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Introduction

The Corsican Castille was a gigantic ship, easily capable of over 6,000 passengers and crew and it towered over Candy as she stood there on the dock, her hands and feet bound together in chains, her naked body exposed to the elements.

A voice at her elbow asked, “Are you ready, Candy? You feel okay?” Antonio looked concerned as the two of them stood there, looking up at the gleaming hull of the giant that was to be their home for the next six months at least.

“I’m fine, Antonio,” Candy replied. “It’s just strange getting back on a cruise ship after…”

“Yeah, I can imagine. Still, we’re all happy to have you onboard. Some of the crew of the Carnivale are on board and they all talk about you, you know?” She glanced over at him, a slim Filipino, dark hair and soulful eyes. He had given her a surreptitious once-over when he thought she wouldn’t notice. Candy smiled. She could tell that he found her quite attractive and that was always a nice thing for a girl like her to know. After all, she was a companion and turning men on was all part and parcel of that occupation.

Of course, none of that was a choice for her, as a lifelong captive, she had been specifically purchased to fulfill this role, and fulfill it she would.

Still, it had been nice when the guest she had been assigned to on the Corsican Carnivale had purchased her for himself. They had spent many months together at his home in San Francisco, making love and being in love. Unfortunately all good things must come to an end eventually, and Arthur had found a free girl to be his companion—a girl more socially acceptable and easier to take out to ball games and bars and to show off at the company events his title required him to attend.

With a few tears starting to mist her eyes she thought back on the day it had all come to an end. It had started out as a typical morning, with Melinda (that bitch, Candy couldn’t help but add mentally, then feel bad doing so) there in the apartment that had been Candy’s and Arthur’s alone for so long…


CHAPTER ONE

An Ending

“CANDY,” SAID ARTHUR, sitting next to his fiancé Melinda.

“Yes, Arthur?” Candy turned from where she was working at the kitchen counter, tidying up after having cooked dinner for Arthur and Melinda, a plate of food sitting on the side, waiting for her when she was done.

“Could you come over here please? Mel and I want to talk to you about something.” Candy frowned. She knew that tone of Arthur’s voice. It meant that he had to tell her something that he didn’t want to. Most likely something that came from Melinda. She sighed and wiped her hands before walking over to where the two of them were sitting at the dining table, waiting.

“Hey,” Candy said as she pulled up a chair and sat down across from them. She smoothed down the apron she was wearing. That had been Melinda’s idea. She had never been comfortable with Candy’s nudity.

“Hi, Candy,” said Melinda as Arthur stared at the table, keeping quiet. “Thanks for dinner, that was really delicious.”

“Oh, you’re welcome!” said Candy, smiling encouragingly back. Perhaps this wouldn’t be the talk she had been dreading?

“So, um…this is a little awkward,” Melinda started as she gripped Arthur’s hand in her own, looking quickly over to Arthur then back at Candy.

“Oh?”

“Yes, you see…well, Arthur and I are engaged, as you know.”

“Yes, and I’m super happy about that!” said Candy, clapping her hands and bouncing a bit. “You two are a great couple!”

“Oh, thanks Candy. That’s nice of you to say. Don’t you think so, Arthur?”

“Yeah, definitely,” he said in a sad voice, looking briefly at Candy before returning his gaze to the table.

“But, the problem is that…I don’t think Arthur should really have a girl like you—that is to say, we don’t really, or shouldn’t really have a girl like you in the household, Candy. Do you understand?”

“Not really,” she replied, her smile still there, but now a bit uncertain.

“Well…I mean, you’re a pleasure girl, aren’t you? A companion? Isn’t that how you and Arthur met?”

“Yes,” replied Candy. “I’m a captive companion and Arthur bought me.” She looked over at Arthur, feeling like she had lost something, somewhere along the way. She and Arthur had been happy together for quite some time, enjoying a special relationship. One that was, admittedly unequal in many ways, but also one that seemed so special to them. She loved taking care of him, cooking, nurturing. Being there for him when he had a hard day, sharing his joys and triumphs.

And of course, the sex!

“Yes, I’m aware of the history,” said Melinda, in a slightly snippy voice. “But, now that I’m here, and Arthy-poo and I are engaged to be married, I don’t think it’s appropriate to have a…sex companion here.”

Candy’s smile faded. “So, what does that mean exactly? Arthur?”

“Candy,” he said, looking at her finally, with sad eyes. “I’m sorry, but Mel’s right. I’m afraid I can’t really keep you. It just wouldn’t be fair to my wife-to-be.”

“I see. So, what happens to me then?” Candy said, her voice starting to break, her eyes clouding over.

“Oh, Candy, I’m so sorry!” Arthur looked completely devastated. “I’m going to have to sell you.”

“Sell me? But you said we’d be together! I promised to serve you faithfully and dutifully and I have!’

“Yes,” interjected Melinda. “But, what Arthur’s trying to say—aren’t you, dear?—is that times change, and people have to change with them. You don’t change, do you, Candy? You were born into this role and you’ll never stop being what you are.”

“What am I?” Candy’s voice started to rise, uncharacteristically for her.

“A slave!”

“Mel!” Arthur let go of Melinda’s hand as he looked pained and sadder than Candy had ever seen him.

“I’m sorry, but it’s true! We can all pussy-foot around it but that’s what she is and I’m sorry, I just can’t have that in my house.”

Candy looked down at the table, getting herself under control. Melinda wasn’t wrong, of course. She had always known that was what she was, although nowhere did it ever say such a thing, slavery being officially illegal. But the whole captive companion program was legal and was being touted as a great way to handle the ever increasing plague of homelessness and poverty and the crime associated with it.

“So who are you going to sell me to, Arthur?” Candy said in a quiet voice, not meeting his eyes. Not meeting anyone’s eyes. This was her right to ask, one of very few rights she had, and she would ask it her own way.

She heard Arthur shift uncomfortably in his seat. “Well, Candy, as you know, I paid quite a lot to Corsican Cruise Lines for you, had to take out a loan for it. They’ve been eager to get you back—apparently their cruise companion program has evolved and they need girls. So they made an offer and it’s a good one.” Arthur paused and a silence hung over them that lasted a few minutes until Melinda, clearly eager to get this over with, said the words that Candy had been expecting.

“We’ve sold you back to Corsican Cruise Lines. You’ll join their new ship, Corsican Castille in a few days.”

“Oh,” she said, looking down at the table. She hadn’t cleared all the cutlery yet. Arthur hadn’t touched his dessert, a delicious chocolate mousse that Candy had labored on for quite some time, getting just right. It was back in the fridge, in case he wanted it later. But his spoon was still there, sitting on the table, untouched. Unloved. Useless at the moment, but perhaps there would still be a role for it to play later? Candy might never know. Was she going to be shipped out today?

“I’m sure you’ll love it there,” Melinda continued, plastering a smile on her face, surely meant to make Candy feel better about the whole situation. Bitch.

“Yeah, okay, okay,” Candy replied, still preoccupied with the other items on the table that she felt sure she should tackle before the men came to pick her up. “When?”

“We felt it was best to get you over there as soon as possible,” Melinda answered, the smile looking more and more like a smirk to Candy. Melinda had just won, and she knew it and she knew that Candy knew it. This wasn’t a fair game. Candy could play and win at a fair game, she felt sure. But this was never going to be a game that Candy could ever really hope to win.

The ironic thing was that she felt sure that Melinda saw her as a real rival. A girl trained to please men, with a history of success when it came to Arthur. Why would Arthur settle for a real woman when he had someone like Candy to turn to for relief and pleasure. But a real woman always had the upper hand. She had power and agency. She could offer a challenge and a reward. Status and wealth in many cases. Respectability in most. And if push came to shove she could just issue a command and a captive servant like Candy would have to be sold like so much used furniture.

Only a fool would truly believe that all men craved was sex. After they are sated they turn to other pursuits and the value of social standing and romance and love, even the conditional kind, would always rank high, making of Candy a toy to be used and then set aside for higher value pursuits.

She sighed and picked up the spoon, standing and choking out the words, “Thank you for everything you’ve done for me, Arthur, Melinda. You’ve made my time here precious to me and I’ll never…I’ll never forget you.” She quickly turned away, rushing to the kitchen to put the spoon away, her eyes misting over, the kitchen a blur of counters and drawers, cabinets and sink.

“Candy,” she heard from the dining room. It was Melinda. Candy froze in place, holding on to the kitchen counter. Soon enough she heard the sound she had been dreading. The rustle of chains, Melinda entering the room with her hardware in hand, the chains bunched up, trailing their cuffs. Candy hadn’t had to wear anything in quite some time and dreaded the feel of being restricted once more, but this was always going to be her end game here.

“I’m sorry,” Melinda said as she snapped the cuffs on Candy’s proffered wrists and then crouched down to secure her shackles, first the right ankle and then the left. Arthur always did it in the other order, the rare times when he had shackled her, early on in their relationship. Strange, Candy thought. Coincidence? Or was this the way Melinda asserted her control over her fiancé’s property? Her way of making it quite clear that her life would be different now in many ways, this one of the more overt and yet subtle distinctions that would culminate in Candy being shipped off to new ports, handed over to other men. Men who were not Arthur.

“It’s okay,” Candy replied, content to once again accept what life was handing out to her. While Candy did not consider herself religious, she did sometimes feel that some force was guiding her through life, although in mysterious ways that she had yet to understand. But acceptance was easier than comprehension, especially when Candy was stressed, and so she chose to accept. “Will they…”

Melinda stood up, looking at her, face blank, eyes guarded. “Yes, they will come with a cart. I’m sure it won’t take long to transport you.”

“Is the ship here? In San Francisco?”

“Not yet, it’ll be in port in a couple of weeks. I think they have some sort of training or orientation for you.” Her eyes flicked over Candy’s bare breasts, her expression somewhere between admiration and disapproval. Melinda kept herself in a state of dress appropriate to whatever situation she found herself in, regardless of the presence or likelihood of company. The only times Candy had ever seen Melinda naked were the very few times where Arthur had managed to persuade her to engage in some experimental sessions of lovemaking with the three of them, and those had never seemed to go as intended, until Arthur had given up and relegated himself to being with Melinda alone, when she was with him, and Candy otherwise.

“Is it nice there…on board, I mean?”

“I have no idea, Candy,” came the reply, tight with discomfort as Melinda, obviously done with the girl, turned and left the kitchen.

A half hour later the doorbell rang and Arthur escorted Candy downstairs, in her chains, his eyes failing repeatedly to meet hers and they rode down in awkward silence. Right before the elevator doors opened he turned to her and said, in a quiet, defeated voice, “I’m sorry, Candy. I tried to keep you, I swear. But Melinda…well, I can’t really blame her.”

“I can’t either, Arthur,” she replied. And the truth was that she really couldn’t blame the girl. The ride down had given Candy some time to put the whole situation in perspective. She was gorgeous, sexy, and not afraid to make that clear to anyone who was in a position to appreciate that. If Arthur was no longer that man, then she would find other men who wanted themselves some Candy!


CHAPTER TWO

The Corsican Castille

“I THINK I’M ready, Antonio,” Candy said as she moved her hands apart slightly, testing the bounds of her fetters. She had gotten used to being without them for so long, now it just felt weird. The two week reorientation class she had gone through had reacquainted her with the concept of being restrained and after a lifetime of being subject to some form of restriction on her movements it had come back quite quickly, but still, loss of freedom is hard to accept once you’ve had it.

“Come on, then, let’s get you to your new home. I think you’ll like it,” said Antonio, putting on a brave face for her. He could tell that her heart wasn’t in it, that it had been broken and needed to be mended before she could truly be the Candy that everyone had talked about. They walked up the boarding ramp, past the other boarding passengers, many of whom looked over at Candy with raised eyebrows and appraising gazes. One scandalized mother covered her little girl’s eyes with one hand while she glared at the boarding pair.

The officers in charge of ground loading had gone back and forth over this point. On the one hand was the argument that Candy was cargo and should be loaded in through the cargo entrance. The counter argument was that she was a human and not just cargo, and should be treated like the crew, who usually boarded well before the passengers through one of several entrances. The argument that won out was one that a young bridge officer, Marylin, voiced. “Load her in with the boarding passengers. Let them see her, wonder over her. Let them want to find out more about her.”

The fact that they argued this in front of Candy while she stood there in her chains hadn’t bothered them at all. Candy had stood there, her hands clasped together, occasionally shifting from one foot to the other, her chains clinking. She really just wanted to get on board and get comfortable. The air conditioning in the cruise terminal was pretty strong and her nipples were peaked from the cold, goose bumps rising on her skin.

Now she was finally on board and Antonio led her across the massive main foyer towards a side hallway and through a crew access door. Walking as fast as she could handle in her shackled feet they reached the purser’s office and after a brief knock, entered.

“Oh my god! You must be Candy,” said the young woman as she rose from her desk and came around to give Candy a big hug.

“Oh, urk,” Candy managed to grunt out as her breath was squeezed out of her.

“We’re so, so happy to have you here, Candy!” She stepped back, holding Candy’s shoulders and looking her up and down. “Wow, you’re even more beautiful that I’d been led to believe. Just…wow!”

Candy blushed. She bounced a tiny little bit on her heels, her breasts bouncing along a bit too. “Um, thanks, I guess?”

“I’m Beatrice,” said the nice woman. “I’m the purser here. I handle all the valuables. Usually the money, gold, other precious stuff. And of course, girls. Like you.”

Candy nodded.

“You cost us a pretty penny, Candy. I’m responsible for making sure nothing happens to decrease your value,” she continued. “Now, Antonio,” she said as she gazed over at him, letting go of Candy’s shoulders. “Has she been a good girl?”

“Oh, yes Ma’am. She’s wonderful. So well behaved,” he replied, looking at Candy with a reassuring smile.

“Good, good. Now Candy, we have a new program on board. Are you aware of the Captive Deck Experience?”

“Um, no?” Candy tried smiling brightly. That had always worked for her in the past when people asked her things she wasn’t quite prepared to handle or didn’t know the answer to.

“Yeah, okay,” said Beatrice, sitting back down. Antonio looked around for a seat for himself but, finding none, decided to pretend he hadn’t and just stand there. “It’s a replacement for the individualized Cruise Companion program we had before. We found that it was a bit too expensive for a lot of our guests and resulted in some…rather unfortunate instances of abuse. Regrettable.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, sad to say. But we’ve changed things now. Now we’re doing a more equitable thing. Basically the Captive Deck is—well, it’s not a whole deck, but rather a large section of deck 15 and also a few rooms down on deck 4. We offer time with Companions there to any passengers who purchase the Companion Package.” Beatrice, looked at Candy, eyes fixed on hers, trying to gauge her reaction. Candy smiled hopefully, made a half-hearted little bounce, and nodded.

“So…no questions so far?” Beatrice asked.

“No, I guess…maybe I’ll have some later?”

“Okay, sure. So anyway, what happens there—and I really thought you’d ask about that for sure—is that Companions like you will be secured and available for paying guests to…play with, if you know what I mean?”

“Oh. I guess I do have a question?”

“Sure, go ahead.”

“Um, when you say play…you mean sex, right?” Candy looked hopeful. She bounced a little more vigorously. She felt her nipples perking up.

“Yes, of course,” Beatrice assured her, blushing a little. What did she have to blush about, thought Candy. It wasn’t Beatrice that was going to be naked and spread out for a man to stick his thing inside her. Thankfully, Candy loved sex.

“But also,” continued Beatrice, “other things. Bondage things. You know? Spankings, light floggings, clamps. That sort of thing. Perfectly reasonable, I should think.”

Antonio cleared his throat.

“Yes?” Beatrice asked as she turned to him.

“Um, sorry Ma’am. But…how well will she be protected? We want to make sure she’s safe, right?”

“Oh, of course! We’ll have monitors there always. Don’t worry, Candy,” she said, fixing her with a steely gaze, the smile on her face going quite a long way towards reassuring Candy, even as it didn’t quite make it to her eyes. “You’ll find it enjoyable and rewarding, I’m sure.”

“Sounds great!” Candy enthused. “I really enjoy making people happy.”

“Well, that’s just great! Magnificent! That’s exactly the kind of attitude we’re looking for here on the Corsican Castille! Isn’t that right, Antonio?”

“It sure is, Ma’am,” he replied, smiling over at Candy.

“Now, some other details that I kinda was expecting you to ask,” Beatrice continued, looking over at her tablet. “You’ll be rooming with a bunch of other girls. The quarters aren’t that big, I’m afraid, but they’ll do, I’m sure.”

“Of course, Ma’am. I’ve been spending a lot of time in a small cage recently so I’m sure I’ll be quite happy with whatever you provide here.”

“Oh,” Beatrice, said, looking slightly uncomfortable. “I’m…um, glad that…I mean, I’m sorry you had to…”

“Oh, it’s fine!” Candy worked to reassure the girl, who looked a little ill at ease all of a sudden. That happened sometimes, even to people who worked a lot with girls like her, Candy had come to understand. They may chain a captive servant and put her in a confined space, even punish her, but somehow still think that was just an anomaly. A one time thing that would pass quickly enough, leaving the girl to continue with a more or less normal life. Not unlike one of the performers on board who would dress up, apply garish stage makeup, and then do things in front of people that would not normally be done, but once finished, the performer would return to their life as a human being. Even if they would do the exact same thing again the next night.

To be reminded that the girl standing in front of her was something that could be put in a cage and kept there because it happened to be the most convenient way of securing a piece of property, was often a line of propriety that most wished not to cross.

“They gave me a blanket and pillow, and the chains didn’t bother me that much,” she continued, as Beatrice studied the tablet intently, perhaps reading important things there, perhaps not. Candy felt slightly guilty. That last bit was a lie. She wore no chains in her cage, and it was, truth be told, a rather large cage with its own toilet and sink, and a bowl of sweets that Frank, the custodian there had left for her and each of the other girls besides. But Beatrice didn’t need to know that.

“Antonio, you know where the quarters are, right?”

“Yes, Ma’am. I can take her there,” he replied.

“Good, thanks. There’s some other things I need to mention, Candy,” she continued, looking up at her, having mentally brushed aside the previous unpleasantness. Back to business. Candy was part of the business that a purser dealt with and Beatrice was back to dealing with her.

“Yes?” Candy replied, smiling, not worried about what Beatrice would have for her. She was ready for this new phase of her life, a phase that would become comfortable, familiar, soon enough.

“We’ve got a new captain onboard, and he’s expressed some interest in you.”

“Oh,” Candy blurted. A captain? This was new.

“Yes, the cruise line has started awarding companions to senior officers on board. Starting with the captain, and if that works out, they’ll be expanding that to first officers, etc.”

“So I’ll be…?”

“Nothing’s settled yet, Candy. He might want to see you first, inspect you, before he decides. I just wanted to let you know.”

“Okay, okay. Yeah, that’s fine! I’d be happy to,” she said, unsure how this would fit in with whatever Beatrice had been saying earlier about a Captive Deck something. Now she wished she had paid closer attention.

“Okay, that’s it for now. Have fun, Candy!” Beatrice said, with a twinkle in her eye.

Antonio led her gently from the office and down the passageways, down an elevator, sides padded with protective coverings, obviously a cargo elevator. Was that what she was? Cargo? Candy mused on that for a moment and then mused a bit on the fact that she was thinking about such matters, something she had never done before. But something had changed in her, she felt. She had tasted a relative freedom for a moment and now her palate had changed. She perceived things differently now. Her mind wanted to continue to sample the world she had so briefly had served in front of her.

