouths and throats completely clear.

The blonde American girl made Eli's lip curl in distaste just to see her. She represented everything he felt was wrong with the world, with the west, with America. She was a filthy, depraved, degenerate slut. She was weak, and easily dominated. She was not fit to be traveling about on a ship like this unless it was as a dishwasher or some other servant. At least those other sluts didn't make a pretense of being anything but they were.

Now she hung before him, whip-marked body swaying with the ship's movements, chin on hr chest, drooling around the ball-gag. And still, if he jerked her head up and back and began to rub her clitoris her hips would begin to grind like the shameless, mindless whore she was, and she would climax – again, as she had already done a dozen times.

And this – creature – was responsible for dispensing hundreds of millions of dollars!

He could only shake his head in despair. The world was going to hell. He didn't much like Arabs but in this, at least, they had it right. Women must be kept in their place. Oh, the Arabs were crazy in covering them up in bedsheets, but not in forcing them to submit to the will of men.

He cracked his knuckles and examined his empty glass, then glanced across the room in irritation. None of the cabin girls were available to serve him. He had given them to his men. Or rather, he had had Christy order them to service his men. That had kept both groups out of his hair while he worked on the blonde slut.

He had attempted on a number of occasions to suggest he knew of this or that man who would make an excellent addition or replacement to the security detail, and been rebuffed. Reilly was a depraved man but not a fool, and felt it better his security chief did not have too close a relationship with the men beneath him. All of the members of his team were Americans or English, and Eli had had little luck hinting ever so gently that they might shift their loyalty from their paymaster to him.

But as long as the blonde slut gave whatever orders he told her, they would do as they were told.

Now, she was utterly exhausted, drained by multiple orgasms and the need to breath, overwhelmed by heat and discomfort, her entire body throbbing from the whipping even as her arms, shoulders and wrists burned and ached. There was a little bit of drugs in her, as well, to add to the mix, but not that much. She didn't exactly have a strong mind he needed much help with overcoming.

He examined the laptop. He had the videos and pictures filed neatly, each one more humiliating and degrading then the next. They were all deliberately obscene and tasteless, nothing erotic or artful about them whatever. The videos he had selected all featured the girl's voice, as well as her face, screaming in perverted lust, and saying the most degrading and disgusting things about herself. If Robin heard her calling Eli her master, her love, her God he would send her packing, Eli was sure. And so she would want to keep that quiet lest she risked being sent home to try and find real work elsewhere.

He also had obtained from her, the addresses of all of her family and friends so that he could threaten to send the videos and pictures to them. She must cooperate, or be left alone in the world, too shamed to show her face anywhere.

She'd be better off, he thought in amusement, as an Arab behind one of their burkhas, where no one could see her face.

He sighed and got up, walking over to where the slender blonde hung. He gripped her hair and jerked her head up and back.

“Are you my whore?” he whispered, his fingers stroking her clitoris.

“Yes, master” she gasped, the words barely audible, her eyes glassy.

“You will do anything for me?”

“Yes, master,” she mumbled dazedly.

“Good slut. You are such a lovely slut. Your master loves you.”

He cut her down and carried her into the master suite, then laid out a bath for her. He smiled and gently bathed her, then carried her to bed and put her to sleep.




























Chapter Seven

















Samantha’s face burned with humiliation as she sat in the theater. It was a full sized theater, one which could seat at least a hundred people. There was an enormous screen up on the wall of the darkened room, and she could not bear to watch what was on it - nor could she tear her eyes free.

The last few days were like a foggy dream in her head. Scattered images showed up foggy and confused, disjointed and broken off. It was all so confusing – and yet it was overlaid in her mind with a relentless sense of heat and passion, of pleasure and anxiety.

Now she sat fully dressed, her hair done properly, locked into this room where the most obscene pornographic images she had never imagined to see played out across the far wall. Images of her. Sounds accompanying them - her sounds. Her voice; screaming, saying the most horrible, obscene, degrading, disgusting things!

She kept dropping her eyes in horror, but the sounds kept forcing them back up, to gasp and then fall away again as one nightmarishly lewd image followed another. Seamus had taken pictures, she knew, of course, and videos, but they had been done cooperatively, artistically, designed to make her look artfully erotic and beautiful. Often her privates weren’t even exposed, or at least, not fully.

This was certainly not artful! It was pornographic! And it wasn’t even well-made pornography! Oh the video was clear and sharp and bright. There was no missing anything, down to the freckle next to her pussy lip on the left side. But her skin looked pale and washed out, her face looked slatternly, cheap, sluttish. And the close-ups! The horrible close-ups of her pussy, of her puckered back opening, either gaping wide or with male cocks of many different colors thrusting into them relentlessly.

