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CHAPTER ONE

Embarcation

IT WAS SHORTLY before noon when Arthur Brentwood, 32 years old, senior comptroller of a Bay Area tech firm boarded the Corsican Carnivale at the port of San Francisco cruise terminal. The recent passing of his mother—the only parent he had growing up—had left him with an inheritance that included Premier status on the Corsican Cruise Lines network, his late mother’s favorite cruise line, as well as some spare cash that he had used to book one of the best of the suites available on the giant ship.

Not a big cruiser himself, he reflected back on how much joy cruising had given his mother, especially in her waning years afflicted with growing mobility problems. In honor of her passing he had decided to do it up in grand style and treat himself. And so far, he was impressed!

While the checkin process itself was quite ordinary—Arthur hated lines—once he boarded the ship via a long covered gangway, he was blown away by the sheer grandeur of the vessel. A gigantic atrium with balconies overlooked it and polished wood floors with inlaid decorations added opulence—were those mother of pearl? A shining crystal accented spiral staircase going upwards to the next deck dominated the area forward of him and a crowd of excited passengers and crew moved around, each a microcosm of expectation and experience.

With the energy of the place infusing his body he moved through the crowd towards one of the glass elevators that would lead him up to his deck, hopefully in the general area of his suite. He had only his small rolling suitcase with him, his larger luggage having been left at the checkin area, and now he hoped to find his suite and get comfortable with its features. He intended to find a nice place to have a meal before the ship set off on its journey to Hawaii. First and only stop: Maui.

Arthur was not an ostentatious man. He liked to keep it casual, mostly wearing the Silicon Valley uniform of a black sweater and blue jeans. But today he had favored a nice pair of dress pants with a button up shirt, tucked in for once. Freshly bought loafers complemented what, for him, was a very dressed up look, befitting an occasion that he meant to dedicate to the memory of his late mother.

With a bit of a jaunty swing to his step, he headed over to the elevator, and having remembered what floor—no, deck—he was on, he proceeded to make his way over towards the front of the ship where suite 17010 was located. Walking down the long, wide and rather elaborately decorated hallway, he happened to glance to his left into a opened service door, presumably crew access only, and was briefly startled by what he believed to be the sight of a completely nude female.

Did he see that right? Was she maybe a crew member who was getting dressed for work, in perhaps the least practical or appropriate location ever? He mulled this over the whole way to his cabin door, having turned away from the sight almost immediately with a sense of guilt at having violated the poor girl’s privacy.

He’d have to mull that over a bit more later on, however. Right now he had arrived at his cabin door and a quick wave of the room card over the sensor and he was in. He whistled to himself as he strode through the entrance into the biggest cabin he had ever imagined he would see. Having only stayed in pretty standard cabins before, this was truly extravagant.

The main living area he was in now was easily as big as the living room and dining areas of his apartment in San Francisco combined. It had a very comfortable looking sofa, a coffee table, a separate breakfast table with four chairs arranged around it, and a bar on the side with several bottles of expensive looking wine and liquors. Directly in front were floor to ceiling windows with a sliding glass door heading out to a nice big balcony. To the left was a door into, presumably, the bedroom. Very nice indeed.

He had just pushed his suitcase over to the side and was about to head into the bedroom to check it out when he heard a knock on the door.

“Coming,” he shouted, expecting that this would be his luggage brought up to his room.

He strode over to the door and swung it open. And stopped in shock as he was confronted with a completely nude young girl, standing in front of him, smiling, long reddish hair flowing down past her shoulders. He allowed his bulging eyes to roam downwards, halting briefly at the sight of rosy pink nipples adoring a pair of perky, lovely breasts and a slim, trim belly with only a tiny hint of belly fat.

The sight was so jarring and alluring that his brain took a while to register the glinting metallic chains that traversed her front. Before he dared process this fully, he wrenched his eyes up towards hers, to gaze at a pair of light green eyes that gazed right back at him.

~~~

“Hi, I’m Candy!” she said as she bounced a little up and down on her heels, breasts bouncing along with her, and waved her right hand in a cheery little wave of greeting.

“Um, hello?”

“I’m your cruise companion! Mind if I come in?”

Arthur didn’t think that he could have said anything at this point as she proceeded to make her way into his suite. Was she skipping? Arthur couldn’t help but focus his eyes on her buttocks as they made the most delightful motions, accompanying her journey into his space and announcing every move she made with a jiggle.

She reached the middle of the room, turned around to face him, continuing to bounce up and down in barely contained excitement.

“Golly, wow! This place is just amazing,” she enthused. “This is literally the biggest room I’ve even been in my entire life! Do you just love it?”

With his mouth gaping open and his eyes roving her body, he registered again with a electric shock running down his spine that this girl was fully naked, and chained as well! She wore metallic cuffs and shackles on her wrists and ankles that were connected by a set of light, metallic chains. Her wrists were connected together, as were her ankles, each with a small chain, with another chain running vertically between the two sets. She probably couldn’t raise her hands much above the level of her breasts, he realized.

And there was a collar around her neck. A flat circle, probably also some metallic alloy, enclosing her neck with a ring set in it right below her chin, from which a small tag was hung. The chains and tag made soft jingling sounds as her body moved. Arthur had never seen anything like this and would never have conjured this scenario in his wildest fantasies.

Slowly his brain realized that he had been asked a question by this fascinating creature.

“Oh, uh, yes. Yes, it’s amazing,” he responded. “Say, um, what’s going on, exactly?”

“Oops, I’m sorry! I guess I should explain, right?” She giggled. “Or maybe this nice man can do that even better than me!”

Arthur turned to look behind himself at that and almost jumped when he saw a cabin steward standing at the doorway, his luggage in front of him, and a discrete expression on his face. There’s something about men like that, Arthur would think to himself later. He could probably be in the middle of a mass orgy with circus performers, fire balls shooting out of his ass, and that man would still pause at the doorway and wait to be recognized, with no judgment on his face at all.

Nevertheless, Arthur felt guilty.

“Um, it’s not what it looks like,” he stuttered as his eyes darted towards the sexy chained pixie that had appeared in his cabin.

“Of course, sir,” he said as he wheeled the luggage further into the room. “I see you’ve met your complementary cruise companion. I hope she’s satisfactory to you, sir?”

“Um, I really didn’t know about this,” he said as his head started trying to process the situation in earnest. Maybe he should have read the online brochure, he thought. He had skimmed it, making note of the cabin size and the complimentary drinks package that his inherited Premier status had conferred to him. But he really didn’t recall anything about a companion. He was pretty sure that if the brochure had mentioned that a naked chained girl would be delivered to his suite, with a personality about twice as big as the available space, he would have made a note of it.

“Of course, sir,” the steward said in the smoothest of voices. “Corsican Cruise Lines prides itself on innovating the guest experience. Candy here is a government sanctioned captive servant. On board the Carnivale she serves as a companion to only our highest-level guests.”

Arthur glanced over to Candy, to see her smiling excitedly at both of them. She had raised her hands as far as she could between her breasts, hands pressed together in a prayer-like gesture. As the steward paused in his explanation, she clapped her hands together and bounced excitedly, her chains jingling.

“Candy is our very best companion, and we’re very proud of her,” he continued as he lifted the luggage onto a luggage holder set up in the bedroom, next to a large armoire. The bedroom was indeed spectacular, a giant bed facing windows that gave an amazing view of the outside. Arthur peered in through the door while remaining in the main living room, reluctant to move away from where Candy was standing, fearing that she might disappear and turn out to have been nothing but a dream.

He turned back to look at her. She was beaming from ear to ear. Her pretty green eyes sparkled with…joy? Wow, this girl was really into this!

“So, what exactly is this companion program? Like, why is she, um, nude?” Arthur asked as he turned his attention back to the bedroom where the steward was now proceeding to unpack his things and put them away in the armoire. Wait, he must be the butler! Arthur remembered something about a butler being provided. That made sense. A naked girl in chains didn’t.

“Yes, sir, of course,” the butler said as he continued working with admirable efficiency. “A Corsican Cruise Lines companion is anything you want her to be. She’s here to make your stay more pleasant, especially as you are a single traveler. She can stay in your room so you may choose to use her to provide you company,” he said as he briefly glanced up from his work. “She can fetch your in-room dining, clean up as needed, help you with dressing, bathing, and so on.”

“I see,” said Arthur as he glanced again at Candy, to see her nodding her head vigorously.

“And of course there’s the sex.”

~~~


CHAPTER TWO

Candy

“SEX?” ARTHUR STUTTERED. Well, that did make sense, didn’t it, he thought to himself. His cock was starting to make itself known in the conversation his brain was having. It had thoughts.

“Yes, sir. She’s trained to provide most forms of conventional sex as well as a few of the more unconventional sexual disciplines.”

Behind him he heard her giggle.

“Okay, okay, so like that’s all legit, and she’s okay with it?”

“Of course, sir. She is, as I may have mentioned, a captive servant. Fully government licensed. Her paperwork can be checked on your app, sir,” the butler said as he closed Arthur’s luggage and stowed it out of sight in a cubby behind a small door in the wall. “She is trained to be a willing partner.”

Arthur moved out of the way as the butler exited the bedroom and headed towards the bar.

“Along here we have complementary refreshments as well as our in room dining menu, accessible via the tablet. You may order from the companion section of the menu for her meals, or she can have anything you’re having as well.”

He gestured to a cabinet set to the side of the bar. “In here are her disciplinary items. Feel free to use them as needed to ensure compliance, or even for your own amusement. If she does anything you are really not satisfied with, feel free to let us know and we can take her for correction.”

Arthur quickly glanced over to Candy, his face flushed with embarrassment for her, her own face showing nothing of the sort. Instead, she seemed to be giving him a bit of a saucy wink.

“Sometimes I’m naughty,” she exclaimed. Then proceeded to giggle and bounce a bit.

“Will there be anything else, sir?”

“No, uh thanks,” Arthur said, as his thoughts bounced around in time with her breasts. “Wait, ah, is there a good place for me to get lunch before I explore the ship? Oh, and should I get her lunch too?”

“The Premier Lounge is serving lunch right now, sir. Either I or Candy can direct you there. She got fed a little while ago so she can either stay in the room, or accompany you to lunch as you wish.”

“Oh, okay.”

“One last thing, sir,” he gestured towards the tablet mounted on a charging stand on the bar. “Please familiarize yourself with the emergency briefing before we set sail. Also, there are explicit instructions on managing a companion. She needs to be restrained in the proper manner at all times. All of the instructions are on the tablet.”

“Yes, of course,” Arthur said as the butler made his way out, turning and bowing once before closing the door.

“So,” said Arthur, drawing out the sound as he gazed upon Candy. She gazed back at him with a huge smile on her face.

“You seem really nice! I’m going to love being your companion, sir,” she gushed and made a cute little twist with her upper body, holding her hands together in front of her belly and looking across her left shoulder at him.

“Can I call you Arthur or do you prefer sir? I like either but your name sounds really fun to say!”

“Arthur is fine,” he replied.

“Yay,” she said as she straightened, bounced and clapped her hands. “Shall we get you lunch? I bet you’d love some food before we come back here and play, Arthur,” she said as she skipped closer to him.

“Sure,” he said preparing to leave and then hesitating. “Wait, I need my keycard and also, what’s this about proper restraints? Like, should I remove your current chains, leave them on? I guess I should read up on it before we go?”

“Oh, wow, yes! You’re so smart, Arthur!”

She hopped on both feet over to the cabinet that held her disciplinary items, as the butler had called them. Opening the left hand door, she revealed a set of chains, leashes and keys hanging on the door itself. Inside the cabinet Arthur could glimpse a number of scary looking implements meant to cause pain or at least major discomfort.

She took down the set of keys and one of the leashes, as well as a set of shackles separated by a short chain.

“I’d really, really love to show you around the ship. It’s super nice, and we can have lunch and it’ll be super fun! But you need to leash me, and change my current chains for this set of shackles for my feet.”

Arthur took the keys from her and gazed down at her feet.

“They’re to make sure I don’t run,” she giggled. “Sometimes I run for fun, but only ‘cause I don’t get to do it often. My titties bounce too much, though.”

“I see,” Arthur replied distractedly. He needed to get her chains off and had no idea how.

As he crouched down to grasp one of the shackles on her ankles, turning it to see if there was a keyhole anywhere, he realized that his face was now very close to her mound. A very bare mound. His cock had more thoughts.

Finally, concentrating on the task at hand, he found the keyhole, managed to get the right key in it, and was rewarded with the shackle unfastening with a loud click. Emboldened by this he managed to get the other one off as well.

“Yay!”

He peered up at her, eyes lingering on her slit briefly before meeting her face. She was peering excitedly down at him. She dangled her shackles before him.

“You should always make sure one part of me is properly restrained at all times,” she said, with a serious expression. Then she giggled again, “Otherwise I might be tempted to be naughty!”

“So I should secure your feet before I remove your wrist restraints?”

“Yup!”

“Okay, sure,” he muttered as he accepted the shackles from her and secured them to both ankles with a set of clicks. He spent some time making sure they weren’t too tight, then straightened up to unlock her wrists.

Candy clapped her newly freed hands in excitement as he hung her chains on the cabinet door.

“Now the leash,” she said, handing it to him. “It goes right here,” she said as she pointed to the ring on her collar where her tag was also fastened. She held her hands at her hips and bent her right knee away from her body, adopting a pose, waiting for him to snap the leash on her collar. Like a pet. Arthur wasn’t sure he could do this, but, then again, he was getting hungry and wanted to get going.

He did take a moment to look at her tag. It said “Candy, Companion 12-01, Corsican Carnivale” Huh. With a snap the leash was on and they were ready to go.

“So, wait,” he said to her. “Is it okay for you to be walked around like this in public areas? Are people going to freak?”

“Oh, no, silly!” She giggled and clapped her hands again. “No one will mind seeing my little tushy wandering the decks! And you look so handsome holding my leash.” Her eyes gazed at him with what he wanted to believe was reverence but was probably just her trying to make him feel special.

“Alright, let’s go. I really am hungry.”

With that, he marched out of his suite, holding the leash to his nude girl in his left hand, and pocketing his keycard with his right.
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Walking down the hallway, driven by conflicting impulses—hunger on the one hand and profound embarrassment on the other—Arthur attempted to make his way as discretely as possible towards the Premier Lounge. He hoped that he could sneak in, have lunch in a hidden corner somewhere, and aside from some dirty looks from other passengers and staff, survive this new reality.