The doors opened and Antonio ushered her along, taking care that she didn’t hurt her ankles on the cuffs, the short chains limiting her speed, threatening her with pain and a fall or humiliation if she dared exceed the limits placed on her.

Eventually they reached the room Antonio was aiming for. The door opened with a swipe of Antonio’s key card and walking in, Candy was faced with a large chamber, blank wall on her right side as she entered, a color that might have been a cheery yellow, now faded, neutral in its overall effect. Straight ahead was a wall that was shorter, the same color, framing two sides of a room whose third side was the more interesting one, as it held a series of cages, each large enough to hold its cargo of humans, although not necessarily as comfortably as they might wish to be held.

Candy counted three cages, each encircled with bars that reached from floor to ceiling, except where there was a wall. Each of the cages had within it a set of bunk beds, stacked on top of each other, a sink and a toilet and at least one girl. Two of the cages were full, two girls each, Candy noted.

Antonio closed the door behind them and waved to the girl in the cage closest to the door, in the lower bunk. She perked up, sitting up in her bunk and waving to them. “Hey, Antonio! Is this her?”

“Yes, Miss. May I present Candy?”

The girl giggled and waved again, this time directing her greeting more explicitly at Candy. “Hi Candy! I’m Ginger!” And indeed she was, Candy realized, the girl’s delicate red hair, just like hers but darker, framing a face bespeckled with freckles and shapely cheekbones that gave her an angular appearance, but kindly and filled at the moment with a brightness and cheer that lifted Candy’s spirits right up.

“Hi Ginger! Are we going to be roomies?” Was that really her name, or did they assign it to her because she was a redhead?

“Yeah! I guess we are, right Antonio?”

“Of course, Miss! Can I let her in?”

“Oh! Duh, sure!” Ginger exclaimed as she bounced quickly out of bed and went over to the far wall, near the toilet and sink. She leaned over and snapped a cuff on her left ankle and then stood up again, smiling over at Candy, her eyes speaking of rituals still to be learned, but that it would all come quickly and wasn’t much of a burden when weighed against all that the world had to offer.

With Ginger secured, and Candy glancing over at the girls in the other cages, a few of whom were staring at her intently, eager to absorb the new girl—fit her into their world and measure in what ways that world was likely to change—Antonio unlocked the cage door and ushered Candy within, closing and locking the barred door again.

“Let me take those chains off, Candy,” he said, gesturing for her to approach the bars. Candy dutifully shuffled over and he unsnapped her legs and then her wrists, hanging the chains over on pegs that dotted the wall directly across from her. Other chains hung there, those belonging to the other girls, Candy guessed. With that done, Antonio waved his keycard over a sensor next to the hanging chains and with a loud click, Ginger’s ankle was freed from its cuff and she rushed over to give Candy a big hug.

“Welcome to your new home, Candy!”


CHAPTER THREE

The Olson Family

“WOW, IT’S SO big!”

“Ha, ha, yeah! That’s what she said!”

“Oh, my god, Brad, that’s so gross,” said Betty as she glared at her brother. “Don’t say that to your sister!”

“Yeah, Brad, chill,” chided Ben, her oldest brother, as they all gazed up at the ship with awe.

“Can we board already?” Bill, her youngest brother asked. “I’m hungry and it’s almost noon!”

Ben punched him in the arm, “Shut up, dork! We just ate an hour ago!”

Betty shook her head. This was going to be a long week, on board a cruise ship with her insufferable brothers. How did she ever agree to such a stupid idea?

“Excuse me, are you the Olson family?” asked a young man dressed in an impeccable suit, looking to Betty as if he had stepped out of a catalog for Butler-wear.

“Yes, we are,” she said politely, stepping up and shaking his hand, which she noted, was clad in a white glove.

“Oh, wonderful. I see that you’re staying in our grandest suite, the Imperial Family Double Veranda Suite. Would you care to follow me?”

“What about our bags?” asked Brad. He had reluctantly handed his bag over to the valet at the entrance to the cruise terminal. Betty suspected the stupid boy had hidden something in there. Probably something illegal.

“No worries, sir,” the butler said, Betty detecting a hint of…Australian? Or South African? “They’re being brought up to your suite as we speak. Shall we?”

“Sure,” said Ben as took the lead and started moving towards where the butler was gesturing. They all followed behind him in a line as they walked up the sloping gangway, entering the behemoth through an entry foyer where their boarding cards were scanned by a masked attendant.

“Please follow me,” said their butler as he led them deep into the cavernous, multi-story foyer of the cruise ship. Betty looked around in awe. The space they were in was huge! And right in the middle, rising up to tower over them, easily three stories tall, was a giant golden sculpture of a naked girl. She was standing with her legs slightly parted, one foot held just a bit back from the other, her arms bent at the elbows, palms up, her face smiling as she stared straight ahead. Betty squinted and saw that each palm was big enough to hold a small balcony on it with a platform big enough for one or two people to stand on it.

“Holy shit, dude!” Brad looked up and nudged Bill. “You can see her slit, bro! What the fuck?”

“Yeah, look at that! Is that her clit?”

Ben chuckled. “As if you’ve ever seen one before, doofus.” He glanced up as well and remarked, “Well, fuck. I guess it is!” He turned to their butler and asked, “So what’s with the naked lady?”

“Ah, yes, Sir. It’s all part of the Corsican Castille’s theme.” He continued to lead them across the marble tiled floor, a beautiful and intricate pattern inlaid within it.

“Which is…?” Ben prompted.

“Yes, Sir, it’s Pleasure of course.”

Brad motioned to Betty, “She’s got some knockers, eh?”

Betty shook her head and sighed. Boys. But she had to agree, the sculpture was sporting some massive breasts.

“What’s your name, by the way,” she asked him.

“Oh, yes, I’m Andrew, Ma’am. I’ll be your butler for the duration of your stay on the Castille, so please do ask me for anything you want,” he said as he stepped back to allow them to precede him onto the elevator. Stepping in himself he punched the button for deck 12 and they looked out the glass sides, eyes invariably drawn to the nude statue.

“She’s beautiful,” said Betty. “Very impressive so far, I have to say.”

“Yes, thank you, Ma’am. This is our newest ship and our guests have been quite happy with her so far.”

“Is that a collar on the girl’s neck?” Betty asked, peering closely at the statue’s neck. She brushed her hair reflexively back from where it had fallen over her shoulders, the red lustrous locks sporting light curls that she had spent hours on. She touched her neck, almost as if to ensure herself that she wasn’t sporting a collar herself.

“On Golden Girl? Or one of the other girls?” Andrew asked.

“What other girls?” she asked.

Her brothers stared down onto the floor of the foyer from their high perch. “Don’t see any other girls like her,” said Ben.

“Ah, yes of course. They wouldn’t be out yet. Yes, that is a collar. It’s—oh here we are,” he said as the elevator door opened up and they stepped out onto the landing. “Your suite is right down here, if you’ll follow me.”

They made it to the entry door which unlocked as Andrew waved their key card at the sensor and pushed it open.

“Oh, wow!” The four of them marveled at the spacious accommodations, a gigantic living room with breakfast nook, sofa, a bar, and huge floor to ceiling windows that gave an unobstructed view to the cruise terminal and the dock outside. A passageway to their left led to what Betty assumed was the master bedroom, while a spiral staircase tucked away in a corner led upstairs. “This is amazing!”

“Oh, thank you,” said Andrew, gesturing to their bags which were already there, lined up against the bar. “Would you care for me to unpack for you?”

“No, no! That’s fine, we’ll take care of it,” said Brad quickly, a little too eagerly. Betty shook her head and sighed.

“Very well, Sir. There are two other bedrooms upstairs and this couch folds out to make a bed if you need it. But one of the bedrooms upstairs has two queens in it.”

“Ha, that’ll be you two, then,” said Brad pointing to his brothers and snorting.

“Fuck off, Brad,” said Ben.

Andrew stood to the side smiling a professional smile at them. “Would you like me to book your complimentary Captive Deck Experience now or would you care to do that later? It’s available for any of five nights on board, complimentary with your status. If you would like additional nights that will be possible for an additional fee.”

“Whoa, what’s that?” asked Bill.

“The Captive Deck Experience? I’ve left a brochure on the table there for you, if you’d care to take a look. Whenever you decide to schedule, simply call me on the phone over there, and I’ll be happy to set that up for you.” And with that, Andrew said his farewells and saw himself out of their suite.

“Holy shit, dudes! Have you seen this?” Brad was gazing at the brochure in his hands. Betty could see from where she stood that there were images on it, images that looked like they were of naked girls.

“What the fuck, Brad? Is that porn?” she walked over and snatched the brochure from his hand.

“Hey, ask politely,” he complained as Ben and Bill crowded Betty, trying to see what she was looking at.

“Oh my god, guys,” she whispered. “There’s a whole deck on board where you can tie up and torture naked girls! What the fuck? What the serious fuck, Ben! What did you book us on?”

“What? I thought it would be fun!” He peered down at the brochure. “But I really didn’t think it was going to be this intense! Holy shit, I swear the website didn’t show this!”

“Well, what did it show, Ben? Did you think you could leave me at the pool and then go whoring with your brothers? Fuck, you guys are so disgusting! I knew I should have cut your peckers off when you were still little and cute,” Betty said as she tossed the brochure down on the table.

“Aww, don’t be like that Bets! It’s just some innocent fun!” Ben protested. “Mom and dad never got us a girl at home, so I figured we could experience what it’s like to have one here on board a cruise. I really didn’t know about the bondage and whipping stuff they’re listing here.”

“Whipping? Damn, let me see!” Brad muscled his way past Bill who was staring at the brochure, his 22 year old mind going places where his penis felt the need to stand at attention, giving the situation the respect it deserved.

“No! It’s wrong to whip a girl, especially a captive servant girl, you freaks! They don’t have any choice in this and I think it’s cruel and demeaning to all women!”

“Aw, come on,” Brad moaned. “Not that women’s lib stuff again, Betty. Damn! You gals get everything these days! Don’t forget the president is a woman now, and she approved this whole thing! The captivity laws are her party’s doing!”

“Yeah, well, she’s as extremist as they come! Just cause she’s got a vag doesn’t mean I have to agree with everything she does!”

“Somehow I just can’t picture the president with a vagina,” Brad joked, nudging Ben, who scowled at him. “I mean, is it guarded by two secret service guys? One on each side? Do they check ID before you try to enter?”

“Shut up, dork!” Ben muttered. “This is serious. Listen, Betty,” he said, turning to his sister. “I’m sorry about this. I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings or make you uncomfortable. Please, can you try to have fun here? You don’t have to deal with this stuff if you don’t want to.”

“Fine,” she huffed as she turned towards the master bedroom. “But I’m taking the master and you dorks can distribute your disgusting selves however you please.” She left her brothers behind as she entered the master bedroom, looking around herself in awe. This was truly gorgeous! She kicked off her shoes and plopped down on the giant bed, spreading herself out on the soft, down comforter, luxuriating in the feel of the Egyptian cotton sheets.

Truth be told, the whole situation had turned her on immediately, the very moment they entered the foyer and saw the giant golden statue of a naked girl, welcoming them in her embrace, her body there for all to enjoy. Betty was here to have sex, lots of it, all kinds of it. When Ben had first proposed the cruise she had looked it up and learned all about the offerings that Corsican Cruise Lines presented to the discerning passenger. Yes, there were naked captive girls here to be played with, and Betty might do that.

But there were also boys here and Betty would do them too. They weren’t captive, at least the brochures and website pages hadn’t mentioned that, but any crew member here with a penis and spare time would undoubtedly be finding himself buried at some point deep within Betty’s muff if she could have any say in it. And the other passengers would also all be fair game as far as she was concerned. This wouldn’t be the first time Betty had found herself in competition with a naked captive servant girl and come out ahead.

She dragged herself across the wide expanse of the king sized bed and reached for the tv remote on the bedside table. Flicking it on, she watched the required safety briefing, knowing full well that her brothers would be ignoring that. At the end of the video, she clicked on the Captive Deck Experience info button and watched the presentation.

A beautiful, naked girl in a silver collar stood in front of the camera, her pale, ethereal body completely shorn of all body hair, blonde hair falling down to her shoulders in lustrous curls, her face serene, at peace with her fate. She had C-sized cups, Betty estimated. The nipples were pink and pointed slightly upwards, perky breasts smooth and free of any marks. Many of the captive servant girls she had interacted with had some bruises, slight as they may be, usually on the sides of their breasts or around their nipples.

One of them had confessed to the sorts of punishments her owners would subject her to. Betty had shuddered and the image had stayed with her, occupying a special place in her mind for many days afterwards. But it hadn’t stopped her from accepting the girl’s efforts between her thighs as she shuddered again, but this time from the pleasures that such a girl could give. And she forgave the men who sought to enjoy the fruits of the unfortunate, while condemning the system that required misery to be the pathway to what should be natural, if not holy.

But the girl on the screen spoke of none of that. She spoke instead of the many services that awaited honored guests, those who had paid the exorbitant fares required for the status that conferred mastery over girls trained and kept for just such services that were on offer. And what services they were!

Betty bit her lip as she saw what was on offer. Girls could be taken to ones’ suite, or be enjoyed in the relative privacy of the rooms set aside for pleasure. The discipline room was the one that made Betty shift uncomfortably on the bed, wanting nothing more than to reach between her legs and start the party early, but not daring to lest one of her brothers storm in, curious as to what the tv was showing. She resolved to visit this area last. Assuage her more basic, primitive lusts first, she decided. Then move up to the real stuff. A room of restraints and implements, where restraint would be imposed on only one member of any duo, and implements would be wielded with abandon, if not by everyone, then certainly by her.


CHAPTER FOUR

Presentation

AS SOON AS Antonio left the room, closing and locking the door behind him, Ginger pulled back from Candy, hands on her shoulders and giving her a big smile.

“Oh my god, I’m so excited that you’re my new roommate!” she enthused.

“Uh, I’m glad too,” Candy replied, taking a quick moment to look the girl over. She was shapely, with large, full breasts, peaked with small, pink nipples. A narrow waist accentuated her wide hips, just a little tummy fat, producing a delicate, feminine bulge right above the girl’s bare mound. A healthy girl, Candy approved.

“So,” said Ginger as she twirled around and retreated back to her bunk, plopping herself down on it. “Come, sit next to me and tell me all about yourself!” She patted the space on the mattress next to her until Candy came over and sat down. The girls in the other cages returned to their own conversations, one pair, in the furthest cage resorting to muttered words that Candy couldn’t make out, followed by sounds that were clearly of an intimate nature. So this was something that happened in these shared quarters, Candy surmised. Her accommodations on her prior ship, the Corsican Carnivale, had been singles.

“Um, well, where do I start?” she said, trying to summarize her past in a way that wouldn’t bore this poor girl to tears. “I was born in a prison, where I was raised until I was transferred to a facility for captive servant girls. Then I got bought by Corsican Cruise Lines, and I worked on the Carnivale until a very nice man I met there bought me for himself and I lived with him for a while.”

“No way!” Ginger stared at her wide-eyed. “Someone bought you for themselves? That’s even a thing?”

“Yeah, I didn’t think it was either, but I didn’t question it,” she said, hanging her head down for a moment, overcome with emotion over the way things had turned out with Arthur. “I fell in love with him, and I really think he did with me too.”

“Oh my god! So romantic! Wow,” Ginger cried out, her hands over her mouth, tears threatening to form in her pretty green eyes.

“I know, right?” Candy said, perking up again. It didn’t pay to dwell on bad things, she had learned a long time ago. Candy’s personal brand was perkiness and happiness and that had gotten her far. Very far indeed, at least for a captive servant.

“So, um…can I ask what happened to bring you back on a cruise ship?”

“Well, I guess he found out that a girl like me couldn’t give him everything that he wanted in life. Like marriage, respectability, status. I guess he found a girl that could give him that, and she didn’t really want me around.”

Ginger nodded, knowingly. “What was her name?” she asked.

“Melinda,” Candy said, trying not to hiss out the name.

“Yeah, so Melinda forced you out. That sucks!” She gave Candy a big hug, resting her head on her shoulder.

“Thanks, Ginger. But I’m fine. I got over it.”

“That’s cool. I’m glad.”

“What about you, Ginger? Do you want to talk about it?”

“Oh, sure,” the girl said, straightening up. “If it’s any consolation, what happened to me was kinda the opposite.”

“Oh, how?”

“Well, I got engaged to a really nice guy, at least I thought he was. We spent a ton of money on the wedding preparations, got married, had a fancy honeymoon. The whole works.”

Candy nodded, encouragingly. “And then?”

“Yeah, then it turns out he blew a ton of money on a captive girl that he was going to bring home, but he ran away with her, to another country, and left me with all the bills.”

“Oh, no! That’s horrible!”

“Yeah, they caught them before they got out of the country and confiscated her, locked him up for trafficking, and left me with the debt. Naturally, I couldn’t pay and so I got taken by debt collectors. Sold to Corsican Cruise Lines.” The girl perked up, putting on a brave smile in the face of Candy’s horrified expression. “It’s not that bad, Candy. At least I get to be roomies with a cool chick like you!”

Candy smiled. “I think I’m going to like you, Ginger!”

Ginger giggled. “I think I’m going to like you, Candy!”

“Oh my god, will you two just fuck already?” came the peeved voice of one of their neighbors.

Candy squealed in mock outrage. Ginger blushed.

“Do you wanna?” she asked Candy, hesitating slightly, her voice almost a whisper.

“Well…sure! We’ve got some time to kill, right?”

“You bet! We usually don’t have to do anything on embarkation day. They don’t open the experience part of the ship until the next day.”

Candy turned to face Ginger, putting her arm around the girl’s waist and drawing her closer. She closed her eyes and drew in for a kiss, feeling the softness of the girl’s lips, at first closed, then opening to let her in. She breathed in her new roommate’s warm breath, their tongues mingling as she thrust softly inside. After a few moments of exploring each other in this way, Candy drew back and smiled.

“You on top?”