Sometimes more than one. 

The “movie” had started with an image of her performing oral sex on a man, deep throating him as she knelt before him. That had been awful! Showing her lips bobbing up and down, then the bulge in her throat as she took him deep. But then the camera had panned lewdly down along her body, along her sides, showing her heavy breasts swinging as she moved, then behind her to show her backside, knees apart, dildos protruding from both orifices.

Horrible!

Then another man had entered the picture, thrusting into her from behind, while from the look in her eyes she moaned ecstatically!

Then came a video of her kneeling, nude, performing oral sex on one man, her hands wrapped around the cocks of two more, pumping them as she sucked the one in the middle. She shifted with apparent eagerness from one cock to another, bobbing her sluttish lips up and down the full length of each man’s cock until all three spewed their semen over her face and body.

Whereupon she fell back, groaning in pleasure, rubbing their semen over herself, then masturbating.

And it only got worse from there.

Her voice, professing her love of a man she had barely known, her voice crying out for more, in the most obscene language imaginable, her voice screaming in pleasure, her voice, grunting like an animal, her gasping, moaning, whimpering breaths of passion as she was mounted again and again, as she had sex with men and women, singly and in groups.

Her mind reeled from it all.

Then the videos ended, or almost. On the screen was what looked like a web page. It looked quite professionally done, and the cursor moved from one picture to another, from one video to another, flicking, clicking, changing pages, showing bits and pieces of videos and pictures, then going to a page called “Members are” which contained a list of email addresses. She knew those addresses. They had come from her own computer. They belonged to all her friends, her family, her parents, the pastor and members of the church she had gone to.

The door opened and Gamal Hassan entered. Samantha normally hadn’t a violent bone in her body, but now she wanted to throw herself at him in a frenzy of rage.

“On your knees!” he barked harshly, pointing at the rug.

She fell forward onto her knees instantly, then paused, a little dazed. Had she been conditioned to that extent in so few days!?

“I will present to you a bargain,” he said coldly. “You will approve one hundred million dollars for a plan for drilling small wells all across north Africa. You will sign the documents, and in exchange, our knowledge of your sluttish nature will remain between you and us. No one else will ever see what a miserable whore you are. If you decline, that web site will be published, and emails containing videos of you will be sent to everyone on that list.”

“You... bastard!” she gasped, face scarlet.

“Your opinion of me has less importance than the opinion of a bitch dog in an alley as I walk past,” he said arrogantly. “However, I think that other people’s opinions of you is of much more importance to you, yes? Your ... your boyfriend, however you call him, your employer, will certainly want nothing more to do with you after viewing these. And you cannot return home, not after we release these to the world. Your own family will be shamed by your existence. What will you do, hmm? Where will you go? How will you support yourself? As a whore, perhaps? Selling your body on street corners?”

He smirked confidently. “It is a small matter, a small amount. Your employer will never even notice it is missing. So long as you cooperate.”

“I’m not the only one – .”

“Do not think me a fool,” he growled. “We know there are two other sluts involved. They will agree, as well, for the same reasons. Then all three of you can continue on your filthy, hedonistic life of depravity with your employer being none the wiser.”

He thrust the documents at her. “Sign, slut, and then I will enjoy your body once more before I send you back.”

Samantha’s hands shook as she took the pen, but her mind spun at the hopelessness of her situation. She couldn’t let those videos get out, she just couldn’t!

* * *

Seamus Reilly was not, despite outward appearance, a man much given to trust, except in those he trusted. And he trusted few people on this earth, and them only so far. He trusted Eli Biton somewhat. After all, his agency, whose expertise he trusted somewhat, had selected him after careful screening. But he did not trust him entirely. He trusted no man entirely, not with his safety. And so, Carlos Ramirez, ex special forces, had, in addition to his normal task of helping protect Seamus’ ship, one extra job; keeping an eye on Eli.

Carlos was a member of Eli’s team, and so, of course, was bound to obey him. But secretly, he was also to keep an eye out for anything which Eli should not be doing, anything which might reflect upon his loyalty to his paymaster, anything which might affect his ability to do his job. This task was rarely very difficult. He was not instructed to spy on Eli, to follow him about, or to watch him. He was simply to keep an eye out for behavior which went against the norm.

And this counted.

Eli normally spent almost all his spare time with the team, drinking a little, playing poker, bragging about his conquests; both female and military, or reviewing work and training schedules.