What didn’t help was the naked girl skipping merrily alongside, humming a jaunty tune and exclaiming occasionally at things she would see. Her waving cheerily and shouting out greetings to other passengers they inevitably stumbled across definitely didn’t help.

However, other than a few wide eyed stares from some of the passengers, nothing much of consequence happened to mar Arthur’s journey. Some of the female passengers he encountered did give their male companions a bit of a stink-eye when their eyes lingered too long on Candy’s charms. And one woman did take time to hide her little boy’s eyes.

Finally, thanks to Candy’s rather enthusiastic directions, they made their way into the Premier Lounge and were seated at a table. Not hidden away, unfortunately, but right by the side with some nice big windows looking out to port-side.

Once seated, with Arthur trying desperately to reduce his heart rate, and accepting a menu from the waiter for both himself and Candy, he buried himself in the menu hoping to find something that would be quick. Was he eager to remove himself from potential humiliation, or was he perhaps eager to get Candy back to his suite, to explore in greater depth some of the services she might offer?

He was still lost in contemplation when the waiter gave a discrete “ahem” at his side.

“May I offer you anything to start, sir?”

Arthur gazed over to Candy, who had placed her menu on the table and was resting her chin on her folded hands, looking extremely content.

“I’d love an iced tea, and a cheeseburger, fries, and the usual lettuce, tomato, no onions, thanks. Um, Candy, what would you like,” he asked her.

She straightened up and gave her full attention to the waiter.

“Hi Jim!”

“Hi Candy!”

“Can I get a milkshake, please?”

“Strawberry, I assume,” he said with a wink.

“Yay!” She giggled again, turning to Arthur. “I always get strawberry. It’s pink!”

The waiter nodded at them, smiling at Candy and, taking their menus, went away towards the back of the lounge.

Candy returned to her previous posture and asked him, “Can I ask you about yourself, Arthur? I love to know more about each man I meet, you’re all so mysterious and exciting to me,” she said looking down at the table and blushing a bit.

“Are you with many men, Candy?” Arthur cursed himself as the words left his mouth. He didn’t want to embarrass her, make her think he thought she was some kind of whore. “I’m sorry,” he stammered. “I didn’t mean to imply anything. I just don’t really know how this works, with you…” he trailed off.

“I don’t mind, Arthur. I’m not with many men, you’re only the fifth man I’ve been with in my entire life. That’s why you’re all so exiting and new to me!” She clapped her hands again, and then leaned in. “I love learning, and every new man I meet is an opportunity to expand my world, you know?”

She looked around herself. “My world is pretty small, but I love it and everything in it, and all the nice people I get to meet in it. And I really want to learn about you and from you. Where you live, and how you live and what you love and how you love. All of that I can learn from and make part of my world, if you let me,” she looked at him. He searched her eyes and found himself drawn into them.

Candy, he realized, had some depth to her. This bubbly little minx was suddenly a real woman to him. He gazed at the leash that dangled from her collar. It led to a ring set in the bottom of the right side of the table where the waiter had secured it with a padlock as they were seated. He had no idea how a girl would ever wind up in a situation like she was in, but he suddenly felt super protective of her.

“That’s a beautiful way of saying it, Candy. I don’t think I’ve ever met someone who’s said that to me before.”

She blushed again and lowered her eyes, before gazing shyly up at him again.

Before he could gather his thoughts, the waiter appeared with a tray carrying his iced tea, food, and a surprisingly large strawberry milkshake. As the waiter set it down in front of Candy, she clapped her hands in joy and said to Arthur, “Take a picture of it, with me! Please?”

“Oh, okay. You don’t mind um, you know, your…” he said as he searched for a way of pointing out her nudity without embarrassing her.

“No, I love being in pictures. I hope I’m in lots of them,” she said as she straightened, jutting her breasts out, her nipples obviously hardened and elongated in excitement, a big smile on her face. She took a moment to fling her hair out, then placed one hand on her milkshake, the other on her lap.

Arthur fumbled out his phone and took a photo of her, trying to concentrate on her face and the milkshake, definitely getting both nipples in there, though. Exactly what she wanted him to do with this picture, though, he wasn’t sure. Did she have a phone herself? What exactly did she get to have that was hers? And what was a captive servant? Arthur had questions of his own.

~~~


CHAPTER THREE

A Conversation

“SO, TELL ME about yourself, Candy,” he said, as she took a large sip of her milkshake.

“Ooh, ouch, brain freeze,” she squeaked. Putting down the milkshake and looking at him, she blinked her eyes and said, “No, no, Arthur. I want to learn about you! I asked first!”

“Ah, yes, you did,” he replied. “Fine, nothing special about me. I work at a tech firm, I’m a comptroller. Do you know what that is?”

She shook her head vigorously.

“I work in the finance department of the company, helping prepare financial statements, making sure we are in compliance with regulations, that sort of thing.”

Arthur looked at Candy as her face adopted the sort of expression that comes to people when they desperately try to stifle a yawn and appear interested, in the most trying of circumstances. Arthur had seen that face at most of his dates, with things inevitably turning into the girl gazing off to the side, or even going straight to her phone. But Candy was doing an admirable job. With an enormous effort she had managed to get her eyes to focus on him and adopt a studious expression.

“That sounds really hard, Arthur. You must be really smart! Did you have to study a lot for that? Did you go to a school that’s just for that?”

“Oh, um, thanks. Well, I went to school for accounting, got my degree in that and got my certification. It is pretty hard, actually. At least it was for me. But I like it.”

He gazed at her, picking up his burger and preparing to take a bite. “What about you, did you go to school?”

She looked down while he took a big bite of the burger. Oops, he had probably said the wrong thing again.

“All the kids at the orphanage got schooling while we were there.” She perked up as she took another sip of her milkshake and continued, “We learned lots of things! Nothing about accounting, though. I don’t think they thought we would ever need to know about that.”

“What was your favorite subject?”

“Oooh,” she bounced a bit in her chair, the leash making a small sound as it moved. “I really loved learning about other places in the world! All the pictures of places, all the people. I always dreamed of getting to see them.”

“Ah, um…” He trailed off as he thought about the many minefields in this conversation.

He took a surreptitious look at her eyes and saw that they weren’t wet with tears or anything like that. She looked more wistful than sad.

He plunged in, asking, “Can you tell me more about this orphanage you mentioned?”

“Oh, sure! It was really nice! I had lots of friends, and all the teachers and guards were super friendly. I really loved it there.”

She took another large sip and scrunched her eyes and brow. “Oooh, ouch, my brain again!”

“So, uh, the butler mentioned you are a, what was it? A captive servant? And you mentioned guards? At the orphanage?”

She was done suffering over her latest brain freeze and appeared to be eyeing his fries somewhat hungrily. Her right hand was slowly inching its way over to his plate. He smiled and pushed the plate closer to her.

“Yum! Don’t mind if I do!” She delicately grabbed one of his fries and ate it.

After chewing for a bit, she said, “I was born in a prison, Arthur. I don’t think that’s a bad thing, you know?” She gazed up at him before looking back at the straw on her milkshake, where a pink bead of liquid had gathered at the opening of the straw. With a smooth motion she proceeded to lick it off the end of the straw, a sight that stirred Arthur’s loins like few things had in a very long while.

“I never really knew my mom. I guess she did some bad things, but I don’t think badly of her. I’m sure she tried her very best to do what she could with what she had. I met quite a few moms in that prison, and they all seemed like they wanted to do their very best but couldn’t for some reason.”

“But, wait. They kept you in the prison? But why? You didn’t do anything!”

“Well, I did do some things, you know. I was naughty quite a lot, really,” she said as her eyes brightened and she bounced again. Her breasts thumped against the top of the table and that must have been a bit uncomfortable, as she glanced down and stopped bouncing.

“They had to spank me quite a few times!”

“Oh, that’s awful! And you were just a little girl! But seriously, why did they keep you? I would have thought they would transfer you to a real orphanage or put you in foster care or something.”

“Oh, I’m so happy they didn’t. Well, not until I was twelve. I really liked everyone there and they took such good care of me. All the other women there treated me like their little girl. The guards named me Candy, you know? Because I was so sweet!”

She giggled.

“So then you left when you were twelve?”

“Yup!” She eyed his fries again and proceeded to steal another one. “I went to another orphanage and stayed there until I was sixteen. They tried to place me with families, but I guess no one wants a girl who’s been a captive.”

“Now, see, I don’t get that at all. Just because you were brought up in a prison doesn’t mean you belonged there. And what’s this about being a captive servant? I don’t recall hearing anything about that being a legal thing.” He waved his burger around before taking another bite.

“It’s not a new thing, silly!” She took another sip and looked at him from under her lashes. “If you’re in prison you must be a captive, right? Girls who are in prison have a different set of rules that apply to them. That’s what my teachers taught me, and it makes perfect sense. Even when I was at the other orphanage, I was still a captive. They didn’t let me out of the facility, and they kept me naked all the time, just like all of the other girls there. It’s not some thing I ever thought was wrong. It felt right to me and I was happy.”

“Really?”

“Yup! Everyone was super nice and we played a lot and we got to learn about all the great places there are in the world.”

“Was it all just girls?”

Candy blushed deeply. “At the second place there were some boys.”

“Did you have a boyfriend?”

“No,” she squealed. “Maybe. Shut up!” She giggled and pretended to hide behind her milkshake glass.

~~~

“Okay, so you moved from the prison orphanage to another one outside. You were naked and you were still a captive? That’s a bit messed up, Candy.”

At this she started looking a bit contemplative. “I never thought so, Arthur. They kept us naked because that’s what you do. We were kept secured because it’s what was best for us. Everyone treated us really nicely, I had lots of friends and I really admired all the teachers. They tried their best, they really did!”

With a giant effort she proceeded to polish off the rest of the milkshake, looking a bit apprehensive for a moment, and when no headache erupted, broke out in a big smile. “They did spank us a lot when we were naughty, and we were naughty a lot! But it’s no big deal. I took my smacks like a champ!” She was actually beaming at this point.

Arthur was a bit flabbergasted. How had he never heard of this kind of thing going on? Did others know? Judging by the fact that few other passengers seemed surprised to see a naked girl in chains being led around by a leash, it seemed that he was potentially the only one who didn’t get the memo.

“So how did you wind up here on a cruise ship, Candy?”

“Oooh, that’s the best part! I was sixteen, nobody had adopted me, you know, since I was a captive and all. Then we had a fair at the orphanage and a whole bunch of different companies came over to see who they could get from the available kids. And the nice man from Corsican Cruise Lines chose me!”

She started bouncing excitedly again. The bottoms of her breasts slapped against the table top, but this time she didn’t care.

“I was so excited! A cruise line, Arthur! I could see the world! I almost cried. Actually I did cry. But then I figured this was a super happy thing and so why am I crying, am I right? Anyway, they bought me from there and brought me straight to the ship and I’ve been here ever since! Isn’t that the greatest story?”

“Um, sure, Candy! That’s super happy,” he said as he tried to process everything. “But, um, I don’t want to be indiscreet here, but…”

“Yes?” She gazed at him with her pretty eyes.

“They haven’t, you know, been using you as a companion since you arrived, right? I mean, you were just sixteen, you said.”

“No, silly!” She giggled again. “They used me mainly to work the laundry room at first. Very exciting! I love folding things.” She clasped her hands together. “Then I worked the coffee bars! Coffee’s hard! So many variations. I was super popular though. Everyone wants to drink my coffee!”

Yes, Arthur would love anything this girl prepared for him. Still, she had been too young to be pressed into service like this.

“When I turned eighteen I got a whole bunch of training on what men like! I think I’m pretty good at it, if I do say so myself!”

Arthur’s cock had fully recovered from the downer of her upbringing and was now telling his eyes in no uncertain terms to concentrate on the gorgeous girl’s nipples. Which, if anything, were even pointier now.

“I can do all sorts of things with my tongue, you know. And my girly bits are really tight, I’ve been told!”

Arthur choked on his food. He quickly recovered and took a long sip of his iced tea. “Do tell, do tell.”

“I am telling! I tell everyone. I’m really proud of that, you see. I think it’s very important for everyone to have something that they’re really good at. I can tell you’re really good at your job, Arthur. You seem like someone who would take great care of, um, finances, and whatever else you said you take care of. My job is to make guests super happy when they’re on the ship, and I want to be the very best at that!”

“Are there other girls like you on the ship?”

“Oh, yeah! There are at least four others. They’re all super sweet. Except for Melinda. She’s a bitch,” she said with a straight face, then proceeded to double over with laughter. “No, I’m kidding,” she gasped out as she managed to control her mirth. “She’s a really good friend!”

“Okay,” he said as he smiled at her with an increasingly pained expression. His cock was insisting he ask for the check.

“Did you want to go back the the room, Arthur? Would you like to…ask me more questions? Ask me real hard, hard questions?” She purred, suddenly turning sultry, leaning over the table to peer into his eyes, her nipples brushing the table.