“Sure,” whispered Ginger as Candy lay down on the bottom bunk, opening her arms and legs to allow Ginger all the access she would need. It seemed to her that this was not a bad outcome to a day filled with unknowns and regrets. It was time to set the past firmly behind her and look towards a bright new future, filled with possibilities. And a pink, engorged set of female lips heading towards her.

~~~

The very next day Antonio arrived early in the morning for Candy, putting her in chains and waiting for Ginger to secure herself before unlocking the cage door and leading her out.

“Someone will be by soon to take you, Ginger,” he said as he locked the cage and remotely released Ginger’s cuff.

“See you later, Candy!” Ginger said, waving at her, smiling encouragingly. She smiled and waved back, as much as she could, with her hands chained as they were.

Antonio led her out of the room, closing and locking the door behind them and they moved along many passageways and elevators, Candy shuffling along, her gait constrained by her ankle chains. Finally they reached what appeared to be their destination.

“Here we are, Candy. This is the Presentation Room,” said Antonio as he led her into the cavernous space. She looked around quickly, finding nothing to calm her nerves. Along one side were a set of tall cages, thin bars separated by about six inches and seemingly only big enough for a person to stand in them. And indeed, there were already several occupants in them, each a girl, naked and pretty just like her. They stood there in their cages, arms by their sides, insufficient room to move about. Their breasts were pressed against the bars, nippled poking out from between them. One of them shifted on her feet, uncomfortably. Candy wondered how long these poor girls had stood there.

“Ah, this is Candy, is it?” A young asian woman came over with a clipboard.

“Yes, this is Candy,” said Antonio. “Candy, this is Jenny Yin, entertainment director.”

“Such a pleasure to meet you,” said Candy, smiling and bouncing, eager to make a good first impression.

“Yes, Candy, I’m happy to meet you too. Now please, Antonio, go ahead and put her in her cage. The captain will be by soon to inspect the girls.”

“Of course, Ma’am.” Antonio guided her over to one of the few remaining empty cages and with an apologetic look, bade her turn around and guided her backwards into the tight confines of the cage. Candy didn’t really mind. If this was her place for now, then she would take her place and see what ensued. It seemed like the captain would be by soon anyway and she was eager to meet him. She rarely got to meet the top officers of a ship and she knew enough to know that the captain was the very top!

She gripped the bars of the cage in front of her and shifted slightly, the sides of her breasts touching the bars as they were squeezed in the tight space between them. She turned to smile at the girl next to her who smiled tentatively back at her.

“Is this your first time here?” the girl whispered to her.

“Yeah,” Candy replied in the same whispered voice. “Is it exciting? What happens here?” The other girl looked confused. “I mean, does it get exciting at all? I like having fun,” she tried to explain.

“Oh,” the girl said, looking around quickly before returning her attention to Candy. “I guess…we get to meet a lot of the guests who’ll…use us, here. So there’s that…”

“Are we going to meet the guests today?” Candy asked, eagerly, bouncing a little and stopping when her breasts rubbed a bit too much against the bars.

“No,” said the girl, in an exaggerated whisper, hoping that Candy would take the hint and lower her voice. “I think we’re supposed to meet the new captain. He might pick one of us to be his companion.”

“Oooh, that sounds wonderful,” cooed Candy. “I’d love to be the captain’s companion! How fun would that be?”

“Oh, no,” said the girl, forgetting for a moment to keep her voice down and shaking her head emphatically. “I hear he’s a real ogre!”

“Is he now?” said a voice right in front of the two girls.

“Oopsie,” squeaked the girl as she whipped her head around to find herself face to face with the new captain of the Corsican Castille. And what a face! Candy surpassed a gasp as she took it all in. Oh the poor man! Her heart immediately went out to him. He must have been in a terrible fire at some point in his life, for the entire right side of his face was burnt, scar tissue covering it. His right eye was covered in a patch, and there was no hair covering the right side of his entire head, as far as Candy could make out. Even his beard only extended to just past the middle of his chin, partly grey and well trimmed on the left, then petering out to be replaced by scar tissue.

Candy put on her friendliest smile, a smile of encouragement and love, meant to invite and signal openness, the kind that only a girl like Candy, innocent in so many ways, could muster. The captain glared at the poor girl next to her, who was trying desperately to sink into the floor, or if possible, ooze between the bars and make a liquid escape down the nearest drain. Neither happened, so the captain turned his glare onto Candy, who smiled back.

“So,” he said as his glare turned somewhat to bemusement. “You’re the famous Candy that I’ve heard so much about.”

“I am!” she said, happy that he had heard of her. She bounced a bit—an invitation to join her in the excitement she was feeling. “And you’re the captain I’ve heard so much about!”

“Oh, ho! A funny one, no less!” He looked her up and down, spending some time considering her nipples quite carefully, then continuing on down to her mound. Candy always kept it nice and smooth, so she was quite happy to have him enjoy the view. She continued to smile encouragingly.

“So tell me, funny girl,” he said as he wrenched his gaze back up to her face. “Do you agree that I’m a…what was it again?” He addressed that last remark to the cowering girl next to Candy. “A real ogre?”

“I’m sorry, Captain,” the girl mumbled, looking down at her toes, which were poking out from the bars of the cage she was squeezed into.

“Nope!” said Candy, bringing his attention back to her.

“Really? This face doesn’t scare you? It scares everyone else, you know? I can see it in their eyes.” Mutters of polite disagreement were heard behind him as the crew demurred.

“I only see someone who I’d really like to make happy,” she said, bouncing on her heels, her breasts rubbing again, and her nipples punching the air like pink little exclamation points. She instinctively tried to clap her hands in a demonstration of joy, but was stymied by the bars. The captain looked down at them and then back up at her. An undefinable expression crossed his face and then he moved along. Candy tried to keep him in sight but he was soon out of her field of view.

The girl next to her turned to her and whispered, “I might have peed myself.”


CHAPTER FIVE

Explorations

BETTY WALKED ALONG the promenade, still unsure whether to be happy or annoyed. Ben had clearly done something he shouldn’t have, booking them all on a cruise like this and his mumbled excuses had done nothing to mollify her. How could he! And with his little sister on board? Ugh! But there were things here she could take advantage of and have a fun time, there was no doubt about that. So, maybe she should forgive him. But guilt was capital in her family, and she wasn’t about to give this much capital up.

She let her hand trail along the railing as she continued walking, taking a moment to really look at the ship, at its passengers. Overall it looked just like any other cruise she had ever been on. Normal people, some slightly obese, but looking quite happy to be here. Couples strolling hand in hand. Even some kids! Betty shook her head. Maybe this captive deck thing—whatever it was called—was some hidden thing that most passengers didn’t have to deal with or even think about.

Out of the corner of her eye she spotted one of the crew members, muscles rippling underneath his uniform, sweat dripping slowly down his brow as he hauled a box of…mmm, Betty didn’t give a shit what the box was. She had a box. A warm, wet one. He could fill it with whatever he wanted. She bit her lip. Oh yeah, she was going to enjoy herself on this cruise!

“Yo, Bettin’!” The voice of her younger brother jarred her out of her reverie.

“What do you want, Bill,” she groaned. “And stop calling me that. It makes no sense.”

“Whatevs, BooBoo. Hey, watcha’ looking at?”

“Yeah, BooBoo makes no sense either. Listen, Bill, why don’t you go fuck off and hang with your sick-ass brothers and let me enjoy this cruise my way, okay?”

“Oh,” he said and looked actually somewhat hurt. “I guess.” He paused as Betty looked at him, her expression softening a bit. “They kinda kicked me out of the room. Said I was too immature to handle what they were discussing.”

“What were they discussing?”

“I guess I shouldn’t say, but all right. They were talking about visiting that deck, you know? The one that you flipped out over? The one with the—”

“Yeah, I know.” She sighed. “So what, they’re going to try it out? Seriously, they’re going to go over there and whip some poor girl?”

“Well…I don’t know about that. But, yeah. Most likely. I mean, I think that’s not all you do there, right?”

“How should I know? I know as much about this crazy shit as you do.”

“Yeah, but you’re a girl, and…you’re older than me. More experienced, I presume.”

“The fuck are you implying?” Betty was getting a little over this conversation and figured she could really use a drink. She scanned the deck for the nearest bar.

“Sorry, I just meant that…maybe you know more about what the deal is with all these, you know?” He waggled an eyebrow at her. “These captive girls? Like, no one ever tells me anything. I’m 18! I have a right to know if there’s pussy available for—oh, I’m sorry.” He withered under Betty’s death glare.

“I think it’s best you leave now,” she said with an icy tone of voice that he knew better than to argue with.

“Fine, I’ll figure this shit out myself,” he grumbled as he marched off in the opposite direction.

Betty grimaced. Having three brothers was quite possibly the worst fate in the world. “Oh,” she exclaimed to herself. She had spotted what looked like an outdoor bar on the deck below, visible through the open center section of the deck she was on. She made her way quickly down a flight of stairs and around the outer edge of the main pool, already filling up with guests eager to enjoy themselves on their first full day onboard. As she made her way to the bar she kept a lookout for prospective conquests, finding not much of interest yet, but still hopeful.

She soon found herself stuck in a line three deep and shifted impatiently from foot to foot. The guys in front of her were taking forever to order their drinks! Finally the last guy finished and left and she was face to face with a completely naked girl.

“Hi, I’m Jessie,” said the petite brunette behind the bar, pretty face, a big welcoming smile to go with her perky breasts, nipples pointing slightly upward, aiming at Betty’s face, and a metal collar around her neck.

“Uh…um.” Betty was completely thrown off by this. She had prepared a whole set of reasons why she, a 19 year old, should be served a yummy daiquiri, preferably strawberry, and now her mind was blank.

“Would you like to see the drinks menu?” the perky young lady asked her, helpfully.

“Uh, sure.”

“Cool,” she replied and turned around to reveal her back, which had a list of drinks written on it in a black marker. “There are some specials for today, but they’re written on my butt!”

“On your…what?”

“Right here, wanna see?” Before Betty could demur, the girl had bent over, sticking her butt up in the air for Betty to see that indeed, something called a “Spank My Rum” was advertised as the daily special.

“Oh, what…what’s that? The drink?”

The girl straightened and turned around again, her hair a little disheveled. “It’s quite yummy! Well,” she leaned closer and whispered, “It’s really just a Piña Colada, but it’s served with a paddle and you get to give me a spank on the bum when I serve it! Get it? Spank my—”

“Yeah, I got it. So, like, are you okay with that?”

“Oh, sure! I make Piña Coladas all the time. In fact, there’s a mixer right here that you just press a button—”

“No,” Betty interrupted. “I mean, with the whole…being naked, and getting spanked thing?”

“Oh, sure!” The girl looked a bit confused. Betty could tell that she kept darting her eyes behind Betty where, undoubtedly, a large line was forming. “It’s the special, so…why would I not be okay with it?”

“Um, okay, well…I guess I’ll just have a daiquiri, strawberry if you have it.”

“Oh, yum! They’re my favorite! Coming right up,” she chirped and scurried over to where the mixers were. Betty looked over her shoulder to see a substantial line had indeed formed and was composed almost uniformly of men, many of whom were glaring at her.

The girl scampered back with a tall, frosty glass filled with the luscious concoction and Betty waved her room card at the scanner. “Have a super happy day!” the smiling girl said as she turned to greet the next customer.

Betty, thrilled that age checking was apparently not a thing on board, sipped her drink and made her way over to an empty chaise lounge, facing the pool. She felt her luck was turning: a group of ultra-buff young men had just shown up, stripped down to speedos, and were taking turns slathering sunscreen on themselves. Betty, never taking her eyes off them, slowly lowered herself down onto the chaise lounge and sighed with satisfaction, the anomaly of the naked bar girl left behind her as she pictured herself doing naughty things to boys.

~~~

As Betty lounged by the pool, sipping on her drink, her eyes never wavered from the group of young men in their skin tight speedos, centered in her line of sight. “Mmm, mmm, mmm,” she murmured to herself, licking her lips as one guy, freshly out of the pool, stood facing her, wiping himself down. She zeroed in on his crotch, which was showing a rather prominent bulge. As she fixated on his primary masculine attribute, she suddenly noticed that he had stopped drying his chest and was looking back at her. Oops.

She tried desperately to pretend she was preoccupied with her drink, holding it up at eye level and staring at the straw as if it was the first time she had seen one, but it was no use. He ambled over to her and she blushed.

“Hi,” he said, standing next to her, his bulge right in front of her.

“Oh, hi,” she replied, trying to seem nonchalant.

“So…I couldn’t help but notice you staring at me,” he started.

“I’m so sorry—”

“Is there anything wrong with my swim suit?” he asked, looking down at his crotch, with a genuinely concerned expression on his face. Betty paused for a moment, wondering if he was teasing her.

“No…” she said. “Why? I mean, why would you think that I…would, um. Let me start again,” she said stammering a little. That bulge was just so…

“Um, it’s just…such a tight, tight, um,” she continued.

“Huh? Oh, my trunks? Yeah, it needs to be really streamlined, you know? Can’t have any water resistance when I’m swimming.” He turned to wave over to his buddies who waved back. The twist of his torso placed his bulge in profile, causing Betty to take a quick breath. “We’re going to a swim meet! In Barbados,” he said, turning back to her and looking down at his crotch again. “You sure there’s nothing wrong there? You seemed so concerned.”

“What?” she squeaked. “I mean…” she coughed to hide her embarrassment. “I was just—you all seem so…fit.”

“Oh, yeah, you have to be, to be on the swim team. I work out!”

“Yeah, you do,” she said, her nipples hardening. “So, um, is water resistance really a problem in this pool, though?” She looked over at it, filled with other guests. It was pretty small.

“Oh, yeah, I just pop in there, you know? Just pop in and out, in and out. It’s nice to be in something wet, every now and then.”

“Oh, shit…” Betty clenched her thighs and bit her lip. “I bet you’d like that. Um, so…I hope you don’t mind my saying so, but that’s…quite a bulge you’re packing there.” Oh, god, she thought to herself. Did I just say that?

“Oh, yeah, now that you mention it! That’s no good for in the water, you know? Slows me down quite a lot.”

She looked over at the pool and then back at him. “And that’s really a concern here? Anyway,” she continued, pressing on as it seemed this nice and oh, so dumb hunk of tasty man-candy wasn’t taking offense at anything she said. “I was wondering…if maybe you wanted me to take care of that?” She bit her lip again as she looked up at him under her eyelashes, batting them.

“Oh, how? I guess I’ve always been bothered by this happening and no one’s ever offered to help.”

“Really? Wow. Okay…um, well, maybe we can go someplace private?”

“What, not here? Okay, I guess,” he said, looking around, spotting his buddies who were busily reapplying sunscreen to themselves and waving at them. A few of them waved back.

“Sure, come on,” she said, putting down her drink, getting up and gesturing for him to follow her. She could feel herself moistening in her private parts as she lightly shook her head. “Here we go,” she said as she quickly pulled him into the women’s changing room and locked the door.

“Cool! Now what?”

“Well,” she said, kneeling down in front of him. “I think I need to take a closer look at what we’re dealing with here.”

“Oh, yeah, that makes sense,” he said and helpfully started peeling his speedos off, as a rather hefty member popped out and almost hit Betty in the face.

“Oh yeah,” she said, nodding and licking her lips. “I see you’re suffering from a seriously engorged member!”

“Yeah,” he nodded, sincerely. “It does that quite a lot, you know. Sometimes I find stroking it vigorously does help.”

She grasped his shaft with her right hand, remembering to ask after the fact, “Can I…do you mind?”

“Go right ahead—oh, yeah! Yeah, that does seem to help a bit,” he moaned. “Doesn’t feel half bad, either!”

“Yeah,” moaned Betty, “but maybe some stronger measures are needed?”

“What are you—uh, oh—thinking?”

She leaned forward, still grasping him, as she licked the underside of his shaft, right where it met his balls.

“Wow, okay!”

“So how are you at the breast stroke?” she asked as she paused her ministrations to look up at him.

“It’s one of my best events, actually. Three time champion in my league!”

She continued to look up at him, wondering if he was really this stupid or just stringing her along. She had to admit—if he was playing her it was definitely working in his favor, as she knelt before him preparing to suck him.

He continued to look down at her until slowly a light went on somewhere inside his pretty head. “Oh…I get it! Oh, you’re a crafty one! Breast. Stroke. You have breasts! You want me to…?”

“Yes, you got it! Come on, pretty boy, win this one for the team!” She bent forward, thrusting her breasts forward as best she could while engulfing his throbbing cock within her mouth. He did his very best, flexing his knees a bit and bending over to run his hands over her bikini clad breasts, kneading them rhythmically.

“Oh, your top came off!” he exclaimed as her hands returned from where she had been fumbling with the ties. She paused to look back up at him, then returned to the task at hand, swirling her tongue around his penis, and trying to get him as far into her mouth as she could without gagging. He fumbled around with her breasts some more. Nice, but she wanted more. So much more!

With a wet slurping sound she backed off from his cock and said, in a husky voice, “How’s it looking, big boy?”

He let go of her breasts, straightened and looked down at himself. “Gosh, if anything it looks even more engorged now than before! No way I’m getting that back in my trunks!”

She sighed. “Well, maybe we can try a different technique? This one usually works. What do you say?”

“I’ll try anything at this point,” he said, also sounding a bit husky.

Betty slipped her bikini bottoms off and, still on her knees, rotated to present her bottom to him, spreading her legs as far as they would go, with the flimsy scrap of fabric still bunched around her ankles. “Come on, slip it in me and let’s get this thing fixed, K?”

“Oh, gosh! Sure!” He knelt behind her and fed his member into her wet, dripping sheath.

“Uh! Oh, fuck! Holy shit, that’s…that’s something!” she moaned as he began thrusting inside her. Her breasts swung freely and she panted out in rhythm to his increasingly energetic thrusts. Soon enough she could feel his cock starting to pulse as his timing faltered. She tightened her inner muscles and reached between her legs with one hand to start rubbing furiously. “Oh, oh, ohhhh, shiiiiit!” she squealed out and began convulsing around him as she felt him spurt within her.

While her orgasm faded, she rested her head on the floor between her trembling hands and felt his penis soften and slip out of her, some of his cream running free down her inner thigh.

“Oh yeah, that worked great!” he enthused. “Nice and soft now! Thanks!”

“Uh,” she grunted, as she looked up, over her shoulder to see him pull up his speedos, wiggling his butt to get the tight garment back on. “You’re welcome,” she said.

“Say, I couldn’t help but notice some of my buddies seem to have the same problem, you know? The bulge?”

“Yeah?” she muttered, sitting back on her heels and wiping her brow.

“Think you could help them out too?”

Betty took a moment to contemplate. She really shouldn’t…should she?


CHAPTER SIX

Sampling the Treats

“WELCOME, COME ON in,” said the crew member, waving the boys in. Ben and Brad’s eyes opened wide as they entered the room, fixating on the sight of the girls in their standing cages, their breasts poking out between the bars and their pretty faces, and all the other parts that make up the enticing mystery of a beautiful, desirable girl.

“Oh, shit, oh, shit!” Brad whispered as he nudged Ben. “Do you see what I’m seeing, bro?”

“Uh, yeah dude, I have eyes.” Ben stared at the beauty arrayed before him. “Wow, this is intense. I can’t believe they’re caged, dude! What the fuck?”

“I know, right? What’s up with that—”

“Hey there, guys,” said a short, slightly balding man in a uniform, interrupting their ruminations. “I’m Joseph Hamer, Director of Premium Guest Relations. So nice to welcome you here to our presentation room.”

“Oh, hi, yeah thanks,” said Ben as he and Brad shook the man’s hand. “So what’s the deal here?”

“Ah, ha! Yes, lots of our guests have that very same question,” he chuckled as he waved for them to follow him closer to the cages. They stopped near a petite brunette, with pretty brown eyes and perky breasts that poked out between the bars. He smiled at her, like one would smile at a well regarded pet. “We provide companions to our guests, as I’m sure you’re aware.”

“Yeah, I guess…we saw the brochure in our room,” Brad piped in.

“Yes, indeed. But what always surprises our guests is how they’re provided. You see,” he said, gesturing to encompass the entire room and all the girls within it. Several other guests were milling about and turned to listen to him. “Having sex with a pretty girl is simple enough, am I right? Especially for good looking, successful guys like you, I’m sure.”

Brad looked down for a split second, always a bit awkward with girls, he didn’t have nearly as much luck with them as Ben did. “Sure,” he said as he put on a good facsimile of a confident man.

“Indeed! Sex is easy. What you get here, though…that can be quite hard to get elsewhere!” He turned away from the girls and pointed towards the equipment arrayed along the wall on the other side.

“Whoa,” said Ben. Brad gulped. “What the heck is this?”

“Oh, ho! Yes indeed, what is it? It’s everything you need to make this trip a truly memorable occasion! Come, let’s examine,” he said as he led them towards the far left corner where a particularly diabolical piece of equipment was placed.

“Is this some sort of workout thing?” Brad asked.

“Oh, I’m sure you’ll get a workout from it! And so will she!” the man chuckled. “But, no. It’s our patented Stretch-a-Nator, designed to stretch a girl out good and proper! Once placed in this thing, you’ll have her at your mercy to do all sorts of fun things to!” He leaned closer and whispered, “I personally like to tickle them. Oh you should hear them squealing out in laughter! They love it!”