But since Seamus had left two days ago they’d hardly seen or heard from Eli, even though he knew he was on the ship. What was more, suddenly, for the first time ever, those cock-teasing little sluts who acted as serving girls for the boss came down to their section of the ship and basically gave themselves to the mercs to do with as they chose.

Carlos hadn’t been one to look a gift whore in the mouth any more than his colleagues, and he had enjoyed the first day of all-out hedonistic group sex. These were pretty hot young women, after all, and not terribly restrained in their behavior. They were used to, for the most part, pudgy, middle aged men, or just to Seamus. Four handsome young men in perfect physical condition with powerful physiques like that of the protective team must have seemed like quite a bonus.

Carlos had taken five different girls to bed that first day. It had been one of the wildest days of his life! All five were incredible knockouts! Gorgeous near perfect 10s. But the second day he had begun to become more suspicious. The girls said they’d been ordered below by Christy, one of Seamus Reilly’s trio of girlfriends. They also whispered that Eli was banging her. And that posed a problem for Carlos.

Oh he didn’t much care if Carlos was banging someone else’s girl, or even that he was banging his employer’s girl. No, what concerned him was that demonstration of disloyalty meant he had no real commitment to the man, and that left open the possibility he could betray him in other ways, perhaps ways which might get Carlos killed.

So late in the day he had managed to sneak into the passenger section and have a look at what was going on. Rumors of the kinds of perverted goings on here between Seamus and his girlfriends had prepared him, so he wasn’t at all surprised or alarmed to see Eli and the girl involved in some heavy bondage games. And it sure sounded like the little slut was enjoying it. No, it wasn’t her screams that made his eyes narrow, it was Eli’s shouted words, repeated, demanding the girl repeat them as well.

Carlos knew that military training was, in part, brainwashing. Drill instructors screaming into your face, demanding instant obedience, repetitive instructions designed to make the young trainee respond instantly, without thought. Obey, obey, obey! Any deviation, the slightest failure, brought punishment. That was what military training was about. And it worked. Young minds were fairly easily influenced that way.

And that was what Eli was doing with the blonde, only his was being reinforced by pleasure and pain in a way no military would ever approve. It didn’t strike Carlos as a game, or as role-playing, or even as an ego trip. It struck him as purposeful, designed to give Eli power over the girl, to make her obedient. And why? Eli wasn’t an ugly man, nor a poor one. He could get beautiful women, and, if you believed half of what he said, he had done so many, many, many times. So why put his job on the line for some blonde bimbo?

No, this, he decided, was the kind of things his employer had told him to watch for. It was evidence Eli was up to something not in his employer’s interest, something which went far beyond screwing one of his girlfriends. It was time to make a phone call.

* * *

Robin signed the papers without any shame or guilt. She had to be propped up as she did so, her eyes bleary from the drugs, her body aching from the sex. She really didn’t understand what she was signing, and didn’t really care. Her captors knew they didn’t have enough time to persuade her. They would have to let the other two sluts do that later - along with the images and videos they had taken.

She was stronger willed than the others, but had far more pride, far more arrogance. She liked being in charge. Thus they made her videos as degrading as possible, making her seem as pathetic, as helpless, as weak and pathetic as they possibly could. She begged piteously for cocks, begged to be mounted, to be sodomized. Dazed, over heated, sweating, hair bedraggled, she crawled among the men, licking at their toes, mewling like an animal in heat, begging them to use her.

The men played their parts; jeering and sneering and laughing at her, mocking her, ridiculing her, making her debase herself before them, making her masturbate with a cucumber while they laughed and threw things at her. They came in her face, singly and in groups, and urinated on her face or into her open mouth. 

When she saw the videos, they thought, she would be so humiliated she would not want anyone else to know. She would certainly not want it all on the internet, for everyone she knew to see!

How could she hold her haughty head up meeting someone who had seen a video of her urinating on the floor - and then licking it?

So while they were less certain of this one than the other two, they were still confident their secret would be kept.

A one hundred million dollar theft that no one would ever know about. It was the perfect crime.

One they could perhaps repeat with the same girls next year. Best to not be too greedy. But still, this was a cow which could be milked often.

* * *

Christy was anxious and nervous. Samantha was, as well. Only Robin seemed uncaring. Yet as the three sat around the table on the rear deck none spoke for long minutes. They knew what the subject was, and none wanted to talk of it. Every time they thought to their minds replayed a particularly obscene video they had been forced to watch and their mouths snapped closed.