“Oh, shit, yes! Check please!”

~~~


CHAPTER FOUR

Enjoying Candy

THE JOURNEY BACK to Arthur’s suite was a blur. With surprising speed they managed to make their way back to the cabin, Candy skipping along, making great time even though her ankles were chained together. She had managed to perfect a skipping technique that worked for her and, given that it made her breasts bounce a lot, worked for Arthur as well.

Through the door and into the bedroom, Candy and Arthur practically flung themselves onto the bed. As Arthur pulled his shirt off, not bothering to unbutton it, Candy pointed to her shackles.

“Arthur, you need to unlock my ankles, otherwise it gets a bit complicated.”

He paused in his efforts to look at the shackles. “Oh, yeah, sorry!”

“Make sure to chain one of my ankles to the bed. It’s all in the rules, you know?”

Arthur scrambled off the bed and headed back to the living room area where he had left the keys. “What do I use to chain you to the bed,” he asked her as he found and picked up the keys.

“There’s a chain hidden under the bed, you use that. Oh, please hurry, Arthur!”

He rushed back to the bedroom, kicking off his shoes as he did so.

“Alright,” he said as he reached for the shackle on her left ankle.

“No, silly,” she squeaked at him. “You need to make sure I’m always secured in at least one way, or it’s no good.” She almost pouted at him.

“Sorry, sorry,” he said as he rummaged under the bed, finding a chain with a cuff at the end of it. He picked it up and secured her left ankle with it, then proceeded to unlock both shackles from her ankles.

“Yay!” Candy capped her hands and proceeded to flop onto her back, spreading her legs for him.

Arthur practically ripped his trousers off, so eager was he to get undressed. Pulling his boxer shorts down he almost fell onto the bed.

Candy squealed with delight as he practically hurled himself between her legs.

“Do me, Arthur! Do me like, um, like,” she grabbed him by the behind and pulled him onto her. “I don’t know, I can’t think right now. Just fuck me, Arthur!” She was panting now.

Arthur grabbed his cock with his right hand and guided it to her slot. Oh, my god she was so wet! He rubbed the head of his cock between her wet folds and groaned. This felt amazing. With supreme control he guided himself into her channel, slowly thrusting into her.

Candy moaned and arched her back. She lifted her legs until her feet were pointing at the ceiling and let out a deep sigh of pleasure as she was impaled.

Once he was fully inside her, he supported himself on his hands on either side of her shoulders and proceeded to thrust in and out of her.

She let out cute little squeaks and moans as he commenced to take his pleasure in her. Candy matched his movements, thrusting her pelvis upwards and grinding her clitoris against his pelvic bone, her motions getting more and more frantic as she got closer and closer to her climax.

He increased his thrusting as he sensed his own climax approaching, the pleasure of her hot, wet channel overwhelming his ability to stretch out the experience. It had been too long since he had sex and Candy was absolutely amazing.

She began to cry out and spasm, her nails digging into his back, her pelvis grinding almost violently against him. Finally he felt the walls of her tunnel tightening and clutching him. It was too much, his cock pulsing and spurting within her. She screamed out and came herself, shuddering and spasming against him.

Finally, they calmed and began to slow down, her arms pulling him down on top of her, her lips seeking his out and kissing him, deeply, passionately. Arthur reveled in her lips, kissing her, opening her mouth with his tongue, exploring her mouth, letting her own tongue into his mouth.

After a pleasant moment of bliss, he rolled off of her, his penis falling out of her hole. She moved her head onto his shoulder, hugging him with her right arm and sighing contentedly.

“Oh, my god, Candy. That was absolutely amazing,” he murmured in her ear.

“Mmm. You were so good, Arthur. Wowie, wow. I loved it, I really did,” she murmured back and kissed him.

“So, would you rate me five stars, Arthur?”

“Um, what?”

“I get rated for all of my services, you know? If I get enough five star ratings I get rewarded! It’s super important,” she said as she licked his ear.

~~~

“Seriously? I should rate you on this?” Arthur wasn’t sure if she was joking around or not.

“Yup,” she said as her head perked up, her eyes gazing into his. “I try to do the very best I can, and feedback helps me get better!”

She plopped back down onto his shoulder.

“Okay, yeah, you definitely earned five stars for that, Candy. You’re absolutely amazing!”

She perked up and beamed, “Yay! Points for Candy!’

Looking down at herself she frowned a bit and said, “Oopsie, I’m leaking all over you. Do you think you can hand me a tissue or two?”

“Sure,” he said as he reached over to the side table and grabbed a couple of tissues from the box. Taking them from him she proceeded to wipe herself and his crotch as well, tsk-tsking at herself.

After what seemed to him like a very thorough cleansing, Candy asked if she could be let up to go to the bathroom. But first she insisted on being put in her four-point harness. “I just like the feeling of being fully restricted after sex. It’s just so hot, don’t you think?”

Arthur agreed, and after setting her up in her chains and then unlocking the cuff that bound her ankle to the bed—earning him a series of enthusiastic claps—she proceeded to shuffle off to the bathroom.

He put on his clothes in a rather contemplative state. What exactly did he just do here? Did he force himself on a young, rather energetic but perhaps traumatized girl? Was she really traumatized or just naturally spunky? Her upbringing was certainly not one that could be called healthy, no matter what she said about being super happy and having friends. It just couldn’t be right, he thought to himself. And yet she seemed to be one of the happiest people he had encountered in a very long time. Perhaps a little research into this wouldn’t hurt, he thought.

“Arthur!”

“Yes, Candy?”

“Don’t start the safety briefing video without me. I’m a big part of your viewing experience!”

“Oh,” he replied. “Okay.” His eyebrows lifting in contemplation of what she might possibly mean by that, he went into the living room and sat down on the couch facing the tv screen. He had to admit that he had totally forgotten about the briefing requirement.

After a little bit he heard flushing and then the sound of chains jingling across the room as Candy shuffled into view. She had a big smile on her face and clapped her hands. “It’s briefing time! Of all the videos on the tv here, and I’ve seen them all, this one’s the best by far! It’s very silly! But also important,” she said as she proceeded to hand Arthur the remote and then plopped herself down in front of him, right between his legs, facing him.

“Aren’t you going to watch too,” he asked as he looked down on her. His cock stirred again.

“I don’t need to be briefed, Arthur. I’m one of the crew, basically. But I am here to make it so much more interesting and fun to watch!”

With that she proceeded to unzip his pants.

“Go ahead and turn it on while I go ahead and turn you on,” she giggled, reaching into his shorts to grasp his cock. Delicately she pulled his member out, looking at it with a hungry expression.

He sighed, as much with pleasure as with resignation, and proceeded to turn on the tv. The first thing that showed was a screen exhorting him to watch the safety briefing, so he went ahead and selected the button to start the video.

Candy in the meantime had brought her lips to his cock and started sucking the head into her mouth. What followed was a very strange combination of droll but informative safety information, and sensory overload from Candy’s very skilled tongue and mouth. She was right, the video was pretty silly, with an animated polar bear giving his opinions on how undesirable it was to be in the ocean without a life vest. But truly, the best part of the experience was Candy slurping away.

Soon enough the video was over and so was Arthur, spurting his seed deep within Candy’s mouth, all thoughts of her underlying motivation erased from his mind. He was pleased to see Candy swallow everything, something that no girl had ever done for him, and was a recurring theme in almost every adult video Arthur had ever watched. Having it done for him was a revelation. Having the girl then proceed to exclaim, “Yum!” afterwards was even better.

~~~


CHAPTER FIVE

Departure

THE REST OF the day passed by in a very pleasant blur. He and Candy went briefly out onto the balcony where she leaned out over the bannister and waved to people out on the dock. Many of them waved back, including some rather shocked families.

To be fair, Arthur had seen some things out on the streets of San Francisco that were far more risqué than this, including a time he had accidentally stumbled across the Folsom Street Fair and gotten an eyeful of kink that he had never truly been able to unsee.

Back inside, Candy insisted on showing Arthur the rest of the ship. Guided by her through the major areas he started to really appreciate how huge the Corsican Carnivale truly was. But before they had left the cabin, Candy had insisted he familiarize himself with her management instructions, which apparently allowed her to be led around without a leash, as long as she was in four-point harness chains.

The instructions had been long and very involved. Arthur refreshed some of them in his mind as they wandered through the casino.

	Companion must be secured at all times. At least one limb must be secured by chain at all times, either to another limb or to a secured chaining point on the ship’s structure.
	When outside of a cabin a leash must be used, secured to the companion’s collar attachment point, unless the companion is secured with full four-point chaining set.
	When inside of a cabin, the companion may be secured by a hobbling device, such as leg shackles, or have her limbs restricted by use of handcuffs, unless the companion is secured to a chaining point on the ship’s structure by leash. In that case the companion’s limbs may be free, as an exception to point (1) above.
	The companion may never be allowed outside of the cabin except in the company of the guest or a ship’s designated representative.
	The companion may never be allowed on the balcony except in the company of the guest or a ship’s designated representative.
	The companion must remain nude at all times, unless environmental conditions demand otherwise..
	The companion must be provided access to restroom facilities as well as food and liquids as needed.
	Any medical issues with the companion must be reported to ship’s medical personnel as soon as possible.
	The behavior of the companion with regards to use of ship’s amenities or interactions with other guests onboard is the responsibility of the guest assigned the use of the companion (Responsible Guest).
	Any damage caused by the companion will be charged to the guest’s account, unless said damage is caused by an Act of God, or otherwise not preventable by reasonable intervention of the Responsible Guest.
	Responsible Guest is required to administer discipline as needed to maintain companion’s behavior within normal parameters.
	The companion is required to be cheerful, pleasant, helpful, sexually willing and available, and otherwise a delight to be around. Any deviation from this standard is cause for discipline and must be administered in a timely manner.
	If Responsible Guest is unwilling or unable to administer discipline, it is the guest’s responsibility to inform the assigned butler and allow access to the companion for the amount of time required for the butler to administer disciplinary measures.
	The butler may, at his or her discretion, decide to implement any recommendations given by the Responsible Guest, or may implement their own set of disciplinary measures.
	In the case of egregious failure on the part of the companion, the butler may choose to move the companion out of the care of the Responsible Guest and their compartment temporarily, to allow the disciplinary team of the Corsican Carnivale to administer enhanced measures in specialized facilities.
	Corsican Carnivale will endeavor in all such cases to return the companion in as usable a state as possible as soon as practicable, but cannot guarantee the availability of the companion at the same level of service.
	Guest administered disciple must not result in any damage to the companion, such as the breaking of skin, or breaking of any bones. No damage to any internal organs is permitted. Any such incidents will be prosecuted to the full extent of the law.
	The companion may not be rendered unfit for duty, nor may she be traumatized emotionally or mentally by any disciplinary measures, whether physical or verbal, when rendered by the Responsible Guest.
	The Responsible Guest may delegate the discipline of the companion to another guest when more convenient, however the Responsible Guest maintains responsibility for all consequences to the companion and will be held directly liable if any rules are violated as a result.


Arthur’s eyes had blurred after a while, but he was pretty good at memorizing detailed lists of rules and was in any case sure none of this would apply to Candy. He glanced sideways at her as she skipped alongside him. Hopefully.

~~~

Eventually Arthur and Candy made their way up to the top deck where they could watch the departure from San Francisco along with the other passengers, most of whom had made their way topside to watch.

The ship’s whistle blew and the lines were cast off. Candy clapped and bounced and cheered. The other passengers near them were seemingly caught up in her infectious cheer and joined along with her. Even the other female passengers nearby, most fully dressed in evening attire, some in pool wear, went ahead and clapped and bounced and cheered as well. Arthur cheered and waved, deciding that bouncing up and down was not really his thing.

Many of the other male passengers cast the occasional glance at Candy, focusing mainly on her pert behind, or on her bouncing breasts. But many gazed longingly at her face, finding her cheer and the radiance of her youthful beauty to be impossible to ignore. Arthur couldn’t deny she was a treat indeed.

It was a matter of about 40 minutes before the giant ship was passing under the Golden Gate Bridge. Arthur and Candy stared up at the iconic landmark of the Bay Area as it approached and then passed over them.

They were officially on their way towards Hawaii. It would take them about five days to get there and Arthur had been a bit nervous about how he would spend his time on the ship. With the unexpected pleasure of having Candy along, he was much more sanguine about it. In the worst case scenario he might get bored of all the ship had to offer and spend the rest of his time in his sumptuous suite with Candy and never be bored.

He glanced over at her and saw her looking back at the Golden Gate with a deep look of wonder. He found it utterly charming. This girl really soaked in everything she could.

With that he nudged Candy along and they made their way back inside, the temperature starting to drop. Arthur was amazed that Candy didn’t complain about the chill in the air, but he certainly was starting to feel cold.

Back in Arthur’s suite he changed into evening wear while Candy took some time to apply makeup. In Arthur’s estimation she really didn’t need any, her natural face clear and beautiful as it was. But apparently his suite was stocked with makeup for her and when she emerged he drew in his breath. She was absolutely stunning. She had managed to work some serious magic with eyeliner and lipstick, giving herself an air of maturity and sensuality that applied a healthy multiple to her existing charms.

Having switched to shackles and a leash, they made their way to dinner, Arthur having made reservations some time ago for the ship’s specialty Chinese restaurant. They were promptly seated at a lovely table next to a window looking outside. Arthur was no longer quite as self conscious about being with a naked young woman in chains. The waiter went ahead and secured Candy’s leash to a ring set into the bottom of the table and took their drink orders.

Candy apparently was a big fan of fizzy drinks and although she generally stayed away from alcoholic drinks—giving Arthur a very cute lecture about how alcohol had made her feel quite sick one too many times and she vastly preferred a yummy tasting drink that tickled her nose—she did agree to a glass of Champagne.

Toasting each other, they proceeded to take a couple of sips before it was time to order their dinner. Candy decided on shrimp dumplings and a few bites of whatever Arthur was having. Arthur chose the chili shrimp and Chow Mein noodles. As they ate they amused themselves by making up backstories for the various passengers they saw seated around them. Candy helped herself from his dinner with perhaps a bit higher frequency than Arthur had anticipated.

She clapped and bounced as he ordered the fried Wontons with ice cream and chocolate sauce for dessert. They fed each other bites and Candy managed to get some of the ice cream on her nose before he leaned over, motioned her to lean over as well, and licked it off her nose. She giggled.

Afterwards they made their way back to the cabin and, at Candy’s insistence, secured her by her ankle to the bed chain. He removed her shackles and they proceeded to make love for a good hour. Candy did hiccup a couple of times—from the Champagne she confessed—but managed to recover herself and did an absolutely admirable job making Arthur feel like the king of the world. She had a rather shattering orgasm herself, Arthur believed. At least the noises she was making and the trembling of her limbs and clutching of her sheath made a convincing argument that he had given as good as he had gotten.