“Really? I think tying someone up and forcibly tickling them is considered torture.” Ben looked at the device with a mixture of horror and morbid fascination. To his shame, he felt his member hardening as he pictured one of the caged girls in the bonds of this machine.

“Torture?” Joseph roared in mirth. “Nonsense! Our girls love this machine, despite their protests. You know how girls are, right? Always demurring, but then they want nothing more than to be brought to the limits of pleasure!”

“Well, um…” to Brad’s credit he was feeling a little uneasy about this. “Do these girls really have a say in this? I mean…they are caged and all. And what’s with the collar?” He turned around to glance at the girls in the cages, locking eyes briefly with one who smiled right back and…did her hands, secured at her sides, make a waving motion? He quickly returned his attention to Joseph, blushing a bit.

“Oh, absolutely! We ask them every morning how they’re feeling! Do they have any specific complaints or wishes? Would they like to continue on board or be placed in storage for later reevaluation?” He moved the boys along to the next station, continuing with his lecture. “All the girls on board have been purchased according to the strictest government captive servitude regulations and guidelines. They are all treated by strict standards, adopted worldwide!”

They had stopped in front of something that looked for all the world like a set of medieval stocks, such as one could sometimes see on display at some New England historic society.

“Okay, sure. But do they consent?” Ben asked, staring at the polished wooden structure.

“Of course! We have their consent decrees on paper in our central office. It’s all quite legitimate, I assure you! Now this,” he said, gesturing to the device, “is where you can secure your girl for extensive punishment sessions. Whipping, paddling, just plain hand spanking, all of these are quite convenient when the girl is secured in this contraption. Would you like a demonstration?”

“No, thank—”

“Sure!” Interrupted Brad. Ben stared at him with a “what the fuck, dude!” look.

“Oh, ho! Wonderful,” Joseph said, clapping his hands and waving to the other guests roaming around the room and chatting with the girls. “Everyone! We’re going to have a demonstration of the stocks, if anyone’s interested.” A group of men and a few women perked up and walked towards them. The rest of the remaining guests were preoccupied with equipment at the far end, which was being explained to them by a different crew member.

“Dude!” Ben hissed at Brad. “Really?”

Brad shrugged as Joseph called out, “Can we get Candy in here, please? Candy?”

~~~

Candy was starting to feel quite apprehensive, standing there in her tiny cage, watching as the guests filed past her and the other girls, staring and whispering among themselves. She looked across the room at the equipment that was arrayed along the opposite wall.

She turned towards the girl next to her. “So, what’s the deal with all this stuff in the room? Do they…do they use that on us?”

“Oh, yeah,” she whispered back. “It’s part of the whole Captive Deck Experience they’ve got going on here. The guests get to pick one of us and put us in any of the free stations.”

“Oh,” Candy didn’t know what to say to that. She had guessed that was their purpose, but to have it confirmed was a little disturbing.

“By the way, I’m Nora,” said the girl, smiling back at her.

“Oh, hi Nora. I’m Candy.”

“I know,” she replied, nodding at her. “Have you never been part of this kind of experience before?”

“No, I was a companion on my last boat. But I only wound up in something like this when I got punished.” Candy blushed, “I was bad! But just once!”

“Oh, good for you! I’m bad a lot!” said Nora. “But that doesn’t really matter here. Good, bad, if the guest wants you in one of these things, there you go!”

“Does it hurt?”

“Well, not really, to tell you the truth. It’s more for show, really. I mean,” Nora said, raising a brow at Candy, “it depends on what you’re into.”

“Well, I like having fun with guys! Making sure they’re having a fun time, having…sex with them,” she blushed again. For some reason she was finding herself getting shy when talking about intimate things. Perhaps it was because she had seen herself as being exclusive to Arthur for so long?

“Yeah, that’s fun too, I guess.” Nora frowned. “I like a good dicking down, like the next girl, but a lot of the guests feel a little shy whipping it out in front of other guests, you know? When we’re doing deck duty, we mainly get put in these stations to get worked on, not fucked, more’s the pity.”

“I don’t really like getting hurt,” said Candy.

Nora looked at her with concerned eyes. “Oh, no, don’t get me wrong. It really doesn’t hurt, unless you really have no tolerance for pain. It’s more about the humiliation.”

“Oh, really?” Candy looked at Nora, naked like her, chained like her, stuck in a tiny cage like her. “Isn’t this humiliating enough?”

“Oh, no!” Nora bit her lip again and blushed. “Oh, it’s so much more when they have you locked up or stretched out! Oh, it’s so…so…humiliating,” she said, her eyes closing partly, voice turning husky. Candy could swear that she saw her body clench briefly.

“Oh!” Candy bounced a bit. “You’re into it! Cool!”

“No I’m not!” Nora squealed. “Well, maybe a little.” She blushed prettily. “I guess that’s kind of why I volunteered for this position.”

“Wait, you volunteered for this? Why?”

“Well, it was either this or the work camps. Although, to be fair, the work I would have been forced to do was mainly secretarial.” Nora looked grim. “But a lifetime of work in one of those depressing offices and I would have gone mad! No, when they told me this was an option, I jumped at it! At least I get to have a lot of really kinky and perverted experiences, plus a lot of sex. Hell, who wouldn’t want that?”

She looked at Candy with interest. “So what about you? Why are you here?”

“Oh, I was born into this. Well, captivity anyway. They sold me to the cruise line and I’ve been part of it ever since.” Candy stopped for a moment and then continued in a sadder voice, “Well, except for a period where I belonged to one guy. That was nice…”

Nora looked at her with sympathy.

“But here I am,” Candy continued, perking up somewhat, making an effort to be her bubbly, happy self again. But this time something didn’t quite click within Candy. Something seemed to catch, and bend where it should have stayed firm; something no longer moved with purpose to help her transition to the happy place in her mind. And the smile that greeted Nora was not as bright as it should have been.

“Um…Candy?”

“Yeah,” she replied, snapping out of her spell. Nora was looking over at the stations where some men were staring back at them.

“I think they’re calling your name,” Nora said.

“Oh! Gosh,” Candy’s heart rate shot up. “They want me?”

“Yeah,” Nora said as a man came towards their cages.

“Candy?” he asked as he came up to her cage, holding a key and a leash.

“Yeah, hi!” she replied, feeling a little more like herself now that there was a chance she would get out of her cage and actually do something, even if that meant having stuff done to her.

“You’re wanted at the stocks, Candy,” he said as he leaned over and unlocked her cage. “There’s a few guests there who want to get a demonstration of your services.”

“Gosh, okay!” Candy looked over at the men who were looking back at her. She perked up even more. There were two male guests there, standing next to what Candy had previously determined to be a set of medieval-style stocks, or no—more of a pillory—meant to keep her standing, bent over in an uncomfortable position where her bottom was available for whatever the guests wanted to do to it. They looked youngish, maybe mid-twenties for the older male, early twenties for the younger one. They were both tall and good looking, probably brothers. Some other guests were milling about nearby, obviously intrigued by what was about to occur.

The short, balding man next to them in a crew uniform was Joseph, Candy knew. He had helped her with getting in her cage earlier. Now he gestured to a crew member and spoke to him briefly. The crew member walked up to her and unlocked her cage, taking her by the upper arm and escorting her over to where the three men waited, taking her in as she shuffled over to them. Her chains made a faint ringing sound as they scraped across the floor and several of the guests in the room stopped to stare at her as she made her way.

“Candy!” Joseph exclaimed with exaggerated eagerness. “Gentlemen, may I present our newest addition to the stables,” he chuckled. “Candy used to be with Corsican Cruise Lines some time ago, isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Sir,” she said, stopping next to the older of the two guests and smiling up at him. He looked like he had kind eyes. She liked that. “Hi!” she burst out, blinking at him.

“Hey there,” he said back, with a wiry grin. “How are you doing?”

“Well, I’m a little tied up right now,” she deadpanned. Joseph and the man she had addressed burst out with surprised laughter.

“Oh, she’s a special treat,” Joseph exclaimed. “Shall we get her secured and give her a trial run with the paddle?”


CHAPTER SEVEN

Enjoying Candy

“HOLD ON JUST a minute,” said the older of the guests. “Candy, I’m Ben. And I want to make sure you’re okay with this,” he said, gesturing to the pillory in front of them and to the other devices that were arrayed across the floor of the room. “If you’re being forced—”

“Forced?” Joseph exclaimed. “I assure you—”

“Hang on, let’s let her speak,” Ben said, as both men cut Candy off from answering for herself.

“Thanks,” she muttered. This was a tricky thing for Candy. She had often wondered about this, but had usually come to the conclusion that if she was enjoying it, and it seemed to make guests happy, then she would probably be doing it of her own free will anyway. But truly, she didn’t really have a choice.

“I think…” she started.

“Hey guys!” said a voice from behind her.

“Bill!”

Candy looked over her shoulder to see a younger man coming towards them. He looked a lot like the other two and Candy decided that he was their younger brother.

“Whoa, who’s this?” he said as he stopped and stared.

“Bill, this is Candy,” said Ben. “She’s going to demonstrate something for us, I guess. And I wanted to make sure she was cool with it.”

“Oh, yeah…awesome,” Bill said, his face registering a wide range of emotions: lust, certainly. But also bemusement, nervousness, uncertainty, and something else that Candy couldn’t quite put her finger on at the moment. She decided, right then and there, that this young man was someone of interest to her. Perhaps it was time for Candy to learn more about herself and, just maybe, this young man could help her with that.

“So, Candy,” Ben continued, as his two brothers looked on and Joseph seemed to grow a bit more irritated, standing off to the side and clasping his hands. “You were saying?”

“Oh,” she said. “Um, I guess I feel fine about this. I like doing things that make guests happy. Now, I haven’t really experienced this…thing before, but as long as you don’t go nuts on my butt, I think I’ll be fine with it,” she said, looking over at Bill shyly.

He stared back at her, smiling uncertainly, his eyes dropping down to her breasts and mound on occasion before he regained control and looked her in the eyes.

“So…shall we?” Joseph interjected.

“Okay, as long as she’s okay and doesn’t get hurt or anything,” Ben said, moving slightly back from the pillory as Joseph gently nudged Candy over to it.

“So, gentlemen. As you can see, this device is designed to hold the female body in just the right position to be able to concentrate on her bottom! Candy, could you please shuffle on over?”

“Sure, happy to,” she said, putting on her cheeriest voice. She moved slowly over to where Joseph had opened up the top portion of the stock, a wooden piece that was hinged on one side, three holes set in it, one clearly for her neck, the others for her wrists. The open halves were ready for her to place herself into, and she raised her manacled hands into position, the chain just long enough for her wrists to fit into their designated slots. Her neck she placed slowly, carefully in position, before Joseph closed the top half down on her, trapping her in the device. In this position, her back was bent at a slightly uncomfortable angle and her bottom was thrust out. She shuffled her chained ankles briefly then settled down.

“What do you think, gents? Doesn’t she look pretty like this?” Joseph enthused. “Just look at that bottom!”

“Yeah, wow!” Brad gushed. “She’s so freakin’ hot, dudes! Hey,” he turned to Joseph. “Um, like, can we use her only, or other girls too?”

“Any of the girls here, Sir,” he replied. “See any you like in particular?”

“I like her,” Bill blurted out, then continued, trying to sound nonchalant, “Um, like, she looks pretty great right now. How ‘bout we keep her for now?”

“Well, of course, Sir. After all, we are in the middle of a demonstration. But later, you can certainly try out any of the girls. As long as they’re available, of course.”

“You doing okay, Candy?” Ben asked, bending down and looking at her in concern.

“I’m doing fine, Sir,” she responded, hoping they would hurry up and do whatever it was they were planning to do. Truth be told, this was quite uncomfortable.

“So, would any of you fine gentlemen like to take the paddle to her? Maybe you, Sir?” Joseph said, looking at Brad, who had been, so far, the most enthusiastic about using Candy this way. He held out a wicked looking paddle.

“Hellz yeah!” Brad said, taking the paddle from Joseph with enthusiasm. “So, how do I do this exactly?”

“Well, I would position myself here, Sir,” Joseph replied, guiding the young man over to Candy’s left, aligned with her hip. “A practice swing…just a tap, Sir, yes, that’s it. That’ll help you judge your swing. The key is to aim for her bottom cheeks, the fleshiest parts, yes, right there. And not too hard, but not too soft.” He chuckled. “Otherwise it just doesn’t count.”

“I hear you,” Brad said as he lifted the paddle from Candy’s bottom where he had rested it. Squinting at her round globes, he swung and connected with them. Candy grunted in surprise but seemed otherwise okay, so he swung again, planting the paddle right across both cheeks, this time eliciting a squeak.

“Gosh, this is fun, guys!” Brad enthused. “Come on, give it a try,” he said as he handed the paddle over to Ben.

“Yeah, I don’t know…” he demurred. “Candy, are you still okay with this?”

She looked up at his concerned face. “My bottom stings a bit, but it’s kinda sexy, to be honest. Maybe just a few more?”

“Okay…” With that, Ben took the paddle from Brad and moved into position. He rested it on her bottom for a moment, then drew back and gave her a good wallop right across her cheeks.

“Oooh, ouch!” she cried out, but Ben was mesmerized at the sight of her bottom, thrust out invitingly, her butt cheeks turning slightly red, the crack of her ass running down her middle to reveal her pink folds. He stared for a moment, then swung again. The crack resonating throughout the room, her squeal following shortly thereafter. Several of the gathered guests clapped in appreciation.

“Hey man,” Bill said. “Can I try?”

“Yeah, sure…” Ben panted, handing the paddle over, somewhat reluctantly.

Bill moved into position as Joseph smiled. With a light preliminary tap and then a nice, wide swing, Bill connected with Candy’s bottom. The sight and sounds of her bottom subjected to his discipline almost made him lose his load right then and there.

“Fuck! Holy shit,” he muttered. “This can’t get any better, guys!”

“Welcome to Corsican Cruise Lines!” Joseph cried out to all assembled there.

~~~

The spanks rained down on Candy’s bottom, her flesh growing hotter and hotter, her body rocking in the grips of the pillory that held her in place. Her breasts swung freely as the impacts came, one after another. She sighed and bit her lip. What had started as a bit of an uncomfortable experience was now starting to have a different impact on her. The stinging, burning sensation had changed, transformed into a heat that spread out from her bottom and touched her core.

She could feel her lips, engorged, parting on their own, her fluids gathering there, preparing her for…what? Candy could only hope that she might find relief, but to be quite honest, she had no idea what the protocols were on this ship, having boarded only a few days ago. But she was horny and longed for something to happen. Right now, the spanking was turning her on more and more and she moaned, hoping that the men gathered around her would take the hint, although the odds that one of them would drop his trousers and penetrate her right here and now were vanishingly small.

“Fuck! Holy shit, this can’t get any better, guys!” she heard her spanker exclaim. Who was it again? Bill? She thought she had heard his name being called. He sounded young, younger than the other men whom she had first encountered, gathered around the pillory, waiting for their demonstration of the joys of the Captive Deck Experience.

“Welcome to Corsican Cruise Lines!” she heard Joseph cry out as she moaned a little louder. Joseph wasn’t a bad guy, he just seemed overly enthusiastic about the offerings available to the guests, which, to Candy’s discerning eye, didn’t seem quite as amazing as they were being made out to be. Right now it just seemed like a room with some caged girls and some spanking equipment. If they would listen to her, she could give them a few pointers on what men really wanted and how to give it to them. Candy resolved to try her very best to give her opinions to whoever listened. Right now there was the small matter of her reddening bottom and the sensations that were being unleashed within her.

“How are you doing, Candy?” came the concerned voice of…Ben? She was pretty sure that was his name, the oldest of the three guests she was serving at the moment.

“Oh…yes…thanks!…Yeah, oh!” she panted out. “I’m…I’m fine…thanks!”

“Your bottom’s pretty red! Hey guys, Bill…dude, maybe stop for now? I think her bottom’s a bit too red now,” he said.

“Oh, no, I’m fine,” she insisted. “You can totally continue if you want to!”

“See, dude? She wants me to continue,” Bill insisted, a tiny bit of a whine in his voice, mixed with what Candy assumed was a huskiness borne of lust. She smiled and wiggled her bottom, hoping to tantalize him into continuing.

“Yeah, maybe we should stop,” said the other man. Was it Brad? Candy was pretty sure it was Brad. Years of experience in guest services had trained her to remember names and associate them with voices. She prided herself on her ability to service her guests well.

“Ho ho! Pretty good stuff, right?” Joseph exclaimed. “Imagine yourself getting to spank that bottom whenever you want!”

“Yeah, I don’t know. I mean, it is pretty hot!” Ben said. “And no offense, Candy, you’re amazing. I’m just not super comfortable with walloping a girl’s bottom when she’s secured like that. What do you guys think?”

“Totally onboard!” Bill exclaimed.

“Yeah,” Brad interjected. “I mean, I do kinda like it. A lot. Just…not sure she’s…I mean, are you fine with it, Candy? Cause if you’re not, I’m not going to force anything on a girl. That’s not me!”

“I’m fine! I like it!” she exclaimed.

“Really? Cause you sound a little strained right now,” he replied.

“Yeah, cause I…um, well, I’m kinda horny right now,” she said, giggling and wiggling her bottom.

“Oh,” came the reply.

“Wow,” said Ben.

“Neat!” said Bill.

“See?” said Joseph. “She loves it! All our girls love it. We always make sure that our personnel is placed in exactly the optimal position (no pun intended, gentlemen!) to serve to the best of their ability and their own personal disposition!”

“So…is it okay if I were to, like, totally…um…do her right here?” Bill said, his voice dropping a whole octave.

“Of course, Sir! I see no reason not to. Unlike some other cruise lines of a more, shall we say, prudish nature, we at Corsican Cruise Lines want our guests to feel right at home! And if having sex is something you do at home, then I say go for it!”

“Oh shit, guys! I’m gonna do it!” Bill cried out, his voice cracking with the strain of the desire coursing through his body.

“Dude!” Brad chuckled.

“Bro!” Ben admonished. “Really?”

“Yeah! Fuck yeah! And no making comments, okay? I don’t wanna hear nothing about my junk, bro! Candy,” Bill groaned out. “There’s a package headed your way! Are you ready to sign for it?”

“Oh my fucking god, Bill,” Ben moaned. “That has got to be the saddest line I’ve ever heard. Just for that she should be spanking you!”

Candy giggled and wiggled her bottom. “I’m waiting by the door! I’ve got a treat waiting for the postman!”

“Yeah you do!” Bill grunted. “Yeah. You. Do!”

“Let’s leave the two lovebirds alone, shall we?” Ben muttered to Brad and Joseph as he motioned for them to head over to the other displays. Candy was glad. While she loved serving guests, she still wasn’t too experienced with group sex and wasn’t keen on being judged on her performance by an audience of men, much less brothers of the man whose penis she was eager to enjoy.

“Alright, now that those losers are gone, we can get serious,” said Bill, his voice much more level now. “I assume you’re okay with this, right? I’m not going to hurt you by thrusting in you while you’re secured in this thing?”

Candy was amazed at the transformation in his voice and demeanor. Just a moment ago he seemed like a somewhat self-involved young, quite horny guy, intent on his pleasure alone. Now he seemed to have matured by at least a decade.

“Oh, thanks for asking,” she replied. “But I think I’m fine. The insides of these openings are actually quite soft. I’ll let you know if you’re hurting me.”