The events of the past week had changed Samantha, in ways which perplexed her. She felt ashamed at what she had done and what had been done to her, and yet, felt a blushing sense of heat and arousal, at the same time. She had had only a few conversations with Seamus since then, and had had to fight the instinct to drop to her knees, or to offer herself up in the most demeaning of ways. She found herself wanting him to use her, not in the way she was used to, but to USE her, to put her on all fours and ride her like a bitch in heat, to use her like an animal, like a... sex slave.

Christy had always been the most submissive of them, the most eager to please. But now she was even more earnestly desperate to make Seamus happy, to do anything whatever which would endear her to him, to make him love her. At the same time, her pussy seemed perpetually moist, hungry, wanting to be impaled, to have something thrusting into her. She wanted to kneel naked at his feet, a collar around her throat, like his pet, his sexual animal.

She was confused by this. She loved Eli, didn’t she? The words kept appearing in her head, and yet, Eli was not here. Seamus was, and she definitely loved Seamus, who could be stern on occasion, yet so much kinder and sweeter. She felt guilty about signing the documents, but told herself it would make Eli happy and wouldn’t really hurt Seamus at all.

She glanced wearily at Robin. She’d always been wary of the other woman, and wasn’t sure what was on her mind now. She only knew that if the dark haired girl decided to do something she was certainly not up to opposing her.

Robin sipped from her vodka, and stared out over the stern. She was not usually one to drink, particularly this early in the day, but that was the only outward sign of anything troubling her.

Yet much was. She was burning with shame, mortified at the videos of herself crawling and whining like a mindless slut, but she was also angry, furious, outraged, seething. She wanted to make sure no one saw those images, and yet, she wanted revenge.

Alone of the three, she suspected this current theft would not be the last. She also suspected that eventually Seamus would find out. While the other two had only been involved in the charity, she knew more about Seamus’ holdings, knew more about the legal and security firm which he employed, and the accounting done on not just the fund but his own holdings. Seamus was a paranoid about people cheating him - though not them, of course - so every large dispersal of funds would be checked out by someone.

She didn’t think this one would be caught, but there would be more, and more after that. And what more would be demanded of them? Eli had confronted her, sneering at her, groping her, making sure she knew he was in charge now, and that she had to obey him. She despised him and despised herself for being too weak to do anything about it.

“We have to tell Seamus,” she said finally.

The other two looked at her as if she had suddenly sprouted a second head.

“Are you crazy!?” Samantha gasped.

“We can’t!” Christy cried.

“We have to. Eli and the others will be back for more. This is just the start. Eventually, Seamus will find out anyway.”

“He’ll throw us out!” Christy wailed.

“My family – .”

Robin sliced her arm down to silence them. “You don’t give Seamus enough credit. He can forgive anything but betrayal from us.”

“And do you think my church will forgive me when those videos show up in everyone’s mailbox!?” Samantha demanded furiously.

“Maybe Seamus can do something to see to it that doesn’t happen.”

“Maybe!?”

“It’s the best chance we have.”

“But we can’t!” Christy whined.

Robin glared at her. “We can’t not.”




























Chapter Eight

















Samantha and Christy followed Robin into the main salon. Seamus was sitting in a ridiculously overstuffed leather seat at one side, talking on the phone. He hung up as they came in, eyeing them doubtfully. Samantha and Christy seemed to be unconsciously trying to hide behind Robin, whose jaw was set so firmly she might have been damaging her teeth.

“Ladies,” he said questioningly.

“Seamus,” Robin said, haltingly, “There’s something we need to tell you. Something happened over the last week, something involving Eli.”

“Eli? Who is ... oh, you mean my former security chief?”

The three looked at him in surprise.

Seamus sat back on the chair, a small smile on his face. “It’s not that I have anything against gay men, you understand. But with such perverse sexual tastes as he has it made him a security risk, easy to blackmail, you see.”

They stared at him, open-mouthed, as he raised a glass of cola to his lips and took a brief sip.

“Yes, video came into my possession recently, you see, of Eli at some gay bdsm club in Monaco going at it hot and heavy with a number of men, especially an Arab named Gamal.”

He shook his head sadly. “It’s too bad their societies are so rigidly conservative that they had to go elsewhere to express their physical love for each other, even if it was rather perverted. I mean, I didn’t even know you could do that to a penis and not have it come off.” 

He shuddered ostentatiously. “And who knew you could get so many things up inside the male rectum.”

“What are you talking about!?” Robin blurted.