They fell asleep in each other’s arms, only waking when Candy nudged him in the middle of the night to let her go to the toilet. Unfortunately the chain wasn’t long enough, so Arthur simply unlocked it, staying in bed and mumbling vaguely at her to fix herself back up when she got back into bed.

~~~


CHAPTER SIX

Explorations

THE NEXT MORNING Arthur was relieved to see that Candy was back in bed with him. He recalled having let her off her chain to get herself over to the toilet. He craned his neck over to take a look and was further relieved to see that she had fixed her cuff back on her ankle and was securely chained to the bed.

Of course, among the two of them she had so far been the most diligent about the rules of her management, so he really shouldn’t be concerned that she would break any of them, he thought to himself.

The rest of the day proceeded quite pleasantly. The two of them ordered room service breakfast, Candy getting the French Toast with strawberries, he ordering the scrambled eggs with bacon, toast and jam. Candy stole his bacon and insisted that she be punished for it.

When he laughed it off she grew serious. “No, Arthur, I was naughty and there’s no denying it,” she wagged her fingers. “Naughty girls get spanked, everyone knows that!”

“Alright,” he said as he slid his chair backwards to get up. To his surprise, before he could stand Candy had deposited herself over his lap, her shackled feet on her tiptoes on the left side of him, her tummy on his lap, and her hands stretched out to touch the floor. “Spank me hard, Arthur!”

“Well, I would, Candy, but I’m right handed and you’ve placed yourself in a not so convenient way!”

“Oopsie,” she exclaimed as she struggled to get back up. “Um, can you give a girl a hand, please? This is so embarrassing.”

“No problem,” he said as he tried to suppress a chuckle. Candy seemed to be genuinely trying to enable him to give her a spanking and he felt that she might get offended at this point if he seemed to be mocking her. Eventually he managed to get her up, the whole operation being a bit awkward, him having to grab her by a breast at one point.

Her face somewhat red—either from blood having rushed to her face as she was bent over, or from exertion or embarrassment—she shuffled over to the correct side and plopped herself down across his lap again. This time her feet went up briefly, and she wiggling both feet for a bit as she giggled.

“Boy, I’m a silly one, aren’t I? You’d think the number of times I’ve gotten spanked I would get this right!” She giggled again.

“So you really want me to spank you? What do the rules recommend for grand theft bacon?”

She twisted her head to try to look up at him. “Ten good ones, Arthur. Smack my cheeks and make it count!”

He rested his hand on her bottom, noticing that he easily covered both cheeks. He decided that it was perhaps better to just humor her and give her the spanking she clearly really wanted, rather than argue the merits of such a punishment for a non-crime.

He lifted his hand, heard her draw in her breath and briefly clench her buttocks, then brought his hand down in a nice arc, to land it right in the middle of her bottom. A loud smack echoed through the cabin and he saw with satisfaction her cheeks flatten under the impact of his hand. As he brought his hand back up, her bottom rebounded and a rosy glow in the shape of his hand print started to appear.

She had given a cute little squeak as he delivered his first spank and as he settled into a nice rhythm, she continued to make that sound, growing louder as the count increased. Her bottom would clench and then relax and his hand would smack it, and she would cry out and wiggle and clench and bounce a bit and relax and he would smack her again.

Before he knew it her spanking was over and he helped her up again. Once upright she bounced on the balls of her feet, her hands going back to cover her bottom. He noticed a few tears rolling down her cheeks, but before he could voice any concern she said, “Thank you, Arthur! I loved it! One of the best spankings I’ve had in a while.”

She smiled bravely at him. “I’m a connoisseur, you know?” She proceeded to giggle a bit as she rubbed her behind.
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They decided to spend some time out on the balcony, the side walls shielding them from the cold Pacific wind, a big warm blanket covering them both as Candy lay next to him on the chaise lounge, snuggled up against him.

Another room service meal, this time lunch. Candy was apparently a bit self conscious about walking around in public with a rosy bottom, so Arthur indulged her by agreeing to stay in the suite and ordering in.

He got a club sandwich and she a club salad, giggling a bit about how they were essentially the same thing, as she had gotten bread with hers and could have made herself a sandwich too. Thankfully this time they both had bacon so she was not tempted to steal. He teased her about it as he noticed her eyeing his chips. He gamely pushed the plate of chips over to her so she could help herself.

Eventually, after snuggling together and watching a program on the tv about whales, Candy oohing over the sight of a mother whale and her calf, her eyes getting misty, she started feeling a bit more confident about venturing outside.

Gathering themselves together they left the cabin, Candy in shackles and her leash. They stopped by a coffee bar, where Candy enthusiastically introduced him to Emily, another captive servant that she knew well. “I taught Emily everything she knows about making coffee, Arthur! Isn’t that great? She’s really good at it too! Order something, please?”

He smiled at both of them as they both seemed so incredibly excited to make him a coffee. “Sure, I’d love an iced latte. What about you Candy, do you want anything?”

“Oh gosh! Um, I don’t know if I’m allowed to have a coffee drink from here, that’s a premium item.”

Emily winked at her, “Don’t be silly Candy, you’re a companion. You can get anything your guy gets for you. I’ll make you your usual, alright?”

“Oh yummy! Thanks, Emily! You’re literally the best!”

In no time he was presented with a truly delicious looking iced latte, with just the right amount of foam on top, the clear glass showing the complex interplay of milk and coffee as they navigated the chaotic terrain of ice and liquid, swirling and threading their dance of unity and separation, mixing and mingling. A union of liquids and solids that came together to create a performance to be consumed by eye and mouth.

Candy’s drink turned out to be an extravaganza of epic proportions, a drink less coffee than simple excess. There were many layers within it, and foam or perhaps whipped cream towered over the rim of the glass. A surprising number of marshmallows festooned the concoction along with a straw made out of chocolate and another of spun sugar. A flag flew from it, the flag of Corsican Carnivale. Candy later told him that the drink used to have sparklers but management shut that down when they heard. Probably a wise decision.

With drinks in hand, having thanked Emily for her master craftsmanship, they made their way over to the shopping arcade, slowly browsing the assorted merchandise available. Candy seemed to linger over some of the clothing, admiring the cute tops on display. Arthur wondered briefly at that. But it made sense, even though Candy could not enjoy any such item in her current status, it didn’t mean she wasn’t a girl like any other that Arthur had ever spent time with. And there was something innate in the desire to find pretty things to clothe oneself in for any woman or girl. Even one that was forced to be naked and walked in chains and a leash.

They finished wandering through, Candy sipping furiously on first her chocolate straw and then, when that had been consumed, through the sugar one. They made their way towards the main theater where Candy proceeded to point to the matinee poster and bounce up and down in excitement.

“Arthur, this is my favorite show. Carnival in Carnivale!”

Arthur peered at the poster. The show started in fifteen minutes and appeared to be a music and dance extravaganza, ‘Of the Most Extraordinary Proportions!” it proclaimed.

“Alright, Candy. You want to see it? I’m game,” he said as he gestured gallantly towards the entrance.

~~~


CHAPTER SEVEN

A Show

THEY MADE THEIR way into the theater, being shown to the premium seats. Arthur sat down, Candy next to him and looked around himself at the make up of the other passengers. There was a nice mix of ages, although everyone there was an adult. Arthur had always thought of cruising as something for the older demographic, but there were quite a few couples here younger than himself.

There was also, he was relieved to see, at least one more companion, also nude, also with a chain running from her collar, being held by an older gentleman seated somewhat behind and to the left of them.

As the show started, Candy clapped her hands and cheered. The show itself was quite a spectacle, involving perhaps twenty or more performers, with elaborate costumes, and even more elaborate song and dance numbers. Arthur started getting drawn into the show, fascinated by how a cruise ship could attract that many performers and musicians to do shows of this caliber.

At times, as he glanced over at Candy she seemed to be getting quite excited by the action on the stage. He noticed that she focused her attention mainly on the female performers, especially when they engaged in some of the more flexible dance moves. Perhaps she was seeing herself in them, wishing she could be them, even for a moment.

The performers were free, they got to wear elaborate costumes, and they were the focus of a rapt audience’s attention. It was easy to see that Candy might wish herself, even if just for a moment, to be one of them, rather than the chained and owned girl she was right now. Arthur mused for a bit about the feasibility of using a captive servant in a staged performance. He really didn’t know anything about the rules there, perhaps some of them actually were captives?

He glanced over at Candy again and saw that she was eying him, biting her lower lip. “Um, Arthur, do you think you could, you know, um…” she was whispering now, her eyes darting between his hands and her middle. “Um, could you maybe, finger me a bit?”

He quickly glanced around himself to see if anyone had heard. It didn’t seem so, everyone else was looking raptly at the stage. He turned again to Candy, raising his eyebrow. She was blushing.

With that, he moved his right hand over to her thigh, she spreading her legs to make it easier for him. He moved his hand up her thigh until it was resting against her vulva and allowed his index finger to slip in between her folds. She sighed as he entered her, rubbing against her clit and allowing the tip of his finger to probe her wet entrance.

She leaned her head back, eyes closed. Her right hand was gripping her right thigh, her left hand resting on Arthur’s right hand, her nipples grown hard and pointing skyward.

Soon enough, she started rocking and squeezed her thighs together, trapping Arthur’s hand in-between them as she squeaked and came, keeping thankfully quiet enough that her seatmates didn’t register it.

Done, Arthur gently moved his hand away as Candy sat upright again, opening her eyes and gazing back at the stage. “Oh, Arthur, this is my favorite part,” she whispered to him as she turned briefly to him and then back towards the stage, her eyes bright with joy.

He turned his attention back to the stage with a smile, wondering what to do about his now sticky finger. Luckily he had a tissue in his pants pocket as he discovered while digging around in there with his left hand. Quickly and discreetly wiping his fingers, he settled back and enjoyed the rest of the show with Candy.

When it was all done, they stood up along with the rest of the audience, clapping and making their way slowly out of the theater. There were a few squeaks from Candy as they made their way out the exit. It turned out, as Arthur was told by Candy later on, that a few of the passengers had taken the liberty of pinching her bottom in the crowd of people exiting. Candy didn’t seem to mind, though, giggling about it and mentioning that it was only to be expected. “I’d pinch this bottom too, Arthur,” she said as he expressed some indignation on her behalf.

“Would you want me to dance like that for you, Arthur?”

He turned to her as they walked along the wide hallway towards one of the ship’s lounge areas. “Is that something you want to do, Candy? Do you want to be a performer,” he asked her.

“Oh, I don’t know,” she said, blushing and turning her face down to look at the floor as they walked along, hand in hand. “I just think it would be exciting to perform like that for someone and have them look at me and think I was someone else. Maybe someone from a magical land,” she said as her voice faded slowly.

“I’d love to see that someday, Candy. I think you’d make an amazing performer. Do you dance at all?”

She looked back up at him and smiled shyly, “I used to dance a lot with the other kids when I was young. But we weren’t any good, you know? We were just being silly.”

~~~

They had reached the lounge area and took a seat on a couch, ordering drinks from the waiter. Arthur had a gin and tonic, Candy had ginger beer, the drink sending bubbles up her nose, causing her to giggle and bounce.

“Did you have a reservation for dinner, Arthur?”

“No, actually I was thinking of doing the buffet tonight. Is that okay with you, Candy? Or did you want me to try and get a reservation at one of the restaurants,” he said as he reached for his phone. It would probably be a simple matter to call up the app and see if there were any seats available tonight.

Before he had a chance to get his phone she bounced and clapped and cheered, “Yay! I love the buffet, Arthur! It’s super fun and there’s so many yummy things there. Plus, it gives me a chance to serve you, you know? Bringing you food is one of the many services I offer!”

“Are you sure, Candy? I figured I would grab my own stuff at the buffet. Isn’t that how it generally works?”

“No, silly! Not when you have a companion like me! You’ll see! Oh, this is going to be great! Did I mention the buffet is super yummy? It is,” she exclaimed. Taking a big swig of her drink, she hiccuped as the bubbles tickled her nose and then proceeded to spend the next minute trying to gain control of her hiccups.

Eventually they finished their drinks and Candy grabbed his hand as she dragged him towards the main buffet. Arthur could tell that she was trying to walk as fast as she could but the shackles on her feet were limiting her speed. The leash hung from her collar down between her breasts and curved up again before it could hit the floor as it met the handle coiled around Arthur’s hand. Her breasts bounced fetchingly as they made their way to the elevators, then up a few floors and along another long hallway before winding up at the entrance to the buffet restaurant.

Luckily it didn’t look to be too crowded here. Arthur surmised that this buffet was actually not the main one, being located in the premium suites section of the cruise ship. Others could come here too, there was no check of room key, but probably most passengers didn’t know about this location.

In any case, Candy was able to guide them to the start of the buffet tables.

“So, Arthur, we’re going to go through all the selections they have here and you just point out what you think you like and then later, after we get a super nice table, I’ll go and fetch everything you wanted for you!”

“Oh, okay, if that’s how you want to do it, Candy. That sounds really nice, thank you,” he said as she gazed up at him, her eyes eager. He could tell she really wanted to do this, for some reason. Perhaps this was part of her training. Maybe he would have to rate her five stars for this as well.

They spent the next five minutes wandering the aisles, Arthur pointing out various items that seemed like they would be tasty. Eventually he felt that he had pointed out enough things to make Candy feel like she would be useful, but not too many that she might not be able to remember or carry everything.

They found a nice table next to the windows and clapping in joy, Candy proceeded to scamper off to fetch the food. She took the end of the leash from him and held it in her left hand as she left the table. Arthur wondered about that, as there wasn’t a specific rule about who actually held her leash in such a situation.

Eventually Candy returned with a tray laden with most of what he had pointed out. She lay it down on the table, biting down on her lower lip in concentration before heading off again to fetch the rest of what he had wanted. Arthur was starting to feel bad about making her work so much, but it was too late to do anything about it now.

She returned with the rest of his food and then headed off again to get what she wanted. Soon enough she approached their table, her tray piled high with all manner of food. Arthur wondered where she managed to put so much food away. Then again, she was young still. Eating that much would probably doom Arthur to months of gym time to try and burn off.

She sat down and beamed at him. “Isn’t the selection great here? I love it!”

“You’ve really outdone yourself, Candy. Thanks for getting everything, it really looks delicious!”

“Yay!”

They proceeded to dig in, managing to polish most things off. Candy did look like she was starting to reach her limit right around the third mini-brownie and it looked like she might not be able to polish the chocolate mousse off. Sensing her distress, he gallantly offered to help her with it, which caused much clapping of hands from her.

When they finished, she insisted on cleaning everything off the table. Her pert bottom was a sight to see as it scampered across the room, carrying her leash and the trays over to where the staff collected things. Arthur didn’t have the heart to tell her that the staff here seemed to be perfectly happy to clear tables. She either didn’t know, or really wanted to move around on her own, without someone else holding her leash. Arthur suspected the later and was happy to indulge her.

~~~


CHAPTER EIGHT

Three's Company

A FEW PLEASANT days later Arthur and Candy were relaxing by the pool, both of them stretched out on their own chaise lounges, side by side. Candy had her legs shackled together, as usual. Her leash was on and tied to one of the legs of her chaise lounge in a casual knot. She was busy applying sunscreen to her bosom, an activity that was the focus of attention of at least five of the nearby male passengers.