“Very good. Now, hang on just a moment…there we go! Oh, yeah. Wow, Candy. You feel so…” he moaned as his member parted her glistening lips and pushed its way into her, entering her tunnel, her walls coated with her fluids, the feeling almost indescribable.

“Oh, god,” she exclaimed, her own voice husky and deep with her own lust. “Wow. Yes, please, Sir! Yes, please!”

“Candy, oh, you’re amazing. I couldn’t believe it when I first spotted you. So beautiful, so…uh! Oh, fuck!” His thrusts began, his penis gliding in and out of her, his hands gripping her hips as his torso slammed into her reddened buttocks. The dull throbbing of her flesh adding to the deliciousness of the experience as she tightened her tunnel, the walls gripping his flesh tight. She became greedy, seeking her own pleasure and finding it in his engorged member, her legs trembling as she bent her knees a bit. The changed angle caused his shaft to hit her inner walls in a newer, better way and before she knew it she was crying out her release. As the aftershocks coursed through her pelvis, she felt his release flooding her chamber, jet after jet of cream hitting her cervix. He cried out and his grip tightened on her as he shook.

Dimly she heard a few exclamations of “Dude!” and, “Yeah, bro!” coming from somewhere outside of her immediate view. As her legs stilled their trembling and she felt her heartbeat start to slow down to normal, she felt his member, now wet with both her essence and his, slip out of her hole. She hung her head down, her palms relaxing as she realized she had clutched them tightly throughout their lovemaking. “Uh,” she moaned.

“Hey,” she heard him whisper. “Thank you! Thank you so much. I hope you liked it too?”

“I did,” she replied, in a whisper as well. “I really did. Maybe…maybe I can see you again?”

“Yeah, that would be…just awesome,” came the whispered reply. And then, as his brothers returned, his voice changed again, to the young, brash persona he seemed to affect when his brothers were around.

“Dudes! This is beyond awesome!”


CHAPTER EIGHT

Angelo

BETTY LICKED HER lips as she walked back to their cabin, feeling quite horny. The boys on the swim team had been a real treat, as dumb as they were, but now she needed her own release. She paused by a window that acted as a pretty good mirror.

She took a good hard look at herself, reddish hair cascading down her shoulders, full, red lips and cheeks rendered slightly pink by the expert advice of popular beauty influencers. Her breasts, covered by a small, yellow bikini top, were perky today, she noted. Her nipples were trying hard to escape their confinement. The only part of her she didn’t really love was her nose, perhaps a little too big, perhaps not exactly straight on her face. Her brothers, when they weren’t teasing her about something or another, spent a lot of time reassuring her about her nose and that it was perfectly pretty and to not worry about it.

Still, she had her insecurities, as did everyone. And her butt might be a little large as well, but that was okay. Right now, she wanted someone between her legs and right quick! So she yanked herself away from her reflection and passed through the nearest door to enter the landing of one of the midship stairways that led down to their deck. But was their room really where she wanted to go? As she pondered, a cabin boy came up the stairs, a handsome Filipino man, perhaps not even 20, who gazed at her quickly as he made his way up the last few steps.

Betty captured his gaze, raising an eyebrow and lightly licking her lips. His step faltered and he raised his own eyebrow, staring at her face, then lowering his gaze first to her breasts then her midsection, where Betty knew she was probably showing the outlines of her engorged labia, which usually happened when she was this turned on.

“Hey there, sailor,” she said and then immediately regretted it. Jesus, Betty, how cheesy can you get?

“Hi there,” he replied, a tentative grin on his face. “Can I…help you in any way? Any? Way?”

“Um, yeah,” she replied, getting into it. “I’m afraid I have no, and I mean, seriously, no idea how to get to my room. I mean cabin, gosh, I’m so silly!” she giggled, holding her hand up to her lips and purposefully bouncing a bit to cause her tits to jiggle.

It worked, as his eyes focused on her breasts again, and his smile grew bigger. As did the bulge in his pants, she couldn’t help but notice.

“Let me help you, Miss. Would you like to follow me?”

“Oh, thank you so much! You’re so kind! What’s your name?”

“Angelo, Miss.”

“Hi Angelo. I have a feeling you’re going to help me a lot today.”

“Oh? How, Miss? Are there specific areas you need help with?”

“Yes, there are! Very specific areas. I’ll be glad to show you once we’re in my cabin.”

“I’ll be very happy to take a look, Miss,” he replied as they descended the stairs. She pointed to the hall leading to her cabin, realizing of course that she had never told him her cabin number and needed to break the ruse a bit to actually lead the two of them there. He didn’t seem to mind.

“Oh, look! My cabin,” she said, trying not very hard to sound surprised. But it was no effort on her part to sound happy as she waved the keycard at the door and led Angelo in, closing the door behind him.

“Wow, Miss! I’ve never been in one of these suites. Very impressive!”

“That’s what she said!” she said.

“What?”

“Oh, nothing. I realize that doesn’t make sense yet. Come, follow me to my room.”

“Okay.”

She led him into her private bedroom, off the main living space and closed the door behind them, locking it.

“Now, about that thing I need you to look at,” she said, biting her lip.

“Is it somewhere tight, Miss? Is it hidden somewhere where I might need to probe around a bit and perhaps get somewhat sweaty?”

“It might be…”

“In that case, Miss, I think it might be best for me to take my uniform off. I’d hate for it to get all wet and sticky.”

“Oh, that’s a fabulous idea, Angelo. I like how you think,” she said, reaching for the ties to her bikini top. “But I can’t have you be all naked by yourself. You might get all embarrassed! Here, let me undress as well. It’s only fair!”

“Thank you Miss,” he said as he started taking off his uniform, starting with his vest and uniform shirt, kicking off his shoes and undoing his belt as Betty pulled her bikini top off, flinging it onto the bed.

“Let me help you,” she said in a husky voice as she knelt down in front of him and pulled his pants down. The bulge in his boxers was quite pronounced. “Oh, you poor thing!” she exclaimed. Did I do that?” She rubbed her hand over his groin as he groaned.

“It’s nothing, Miss. Nothing at all, but…”

“Yes?”

“Perhaps, before I start looking…in tight spaces…perhaps you could?”

“Oh, do you want me to…” she whispered as she pulled his boxers down, his rigid member sticking up, pointed at her lips. “I’ve seen this sort of thing before,” she said, reaching over and grabbing his cock. “Perhaps there is something I can do!”

“That would be wonderful, Miss! Then I can be better prepared to root around for that…um, whatever, just suck it, please!”

Betty wetted her lips and leaned in to engulf the head in her mouth, lightly licking the bottom of his shaft with her tongue.

“Oh, Jesus help me,” he moaned as she began sucking, grasping his shaft and stroking it in time with the bobbing of her head. After a few minutes of this she became impatient for her own pleasure. She popped his cock out of her mouth and stood up, pushing him down onto the bed.

As he finished kicking off his pants and boxers, which had pooled around his ankles, she pulled her bikini bottom off, his eyes following her every move, his member sticking straight up. She clambered onto the bed, on top of him, his eyes now fixed on her breasts as she reached back and guided his shaft towards her waiting hole.

“I think…uh, it’s all…in here…just…stick it in, Angelo! Stick it in me and start digging around!”

“Oh, shit, yes Miss! YES!”

She felt his cock sliding deeper inside her, parting her lips, rubbing the walls of her tunnel, her fluids coating her insides as she groaned and arched her back, pushing her pelvis down onto him, taking him in fully. “Fuck, yes!” she half-shouted.

He reached up and grabbed her tits, squeezing them lightly but firmly as she started rocking back and forth, grinding her pubis against his, her clit throbbing with pleasure. She bent down, closer to his chest as she increased the pace, feeling her pleasure mounting, his own shaft sliding in and out just a little, but enough to cause him pleasure as well, judging by his moans. She ground harder as his swollen member scraped the insides of her sheath. He squeezed her breasts harder and she tightened her walls, clenching harder, grinding faster, building to a massive climax.

She cried out and began trembling, clenching tightly as he came as well, his seed spurting out in hot waves of cream, filling her as she cried out again, her eyes closed, head raised to the ceiling.

Finally they both calmed down and she fell over to the side, lying exhausted on the bed next to him, his penis now limp and wet, his essence seeping out from between her legs.

“So, Miss,” he said, turning to her, “that thing you wanted me to look for? Did it fall down behind the bed, perhaps? I can look for it now?”

She sighed. “No, Angelo, I think…wait, did you really think I had lost something?”

“Yes, Miss. Why else would I be here?”

“Okay. Okay, so let me ask you this: do you often fuck the guests who you’re trying to help?”

“Of course, Miss. That’s what we’re here for! It’s all about the guest’s pleasure!”

“Wow. So you really thought I had lost something and you really needed to get naked to go look for it?” Betty’s mind whirled. There was a lot she needed to learn about this boat.

“Well,” he blushed and looked down at his softened penis. “I admit that was not strictly speaking necessary. You’re just so very sexy, Miss. I thought I could provide you with some of our special service here before I actually went to look for your item.” He paused and thought for a moment. “But why did you bring me here if there wasn’t anything lost?”

She stared at him, face blank for a moment. “Um, well,” she said, starting to blush. “I guess I just wanted to get laid, you know?”

“Oh! Well, that makes sense. But you can just order that from the on board menu.”

“What? Like, room service?”

“Yes,” he said, nodding vigorously. “Just dial *69 and someone will take your order.”

“Oh, my god!” she giggled. “They really used that number? Fine. But I wanted you,” she purred, stroking his chest with a finger.

Now it was his turn to blush. “Why thank you, Miss! It’s my pleasure!”

“That’s what she—oh never mind. I never know when to use that one properly,” Betty sighed. She lay back in the bed, content.

“So…” he started, somewhat shyly. “Are you doing the pyramid?”

She looked over at him, left arm held back, cradling her head. “Pyramid?”

“Yes, the Pyramid? It’s where you try to climb the ladder of ship hierarchy to reach the top of the pyramid? And by climb I mean fuck?”

She lifted her eyebrows at him. “That’s a thing?”

“Oh, yes,” he said, nodding vigorously. “It’s sometimes called ‘Screw the Crew.’ But that can refer to other games as well. Like where you just try to screw as many of the crew as you can.”

“Wow,” she muttered as she went back to staring at the ceiling. After a moment she turned to him again. “So where are you on the pyramid?”

“Oh. Well, I’m a level 1-3, Miss. Level 1 for crew, sub level 3 within that category. There’s two more levels above me.”

“And the top?”

“The top is the Captain, of course. He’s the top of the officers. Between crew and officers is the staff category. There are about 4 levels within that.”

“So, if I screw the captain I win?”

He looked at her quizzically. “I guess? I don’t think anyone’s gotten that far. You don’t have to screw your way up in a linear fashion. It’s just what’s the highest you’ve gotten.”

“Wow. I did not know that. Thanks for telling me, Angelo.”

“You’re welcome, Miss. Now I think I should get back to work.”

Betty lay there long after Angelo left, staring at the ceiling, relaxing. She had a new mission onboard, and she’d need all her strength for it.


CHAPTER NINE

The Pyramid

DINNER WAS A pleasant, if somewhat muted affair, with the four siblings seemingly lost in their own worlds, although when the food came they all seemed to have a healthy appetite and found refuge in talking about how good the food was—always a relatively safe topic. Unfortunately, Brad had made the mistake of concentrating on his menu a bit too much instead of looking out the window, and began feeling a bit seasick, the subtle motion of the craft through the gentle swells of the ocean affecting him more than the others.

After finishing only half his dessert, he excused himself and left the table to go lie down in their suite. The others stayed for a little while longer, Betty enjoying a watermelon martini while her brothers discussed everything but what they had done in the captive deck experience, although Betty suspected that they had gone there. But she had her own things she wanted to keep to herself so she didn’t press the issue.

After dinner they went to watch a variety show in the main theater, although Betty was too distracted to pay much attention to it. She kept thinking about the pyramid game and how she could go about playing it. Or, indeed, why she should even bother. For there was no real reward in it, other than a potentially large amount of sex and a private satisfaction from a job well done. She certainly wasn’t going to broadcast her accomplishments for all passengers to cheer.

“Hey, Bets, you okay?” Bill asked her after the show.

“Yeah, and don’t call me that.”

“Okay, sorry. You just seemed so distracted there, during dinner and then the show. Got something on your mind?”

“Nah, just taking in all the ship has to offer, you know?” she said, not wanting to get into too much detail. “How about you? You guys all seem a little distracted too.”

“Oh,” he replied, looking a bit guilty. “No, just…the same as you, I guess? There’s a lot here to take in.” He looked away and Betty knew he and his brothers had gone to play with the captive girls. She couldn’t blame them, really. She had designs on them as well, at least she had before she heard of the pyramid game and the challenge it could offer.

All conversation exhausted, she and the boys retired to their respective rooms, Betty locking the door, stripping and taking the opportunity to masturbate to sleep. It took her hardly any time at all, her soaking wet pussy providing ample lubrication for her busy fingers as they worked her throbbing button. She fell asleep exhausted and happy and slept a mostly dreamless sleep, interrupted only occasionally by a longing for something more than what her fingers could provide her. She dreamt of the captain of this great vessel, or at least what she envisioned as the caption, for she had never seen the man himself. And after dreaming of what she would do to him and he to her, her mind would go to rest again and remain that way until the next bout of lustful imagination, her neurons reorganizing themselves around the notion of winning the pyramid game.

The next morning was spent getting breakfast and hanging out by the pool, an activity that was a great deal more sedate than the last time she was there as she lounged in comfort, scrolling through the day’s news on her phone, finding nothing of interest. She sighed, wracked with boredom and a longing in her core for something to fill her. The swim team wasn’t here so she decided that it would be her stomach that would be filled, at least for now. It was time to head back to the cabin and freshen up before having lunch at the buffet. The rest of the day would be spent trying to figure out how to seduce and bed the next higher rank of ship’s personnel, with an eye towards working her way up to Captain. Her White Whale.

She unlocked their suite door with her key card and stepped inside, still lost in thought about the best way to achieve her goal, letting the door slam closed behind her, adjusting her purse as she stepped into the main living room and made her way towards her bedroom, pausing only to wonder what that noise was that was coming from upstairs, where her brothers’ bedrooms were. It sounded a bit like frantic scrambling, perhaps they were up there getting dressed? She tossed her purse onto her bed and decided to go up the stairs to see what was going on. Perhaps they could do lunch together, she thought.

Her head filled with thoughts of the rather substantial lunch buffet and what she was going to pick out for herself today, she was quite unprepared for what confronted her at the top of the stairs, in the little landing there, that looked out onto the main living room from above. At first she couldn’t really wrap her head around what she was seeing, as she was confronted at the top of the stairs by the sight of her eldest brother, Ben, wearing only boxer shorts and staring at her with a flushed face and guilty expression.

Behind him, Bill was lying on the floor, also only in his boxers, and those apparently on back to front, left arm bent at the elbow, propping up his head and affecting a strained version of nonchalance that Betty wasn’t buying. Not even a little bit.

It was the sight of her brother, Brad, his bare bottom to her, feet tangled in a pair of jeans that were down at his ankles, the rest of his body bent at an unfortunate angle such that his face was pressed against the floor, where it appeared it had landed as his body met the force of gravity and lost.

All of this became clear, less than a second later, as Betty saw the girl, naked, smiling a guilty smile, most often found on cats that had gotten into a tree where birds once dwelt, and now no longer did so. Her nipples were peaked and pointed at her, like fleshy daggers that carried a payload of lust, ready to launch at any moment.

The girl’s chest heaved, her cheeks pink, even her labia and mound, pink and flushed, bore witness to the scene that Betty had clearly interrupted when she entered their shared cabin. The sight of Ben’s tented shorts confirmed every suspicion and forced Betty’s brain to instantly purge whatever conclusions she had reached, heaving and choking out the images that had threatened to ruin Betty’s appetite and mental health for evermore.

She let out a squeal of horror and disappointment and not-quite rage, but close. “What. The. Actual. Fuck!” she yelled. “What the fuck! Ben? Bill? Eww, Brad! Who the fuck is this?”

“Uh,” Ben managed, weakly.

“Sorry,” squeaked Brad, reaching behind himself to try and cover his bottom.

“Hey…” Bill whispered, blushing profusely. “Meet Candy.”

“And who the fuck are you, exactly?” Betty asked, pointedly, standing with her hands on her hips and scowling.

“Hi,” the beautiful apparition replied, sticking her hand out and bouncing somewhat, her breasts jiggling in a distracting manner. “I’m Candy!”

Betty stared at her for a moment, not saying anything, a horrible realization dawning on her. Reddish hair, green eyes. Just like her. About the same height, same trim body, slightly bigger boobs, but not vastly different. Betty started to enter a dark, tunnel-like space. A space she inhabited when she was mere seconds away from unleashing holy hell on her brothers. A space that they were highly attuned to and were even now scrambling to get the hell away from. But it was too late.

“Motherfuckers!” Betty screamed. “Oh, my god! She’s like me! She’s me! You guys were fucking someone who looks just like me!” She heaved. “Oh, fuck! I’m going to throw up!”

“No, no, it’s not like that,” Ben yelped, trying desperately to reassure his livid sister. But the look in his eyes told her two things: first of all, he was starting to realize the truth of it: that the girl he and his brothers were obviously in the middle of banging, here in their shared space, was basically, appearance-wise, a substitute for their sister, and secondly, that he was only now realizing this and therefore hadn’t actively sought someone out that looked like her.

“I swear, we can explain,” Bill cried out from his position on the floor, where he had now abandoned his sad attempt at lounging casually, and had scrambled to his knees.

“Explain? First I’m going to barf, then you can fucking explain,” she fumed.

“Oh, my god!” the unnaturally perky girl exclaimed. “You do look like me!” She turned, rather unhelpfully to Brad, who was lying supine on the floor, having abandoned all attempts to get his pants back on, and was clearly hoping everyone would just leave. “You naughty boy!”

“Please,” Ben said again, pleading with her. “We didn’t choose her cause of how she looks, I swear! She just looked so cute and helpless in her cage and there was a demonstration and then we got an offer to try her out in our room, and…” he trailed off, cowed by Betty’s face.

“Bill already had her once,” Brad offered by way of apology.

“Not helping,” Bill muttered.

“I’m going to go downstairs with…who did you say you were again?”

“Candy,” came the cheery reply.

“Candy,” Betty repeated. “Yeah. I’m going downstairs with Candy. You guys go put away whatever it is you’ve got there and stay out of my fucking way. Ugh!”

And with that, Betty and Candy made their way downstairs, the gentle jingling sound of the wire that held Candy’s metal tag to her collar sounding out each step down the stairs as she followed in Betty’s footsteps, perhaps adding an extra bounce to her step for fun.

The two of them entered Betty’s bedroom, closing the door behind them as Betty ushered Candy in. Seated on the bed, Betty offered Candy the space beside her and sat there for a moment, silent. Finally she summoned the strength to speak.

“So, what…are you exactly?” Her voice was soft, gentle now, seemingly afraid to be too forceful, as if the gentle creature sitting next to her on the bed was a rare species of newly discovered fauna that needed to be catalogued before it ran away, never to be seen again.

“Oh, me?” Candy started, looking at Betty with a smile before turning to stare at the wall in front of her.

“Yeah, you.”

“Well, sometimes, I’m not sure,” the girl said, frowning slightly. “I used to be a girl kept in a prison cell with my mother, and then they moved me to an orphanage where they taught me to be something else. Then they sold me to the cruise line where I became something else again, when I was old enough to be that,” she said, looking again at Betty, looking into her eyes—and Betty could have become lost in those eyes, wandering long, dark halls of experience that the bubbly girl kept there, her green pupils the doorway, new depths added every time she met someone new.