“Hmm? Oh, just some videos of Gamal and Eli going at it hot and heavy with each other, and with a number of men, especially black men, who are well-endowed. You know, Gamal would be executed in his country of that were to become known. Hell, his own family would do it. They’re not exactly gay friendly. No, I think those two will do their best to ensure no videos become public.”

He put down the glass and looked sternly at them. “Now you three, have been bad little girls, haven’t you?”

“Yes, Seamus” Christy squeaked.

“Yes, master,” Samantha gulped at almost the same time.

The others looked doubtfully at her and she blushed.

“I don’t want slaves,” Seamus said with a smile. “I don’t want mindless obedience. I don’t want deference in all things. I don’t want sex toys without brains. If I had I wouldn’t have chosen you three.”

He frowned. “That doesn’t mean you aren’t do some punishment, of course.”

Robin’s lower lip pushed out pugnaciously. “I didn’t do anything wrong,” she said.

He grinned. “But you’re a bad girl anyway, Robin,” he said. “We both know it. And while you like punishing bad little girls we both know that you secretly like it yourself sometimes.”

She flushed uncomfortably.

“I’ve sent the hostesses off on vacation for a week,” he said. “So I’ll need you three to take over their jobs. Fortunately, I’m not expecting company, so there aren’t any men or women due who you’ll have to keep happy. You just have to keep me happy.”

He grinned. “Which shouldn’t be too onerous a task for talented girls like you.”

He clapped his hands together. “Strip!”

They stared at him uncertainly, their minds still spinning from what he’d said.

“Now!” he growled.

They shucked their bikinis quickly, and he pulled a thin riding crop from behind the chair and stood up.

“Line up, sluts.”

The three looked at each other, then straightened their shoulders and stood side by side.

“Hands behind necks! Chests out!”

The three obeyed, faces flushed slightly, and he let the tip of the crop play across nipples which were already hard in Christy’s case, and starting to harden for the other two.

“On your knees, sluts!”

They knelt in a row, hands behind heads, backs arched.

“Chests on the floor. Bottoms high! Let’s go, sluts.”

The three bent forward, and flushed as he posed them, legs apart, bottoms raised, as they turned and twisted in unison, obeying him, feeling the sexual atmosphere deepen around them.

“For the next week then, you three will be my little hostesses, and I intend to ensure that the experience is unforgettable for all of us.”

Within a day, Robin and Christy had their nipples and pussies pierced to match Samantha. Stainless steel collars were locked around their slender throats, and matching bracelets – restraints – around their wrists and ankles. Chains attached to the ring at the center of their collars went down to their nipple rings, holding them tautly in place. Other chains went from the nipple rings down through their belly button rings, to the rings in their clitoral hoods, pulling them up and back to expose their clits.

Stainless steel dildos were driven up into their pussies and anuses to the hilts. A chain went from the ring through their labias through rings at the case of the dildos, to the ring in their clitoral hood, with a small spiked ball directly over their clitorises, rubbing lightly back and forth as they moved.

All three had their hair pulled out to either side in thick, flowing pigtails, and wore thick dark red lipstick. They wore six inch stiletto heels in shining silver to match their collars and shackles.

They started each day with a spanking. Robin spanked Christy and Samantha, then Seamus spanked Robin. They got the food, set the table, and then knelt next to it while he ate. He fed them by hand, letting them lick delicacies from his fingers. Then, at the end, let them lick the plates clean before taking them away to wash them themselves.

They changed the sheets, scrubbed the toilets, washed the decks, and vacuumed the rugs, and every movement made their nipples pull against the chains, made the little ball roll across their clits, made the dildos shift within them. This left them in a constant state of sexual anticipation and arousal one they were only permitted to relieve with Seamus’ blessing.

Samantha got used to masturbating in front of him and the other girls, usually with very large dildos. Robin got used to being fisted by Christy, her throat actually aching from the force of her cries of pleasure.

And Christy, already so submissive, immersed herself so enthusiastically into the role of sexual servant that it became difficult afterward, to get her to wear clothes, and impossible to get her to wear anything that wasn’t revealing. All three became more submissive in their sexual appetites, more aroused by being dominated and restrained, being used roughly. But the punishment, the “slavery” was soft enough they were able to retain – for the most part – their personalities outside of sex.

Samantha was less shy at the thought of strangers seeing her body, and Christy more enthusiastic at partaking in sex of any kind with anyone who wanted her – so long as Seamus wished it. But Robin didn’t change at all. Robin was still the tough, savvy top girl living the life of – Reilly.

Just like Seamus.





End
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