Arthur was getting used to the constant attention his companion got, and she certainly didn’t seem to mind. What Arthur wasn’t used to was the attention he was getting from a rather cute looking brunette on the other side of the pool. Whenever he looked her way, she dropped her eyes to her book and pretended to read it rather studiously, blushing. At least he thought she was blushing, as he couldn’t really tell from where he was sitting.

After a while Candy turned to him and whispered, “Arthur, I think you have an admirer! That’s so cute! You should say hi!” She clapped her hands and beamed at him.

“What? No,” he whispered back at her. “I’m with you and she can see that. What would she think if I went over there? She probably thinks I’m a horrible womanizer or something.”

She looked at him, puzzled. “Why? Because you’re with me? Silly, I’m just a companion. She’s a real girl and you should talk to her. What have you got to lose?”

“Um, you’re a real girl too, Candy. And she can see that we’re together and if I talk to her, maybe she’ll assume I’m trying to get a threesome going or something. I’m way too embarrassed to have that kind of a conversation,” he said as he turned back to his own book.

Candy stared at him for a while and then sighing, resumed with the sunscreen application, much to the joy of the nearby audience.

Not five minutes passed before Candy turned to him again and said, “Arthur, I need to pee! Can I please take myself over to the girl’s room?”

Engrossed in his book, he casually reached over and worked her leash loose from where it had been secured. “Sure, go ahead,” he said, still reading.

The next fifteen minutes passed as Arthur—momentarily passed out from the boredom of his accounting statistics book—got woken by Candy returning in a particularly bouncy and cheery mood. She plopped herself down on the chaise and proceeded to clap her hands, bounced a bit, and giggled.

He turned to her and said, “Alright Candy, what did you do?”

He raised his eyebrows at her and she raised a finger to her lips and said, “I’ll never tell!” With that she stretched out on the chaise again and closed her eyes.

Arthur was bent over, tying the leash onto the leg of the chaise lounge again, when he felt a shadow looming over him.

He turned his head and looked over his shoulder to find the brunette standing next to him. She was even prettier up close than he had imagined. Her hair fell to her shoulders in a cascade of light and dark locks. Her shapely figure was clad in a rather revealing string bikini which was working hard at enclosing her breasts — not too large, but just right. The two perky mounds were topped with hard nipples that threatened to poke through her bikini top.

Arthur dragged his eyes up to her face and found the girl was looking at him with pretty brown eyes and a welcoming smile.

“Hi, I’m Bethany,” she said.

Arthur sat up straight and turned to face her more directly, taking the time to gather his thoughts and still his racing heart.

“Hi, I’m Arthur, um, nice to meet you,” he said as he desperately thought of more things to say to her. Maybe something smooth that would salvage this from its current trajectory of desperate awkwardness.

“Hi Arthur, I see you have a cruise companion. That’s so cool, I’ve never met anyone who had one before,” she said as she glanced at Candy. Candy smiled back at her and winked brazenly.

Oh, that vixen! Arthur should have seen that one coming!

“Um, yeah, that’s Candy, she’s been keeping me company, as you can see,” he said as his heart sank. This was definitely not the kind of conversation he wanted to have with a cute girl. Why couldn’t he be better at casual conversations?

“Yeah, she’s super cute, isn’t she?” At that, Candy gave a giggle and blushed.

“Arthur, Bethany is, you know, like, curious…” said Candy as she made a hand gesture that encompassed the three of them.

Arthur raised an eyebrow and looked up at Bethany and then down at Candy again. “Curious?” he asked.

Bethany leaned over and whispered, “Yeah, Arthur. I’ve always wanted to try out a companion. And you’re pretty cute too. What do you say?”

“Come on Arthur, let’s have some fun!” Candy beamed at him and clapped her hands, her breasts jiggling mightily, her growing set of male admirers getting more than their money’s worth.
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Arthur was nervous, he couldn’t deny it. A threesome was something he had always dreamed of, but now that it was a potential reality he started to have second thoughts. What if he couldn’t satisfy two women? What if Bethany was some sort of crazy sex freak and he just couldn’t deal? But most of all, he thought about Candy and how she would feel, even though it seemed like this was something instigated by her.

Arthur had gotten used to the sexual dynamic between him and Candy. When he really thought about it, she was the one who initiated things almost all of the time. But she managed to make him feel like he was in charge, dominating her. Subjugating her to his demands while she worked hard to please him. And it worked because he understood that she fundamentally enjoyed her role playing at being submissive, a role reinforce by the outward trappings of her chains and collar.

Now Candy would be there with him, with another girl there. What if it got awkward? How could it not, he thought to himself, getting even more nervous.

Finally the trio reached the door to his suite and, waving the room card at the sensor, he opened the door and let them all inside.

“Oh, wow! This cabin is amazing,” Bethany breathed out.

Candy bounced and clapped, almost squealing out in joy, “I know, right? It’s the best place ever! Arthur’s so successful, aren’t you, Arthur? With your finance stuff, um, keeping all those numbers in their place! I’m so proud of him,” she gushed as she grabbed his arm and bounced. Her breasts rubbed against him and Arthur really wondered if there wasn’t some sort of possessive thing happening here.

Bethany looked around herself and said, “I don’t doubt it, Arthur. This is definitely a panty wetter!”

Candy squealed in shocked delight, crying out, “Oh Arthur, she’s so naughty! Should she get a spanking too?”

Arthur blushed furiously, glancing over at Bethany to find her biting her lower lip in her teeth and twisting her upper body demurely away from them.

“Yeah, Arthur, should I get a spanking too? I could be just naughty enough, you know…”

With that Arthur’s erection shoved away any nervous doubt and asserted itself rather forcefully. He almost had to bend over to prevent injury.

He grunted at the two girls, motioning to the bedroom door and groaned out, “Get in there, you two. Don’t make me have to spank both of you!”

They both squealed as they scampered into the bedroom, Candy’s chains rustling over the flooring while Bethany’s bare feet made a slapping sound as she half-ran, her bottom cheeks bouncing fetchingly.

Arthur struggled to remove his swimming trunks, almost getting the knot of the drawstring hopelessly tangled before managing to pull them down, risking tripping over them and face-planting onto the bed.

Both girls had flung themselves onto it and by the time Arthur reached them Candy was in the process of undoing Bethany’s bikini top. Bethany blushed fetchingly as she helped remove the top to reveal her breasts. Arthur couldn’t tear his eyes from her tiny pink nipples, mounted atop firm breasts, each a nice handful of perkiness just begging to be grasped in his hands.

Candy reached down and untied the strings that held Bethany’s bikini bottoms on and Arthur grabbed them and pulled them away from her, revealing a lightly trimmed bush that barely hid her slit.

Bethany’s eyes were fixed on his erection and she reached over and grabbed his penis in her right hand, her left arm propping herself up on the bed on her elbow. Candy reached over from behind and began caressing Bethany’s right breast with her hand, reaching with two fingers to pinch the nipple. Bethany gave a moan and leaned over to enclose her lips over Arthur’s member, drawing him into her warm, wet mouth.

Arthur groaned and glanced at Candy, anxious to see how she was taking this. He needn’t have worried, as Candy was looking right back at him and smiling encouragingly. She blew him a kiss and then lowered her eyes down to peer over Bethany’s shoulder at what she was doing to Arthur’s member.

Relieved, he proceeded to caress Bethany’s body, starting with her hip and working his way over to her bottom, squeezing her buttocks and moving his hand down to where the crease between her legs began. He managed to get his hand around her thighs to where they could caress her moist folds from behind her. She moaned around his shaft and bobbed her head faster, her tongue caressing the underside of his penis.

Arthur started to worry that he would lose all control much too soon. He slowly withdrew from her mouth and said softly, “Bethany, would you like to enjoy Candy a bit while I do something for you?”

She raised her eyebrows and looked from him to Candy and then nodded quickly, allowing herself to fall flat onto the bed. Candy looked down at Bethany and bit her lip. When Bethany nodded again, Candy swung her legs around and straddled Bethany’s face. Arthur was now presented with a truly epic sight: his Candy’s bottom presenting itself to him as it was placed directly above Bethany’s face, a pair of gorgeous breasts below, and Bethany’s spread legs presenting her pink folds to him.

He lowered his head down between her thighs and took in the sight of the pink treasures of a young woman, a girl who was feeling adventurous and daring. Who took a chance on a pair of fellow travelers, perhaps an unconventional pair, but a pair that might themselves wish to take a chance on a stranger. A sharing of pleasures that was given in mutual agreement and should be treasured.

He bent down and tasted of that treasure, running his tongue along her inner folds, tasting her excitement, a unique taste that spoke of need and vulnerability and the essence of living. A heady cocktail that Arthur had seldom indulged in but was now determined to enjoy to the fullest.

Soon enough Bethany’s hips were jerking and her thighs closed around Arthur’s head, trapping him there as she enjoyed his ministrations, Candy’s hips moving slightly back and forth as Bethany worked her moist lips with her tongue. Arthur wished he could see Bethany’s tongue working Candy’s slot. He grew even harder as he imagined the sight.

Bethany gave a squeal and tightened even further around Arthur, almost crushing him as he heard Candy give a cry and felt her jerking as well.

With that Bethany’s legs opened wide and Candy rose off her, twisting around to look at Arthur with glazed eyes.

“Fuck her hard, Arthur,” she panted.

~~~


CHAPTER NINE

The Journey Takes A Turn

CANDY AND ARTHUR spent a few more delightful hours with Bethany, exploring the joys of the combinations that were unlocked with three willing partners. Eventually Arthur did find himself giving both girls a good hard spanking as they squealed and giggled with feigned distress and real joy.

But all good things must come to an end and the next day the ship docked in Hawaii, visiting the island of Maui as their one and only stop before the ship would head back to San Francisco.

Bethany informed them that this was her final destination and that she was disembarking here, along with the three childhood friends she had taken the cruise with. Arthur was sad that the fun was over, but Candy was more than willing to help him overcome the feeling of loss.

It did not come as a huge surprise to Arthur that Candy was not allowed off the ship to enjoy the port or any of the excursions that were available for booking. Arthur felt bad for her, after all she had expressed her childhood dreams of seeing the world and now that she was in a position to be in other parts of the world, she was unable to experience them in any direct way.

With a brave face Candy told him, “Don’t worry about me, Arthur! I’m happy here on board. I love just standing by the railings and looking out at all the people on shore. Sometimes there are welcoming parties that put on a show, it’s super cute.” She clapped her hands and bounced, but Arthur could tell her heart wasn’t really in it.

He grabbed her hands in his and said to her, “Candy, listen to me. I didn’t get on this cruise to visit Hawaii, as beautiful as Maui is. Places like Maui are best experienced by traveling there and staying at a resort, someplace where you can really soak in the experience.”

He smiled at her, “I can always get myself a ticket and a hotel room there. This cruise is a one time thing. You are a one time experience that I wouldn’t miss for even one moment. While it lasts, I’m going to stay here with you.”

She looked up at him, her eyes moist and a tear starting to roll down her face. “Really, Arthur? You’d rather stay here? With me? But it’s supposed to be so amazing out there. I can’t imagine not experiencing it.” She pressed up against him, hugging him and crying into his shoulder. “I’ll make you so happy, I swear it!”

“You already make me happy, Candy.”

“Thank you, Arthur.” She clapped her hands and bounced up and down, this time with the full force of her happiness.

For the next two days that the ship was in port Candy proceeded to make good on her promise, keeping Arthur enthralled with her dedication to his happiness. So much so that he swore to himself to reciprocate as best he could. A girl like Candy doesn’t come around often, he said to himself. She deserved the best that he could give her.

As the ship turned around and left the islands, Arthur spend some time apart from Candy, much to her dismay. He tried to distract her by treating her to spa treatments, persuading her that she should enjoy herself there and that the treat was that she could concentrate on herself without having to worry about how he was doing. Reluctantly she allowed herself to be led into the spa area by the attendant. She looked back at him and waved, then as the attendant led her into the massage room he heard a delighted exclamation from her and some clapping sounds.

Arthur turned away with a smile and hurried upstairs. He had some things to prepare and not a lot of time to do it.

Later that evening, with a supremely relaxed looking Candy on his arm, the two of them entered the Pirate’s Booty Lounge and took a seat at a two person sofa near the front of the stage. Candy clutched at his arm and giggled at the trivial conversation that they were engaged in.

It was only when the lights dimmed, only the two of them in the lounge, that Candy grew quiet and looked around herself with a quizzical expression. The sound of drums suddenly erupted through the sound system and Candy gasped. The stage filled with dancers in Hawaiian costume, the men and women in beautiful wraps around their hips, the women with coconut bras.

Candy clutched his arm again as she looked out on the stage in wonder, the dancers launching into their show, one that Candy had never seen before because this was not a part of the dancers’ repertoire. And to be fair, they didn’t really know what a true Hawaiian dance looked like, making it up on the go to the best of their ability. But they knew Candy, had seen her many a time in the audience staring up at them in rapt wonder, and when Arthur had asked them earlier to bring a little bit of the islands closer to her, they did not hesitate.

Tears streaming down her face, she stared in joy at the energetic efforts of the dancers as they tried their very best to be as close to authentic as they could be. There were times when perhaps the timing was not perfect, and to be brutally honest, any actual native Hawaiian would have had a few words to say about stereotypes and authenticity. But even they would have acknowledged the intent here was pure and that the recipient of this gesture deserved her moment.

When the show was over Candy clapped and clapped and cried some more and kissed every one of the dancers. And then Arthur took her back to the cabin and they made love and rested in each other’s arms and then made love again and finally went to sleep worn out with exertion and emotion.

~~~

It was the middle of the night when Candy nudged Arthur, asking once again to be set free to go pee. Having done this a number of times now, Arthur sleepily gestured in the general direction of the bedside table where he kept the key to her chains. He heard her rustling about a bit and then fell promptly back to sleep.

When he awoke, the daylight streaming in through the window, he noticed with a heart stopping shock that Candy was not in bed with him. Arthur sat up and looked over to the bathroom door, which was open and seemed unoccupied. He quickly jumped out of bed and strode into the main living area. No Candy there either, but the message light on his room phone was blinking.

With a sinking feeling he lifted the receiver to his ear and pressed the message button.