Would Betty be kept there too? Was a new annex being built even now behind this girl’s eyes that held their encounter frozen for all time? If Betty wandered these halls, would she encounter her section, and would her portrait hang there, bathed in bright, cheery lights, or be hidden away behind thick, velvet curtains, to hide her from casual perusal?

Betty’s own eyes, green as they were, a close enough mirror that she wondered if either pair of eyes would function to yield entry to the same halls, gazed with newfound respect and sorrow at the creature that sat there.

“So, you’re kept here? You’re a captive…a captive servant, right?” Betty whispered.

The girl nodded, her smile still there, her nipples still perky, her eyes still boring into Betty’s heart.

“Um, is there…is there anything you…I mean, maybe I…could do? To free you?”

“Oh.” The girl paused, looking away. Hurt.

“I’m sorry,” Betty rushed to say, reaching out and grasping Candy’s shoulder, her touch as light as she could make it.

“No, it’s okay,” Candy whispered, then made a visible effort to perk up. “I was free once, almost,” she said. “A nice man tried to get me out of here and it was wonderful and it lasted for a while and then it ended. And that hurt, so…I think I’d rather stay, if that’s okay.”

“Oh, sure…um…”

“That’s a joke,” Candy said, smiling. “I don’t really have a choice, but thanks for offering!”

“So, um, where do we go from here?”

“Oh, well, if you don’t mind, I was going to boink your brothers and you kinda interrupted that. And then, after that, I’m supposed to meet the captain.”

“The captain?” Betty repeated, completely ignoring what Candy had said about her brothers.

“Yes, you know him?”

“No, but I’d like to,” Betty replied, brain working furiously, studying the girl in front of her, and in particular, the collar that encircled her neck. Betty had an idea.


CHAPTER TEN

The Captain

“AHOY HERE, CAPTAIN Bear,” said Captain Henrik Østerhelm as he marched into his office, set next to the bridge of the Castille. The stuffed bear did not answer, of course, but did smile encouragingly, and that was enough, as always, to lift the dour captain’s spirits. “Another fine day at sea!” he said, the bear continuing not to reply.

He sat down on his chair and took a look at his laptop. Everything seemed in order: course set, the details of the next port laid out for him to review, and his standard coffee order placed. He leaned back in his chair and sighed. There was something he was forgetting—something he had been looking forward to for some time. What was it?

The knock on his door jolted him out of his reverie and brought the missing memory back to him: Candy! Of course! He had scheduled some time with her to see if she wanted to be his companion or not. He straightened his jacket, winked at Captain Bear, and called out, in the gruffest voice he could muster, “Come in!”

His First Officer opened the door, waving a cute, naked girl through, the expression on his face one of studied indifference. “May I introduce Candy?”

The girl placed her hands on her hips, bent one leg, and struck a cute pose. “Hi, Captain!” she said, smiling brightly.

“Hello, Candy,” he replied, gazing at her with a scowl. She was gorgeous, there was no doubt about that. He was particularly intrigued with her spunky attitude. Most girls in her shoes would have cowered in his presence, flinched at the thought of being addressed by him. But not her. The expression she had on her face was best described as predatory. There was something a little strange about this girl now that she was face to face with him in his chambers. She looked just a little bit different and, unlike in the presentation room, she seemed shocked by his face, but she had recovered quickly, admirably.

“You two know each other?” his First Officer, Diego, asked.

“Yes, you could say that. We met briefly.”

“We did? I mean, yeah, we did!” she said, laughing disarmingly. “You’re the ogre, or so I’ve heard!”

Captain Henrik heard his first officer draw in his breath and swiftly shut the door behind him. Henrik drew his head back and roared with laughter. “You’re going to be a handful, aren’t you?”

“Maybe,” she said, giving him a sassy look.

“Well, Candy, why don’t you have yourself a seat here, and we can talk for a moment. Okay?”

“Sure, I’d like that,” Betty said as she shuffled over to the proffered chair, her ankles shackled together but her hands free. She seemed to have some difficulty dealing with being shackled, but the Captain dismissed that as nerves. She sat down with an audible sigh and stared at him as he sat there in his chair, clasping his hands together in front of him and leaning forward.

“The Company tells me that I get to have a Companion,” he said.

“Fun!” she replied enthusiastically.

“Do you know what that implies?”

“Implies? Oh, sure! You get to have someone to, um…keep you company?” she winked at him, suggestively.

“Well, yes. I guess you do know,” he said, smiling. “You’re quite the interesting girl, aren’t you?”

“Oh? How do you mean?”

“Well, most girls would be a little bit intimidated by me. That’s generally what I’ve experienced. You aren’t turned off by the way I look?”

“Oh, no. No,” she said, shaking her head. “How you look isn’t something that you have control over. It’s not your fault. Just like it’s not my fault for how I look. People shouldn’t treat you badly or look down on you just because of how you look,” she asserted, blushing a bit.

“I guess that’s a bit easier for someone as gorgeous as you to say,” he replied, frowning a bit.

“No,” she protested. “And thanks, by the way. But it’s not easier.” She paused to gather her thoughts. “When you look at me, what do you see?”

The Captain forced his eyes up from her nipples and back to her face. “Well, I guess it’s a little different with you, given your…state.”

“Exactly! You only see a girl who’s there for having fun with, right?”

“I guess,” he said, looking a little guilty. “But that’s your job, right? When you look at me in my uniform, you only see someone who’s supposed to be in command of the ship, right?”

“Uh, duh! You’re the captain! I’d be worried if you weren’t in command.”

“Okay, you got a point,” he chuckled. “Look, Candy. I’m not entirely sure I agree with the whole captive servant thing. It’s a strange practice and I sometimes have a problem with it. But we are where we are. I’m supposed to take on a companion, and the Company is taking note. If I don’t, I’ll get dragged into a whole mess of paperwork. I don’t have time for that!”

“I wouldn’t want that to happen,” she said sincerely. “Look, I’m fine with being your companion. Um, I assume I’m here because you want me to be your companion, not because you want my advice on which girl to choose?”

He chuckled. “Yes, I want you. So you don’t mind?”

“No, not at all. I assume we’re going to…have sex, right?” she asked, rather eagerly.

“Wow. Straight to the point!”

“Oh,” she giggled disarmingly. “I’m sorry if I’m being too forward. It’s just…that a big, strong Captain like you,” she said as she blushed prettily, “deserves the best, don’t you think? Nice bear, by the way.”

“Huh?”

“The bear over there in the Captain’s uniform.”

“Oh, yeah. Captain Bear,” he said, having the grace to blush himself. “He’s my good luck charm. He’s been with me throughout all my voyages. He helped me when…”

“Oh,” the girl said, understanding that this was a sensitive topic best touched on some other time. She moved one foot, allowing her chains to ring out a bit, shaking it as if irritated by it and then keeping still, as if the sound of the chains was an unaccustomed one for her.

“So…you wanna boink?”

He roared with laughter again. “Not right now, Candy! I’ve got a lot of work to get through before I can take some time off for you and me.”

Her face fell. “Oh? But…you sure? Cause…you’re like the top?”

“The top?”

“Of the…well, never mind,” she said quickly, catching herself. “I’m just so eager, you know?”

“Well, that’s nice of you to say,” he replied, smiling at her, his scarred face distorting slightly to accommodate the lopsided smile. “I think you’ve got some things you need to take care of too, don’t you?”

“Huh?”

“Yeah, you’re expected on the Experience Deck. I think there’s a number of guests who’ve booked an experience and they’re probably waiting for you.”

“Wait! What? Guests?”

“Yeah, sure,” he said, indulging her. “You’re here for a range of services, Candy, not just being my companion.” He buzzed his First Officer on the intercom and turned to her. “Let’s get you back to the deck for the guests to have fun with. Later on we can get together!”

He chuckled at her expression, which looked like a very passable imitation of a panicked face. He knew of course that a Captive Servant like Candy would expect and be prepared for no less, so the way this girl was toying with him was a refreshing change of pace. He liked her, she had spunk and daring to wind up in this situation. He would have to see how he could reward her.

~~~

Just a few hours earlier Betty had hatched her most devious plan ever. She ran her hands around Candy’s collar while the girl looked on, puzzled. After a few seconds she had found the lock, a small pinhole in the side of the thin metal band. Shouldn’t be too hard to pick, she thought.

A little makeup, some fluffing of hair, swap the collar and she could be Candy! She’d be brought over to the Captain, have sex with him, and swap right back, what could go wrong?

It took a little while to convince Candy, however.

“No, seriously,” she said. “Let’s do this!”

“Uh, but…I’m the companion! Not you!”

“Don’t you want to roam around free for a bit? It’ll probably be at least an hour, longer if I can tease him for a bit. I can usually do that. Boys can last a long time with me if I want them to.”

“Yeah, but…”

“But what? He ordered a girl that looks like you, in a collar that says Candy on it. That’s what he’ll get!”

The girl looked dubious. “But, you’re not me! You’re not a captive! You can’t just wear my collar!”

“Why not? Where does it say that?”

“Uh, I’m pretty sure it says it absolutely everywhere! You can’t just swap collars! How would you even do it?”

“Don’t you worry about that,” Betty asserted. “I can pick locks. It’s something I learned when I was young, so I could break into my brothers’ things and mess with them!”

“Ooh. Naughty!”

“Yeah. Anyway, good skill to have. I’ll swap our collars, then, when I’m finished, just swap them back. No problem.”

“I can see a huge number of problems,” Candy protested. “What am I supposed to do in the meantime? If they find me without a collar I’m screwed!”

“No, silly! You’ll be me! Wear my clothes, hang out in the room or somewhere where the people you interacted with won’t bump into you, and you’ll be fine!”

“I don’t know,” Candy muttered, looking worried.

“Oh, my god! You’re such a chicken! Live a little!” Betty asserted.

Candy looked hurt. She bowed her head and frowned. “I try. But the last time I lived a little, it ended pretty badly.”

Betty softened. “Look,” she said, reaching out a hand to comfort the girl. “I’m sorry about that. But now’s your chance to help me out and help yourself out a bit too. Just do this and if something goes wrong, I’ll take responsibility.”

Candy thought for a bit, then reached a conclusion, her face setting into one of resolve. “Okay, let’s do this!”

Betty clapped her hands and bounced a bit. She raised an eyebrow and Candy giggled. “I think you’ve got it,” she said.

It took only 15 minutes or less for Betty to pick Candy’s collar lock, her tongue stuck out in concentration, Candy holding her hair out of the way, until the loud click made her start, almost in panic. The collar fell away and Candy reached up to run her fingers along her neck. Her eyes were wide with wonder.

“Okay, now help me put it on me,” Betty said, holding the collar out to Candy to hold, while she pulled her own hair back and waited, chin up.

Candy hesitated for a good 10 to 20 seconds, looking decidedly ill at ease, before she reached over and snapped the collar around Betty’s neck with a loud clicking sound that seemed to echo throughout the room and in Betty’s mind with a startling sense of finality. Betty reached up, as if in wonder, feeling the collar, pressing a finger between it and her neck.

She realized two things at that moment: she should have checked if it would fit, as it might have been too small for her, as similar as she was to Candy. That would have been very bad. Secondly, she should have shown Candy how to pick the lock before it was around her neck! That was stupid. It might take the girl some time to undo the lock. Oh well.

It was time to swap clothes, Betty feeling a little awkward standing naked before the un-collared girl. She glanced down on herself and was relieved to see that her mound was pretty much as bare of hair as Candy’s was, with just a little light reddish-blonde stubble that could barely be seen.

“Okay…” she said.

“Okay,” Candy agreed. “Now what?” The girl looked good in Betty’s clothes, she had to admit. Maybe even better than she did.

“I guess you call someone to send me over to the Captain?”

“Oh,” Candy giggled. “I can’t just do that! They’ll recognize my voice on the phone! Maybe your brothers have to send you back? They’re the ones who checked me out and brought me over here.”

“Oh, shit!” Betty exclaimed. “Ew, I can’t have my brothers see me like this! They’ll definitely recognize me!”

“Well, we can’t be seen together!” Candy exclaimed.

“Fine,” Betty said. “I’ll call. As Betty. Then you hide in the bedroom when they come and they’ll take me. Where are my brothers?”

“I think they went to a bar. They were kind of freaked out about you walking in on us.”

“Yeah, me too! Okay. You avoid any place you think your handlers might be, and I’ll do the Captain. Then, um…” Shit. She really hadn’t thought this through. “Well, I’ll think of something. Maybe I can get a phone and call my brothers to have me brought over and unlocked or something.”

“Okay!” Candy agreed, smiling and bouncing cutely.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

Captive Experience Deck

BEFORE BETTY HAD a chance to protest, the door to the Captain’s cabin opened and a Filipino deck officer came in, briskly saluted the Captain, and then grabbed Betty’s upper arm, marching her out of the cabin and through the bridge and out a passageway and into the elevator.

“Wait…I think there’s a mistake here,” Betty protested weakly. “I’m supposed to stay with the Captain. I can just wait in his cabin until he’s ready, or something…”

The officer chuckled. “That’s a good one, Candy. By the way, you look a little different today,” he said, looking at her closely. “Did you do something different with your hair? Makeup?”

“Yeah,” she stuttered, still flummoxed by the abrupt collision her plans had suffered with the icebergs of reality.

“Are you nervous about the deck?”

“Huh?”

“The deck. The experience deck. Where we’re going?”

“Oh. Yeah, I guess,” she stammered, the elevator stopping with a thud and disgorging the two of them onto another service hallway which she shuffled down, being led by the officer. She tried to surreptitiously read his name tag, but it was impossible. He seemed familiar with her, so she probably needed to know his name.

“I don’t know why you’re so nervous, Candy. You seemed like you had a great time with that group of guys when the presentation was happening.”

“Oh. Yeah, sure. They were fun, I guess,” she said, trying to sound nonchalant. “I guess it’s just the unknown that makes me nervous, you know?”

“Yeah, I get that. Here we are,” he said as he led her through a sliding door in to a large room that held cages along one side, various pieces of strange and daunting equipment on the opposite side, and a number of men and women milling about, drinks in their hands, gazing at the girls in the cages, and at Betty as she was being led in.

A great cheer rang up from the assembled crowd as a man in a suit came up to the two of them, arms outstretched.

“There she is!” he intoned as he turned and faced the crowd gathered before them. “Do we want to see what she can do?”

Another cheer rang out. Scattered calls of “Heck yeah!” and “You bet!” and even a polite, “Yes please!” rang out.

The man beamed with pleasure and turned to Betty.

“Candy, are you okay with this? These nice people want to play with you,” he said, looking at her with a vague sense of puzzlement in his eyes, as if there was something different about the girl he was looking at. But he gazed quickly at the tag that hung from her collar and, satisfied with what he saw, reached out one hand and Betty grasped it, not entirely sure how to get herself out of this situation, or if she even wanted to.

“Candy?”

“Huh?”

“Are you with me?”

“What? Oh, yeah, sure,” she said, trying to regain her composure. This had all been a bit sudden, but now she wanted to be in control again. “Yeah, I’m good to go!”

“Okay! Wonderful,” he beamed. “Come on, let’s ask these nice people what they’d like to see first.”

Several hands shot up.

“Okay…you over there, with the green polo shirt,” he shouted out, pointing to a rather large man wearing blue shorts and the aforementioned polo shirt, completing the ensemble with pink loafers.

“Oh, yeah…um…could we see her stretched out? With…” he blushed furiously, “um…nipple clamps?” The last words were almost whispered.

“Okay, so our first request is for stretching with nipple clamps,” the man Betty assumed was in charge of this deck repeated. “Anyone else? You Ma’am, in the turquoise pantsuit?”

Betty turned to look at a woman of uncertain age, very elegant in appearance, who stared back at her with hunger in her eyes.

“Upside down,” she said, voice husky and low.

“Upside down hanging! Brilliant,” came the enthusiastic reply. Betty flinched.

“Next suggestion?”

And so the ideas flew forth from the assembled persons. Each of them perfectly reasonable people, with families, friends, co-workers, acquaintances of one kind or another. Each of these people would have treated whomever they encountered with at least some modicum of respect and consideration, even if, in private, they had thought the worst of them.

But here they had paid for a very special privilege. One that allowed them to set aside such everyday conventions. They had paid for the right to do as they pleased to another human being. And, like all people everywhere who have paid money, and wish to see the value in the exchange, they would strive to get their money’s worth out of this girl’s body.

Betty shivered, but not from fear, for she had transcended that.

No.

She was now in a very special place.

She wanted this.

She wanted to feel like an object, if only for one night.

She wanted to set her own will aside for now, give it over to this animal mass of human hunger and lust, savagery dressed in its finest and slavering at her.

She would be an object here. And she would take from them their very best and give as good as she got.

And then she would swap back with Candy, and she would never forget the underlying fear that lurked deep down, under the skin of anyone who was at the mercy of others, unable to affect the swap that Betty could, to return at will to a life of control.

She could feel the heat building between her legs, and when one suggestion was to put an agitator up her primary chamber and see how long she could handle it, she almost doubled over with a low, animal groan of pure lust.

“Whoa, now!” came the chuckled response. “Easy now! I think Candy’s basically telling us she needs this to happen now!”

“Uh,” Betty grunted as she felt hands against her hips, gently moving her towards a station where a rope hung from the ceiling, a rubber mat positioned on the floor underneath, a lit control panel on the wall, and a tall, thin, upright cabinet next to it.

“Let’s get you hung, Candy,” said the gentle voice of the man who seemed to be in charge here. Through lids grown heavy with lust, Betty took a look at his name tag. It read Joseph. Joseph Hammer, Director of something or another, Betty didn’t really care what his title was, she cared greatly what he was going to do to her body.

Joseph touched something on the control panel behind her and the rope lowered swiftly to just below the level of her wrists. He quickly wound the rope several times around each wrist, alternating between them, then securing it in the middle such that the rope ran up from between her newly secured wrists.

He stepped over to the control panel again and said to the assembled crowd, “Now, I just need to select what I want. Let’s see here: I want suspension, toes just touching. And press…okay.”

Betty saw the rope start to retract back into the ceiling, taking her wrists up with it, until her hands were above her head, where the retraction slowed down slightly, allowing her arms time to adapt to the stretching sensation as she felt the pressure increase in her joints. In particular, her shoulders started straining as her body lifted upwards, her toes angling down, until only the tips of them touched the floor. Just as she started to panic a bit, groping desperately for the stability of the solid floor beneath her, the rope stopped retracting and eased back a tiny bit.

She couldn’t stand, just hang there, stretched out, her hands clenching into fists and her calfs straining as they sought the safely of the floor, finding it only in the outermost tips of her straining toes.

She swung slightly on the rope, her eyes passing quickly over the eager, hungry eyes gazing at her, roaming over her body.

“See how wonderful the system is?” Joseph asked. “It knows exactly when to stop.”

An appreciative murmur rose up from the crowd. Even Betty had to appreciate the horrible efficiency of this mechanism, able to judge the exact amount of strain to place on the rope to make her body an integral part of it, a fleshy extension that allowed the rope to still reach the floor, in a way, but preserving its own fibrous self, delegating the bulk of the work to the straining, gasping female that had become such an attractive extension.

Light clapping followed as Betty strained to breathe, tried to ignore the growing pain and discomfort. She tilted her head back and stared at the ceiling, where the rope entered through a tiny hole. The hole was surrounded by a lovely design, she noticed, much to her surprise. It was a circular fleur-de-lis pattern centered on the hole and spreading out maybe a good 10 inches in a striking gold color which stood out against the pale white of the rather industrial ceiling panels.

How pretty. Betty thought about the workmen who built this room and decorated it. Did they know what the purpose of this room would be? Did they set up the whole rope winching system with no idea that it would be used to haul women up by their wrists (or their ankles) and decide that it would be appropriate to place a pretty, feminine pattern there? In one corner of Betty’s mind it made perfect sense.

“Who’s up for a titty whipping? If you are, raise your hands!” The sound of laughter roused Betty from her fog. Sex fog.

Joseph placed his hand on her hip. “Are you ready, Candy?”

She grunted in reply, peering down at him with heavy lidded eyes.

“I think the lady will start first,” he said, confusing Betty a bit until she saw the woman in the turquoise pantsuit coming towards her, holding a mean looking whip. Betty studied it closely. A martinet. She had heard of those, commonly used for flogging, they had a leather handle with many shorter strands of leather hanging from it.

Hadn’t that woman wanted to see her hung upside down? Was she disappointed and would that result in harsher treatment? Or was she warming up for when she would get her wish and Betty would be presented to her in the desired configuration?

She gasped as the whip lashed out, striking her right breast first, missing her nipple and causing more shock than actual pain. She squeaked out, “Ow!”

The woman smiled and bent her arm back for the next swing and Betty tensed.

“Ouch! Ow!”

Her left breast, then her right breast and back again, the woman putting the strands across her female flesh with studied deliberation, occasionally striking the nipple and eliciting an even louder, more heart-felt squeal from Betty, until the woman finally stopped, panting slightly.

“Absolutely delightful,” came the verdict as she finished whipping Betty. “An absolute charm. Candy,” she said, in her husky voice, stroking her cheek with the hand grasping the whip, the strands brushing lazily against Betty’s flesh. “You are a treat indeed.”

The others clapped politely, and under Joseph’s direction, another guest, this time a man, took possession of the whip and colored Betty’s flesh, painting stripes across her belly, buttocks, and upper thighs.

Finally Joseph lowered her and untied her wrists, while one of the guests, the rather large man in the green polo shirt helped keep her upright.

“Can’t keep your wrists under strain for too long, Candy,” said Joseph.

“Thanks,” she said quietly. She could feel the warmth and wetness between her legs and hoped that the others wouldn’t notice. For some reason she felt shy, unsure of how she felt about this side of her sexuality. She had no problem with “slutting around” as her previous boyfriends had put it. But when it came to releasing control and allowing men to restrain and torment her, she felt scared of what that meant about her. Was that really her?

“Let’s switch to your ankles,” Joseph proclaimed, as another cheer went up from the crowd.


CHAPTER TWELVE

A New Perspective

WELL, THIS WAS something new! Candy peeked out of the closet door, having slowly, cautiously opened it just a crack, to make sure the men had left with Betty. Indeed, she was alone in the giant bedroom, bereft of the collar that she now missed terribly, and clad in clothes that were chafing her, despite being objectively quite nice. She had worn a collar for so long that the absence of it was giving her a mild anxiety attack, it having represented both her own subjugation, but also a form of protection that she now sorely missed.

If anyone recognized her without her collar on, she would be in for a world of hurt!

Still, she couldn’t very well just stay in this closet the whole time. Even that was fraught with peril, since the butler would most likely come by at some point during the day and tidy up. Finding her in the closet would lead to uncomfortable questions. So, she crept out of the dark enclosure, out into the brightly lit room and made her way out the door into the living area. The brothers had all gone, she was relieved to find, although she did miss them. They were fun!

Candy wandered aimlessly through the giant space, stopping at a jar of pralines that was filled with brightly colored wrapped treats that tempted her mightily. Should she?

No. Surely not.

But she nevertheless opened the jar, picked out a pink one and closed the jar again, guiltily unwrapping the treat and popping it in her mouth.

Yum!

This could be fun! She tossed the wrapper in the trash can under the sink and then made her way to the front door, still savoring the chocolate treat. Opening the door cautiously, she poked her head out quickly, saw the corridor was empty and made her way out, almost running towards where she knew the main staircase was, stopping only when she heard voices up ahead.

Heart pounding, she slowed to a casual walking pace, passing an elderly couple who were heading up to the deck above, which Candy knew was the pool deck. That might be a good place to lose herself, she thought. Most of the people who wrangled her never made it onto that deck, and the staff who worked the pool never dealt with her directly.

So, she waited for the couple to get further ahead of her, then followed them discreetly upstairs, through the sliding door to the pool area which was bustling with people.

“Hello, Ma’am,” said a voice behind her.

“Oh,” she started, heart pounding.

“May I show you to a free cabana?” asked the nice man in uniform.

“Sure, I…I’d love that,” she replied, trying to keep calm.

“Please, follow me,” he said as he headed over to the side of the pool area where a set of private and semi-private cabanas were arranged, some of them facing the pool, others facing out to the railing of the ship.

Candy took a moment to stare at the view, the ship currently cruising past a set of islands. It was so beautiful!

The pool attendant noticed her gazing out the side of the ship and asked her, “Would you like one facing that way?”

“Yes, please,” she replied.

“Very well, Ma’am. This one is available,” he said, gesturing to a private cabana that had a very comfortable looking, round cushioned bed in it, with a little side table and several puffy pillows.

“Thank you so much,” she said as she gently sat down on the bed and scooted down under the covered top, allowing herself to sigh with pleasure as she rested her head on one of the larger pillows.

“May I bring you the drinks menu?”

“Oh. Yeah, sure,” she replied, smiling up at him. Wow, this was going to be great! Candy kicked off her shoes, glad to be rid of them as she hadn’t worn shoes in quite some time and didn’t love the feel of them.

She lay there for a little while, staring out at the scenery as it floated by. A sense of calm serenity flooded through her. She started having thoughts, about life in general and about her own life specifically. What did her future hold? How long would she be able to keep this temporary freedom going? Would this strange Betty lady get busted and take her down with her? And why was Betty so desperate to be with the Captain that she would allow herself to be collared and taken there naked?

Perhaps she should have referred the poor girl to the ship’s psychiatrist instead of agreeing to this crazy idea. Clearly this would not end well. But in the meantime she was going to enjoy the fuck out of it!

It was with these thoughts running through her head that Candy was soon confronted with an exceedingly perky young woman, completely nude, short blonde hair framing a cute pixie face with light freckles and piercing light brown eyes. She bent over slightly, her bare breasts squeezed between her arms, hands planted on her upper thighs as she beamed at Candy.

“Hi, I’m your drinks menu!”

“Um, hi? You’re my…oh, yeah, I get it!” Candy exclaimed, having witnessed this aspect of Corsican Cruise Line’s hospitality services before.

“Would you like to see the specials?” the perky girl asked.

“Yeah, sure,” Candy replied, eager for the girl to face away from her before taking too much note of her face.

The girl swiveled around, still bent over, and thrust her naked bottom in Candy’s direction. Written on it, in fine felt marker, black standing out quite nicely against the girl’s pale white bottom, were the current specials. Candy was pleased to note that the main drink was a Spanked on the Beach, a particular favorite of hers. She had managed to sneak a few free samples of the various offerings on her previous ship, the Carnivale.

“We also have a Puckered Pussy, a Dark and Horny, and a Sandy Crack,” she said, adding, in a whisper, “I don’t recommend the Sandy Crack. Sounds bad, is bad. But the other ones are tasty!”

“Um, I guess I’ll try the Spanked on the Beach,” Candy said. “Can I get extra cherries?”

“Of course!” the girl cried, wiggling her bottom appreciatively. “But you have to let me spank you when I bring the drink. It’s the rule!”

“Sure,” Candy giggled, knowing the rule about the drink quite well.

The girl scampered off, breasts bouncing fetchingly as Candy relaxed even further, sighing contentedly.

~~~

Betty, on the other hand, was not quite as content. She had been lowered from hanging by her wrists and now she was hanging upside down, each ankle tied to a spreader bar by leather cuffs, the bar itself hanging by rope from the ceiling.

Her hair had been tied back in a loose bun, her hands secured behind her back with handcuffs. Turning slightly as she hung, she waited for Joseph to finish instructing the group of guests gathered around her.

“And that’s why it’s very important to avoid her most sensitive areas, the ones that I’ve highlighted in blue,” he finished, stepping back, the blue marker in his hand.

“Why blue?” asked someone from the back.

“Well, as you’ll probably see in a moment,” Joseph replied, in a somewhat pedantic voice, pointing to Betty’s female parts, currently spread wide open between her quivering thighs. “She’s quite aroused right now, which is manifesting in the form of engorgement of her external genitalia, including a marked reddening of the vulva, in particular her sensitive lips.”

Betty blushed furiously, hoping the red flush on her cheeks was masked by the blood that was undoubtedly pooling in her face from being upside down.

“Given how delicate the tissue of her inner lips and her clitoris are, you’ll want to avoid striking those areas. So remember, people,” he said, turning to everyone. “If it’s blue, it’s not for you!”

“Got it!” came the enthusiastic cries from the gathered guests.

“But everything else is okay?” Betty tried to turn her head to see who had asked that, but was unable.

“Yeah, sure! Feel free to smack any area you’d like, as long as it’s not marked as blue. Oh, also avoid her kidneys. I’ll go ahead and circle those areas in blue as well. You should all know where those are, but let’s be safe, okay?”

There was general agreement all around as Betty felt the cold marker tracing circles around her lower back, marking out the areas that the guests couldn’t hit. Unfortunately that left quite a lot of areas that were open for business.

“Now, if you’re using the light flogger, feel free to strike any area you want, even the blue ones. The light flogger won’t cause enough of an impact to cause any damage at all.”

“Yay!”

“Marvelous!”

Betty sighed. This was going to be hard. A lot harder than she had bargained on, but if she could get out of this situation without being discovered, then perhaps she could get sent to the Captain finally and getting the prize she was currently paying so very much to achieve.

“Can we get the first guest up here, please?” Joseph called out. A bit of shuffling ensued and Betty looked over to see a pair of patent leather shoes coming up towards her, an elderly gentleman attached to those shoes, and as Betty bent her head to try and see the rest of him, he placed himself directly in front of her, swinging his arm back and with a sharp swishing sound she felt the bite of the straps of his whip striking her right between her legs.

“Ah!” she cried out, the straps stinging. She jerked in her bonds.

The whip struck again and Betty cried out once more, this time turning it into more of a hiss. Oh god! she thought to herself, What have I gotten myself into?

But she couldn’t very well stop this now, could she? Should she? After all, it wasn’t actually all that bad. It stung a little, and the blood rushing in her head was a bit uncomfortable, but there wasn’t actually that much pain. It was kind of fun…

Oh my god! I’m a kinky spanko!

Revelation!

Was this why she was constantly unfulfilled by her various sexual escapades? Her partners generally left her somewhat blasé, often enough bringing her to orgasm if she worked hard to achieve it, but still leaving her with a sense that something was missing.

This pyramid game: the quest to get laid by the highest ranking officer on board, seemed at first to be a potential solution. A goal to strive for in the context of sexual conquest. But perhaps she was eager to fuck the highest ranking, most powerful officer on the ship purely because she sought to be dominated—taken—by a powerful man? The most powerful man on this ship?

“Ouch!” she cried out as someone smacked her bottom with something that felt like a riding crop. She opened her eyes to see that the man who had been whipping her pussy was no longer there, and now there appeared to be a change of guard, someone behind her, smacking her relentlessly on first one cheek, then the other.

She grunted in discomfort and lust. The two were now interchangeable to her. A symphony of leather against flesh echoing throughout both the large room they were in and the center of her body. She could feel her inner lips fluttering in the chill air of the room, even as she felt the heat radiate from her buttocks.

Would the Captain spank her first, before taking her? Perhaps she would insist on it. Perhaps, as Candy, she would do something naughty, forcing the issue?

Oh, but then she might mess things up for the real Candy!

Shit. Once again she hadn’t really thought things through well enough. What would happen to the real Candy once Betty had extricated herself from this situation? Would the Captain notice that she was different? The two of them weren’t twins—they were simply two young women who looked a lot alike, but he wasn’t an idiot. Or blind. He would instantly know that Candy was a different woman than the one he had brought to his cabin.

What would he do to her?

These were all questions that should have been asked and answered before she embarked on this crazy idea. But right now, she had other problems, not the least of which was the whip that someone else was now working against her bottom, the end of the whip occasionally curling around her body to strike her mound.

She cried out in unrestrained lust as she felt her middle clench and the roaring tide of an orgasm echoed in her ears, drowning out all thought as she succumbed.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Captain's Table

CANDY AWOKE FROM her little nap with a start, a shadow looming over her and she looked up, afraid that she had been found out and would now be hauled off to the discipline rooms. But no, it was just the ever-perky drinks menu girl.

“Sorry!” she squeaked. “Didn’t mean to wake you up, but I was wondering if you’d like another drink?”

“Oh.” Candy thought for a moment, decided that half a moment would be sufficient, given there wasn’t really any reason not to have another drink. “Yes, please!” she replied enthusiastically.

“Need to see the menu again?” the girl asked, turning around and presenting her cute bottom, on which the drink specials were written.

“What’s on the regular menu again?” Candy asked. The girl turned around, bending slightly backwards to lift her breasts up out of the way. The menu was written across her abdomen.

Candy squinted at it for a while, then decided. “I’ll have the Puckered Pussy, please!”

“Ooh, good choice. So naughty!” the girl enthused then winked at her. “One Puckered Pussy coming right up!” She scampered away and Candy lay back again, sighing contentedly.

This was the life. It might not last long, and it would undoubtedly lead to a rather unpleasant time in the punishment rooms, several days in the confinement cells, maybe even getting fired? Could you fire a slave? Candy pondered that one for a while. No, probably not. But you could sell one off cheap. She shuddered. She actually liked being on the Castille and would miss it terribly.

This is why you should think things through before doing stupid shit, Candy! she admonished herself.

Still, this was nice and she should enjoy it while she could. The air was warm, a lovely breeze wafted by, the sun shone and one beautiful island after another floated past. It was so lovely Candy couldn’t help but feel the tears forming in her eyes. Everyone should have a chance to experience something like this and the thought that there were girls like her, like she had been—young, hopeless, confined and sold to corporations to lead lives of endless servitude—made her so sad she felt a giant empty hole opening up in her very center, threatening to suck the entire rest of her body into it.

She shook her head to clear the funk out. Nothing a helpless girl like her could do about it, she thought. Better to let her happiness be the middle finger to those would would want her sad. And so she forced a smile and the smile lifted her mood, as it always did, and with a better mood, her smile became genuine and that made her happier. And so it was that when the perky menu girl came back with a lovely peach and cherry colored concoction in a tall, fluted glass with what looked like a tiny string bikini bottom hanging out of it (which turned out to be an edible cherry candy treat) she was in exactly the right mood for such a drink.

“Yum!” she exclaimed, and the girl bounced merrily along to take the drinks order of the couple in the cabana next to her. Be happy so that others may be happy too, she thought to herself. Wasn’t that the essence of her role? In a world that had so much misery in it, anyone who made someone else’s day brighter was surely doing something precious.

“Hi!”

She looked up and saw a young man, in ridiculously tight speedos standing right in front of her, a rather prominent bulge front and center. Candy took a long, hard sip of her drink while she took the whole sight in.

“Uh,” he continued, looking down at her with a tentative smile. “I wanted to thank you again for taking care of my problem the other day.”

“Oh?” Candy squinted. Oops. This was clearly someone that Betty knew and she, Candy, had never seen before.

“Yeah, you know? Thanks a lot, it really helped me in the pool—so much more streamlined.”

Candy nodded enthusiastically, hoping that alone would suffice. “You’re welcome!” she added for good measure.

“The other guys were super happy too! Of course, the problem keeps coming back!” he continued, looking down at his bulge. Candy could see it growing even as he spoke. She was starting to put two and two together, and the answer to that equation was: slut! Oh, my god. Betty is a slut. Candy giggled to herself. She could get to like that girl!

“Is there anything I could do to help you?” she asked, innocently.

“Oh, gosh! I mean, maybe? But the boys and I have to have a pep talk with coach. And then we’re all signed up for an art class! Not sure what that has to do with a swim team, but maybe he wants us to draw straight lines? He keeps saying we suck at staying in our lanes.”

“Oh, he sounds mean!” she exclaimed.

“Nah, he’s a good guy. Strict but fair. I told him how helpful you were to us and he said he’d want to have a talk with you. Probably wants to thank you personally. Anyhow, see you later, okay?”

“Sure! Bye,” she said as he left. She peered around the corner of her cabana, admiring his toned bottom as he walked away, shaking her head slightly. Were all boys this naive?

She was just about to lay down and continue working on her drink when another man hove into view. Antonio!

“Hello, Ma’am,” he said, as Candy shrank back, holding her drink in front of her face, hoping he wouldn’t recognize her. Antonio had been in charge of her from the very beginning of her time on the Castille. There was no way she was going to get away with this!

“Ma’am?”

“Yes?” she replied, trying to change the pitch of her voice and thinking she was failing miserably.

“I am extremely happy to be able to extend to you an invitation to join our most exclusive guests at the Captain’s Table tonight,” he said, handing over an envelope.

“Huh?” she said, reaching over to take the envelope from him.

“The Captain’s Table, Ma’am. For dinner tonight.”

“Oh, sure. Um, thanks?”

He bowed. “We hope you’ll be able to make it. The Captain would be extremely sad if you were to miss such a special occasion,” he said, smiling at her.

“Of course,” she replied. “I wouldn’t dream of it!”