“Hello, Mr. Brentwood, this is the security officer of the Carnivale. I’m afraid we need you to call us back on this number as soon as you get this message, please.”

As Arthur stared at the phone, wondering how to call back, he heard a knock on the door and, dropping the receiver into its cradle, he ran over and yanked the door open hoping to see Candy and give her a piece of his mind. Instead he was face to face with the butler, who looked at him with a somewhat disapproving expression.

“Hello, sir. I trust you slept well?”

“Yeah, sure, um what’s going on here? I got a call from security and Candy isn’t in the room,” he stuttered.

“May I come in, sir?”

“Of course, come in.” He said as he moved back to allow the butler to enter. As he did so he closed the door behind him and the two of them walked into the center of the living area. It was a lovely day outside, Arthur couldn’t help but notice. But perhaps not so great a day inside.

The butler turned to him and said, “I’m sorry to have to report that your companion, Candy, was caught last night on the top deck of the ship without her approved restraints and without any supervising company.” His eyes roamed the room briefly before returning to Arthur. “You are aware I’m sure, sir, of the requirements that pertain to managing a companion?”

“Yes, Candy and I reviewed them some time ago. She’s been really good at keeping to them, even enforcing them herself whenever I would forget.”

The butler looked even more disapproving. “I see, sir. Well, I’m afraid that a serious breach has occurred. Perhaps she fooled you into letting her go?”

“No, she wouldn’t! Well, she did want to be let off her chain at night to go pee, but she’s always come back and locked herself back in. I don’t understand why she would do this. What was she doing there at night?”

“You’d have to ask her. Right now she isn’t talking.”

“Is it serious? Will she be punished? She’s been absolutely amazing, such a sweet thing. I can’t bear the thought of anything happening to her,” Arthur was getting frantic.

“That’s up to the security office to advise the disciplinary team on what level of correction to apply. In the meantime, may I trouble you sir, to come with me to the office where we might have a chat with her?”

“Of course, just let me get dressed and I’ll be ready in a minute, please,” he said as he wrung his hands. He was getting really worried for her. This was serious. As he hurriedly dressed, not even bothering to close the door between him and the living room where the butler had discretely turned away to face the bar area, his mind filled with thoughts of all the dire consequences that might befall Candy.

And him! Would he get to have her back?

Finished dressing and slipping on his shoes, he followed the butler out the door and down the hall, reaching a staff door that they entered and, passing rapidly through some service corridors and down one flight of stairs, reached a door marked “Security Office.”

The butler knocked and entered the room when a voice inside said, “Enter.”

Stepping into the room Arthur was confronted with the sight of Candy in four point restraints, sitting on a metal chair, her collar chained to the wall with a short chain that forced her head to stay upright in what looked like an uncomfortable pose. Her hands were clasped together and it looked like she had been crying, her eyes red and puffy.

“Candy!” He cried out.

“Oh, Arthur,” she cried as she turned around to face him, her eyes wide with fear.

~~~


CHAPTER TEN

Consequences

A MAN IN uniform sitting behind a desk to the side of them rose up and rounded the desk to greet Arthur, holding out his hand to shake his. Arthur turned to him and, shaking his hand, asked, “Hi, um, can I ask what’s going on here and what’s going to happen to Candy?”

The man released the firm grasp on his hand and said, “I’m John Williams, head of companion security management. Please have a seat. I’m afraid our little Candy has gotten herself in quite some trouble, hasn’t she?” He glanced over to Candy as he retuned to his seat and Arthur seated himself on a chair next to Candy, facing the desk.

Candy nodded her head and sniffled. With an inscrutable expression, the butler discretely let himself out of the room.

“Security cameras noticed someone up on the top deck late last night. We checked the roster and since no crew were scheduled to be up there at that time we sent someone over and found her lying there on a chaise lounge, staring up at the sky. No restraints, no supervision, nothing.” He glanced at Candy again and Arthur turned to her to find she had lowered her head as much as she could, eyes cast down at the floor.

Arthur asked her, “Candy, can you tell me why you did this?”

She slowly raised her head and looked at him and then at John before returning her eyes to meet Arthur’s. “I’m so sorry, Arthur. I betrayed your trust and you don’t deserve that.” She paused and cast her eyes back down, drawing in a breath.

“I’ve never gotten to see the night sky, Arthur. I’ve never seen it, my entire life,” she started to cry again. The tears rolled down her face, landing on the floor, some streaming down her chin and neck, funneling between her breasts.

Arthur was shocked. “Never? Candy, even when you were young, you never saw the night sky? I find that hard to believe.”

She turned her gaze to him again. “When I was really little I was in a prison orphanage. I told you that, Arthur. They never let us out at night. The other orphanage I was in also had a curfew at night and they were super strict. They locked us in our rooms and the shutters on the windows were closed and locked at night.”

He was shocked. How could this be? His heart ached as he reached out to grasp her shoulder. “That’s terrible, Candy. I can’t believe they did that to you. And here on the ship too?” He looked over to John who turned away and focused his stare on the desk.

“I love it here on the Carnivale, Arthur. I really do! I love everyone on it and they’ve all been super nice to me.” John looked, if anything, even guiltier. “But they have an evening curfew for companions as well, and I just wanted, for once in my life to see the evening stars!”

She started sobbing in earnest now. Arthur glared at John.

“How can you guys be so cruel. You can’t deprive a girl of something like that. To just let her up on deck to take a look once in a while wouldn’t have killed anyone! I can’t believe you!”

John looked up, and interrupted defensively, “Now hold on, that’s not fair! She never said she wanted to see the stars. I’m sure we could have made an exception for her.” Turning to Candy he asked, “Why didn’t you ever tell us, Candy?”

She sniffled as she managed to get her sobs under control. “I was just so embarrassed, and I didn’t want to be a bother. Everyone has their job to do and they’re all so busy, and I’m just a silly girl who wanted to do something that just, I don’t know, it’s just stupid.” She shook her head and tried to smile.

Arthur sighed, “It’s not stupid, Candy. It’s not stupid to want something that everyone gets to do without even thinking about it. If you had told me this, maybe I could have escorted you up there and we could have spent some time looking at the stars together. I could have pointed out some constellations to you, although I do kind of suck at that.”

“Oh no, Arthur, you’re not allowed to take a companion up on deck after dark. You would have gotten in trouble and I didn’t want that to happen.” She looked down and started sniffling again. “But now I’ve made things worse. I’m so sorry.”

Arthur addressed John, who was now fiddling with a pen, “So what happens now? Can she apologize and come back with me? I’m happy to pay any fine for my own negligence in this matter.”

John fixed his eyes on him and, with a sad expression said, “I’m sorry Arthur. I’m afraid that the rules are very clear on this. Candy needs to be punished and quite severely. If she’s not, upper management will remove her from the ship and send her off to a clearing house for captive servants. They don’t really care about the circumstances, they just need protocol to be followed.”

He turned to the monitor on the side corner of his desk. “Everything gets extensively documented and her indiscretion has already been entered. They’re going to need the disciplinary team to make their own entry certifying that her corrective punishment has been carried out. There’s no way to stop this.”
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Arthur sat back in the chair and closed his eyes. “So what punishment is she going to get? And can she come back with me afterwards?” He opened his eyes again and turned to Candy. She was looking at him with her eyes open, perhaps surprised, perhaps hopeful that he would actually want her back after her betrayal of his trust.

John peered at the screen and said, “The disciplinary committee has entered her sentence. She’s have to have eight corrective treatments applied. Ouch, that’s a bit much, I think.” He winced and quickly glanced at Candy before turning his attention to Arthur. “But don’t worry, that’s perfectly survivable. And yes, if she behaves during the sessions she will be allowed to resume her duties with you.”

He looked back at the screen. “There will be a fine levied against you, Arthur. We’ll charge your card for…um, let’s see here…five hundred dollars. Is that okay with you?”

Candy gasped and started crying again. Arthur turned to her and squeezed her shoulder. “That’s alright, don’t cry Candy. That’s nothing to me. I should have been more careful and now I’ll pay for that. The important thing is to get you back, that’s all I care about.”

Candy choked out, “But that’s so much money, Arthur. And I caused you to lose that. I’m so stupid!” She started crying again.

Both men tried to console her, but their best efforts were for naught. Finally John stood up and went over to Candy with a set of keys in his hand. “Arthur, I’m going to bring Candy over to the discipline room now. Might as well get this started. The sooner they start on her, the sooner it will be over. You might as well go and have yourself some breakfast, relax on the desk. We’ll bring her back to the room when she’s done and recovered.”

Arthur stood up and cried out, “What? No, I’m not going to go enjoy breakfast while she suffers. I’m coming with you and I’m going to be there through everything she goes through!”

John shook his head as Candy gazed up at him, “No, I don’t think that’s a good idea. You don’t want to see this, trust me. It’s better you leave this to the professionals. They’re going to make sure she feels it but doesn’t suffer any permanent injuries, I assure you.”

Candy crying said, “Arthur, please don’t come. I can’t bear you having to watch. I’ll be fine, please don’t worry about me. I’ll come back to you as soon as possible, and…” she choked on her sobs, “and we’ll snuggle up like before and it’ll be just fine. I swear.”

“No, Candy. I appreciate you wanting to protect me. But it was my own stupidity and carelessness that led to this. I should have been more of a responsible adult. I could have gotten up at night and helped you get to the toilet and made sure you were back with me. Instead I just went back to sleep. I need to be there for you now, and I’m not going to hear another word on this matter!”

John sighed as he unlocked Candy’s leash chain from her collar and clipped a leather leash on it. “Fine, time’s wasting so let’s head over. I’ll let the disciplinary team decide if you get to stay or not.”

With that the three of them headed out of the security office, down the hall and into a service elevator which took them down into the lowest decks of the ship. Candy grew visibly agitated as the elevator descended, Arthur growing nervous as well. Did he really want to see what they did down here?

The doors opened and they headed down the brightly lit hallway, Candy shuffling along in her chains, John leading her by the leash and Arthur following behind them. Finally they reached a door marked “Discipline 1”. John knocked on the door and opened it without waiting for a response. They moved into the room, the door swinging closed behind them.

Arthur’s eyes swept the room quickly. He caught his breath and held it for a moment before letting it out. This was worse than he had expected.

To the side of where they had entered were a set of tiny cells with bars that reached from the floor to the ceiling, but were only large enough for someone to stand in, and only just. To the left were a set of stations whose purpose Arthur couldn’t really decipher at the moment. But they looked like they were designed to cause pain, or at least severe discomfort. Who designs rooms like this, he wondered. Rooms designed to hold another human and make them suffer. What executive signed the design documents for such a room, approving of its purpose and function?

Two uniformed crew members were already in the room, a man and a woman standing against the far wall, eyes cast down at their phones. When the door had closed behind Arthur, John and Candy, their eyes had moved up to gaze at them.

One of them, the man, strode towards them, putting away his phone. Eying Arthur he said, “Hi John, I wasn’t expecting someone else with you.”

John apologetically muttered, “Hi Antonio. Yeah, he’s her responsible guest. He insisted on coming here and witnessing her punishment. I’m afraid he won’t be dissuaded and it’s probably best to just humor him and let him stay and watch.”

Antonio looked at Arthur and then at Candy. “Candy, are you okay with that? Say the word and we’ll give you privacy. That’s your right.”

She looked from him to Arthur and finally, after a long pause said, “It’s okay.” She smiled bravely, her tears having dried on the walk over here, “He can stay. I’d like him to stay.”

~~~


CHAPTER ELEVEN

Punishment

ANTONIO STEPPED BACK and said, “Alright then. Arthur, you can stay but you’re going to have to stand over there next to the cells,” he motioned to the side of the last of the standing cells. “If you interfere with any of the applications then we’ll have to escort you out and we might have to restart whatever you interfered with. Do you understand?”

Arthur nodded and, with a look back at Candy, moved over to where he had been told to stand.

Antonio continued, “This is Maxine, and she’ll be helping me out.”

Maxine did not smile, but stepped over to the door of one of the cells, opening it and gesturing to Candy to step inside. She did so, turning around to face forward as Maxine closed the door of the cell. Arthur winced as he saw that Candy barely fit in the cell, her nipples actually poking out between the bars.

John coughed briefly and said, “Okay then, I’ll be back when you’re done. Hang in there, Candy.” He turned around and stepped through the door taking Candy’s leash with him, closing the door behind him. As soon as he was gone Antonio pulled out his phone and thumbed through it quickly, reading something on it then facing Arthur again.

“Eight applications of correction—that’s a bit high. Candy, I’m sorry but we’re going to have to spend some time on you here, aren’t we?”

Candy looked over at him and smiled bravely. “I’m ready for it, Antonio. Don’t feel bad, you’re just doing your job.”

Antonio glanced at Maxine and nodded. She proceeded to walk over to the side of the room and began untying a rope that ran through a pulley in the ceiling. As she was doing this Antonio addressed Arthur.

“We’ve got a number of things we can do to apply corrective treatment here, Arthur. Some of them will feel pretty barbaric to you, I’m sure.”

Arthur’s brow furrowed and he motioned for Antonio to continue.

“I assure you that everything here is government sanctioned and follows all of the regulations laid out in the captive servitude laws that have been in effect for the past two years. Maxine and I have both gone through extensive training to make sure that we always stay within the bounds of the law and applicable guidelines.”

Arthur interrupted, “But can’t the captain step in and stop this sort of thing? John implied that it was out of his hands, that management wanted protocols to be followed. But isn’t the Captain’s word law here on a ship?”

“Arthur, the Captain is on the disciplinary committee. He approved of Candy’s punishment program. He’s one of the biggest sticklers for following protocol. I’m sorry.”

Arthur sighed and shook his head. He felt trapped, unable to protect Candy. It gutted him.

Antonio turned back to his phone and read some more before facing Candy. “The first thing we’ll have you on is the whipping station. Ten strokes and that part will be done, okay? I’m going to let Maxine do the application.”

Maxine looked back at them. “He thinks that I hit less hard than him. He’s being kind, Candy.” She grimaced at them. “He’s wrong though. I’m not going to risk my job by pulling punches.”

Antonio chuckled, “Don’t pay attention to her, Candy. She likes to look mean, but she’s a softie, really.”

Maxine glared back at him and said, “Enough talk, let’s get started. Bring her over.”

Antonio put away his phone and opened the cell door, holding Candy’s shoulder and guiding her over to where Maxine stood.

He pulled out a set of keys from his pocket and unlocked the cuffs from Candy’s wrists. He dropped them down to the floor and turned Candy around by her shoulders. Maxine stepped over and began tying the rope around Candy’s wrists as she held them together in front of her. Antonio knelt down and secured Candy’s leg chain to a hook in the floor.

Once Candy’s wrists had been secured, Maxine moved over to a pulley crank and began winding it, tightening the rope. Candy’s arms were pulled upwards and she began to be lifted up, the rope hauling her up by her wrists until her feet lifted off the ground. Maxine secured the crank, locking it in position.

Arthur looked at Candy with concern. Her eyes were open and she had a tight smile on her face. Arthur missed the cheery, bubbly face that he loved so much. But if Candy had a serious side to her, a side that came out when she was hurt and vulnerable, when she needed to be strong, then that was a side of Candy that he was prepared to love as well.

Maxine had picked up a mean looking whip with multiple leather strands from a rack on the wall nearby and positioned herself next to Candy. She pulled her arm back and swung. Candy closed her eyes and gave out a yelp as the strands of the whip lashed across her breasts.
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Arthur watched as Candy’s body swung back and forth, being stopped by the chain binding her feet together, the hook in the floor holding her feet back, keeping her body from moving too much. She swung her head back towards the ceiling as Maxine continued to apply the whip to her body, moving down her belly to her upper thighs and then to her back and her bottom.

Eventually she stopped and Antonio slowly lowered Candy back down until her feet touched the floor and her arms swung down. Maxine untied Candies wrists and secured the loose rope behind her to the wall. Arthur wasn’t one hundred percent sure, as he hadn’t been counting the strokes carefully, but he suspected that they had stopped short of the ten they had promised. He wondered about that.

Antonio guided Candy over to the next station, a set of medieval looking stocks. As Candy shuffled along she dragged the set of chains that had been freed from her wrists behind her.

“Alright Candy,” said Antonio as they reached the stocks. “Go ahead and place your neck in here and your wrists to the sides, that’s good, just like that.” As Candy complied, she had to bend over at the waist. Maxine crouched down at the side of the stocks and adjusted its height so that Candy had to bend over at a ninety degree angle. Finally Antonio swung the upper half of the stocks over to enclose Candy’s neck and wrists, trapping them.

From Arthur’s position he could see her side as she was trapped in the device. It looked uncomfortable. Antonio nudged Candy’s ankles apart as far as they could go in their chains and then secured them with ropes on either side.

With that he stepped back and Maxine strode behind her holding a wicked looking strap. “You’re to get five with the strap and then stay in the stocks for half an hour,” she said as she positioned herself to Candy’s side. Candy looked over to Arthur with wide eyes. He looked back at her and attempted an encouraging smile on her behalf.

“Oh, ouch, damn!” Candy cried out as Maxine smacked the strap down on Candy’s behind. The sound echoed within the room.

This time Maxine did not skimp on the numbers, giving Candy the full five swats, and they sounded pretty hard to Arthur. Candy cried out each time the strap landed, expressing herself in an unrestrained manner, using some words that Arthur had never heard from her lips before.

Done with the strap and sweating a little bit, Maxine moved away to put the implement back on the shelf. Antonio set a timer on his phone and they stepped away to move closer to Arthur and wait out the remaining time. Arthur’s attention was fixed on Candy, however. A single tear was rolling down her cheek but she seemed otherwise okay.

“How are you doing, Candy? Are you alright,” he couldn’t help but ask her.

She didn’t try turning her head again but sniffled and replied, “I’m okay, Arthur. It’s not so bad so far. I’ve been spanked much harder for less. I did mention that I was a bit naughty, didn’t I?” She managed a weak giggle.

With about ten minutes left to go on the timer, by Arthur’s estimation, Maxine blurted out, “Alright, I’m bored. Let’s get on with the next part.”

“Fine,” said Antonio as they moved over to Candy and released her from the stocks, Maxine lifting the upper half of the contraption while Antonio knelt down to untie her ankles.

“Next is the table,” Antonio said as he consulted his phone.

Maxine held Candy’s elbow as she led her over to a table that dominated the center of the room. “Please hop on and lay down on it, Candy,” she said.

Arthur watched, shifting his weight from one foot to the other, getting a bit tired of standing here. Then he felt bad, shamed that he was complaining to himself about having to stand when Candy had to suffer so much worse.

Maxine secured Candy’s outstretched arms by the wrists to the upper corners of the table while Antonio unlocked Candy’s ankles from their shackles and tied them to the lower two corners with rope. With her four limbs tied to the opposing corners of the table, Maxine now tightened the ropes to stretch Candy out even more.

Candy let out a grunt as the ropes were secured and then the two stepped back. Antonio set a timer and the two of them returned to their phones.

Arthur asked them, “Is it okay if I stand next to her and talk to her?”

Antonio looked up from his phone and grimaced. “No Arthur, she’s supposed to be spending this time thinking about what she did and resolving not to do it again. I’d rather you not distract her, okay?”

Arthur nodded and stepped back, keeping his eyes on Candy. He couldn’t help but let his eyes roam her stretched out body, lingering on how her spread legs exposed her cleft for him to gaze at, and how her breasts looked as her posture forced them back on her chest, the nipples firm and pointing upwards. As he looked closer at her, he couldn’t avoid noticing the pink flush on her lower lips, the tightened areoles, the steady rise and fall of her chest as she breathed, the pointed nipples moving back and forth.

Was he really turned on by this? Was she?

He was jolted out of his musing, by Antonio this time. “Bored!” He winked at Arthur. “Come on, let’s move on to the next stage. Um, let’s see…crossbar, clamps.”

The two of them made short work of untying Candy and moving her over to a metallic cross bar set on the side of the room. It looked like a large black X shape with rings set at each corner. Maxine positioned Candy with spread legs and upraised arms, securing Candy’s wrists overhead, while Antonio tied her ankles.

Thus spreadeagled Candy could look over at Arthur and smile back at him. This wasn’t too bad, she seemed to say to him through her eyes.

Then Antonio placed the first of the clamps on her left nipple.

~~~


CHAPTER TWELVE

Pain and Redemption

“OH, OUCH, OWWIE, owwie,” Candy cried out as the clamp bit down on her nipple. Arthur winced. This was a bit much.

He shouted out to Antonio and Maxine, “Hey, is that really necessary? She’s really in pain!”

Antonio looked back at him and said, “I’m sorry, Arthur. Guidelines are really very strict here. We’re required to do at least one application of nipple clamps on each nipple. We’ll try to keep it short, but skipping this would violate the law. Neither of us is going to risk our jobs and get sued by the cruise line over this. We’ve already tried to shortcut things for her enough.”

Arthur grimaced and nodded. It was true, they were being kind by pretending to be bored and moving rapidly through the stations. If they were doing this to Candy it was probably not something they could skimp on.

Maxine had retrieved the other clamp from the shelf and came over to Candy’s other side. She slowly applied the clamp to her right nipple as Candy, more prepared now, sucked in her breath and closed her eyes. This time she didn’t cry out, but it was clear that she was not happy about what was happening to her sensitive parts.

After about five minutes the clamps were removed and Candy was let down. Antonio fetched her four point chain harness and enclosed her wrists and ankles in it again.

“We’ll keep you in the cell for the next hour, okay?” He leaned over and whispered in Candy’s ear, something that caused her eyes to open a bit and her shuffling slowed down briefly before she glanced over at Arthur and then quickly back to the cell she was heading towards. Antonio positioned her in the cell, allowing her to turn around before closing and locking the bared door.

Candy turned to Arthur and said, “Arthur, I’m going to be kept here for a whole hour. So boring, am I right?” She smiled bravely and continued, “Could you do me a huge favor, please?”

“Of course, whatever you want!” He moved over to face her.

“Could you go to the library quickly, it’s on deck ten, towards the back. There’s a book there I’ve been reading. It’s my favorite book of them all! It’s a travel book about the fjords of Norway. Have you ever been there, Arthur?”

“No, I haven’t yet. I’d love to go sometime. You’d like me to get that book for you? You want me to bring it here?”

“Yes, please Arthur. You and I could read it together while I’m spending time here. It would help me a lot.”

Arthur looked over to Antonio and Maxine. Maxine shrugged and Antonio nodded at him.

“Alright, I’ll be right back, sweetie.”

With that Arthur rushed out of the room, letting the door swing closed behind him. Once he was out, Antonio moved over to the shelves and retrieved an electric prod, two prongs at the end of a long metallic pole with a large round plastic handle. It looked particularly evil. He approached Candy as her eyes followed it.

“Thanks for letting me do that, Antonio,” she said with a quaver in her voice. “He would have been traumatized by this.”

“You’re a sweet girl, Candy, you know that right?” He approached closer with the prod. “The law requires four applications of this, but we’re going to make it as short as possible and get it over with quickly, okay?”

Candy closed her eyes and nodded.

The first shock was applied to the underside of her left breast, Antonio sticking the prod between the bars and angling it upwards. Candy gave out a brief squeal and it was over. She kept her eyes tightly closed.

Antonio moved the prod back out and through the set of bars closer to her right breast and applied it to the underside of her breast, zapping her briefly, lasting barely a second but enough to elicit another squeal. Candy now opened her eyes and looked at Antonio as he withdrew the prog.

“Where next?”

Antonio looked down at her middle. “Please spread your legs as much as they can and angle your pelvis towards me.” He didn’t meet her eyes.

Candy did as he asked and the next two shocks were applied to her outer labia, first the left and then the right. And it was done, Candy lying back as far as she could go, which wasn’t much in the tight cramped space. Maxine moved over to her and dabbed at her eyes with a tissue.

“Thanks,” sniffed Candy.

“Hang in there, Candy,” she said. “The rest won’t be so bad.” She winked at her, allowing a small smile to appear on her face.

About twenty minutes later Arthur finally made it back to the room, carrying a large coffee table book of the Norwegian fjords. He glanced at the three of them in the room, Candy seeming relaxed if somewhat uncomfortable in her cell, the other two reading their phones, barely looking up at him.

“I brought your book, Candy. Do you want to read it with me?”

“Oh, yes Arthur! I’d love that,” she said with a genuine smile and a bounce or two. She even clapped her hands together. And with that they passed the time, Arthur leaning on the cell door with his back to her side, the book held in a way that they could both look at the pictures. Arthur read the descriptions of the lovely little villages that dotted the rugged landscape.

After her time in the cell was done, they moved her back to the stocks but this time her feet were left untied to the floor and there was no spanking. Maxine even cranked the stocks up so that Candy didn’t have to bend down as much and Arthur was able to keep reading along with her.
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After only about twenty minutes of the allocated hour, Antonio declared that the punishment was over.

“We’ve talked, Maxine and I, and decided that the first two applications actually count as two each. Hanging is one, whipping is another, and for the second, the stocks counts as one and the strap counts as the second. So that makes eight total applications. We’re done,” he said as he opened the stocks to let Candy out.

She straightened her back painfully and stretched her arms out. Arthur couldn’t help giving her a hug, the big book closed and tucked under his left arm. “That’s great! I’m happy that’s done,” he exclaimed as he continued to hug her.

After Arthur released her, he searched her face for any signs of how she was handling things and was relieved to see her give a great big smile and bounce up and down. She turned around and gave first Antonio and then Maxine a big hug each.

“Thanks for everything. I know I really screwed up and I deserved my punishment. I’m really happy that you two were the ones that took care of it, really. I was really naughty and sometimes a spanking just doesn’t cut it.” She looked down and blushed.

“Take care, Candy. I hope we don’t see you down here again, okay?”

“So,” interjected Arthur, “Do we need to wait for John, or can I just take her back to my cabin?”

Antonio bent down and handed him the cuffs for her wrist that had been removed to allow her to be put in the stocks. “Let’s put these on and you should be okay to take her to the room. We’ll let John know and he’ll finish up the paperwork.”

Arthur snapped the cuffs on her wrists as she held her hands in position. With that done they took their leave, making their way as quickly as Candy’s bound ankles could transport her back to the cabin.

Back inside, Arthur breathed a sigh of relief, setting the book down on the table and turning to Candy. He rushed over and gave her another big hug. Smothered in his embrace she started crying again.

“Oh, Arthur, I’m so, so sorry. I was so stupid…I just really wanted to do something on my own, for once. When I was with you I just, I don’t know. I just felt free for the first time.”

He leaned back to look in her eyes as she continued, eyes lowered to his chest.

“I’ve always tried to grab some tiny little moments of control whenever I could. Just small things like stealing some sweets, or going to the bathroom by myself, things like that. Sometimes I would catch a spanking for it. But this time I just became obsessed with doing something big. I don’t know why.”

He stroked her cheek. “I know why, Candy. Everyone deserves to have an opportunity to do something big even just once in their lives. And sometimes it’s a risk and the consequences can be severe, but we still do it, because that’s how humans are. We’re made that way. We need to occasionally step outside of our comfortable world and reach for something we might never grasp.”

She looked up into his eyes and he saw love there.

“For you it was the stars, Candy. I hope you got to see them and really appreciate them.”

Her eyes filled with moisture again. “Oh, I did, Arthur! I did! And they were so beautiful, so much greater than I ever imagined. There’s a whole universe out there, Arthur! And I got to see it! I’m so happy!” She started sobbing in earnest.

Arthur moved her slowly over to the bedroom where he used his key to remove her chains, and mindful of not messing things up again, secured her ankle to the chain that should have stayed on her that night, but that he was secretly glad he had kept her out of. Some adventures needed to be taken, some costs needed to be paid to be truly alive.

Lying down on the bed next to her he snuggled her close to him.

She turned to him and whispered in his ear, “Pinch my nipples, Arthur.”

He turned to look at her and whispered back, “Are you sure? They look really sore. Won’t that hurt you?”

She kissed him as she whispered back, “You’re my master, my owner, not them. I want the pain I feel to come from you.”

~~~


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Aftermath

THE REST OF the cruise passed uneventfully, Arthur and Candy spending as much time together as they possible could. They spent a fair amount of time together on the balcony of his suite, wrapped up in a cozy blanket, snuggled up together on one of the lounge chairs. Candy would cuddle up in his side, his arm wrapped around her, her head on his shoulder. They would chat about things while looking out at the open ocean laid out in front of them.

Every now and then a seagull would pass by and Candy would point it out and remark on how the bird could be so far from land and wonder if it was lonely. Arthur would point out that seagulls could migrate across oceans although most would stay relatively close to land. She would pretend to be very interested in that and suppressed her yawns quite admirably as he inundated her with seagull trivia.

It was mainly due to this that one day, close to the end of the cruise, Candy persuaded him to join her in one of the lounges to participate in a trivia contest. Arthur tried to demur but she insisted and he was loathe to deny her anything. So gamely he followed her there after a pleasant lunch at the buffet. Candy had once again insisted on serving him and he allowed her that pleasure. He was mainly pleased that she was once again eager to get out of the room, whereas earlier she had been too shy about her bruises.

The trivia game turned out to be a great deal of fun, Candy blurting out about half the answers of the two of them, and getting most of them right, whereas Arthur scored somewhat lower. But every time he called out an answer she would gaze up at him with bright eyes, proud of him for some reason that he couldn’t discern. And on the occasion that he got the answer right she would squeal and clap her hands and bounce in her chair and he could see the old Candy that he had first met and his heart filled with happiness for her.

Having not won the trivia contest, but having tried their very best and enjoyed it tremendously, they sauntered through the ship’s various public areas and enjoyed their time together. Candy spent some time perusing the art available at the art auction that the ship held every day. Arthur didn’t think much of the “fine art” that was on display, but Candy seemed to really like just looking at the paintings, pointing out some of her favorites. Many of them seemed to involve horses.

They also stopped at Emily’s coffee bar, where Candy was once again treated to an elaborate concoction that, if anything, towered even higher than last time. Emily winked at Arthur and he smiled back at her. The crew were being extra nice to Candy, he had noticed. Going out of their way to seat them at the best tables, treating them both to extra sweets and other small things that seemed trivial. But to Arthur they all added up, and he was sure that Candy appreciated this too as she would clap her hands and blush and hug and kiss the staff every time.

Arthur treated her to a spa day again, on the last day at sea. But this time he joined her as he had booked a couples treatment. Normally men and women would be segregated to their respective locker and sauna rooms, meeting together only in the actual massage rooms where they could receive their massage side by side. But because Candy was a companion, Arthur was allowed to take her into the men’s changing room.

She was quite happy about this, clapping her hands and exclaiming, “Yay, Arthur! I get to be with you the whole time. Come, let me show you all the cool things you can do in here!”

She grabbed him by the hand and dragged him through the door into the men’s section, ignoring the incredulous looks of the men who were already in there.

The first stop was in the locker room where Candy helped Arthur change into his swimming trunks, putting his clothes away neatly in one of the lockers. She slipped the locker key’s elastic band around her wrist and then led him to the sauna area.

“This part is super cool, Arthur,” she said as she peered into the sauna to see if it was occupied. “Well, actually, it’s super hot!” She giggled and bounced. Shoving him in there they both set down towels she had grabbed for them right outside the door, and sat down.

She leaned over to him and said, “Actually, I can’t stay too long in here since my collar gets too hot, but I like it in short bursts.”

After only a few minutes she started squirming and bouncing a bit frantically so Arthur gallantly proposed they check out the cold plunge. Candy agreed that this was a super idea and they exited much to her relief, and stepped into the nearby cold plunge. Candy squealed as she stepped into it, her breasts bobbing nicely. Arthur gave out a gasp as the cold enveloped him.

They repeated this cycle a couple of times and tried out the steam room as well, until an attendant came and fetched them for their scheduled massage session. Arthur wasn’t big on massages, but this wasn’t about him. He gazed over at Candy as the two of them were laid out on the massage table, both of their midsections covered by a towel. She looked so relaxed laying there that—although he couldn’t see her face as it was hidden in a cutout within the table—he had to believe that she was happy.

After the massage they both lay out in a relaxation room, with gentle music wafting from hidden speakers, and soothing aromas suffusing the area. They held hands, cooling towels draped over their foreheads, their bodies encased in fluffy robes.

Although they could have used the sauna and steam room some more, they both agreed that perhaps retreating to the suite made sense, and so Arthur changed back to his clothes again with Candy’s help and they hurried back to his suite to make mad, passionate love.
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Finally the time had come, as it had to. The cruise was coming to an end and this was the last night that Arthur would spend onboard. With a heavy heart he set about packing his luggage, as the main trunk needed to be put outside his cabin door before he went to bed so that the crew could offload it early next morning. Candy helped him pack, neither of them feeling up to much conversation.

Candy was especially quiet, as she had grown unaccustomedly attached to Arthur. Although relatively new to her role as a companion, she had been in captive servitude her whole adult life and had learned early on not to expect any permanent attachments to form. She never forgot her status, being essentially separated from normal society. She had enjoyed the other men she had been assigned to, but they were a temporary duty she easily and gladly fulfilled and then moved on.

Arthur was different. She could tell that he had feelings for her and that moved her in ways she hadn’t expected. She felt happy and safe with him and was sad to see him go.

Mutely they finished placing his clothes in the big suitcase and sealed it. Candy stepped back with her hands on her hips, the chain she had insisted needed to be locked on her ankle making noise as she moved. There was a certain pride she felt with how well she had managed to pack his things, making sure everything was folded neatly and placed in orderly sections that made sense, at least to her. Maybe Arthur wouldn’t care as much that the packed clothes were sorted by color, but she certainly did.

With the suitcase locked and tagged, the two of them pushed it out through the door of the cabin and set it to the side of the hallway. Back inside they looked at each other and, without exchanging a word, moved back to the bedroom where they proceeded to make love again. Candy grunted out in pleasure as she lay on her back, feet pointed towards the ceiling, arms wrapped around Arthur’s neck as he plumbed her depths. She arched up and rubbed her clit against his pubic bone, determined to get at least one more orgasm out of him before they would inevitably fall asleep and face a morning of departure and loss.

The next morning came soon enough and Arthur took a shower, got dressed and closed up his rolling bag with the last of his things in it. He looked at Candy as she hovered next to him and the two of them fell into each other’s arms.

“Oh, Candy! I can’t believe it’s over. I don’t want to say goodbye to you,” he choked out.

She sniffled in his chest. “I can’t believe it either, Arthur. I loved being with you. Every moment was special to me.” She looked up at him and said through her tears, “Are you going to remember me? I’m going to remember you.”

He held her shoulders and looked into her face for a good long moment. “I’ll never forget you, Candy. You made this trip so very special and meaningful to me.”

A knock on the door startled them both, but eventually Arthur and Candy released their grip on each other and he went over to open the door. Standing out in the hallway was Arthur’s butler who bowed briefly before asking, “Are we all ready to disembark, sir? I trust you had a pleasant stay with us.”

Arthur nodded and said, “I wish I didn’t have to leave, to be honest. Everyone’s been absolutely wonderful.” He looked over at Candy and back at the butler. “I suppose there’s no way I can stay, is there?” He chuckled weakly. The butler did not seem to find any humor in it, the smile on his face having not changed at all the entire conversation.

“Alright then,” muttered Arthur as he reached back to grab his bag. “Candy, take care and I hope I see you again some day.”

She looked back at him and clasped her hands. Her eyes were clouded over with tears as she choked out, “Goodbye Arthur. Take good care of yourself. I…” She turned away without finishing her thought and Arthur forced himself to leave the cabin and make his way out through hallways and down elevators and through more hallways and gangways onto the dock and into the cruise terminal.

He fetched his suitcase and hopped into the next ride share he could summon. His trip was over.
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It was almost a month later when the doorbell to his apartment rang. Arthur hurried over to the security panel installed on the wall next to his door to see that the delivery he was expecting had finally arrived. A man with the delivery service was standing at the outside entrance down at ground level. Arthur thumbed the intercom button and gave the man detailed instructions on how to complete the delivery up to his apartment and pressed the button to buzz the outside door open.

Ten almost unbearable minutes later the crate was in his living room, all signed for, and Arthur was alone with it at last. He reached over and removed the envelope taped to the top of the crate. He would open it later. It sounded like it had keys in it. He fumbled a bit with the latches on the sides of the crate but finally managed to unlatch it and swing the top of the crate open.

Peering up at him, Candy blinked her eyes a few times and then opened them fully. She let out a gasp when she saw him, the chains binding her wrists and ankles to the floor of the crate rustling as she lifted her hands to her mouth.

“Oh, oh, oh, Arthur! Oh, oh! Did you buy me?” She choked out the words, overcome with happiness. Her eyes filled with tears.

“I did, Candy! You’re mine now,” he replied, his own throat thick with emotion. “Come, let me get your keys and free you. Just hang on, one second!” He rushed over to where he had placed the envelope and, ripping it open, retrieved the keys and rushed back to the crate.

Candy held up her wrists and Arthur, fumbling with the keys, managed to find the right one and freed first her wrists and then her ankles. He reached out his arm and Candy, holding on to him, managed to stand up.

“Oh, Arthur, I can’t believe it,” she said as she flung her arms around him. They held onto each other for some time and then Arthur helped her step out of the crate. “How did you manage this,” she asked him.

“I had to pull some strings, but I just got a nice big promotion at work and a corresponding bonus, so I knew I just had to do this. I needed to have you in my life, Candy.”

The two of them moved over to his couch and sat there, gazing at each other with joy. Candy clapped and bounced and that made Arthur smile, and that made Candy blush and giggle.

Then Arthur turned serious. “Listen, Candy. I’m afraid that I can’t free you, even though I’d love to be able to.”

She nodded at him, continuing to smile. “That’s okay Arthur, I don’t expect to be freed. I’m just super happy to be with you. I’ll be the best purchase you ever made!” Her gaze swept his apartment quickly, confirming that it was indeed a bachelor’s apartment with the corresponding lack of refined appointments. “Definitely the best thing in this apartment,” she said, straight faced. Then she broke down in a giggle fit.

Arthur continued, “I’m serious, Candy. I had to get a loan to buy you. You’re quite expensive, you know? Because of that I can’t free you until the loan is fully paid off, so that won’t be for a number of years.” Candy looked in his eyes and held his hands, nodding solemnly.

“I understand, Arthur. But I’m serious too. I’ll be the best thing you ever got yourself, I swear. I’ll make you happy every single day!”

With that, the two of them looked into each other’s eyes for a while longer before they, together as one mind, rushed to the bedroom. Arthur was content to enjoy Candy’s pussy and she was wet and eager for him to fill her. They gasped through an immensely satisfying orgasm for Candy, followed by a thunderous one for Arthur. After about a half hour of rest their passions were inflamed again.

Candy insisted on being chained and taken up her bottom hole, a first for the two of them. She insisted that she wanted it, as it would make her feel fully owned and Arthur could not find it in him to disagree with her. The thought stirred him like few things had before. When he mentioned that he didn’t have any lube anywhere, she insisted he lubricate his member inside her pussy. “I come with my own lube dispenser,” she joked.

It was later that evening, both of them being fully sated, that Arthur clad Candy in a fluffy white bathrobe, and with a identical one covering him, the two of them ascended the elevator and made their way out onto the roof deck of his apartment building. There they lay down on a pair of chaise lounges that Arthur pushed together. And there it was that the two of them gazed up at the night sky, with Arthur doing his best to point out various constellations and Candy squealing with delight when she managed to trace them out for herself.

Arthur looked over to her, to see her face filled with wonder and joy. And his own heart bursting with a joy he had seldom felt, thought to himself, everyone needs a little Candy in their life.

~~~


Thank you so much!

Please leave a review, whether you liked it or not, that way I can only improve!

And keep up to date with my books at my blog:

Erik Svalbard on Blogspot.com

Don’t miss my other books:

Spanked on the Rails: Emily’s College Trip

Emily is heading off to college for the first time. She just wants to find the cheapest way to get there and after a long search discovers RailTrek's cheapest fare: Comfort Class. Little does she know that she will be the comfort that is being sold on board!

Follow her on her journey from Oregon to Chicago where she will be treated and mistreated by the first class passengers and crew on board RailTrek's premium sleeper cars. Emily suffers many indignities along the way, but still manages to keep her spirits up and solve a mystery as well.

Get it on Amazon

And its sequel,

Spanked on the Rails 2: Female Management

“So here’s the deal, sweetie,” Augustine said as she sat down and glanced over Emily’s nude body. “It’s already 7, we were a bit delayed getting out of Chicago. Dinner starts in a half hour and you’ll be helping in the dining car. The other girl, Grace, will be doing room service. She’ll be taking passengers’ food orders in their cabin and then bringing it to them, with Frank, the dining car attendant’s help.”

“I’ve done some waitress service when I was younger,” Emily volunteered. “Not on a train, and not naked, of course.”

“Yes, this will be quite different,” Augustine replied.

Emily’s trip thus far on RailTrek has been far from what she envisioned it to be. After booking Comfort Class, she was used as a plaything for the other first class passengers on the train. Now she’s finally on the last leg of her journey to Syracuse. She hopes to attend University there and make a new life for herself. Will the mysterious professor she meets help her or will he derail her plans? And what of this new Female Management program everyone seems to want her to join? Will it involve even more spankings for Emily?

Get it on Amazon

Adult Dreams (Book One): Destiny

“Ember Buns!” called out a voice from the other room. Out came a man, thin, tall, dressed entirely in black, with his black hair tied back in a ponytail.

“Um…Sun,” I corrected. He stopped and looked at me like I had just said the strangest thing ever.

“Buns would be better,” he said, and I smiled tightly at him. I did kind of have to agree, though.

“Anyway,” he continued, motioning to me to follow him, and turned around to reenter the room he had emerged from. I followed him in and found myself in a small bedroom, with a woman (yay) holding a camera.

“Hi,” I waved to her. She didn’t bother waving back or say anything.

“So, we’ll want you on the bed here, spread out, welcoming. Got it?” he said.

I nodded. “Welcoming,” I repeated.

“We’re doing a whole concept thing. It’s going to be epic. The world is dying, Ember. You understand that, right?”

I raised an eyebrow at him. “Okay…it’s dying and…sex will save it?”

“No, no! Nothing will save it. We’re all fucked! But since it’s all going down, we might as well have sex, that’s the point. That’s the sorrow we’re trying to capture here.”

“Ah yeah, sorrows of the moon. I get it,” I said, not really getting it.

Follow Destiny and her friends in this new series centered around a young woman who wants to make it big in the adult industry, in a dystopian world that doesn’t give her the right to make her own decisions.

Get it on Amazon
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