And with that, he turned briskly and marched off, leaving Candy with an envelope and many, many questions.

~~~

“Here we are,” said the burly deckhand as he guided Betty, still a little unsteady on her feet, to the door of the Bonifacio specialty restaurant kitchen. Betty’s brow creased as she entered the bustling space, filled with sweating men and women in chef’s whites, briefly looking up to take in the spectacle of a naked young woman, feet bound together by chain, being led past them.

She had no idea why she was here, and much to her consternation, it did not look like she was going to get to be with the captain anytime soon.

“Um, can I ask what I’m doing here?” she asked, tentatively.

The deckhand grunted, being content to communicate without words, which were perhaps difficult for him to come by, and therefore sparsely doled out. Betty continued to shuffle along, guided by a hand on her upper arm. As they reached the far corner of the kitchen a chef came over, wiping his hands on a dishcloth.

“Over there, please,” he said, gesturing to a wheeled, metallic trolley. Betty eyed it warily, unsure what it had to do with her. As she approached it, the chef eyed her appreciatively.

“Yes, she’ll do quite nicely,” he said. “Has she been cleansed properly?” he asked the deckhand.

“Cleansed?” he retorted. “Do I look like I know? I just deliver them.”

“Fine,” the chef replied. “Leave her here and we’ll take care of it.”

Betty stood there, a worried expression on her face, as the deckhand left and the chef looked around himself.

“Um, excuse me?” she asked. “Is this…um…is this really where I’m supposed to be?”

The chef turned to her, the expression on his face indicating surprise that the girl that had been brought to him would choose to use her voice to ask a question.

“Where you’re supposed to be?” he repeated. “Of course you’re where you’re supposed to be. You’re my table and I need a table.”

He turned away from her again and called out, “Sharron! Sharron, damnit! I need this girl cleaned and prepped. Service is starting and we’ve got maybe 20, 30 minutes to get her set up properly.”

“I’m coming, Jean-Claude,” a woman called out. Betty looked over at her as she rushed over. She seemed nice enough, a slightly plump face, bright red lipstick and warm, brown eyes under blonde hair held back in a hairnet. She wore a blue uniform, unlike the rest of the busy people surrounding them who wore white. “Oh, look at her!” Sharon exclaimed.

“Yes, she’s quite lovely,” Jean-Claude responded.

“You want her fully scrubbed, inside-out?” she asked.

“Yes, we’ll be serving on her. Make sure she’s fully depilated, and secure her to the trolley after you’re done,” he responded, walking rapidly away from the two of them, calling out to another of the chefs.

“Well, now,” Sharon said as she stood in front of Betty. “You doing okay? You look a little shellshocked, if I’m honest.”

“Oh, um yeah. I guess it’s all a bit much,” Betty replied.

“Are you new? I kinda thought you were one of the experienced ones. Never been the table before?”

“Oh, no. No, first time,” Betty replied.

“Well, it’s going to be an experience for sure,” she said, measuring Betty with her eyes. “Don’t worry, though. All you need to do is lie there, basically.”

“Just lie there?”

“Yeah. The challenge will be to not react to what the diners are doing. You need to get in the zone,” Sharon said, her eyes boring into Betty’s.

“The zone?”

“The zone. Try to think of nothing at all. You’re a table, okay? Do tables think?”

“No.”

“Do they react? Do they care if a diner touches them, picks something off of them?”

“I guess not,” Betty said, fidgeting slightly. She moved her right foot backwards a bit, the chain connecting her ankles jangling slightly, and the sound suddenly brought all of this front of mind. She was naked, chained, a captive here. Soon she would be placed on this trolley and become a vehicle for whatever this chef wanted to make of her. And she loved it.

That was the crazy part, she had to admit to herself. Her objective was to land the Captain, but if she never got to have sex with him and just played out her role here, she would be satisfied, she knew.

“Hello?”

“Huh?” Betty realized that Sharon was asking her something and she had completely zoned out. “Sorry!”

“Alright, I was saying that I’m going to need to prep you. Are you ready?”

“Well, I’m not quite sure what’s involved,” Betty replied.

“Ah. Well, the nice part of being you is that you don’t really have to care. Just comply fully and I’ll do all the work, okay?”

“Okay, sure,” Betty said, her hands moving slightly, almost of their own volition, until she brought them back under control.

“Great! So, please stay there and I’ll be right back and start cleaning you out.”

“Okay, sure. Thanks,” Betty said, then wondered why she was thanking this woman.

She stood there, shifting nervously from foot to foot while she waited for Sharon to come back and get started on whatever it was that cleaning involved. A few of the chefs would stare at her occasionally, appreciating the beautiful, naked woman standing there. But mostly they were deeply involved with food preparation, and Betty was mesmerized watching them work. Such precision, such attention to detail. She watched one chef meticulously placing tiny greens one on top of the other, building a tiny little delicacy, a tribute to taste and perfection.

She’d never seen such a thing at the buffet! This was obviously some special meal and she would be a participant in it.

Finally Sharon returned, with a bucket filled with water and a variety of sponges and brushes. “Hey now!” she beamed. “Ready?”

“Um, sure,” Betty replied, clenching with a sudden surge of arousal.

“Please stand still, arms at your sides, spread your legs as far as you can,” Sharon ordered as she took a wet, soapy sponge out of the bucket and approached her. Betty complied and jerked slightly as Sharon touched her abdomen with the sponge. Over the next few minutes Sharon worked her over thoroughly, scrubbing vigorously over all of Betty’s body, including her breasts, armpits, her back, her arms, legs and between her legs, where a great deal of time was spent working a small hand towel between Betty’s private lips.

Finally it was time to dry the now soaked girl, and Sharon did so with the same attention to detail, working her entire body with a set of progressively softer towels.

Sharon gestured to the trolley. “Please go ahead and take a seat on there and lie down,” she said, directing Betty with a hand on her shoulder. Betty backed up against the trolley, putting her hands on the surface and hopping up onto it. Once her bottom was up, she scooted over and lay down, keeping her legs closed and her arms next to her sides.

Sharon went around to the side, reaching under the trolley to pick up a strand of rope, guiding Betty’s limbs over to the corners of the trolley where she tied her wrists and ankles to rings set in the four corners of the surface Betty was stretched out on.

“Okay, looks like you’re pretty smooth already,” Sharon said, running her hand over Betty’s arms and legs. “You’ve shaved recently?”

“Yeah, this morning,” Betty replied.

“Good. Now, your bush is trimmed nicely, but I’m going to have to shave it fully,” Sharon said as she set a small towel down under Betty’s bottom, lifting her with one hand while she did so, and Betty stared at the ceiling.

Soon enough she felt a wet towel rubbing against her mound, then a razor working itself slowly, carefully, removing her private hair in measured strips. It took only a few minutes and Betty felt the razor laying her most private area bare for everyone to see. It thrilled her and made her blush at the same time. Her bush, trimmed as it was for the most part, had always been a patch of modesty for her. A silly thing to think, as a girl’s pubic hair was in and of itself a sexual thing, but she always felt a little less naked with it. Now that it was gone, she felt like there was no barrier there—she was fully exposed like she had never been before.

The rest of the preparation passed in a blur. Betty stared up at the ceiling, lost in a haze of sexual arousal as a series of chefs, under the guidance of the great Jean-Claude, took care to place a number of delectable dessert items on the various parts of her exposed body. Petit fours on her breasts and upper chest. Eclairs and small slices of cake on her abdomen. Tiny cups of custards and trifles along her legs and a semi-circle of colorful fruit jellies on tiny paper squares arranged on her mound.

A cake stand was placed between her thighs, atop which a truly delectable Black Forest cake resided. The pièce de résistance was Sharon gently parting Betty’s nether lips and brushing them lightly with a clear, syrupy coating, then placing small, colorful flowers there.

“Purely decorative,” she explained as Betty squirmed.

“Is she ready?” Jean-Claude asked.

“Yes Sir,” Sharon replied.

And so, Betty was wheeled into the dining room where the exalted guests were arrayed. At the head of the table, Betty couldn’t help but note as she craned her neck to see, was the Captain, a great, hulking man with a brutally scarred face, but a commanding presence that stirred Betty’s core like nothing else had for a long time: her White Whale, finally!

And seated at the table, wearing Betty’s clothes and staring at her with a look of pure chagrin, was Candy. The girl stared at her. “Oopsie!” she said.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Aftermath

CANDY’S HEART LEAPT into her chest. This was exactly what she had been most afraid of: her and Betty being in the same space together. And in front of the Captain, no less! She turned away from Betty’s panicked stare and dared briefly to look at the Captain, whose gaze was fixed on the spectacle of Betty being wheeled into the dining room, covered with delectable desserts.

Had he noticed that the girl stretched out on the table looked very similar to the girl who was right now masquerading as Betty? The girl that he had met standing in a tight confinement cage during the Captive Experience Deck presentation? Similar yet not the same, as Betty’s nipples were visibly different from Candy’s and her face, certainly, was not the same even as it bore many a similar feature when viewed from afar.

Once again, Candy had to conclude that she had been seduced by an exceedingly stupid idea: an overwhelming desire to experience freedom, if only for a short moment. But freedom was not for girls like her. There would always be something that blocked that dream; that closed the gates the moment she approached, blank faced and innocent. Freedom was for the free and Candy had never been that.

Those who boarded a ship like the Corsican Castille were wealthy, one and all. And wealth was power. And power was freedom. The freedom to make the decisions that kept you free. And, yes, sometimes you made a bad decision and that freedom was stripped from you. But to never have that ability in the first place meant that you would always be on the path to slavery, even if you were free in name. Surely that was her mother’s fate as she had lost what little freedom she had to dwell in a prison where Candy had been born. She could never blame her mother for her fate.

But she certainly could blame herself for the situation she was in right this moment, as the freight train of hurt that was barreling towards her was entirely her fault.

“So! Everyone, let’s give a round of applause for our wonderful Candy, for the amazing display she offers us tonight!” Candy looked around the table as everyone seated there applauded the Captain’s words.

Was he still talking about Betty on the dessert trolley? It seemed so. Perhaps this was escapable after all?

The rest of dinner had Candy sweating bullets as one by one the diners picked a delectable sweet treat from Betty’s body, commenting on how wonderful it all looked and how appetizing the presentation was. Chef Jean-Claude received many a compliment and a seated ovation when he came in briefly to greet the VIPs at the table.

With Captain Henrik’s eyes boring a hole in her, Candy too stood and wobbled over to the prone figure of Betty, taking the time to pick out a lovely slice of lemon chiffon cake with its delicate plate from Betty’s abdomen, while the rotund man standing next to her deliberately brushed Betty’s erect nipple as he reached for a tiny petit four, popping it straight into his mouth, smiling at Candy, then reaching for a slice of carrot cake.

She glanced down at Betty’s eyes, seeing them focussed on her, the rest of her face a panicked grimace. She quickly scurried back to her seat at the table, setting down her slice of cake and concentrating on that. If she was going to suffer for this whole episode, she might as well have dessert first and try her damndest to enjoy it!

All too soon Betty was wheeled back into the kitchen and the guests toasted the Captain and his magnificent ship, effusive with their praise for the cruise thus far. As they pushed back their seats and, one by one, filed out of the dining room, Captain Henrik made his fateful and inevitable move.

“Candy, could you please stay behind?”

As Candy paused, standing next to her chair where she had silently hoped she might still manage to slip out, a few of the stragglers looked back with confusion, but shrugging, they continued on their merry way. There were shows to be seen, bars to visit.

Captain Henrik waited patiently until it was just the two of them, Candy staring down at the floor, feeling very uncomfortable all of a sudden in Betty’s beautiful clothes.

“Candy?”

“Yes, Captain?”

“Can you please follow me to my office?”

“Yes, Sir,” she mumbled as she shuffled behind him, her gait habitually stunted by years of wearing shackles, even though at this particular moment she was free of restraints. But other restraints kept her chained just as effectively, although they could not be seen.

Once the two of them were in his office, the Captain seated himself with a weary sigh and Candy stood there, clasping her hands in front of her, silent.

“Anything to say?” he asked her.

“I’m very sorry, Sir,” she started. “How long have you known?”

“From the very start, Candy. The moment that the cabin steward came for Betty to bring her to the experience deck.”

“Really?” Candy squeaked. “You had her brought to the deck even though you knew she wasn’t me?”

“Of course. It was obvious that it was her doing. She clearly wanted to experience things from the perspective of an actual captive companion,” he said, gesturing impatiently. “We strive to let our guests experience whatever they please on board. Within reason, of course.”

“Wow. Um, okay?” Candy was flummoxed. “So what did they do with her?”

Captain Henrik chuckled. “Oh, they worked her over quite nicely. I’m sure she got her money’s worth.”

“Um, what if her brothers had been there? That would have been quite awkward,” she exclaimed.

“Yeah, we made sure they wouldn’t be. We gave them an invitation to a drinking trivia contest at O’Handsey’s, and they spent the whole time there getting smashed. Good times.”

“Okay,” she said, her voice lowered as she contemplated the floor again. “What…what happens to me?”

“Well, that’s the thing, Candy,” he said, peering into her eyes as she dared to raise them to his again. “I’ve never really approved of this whole captive servant thing. Again, the company expects me to have one and would look askance if I raised a fuss, so I’ve been humoring them.”

He shuffled some papers around on his desk. “That doesn’t mean that I have to play along fully. I am Captain, after all. And an ogre apparently!”

“Oh, no, Captain,” she exclaimed. “I think you’re a lovely man. I really do!”

“Kissing up to me, Candy?” he asked, in a teasing voice.

“No, Sir,” she said, blushing.

“Well, regardless. Thank you. Most people look at the face and make a judgment right away. When you saw me that first time, I could tell there was no artifice there. You’re pretty special, Candy.”

“Thank you, Sir,” she said, smiling broadly and bouncing a bit. Even confined to this dress and the bra she was really starting to hate having to wear, her breasts still managed to bounce fetchingly.

“So, I’ve decided to do something radical,” he intoned.

“Oh?”

“Technically I should be sending you to the punishment rooms for a good week of correction.”

Candy gulped.

“But I’m going to do what I think is right. It’s my ship, damnit!” he said, thumping his fist on the desk and causing Candy to jump up slightly.

“I’m going to grant you shore leave, Candy,” he continued, looking down at a form on his desk, moving it around slightly, then looking back up at her.

“I’m sorry, what?” she asked, somewhat lost.

“Shore leave. You get to go off ship. Antonio will take you. You’ll be dressed, but shackled. Plus,” he frowned, “we really need to get your collars swapped again.”

“Um, I…get to go off ship? Like, for…?”

“For an excursion. You and Antonio get to pick one that sounds fun and go on it. Spend the whole day. Come back, of course,” he chuckled.

“Of course, Captain!” she exclaimed. “Oh, oh…oh thank you! Thank you!” she began weeping. “Oh, thank you!”

“Of course, Candy,” he replied, voice somewhat lower, somewhat deeper, perhaps encumbered with an emotion that had crept past that rough exterior to lodge itself in the big man’s throat.

“What happens to Betty?” she finally asked, concerned about the other girl, for didn’t every girl have to worry a little bit about consequences where powerful men were concerned?

“Ha, yes, we’ll be presenting her with a special little treat, should she choose to accept it,” he replied, enigmatically.

~~~

And so it was that the next day Candy, collar back on, shackles on her feet—which she gracefully accepted—dressed in a light, form-fitting skirt and top ensemble, left the ship with Antonio to go on her very first excursion. The two of them had picked a tour of the local volcano and rainforest, Candy squealing with delight at the many beautiful birds and monkeys that they saw along the way.

And Betty, dressed once again, free of the collar that she quite frankly would never have been able to remove on her own, showed up at the Captain’s stateroom later that day, looking quite nervous.

But her nerves turned to upraised eyebrows and a look of confusion on her face as the Captain greeted her at the door in a ship’s bathrobe and fuzzy slippers.

“Hello, Ms. Olson,” he said as he gestured for her to enter.

“Oh, um…Captain? It’s a pleasure to meet you,” she stammered. “Perhaps I should come back later?”

“No, no. That’s fine,” he said, the unscarred half of his face twisted into a grin. “Please, make yourself comfortable.”

As she seated herself on a cozy little couch, he sat opposite her and regarded her. “I hear that you’ve been wanting to…make my acquaintance,” he said.

“Oh, yes. Um…I…I certainly did,” she said, blushing profusely.

“You know, there was no need to go to the lengths you did, just to be able to meet with me. VIP guests can usually book a meeting with the Captain.”

“Um, yes, of course. Thank you,” she responded, her eyes shifting nervously around the cabin, stopping briefly at the stuffed bear, then moving onwards. “But, I…I guess I had a silly dream, that’s all.”

“You wouldn’t be the first one to have that dream, Betty. May I call you Betty?” he asked, leaning forwards.

“Oh, sure. May I call you…? Um, what do I call you?” she said, dropping her voice somewhat.

“You may call me Henrik,” he said, leaning back and letting his bathrobe open slightly. Betty licked her lips.

“May I…may I ask you to come sit next to me, Henrik?” she purred.

And Henrik did do just that. And one thing led to another, as such things often do, when the parties involved are motivated by desires wide ranging but often enough common and well-understood. And a hand may have begun to caress a breast, and another, more delicate and feminine may have reached into a bathrobe and begun to caress what was found there. And so the most natural progression played out once again, here in this stateroom as it does so often elsewhere around the world. A progression that led to the comfortable queen-sized bed that adorned the Captain’s bed chamber, sheets being pushed aside by hungry hands.

Betty’s clothes wound up littering the floor of his chamber as if by magic, neither of them able to remember afterwards exactly how they had left her body. Perhaps sheer lust had caused her to teleport from them directly onto his bed, naked as the day she had been born. She lay there, another offering, although there was no dessert trolley beneath her to bind her to. But the Captain understood what she needed. And he pressed her arms up over her head as she wrapped her legs across his back and she squealed in delight as his member parted her folds, slipping slowly into her hungry chamber.

She moaned and struggled against him for a brief moment, testing her constraints, finding them to be perfectly suitable to her current temperament and needs. She shifted her torso, finding an angle that would allow him to penetrate her more comfortably, but not too much so, because right now she needed to feel some of what she had felt on the experience deck.

As he filled her sheath with his hard flesh she cried out again, reaching up with her lips to find his, kissing him, letting her tongue explore his mouth, letting his tongue explore hers as his shaft explored the walls of her tunnel, then pulling back and thrusting again, and again as he worked towards his pleasure.

Betty sighed contentedly. This was exactly what she had been seeking, and she pushed her pelvis upwards, letting his pubic bone grind against her throbbing clitoris as she raced towards her own climax.

Finally, both of them reached the inevitable conclusion of their heated pursuit. And one might wonder if the Captain were seeking his pleasure from the captive audience of sexually frustrated female passengers, or if he had a special affinity for women who seemed to be lost, seeking that which they didn’t really even know they wanted. Or he was just very, very good at customer service. In any case he had made Betty a very happy woman indeed.

And Betty, being a beautiful young woman who had no trouble, it seemed, finding sexual activities onboard the Corsican Castille, had found that there was a special aspect to her sexuality that had been revealed to her, curtesy of a rather poorly thought out plan involving a young captive female, and that a certain Captain was worth pursuing not because of some silly game, but because he was actually a nice man who knew what to do with someone like her.

The two of them lay there, after they had finished with the business at hand, and Betty rested her head on the Captain’s shoulder and was truly content.

“I’m so happy,” she said, purring softly.

“Are you? I’m glad,” he replied, his hand around her shoulder, nuzzling her with his beard.

“I can’t believe I was so obsessed with playing this stupid pyramid game,” she continued. “When what I really wanted was just to be with someone as wonderful as you.”

“So, you didn’t just have sex with me to win?” he asked.

“No, silly,” she giggled.

“Well, that’s going to make some people feel a bit awkward,” he said as she looked up at him.

“Huh?”

Captain Henrik called out, “Alright, everyone! Come on in!”

“Whoa, wait! What the—” Betty cried out as the door to the stateroom opened and a steady stream of crew started filing in. She scrambled to haul the covers over her body, clutching them to her chin. The chaos of what was occurring threatened to overwhelm her senses. There was someone throwing streamers up in the air, someone banging a tambourine. What looked suspiciously like a mariachi band, playing boisterously. A whole lineup of crew members, some of whom Betty recognized, clapping their hands in time to the music.

“What the fuck is going on?” she asked frantically, turning to Captain Henrik who looked on the proceedings indulgently, having taken the time to cover his lower half with the sheets.

“Betty Olson?” A woman worked her way through the chaos of the congratulatory committee that had stuffed itself into the stateroom.

“Yes?”

“Congratulations! You won!”

“Wait, what?”

“The pyramid game! You won!”

“Oh my god!” Betty turned to look at Henrik. “It’s real?”

“Yeah, it’s real,” he confirmed. “And you’re the first winner,” he said, hugging her tightly.

“Really? The first one?”

“Yup.”

“Isn’t it exciting?” the cheery woman cried out.

“Uh, yeah!” she exclaimed, blushing with pleasure. “What do I get?” she asked Captain Henrik, scooting up a bit on the bed, making sure to keep her chest covered.

“There’ll be a whole presentation and awarding of the trophy tomorrow during the Meet the Crew show in the Grand Theater,” he replied, smiling at her. “A great honor!”

“Oh wow!” she gushed. “Best cruise ever!”


Epilogue

Ben, Brad, and Bill relaxed on the plush green couches of O’Handsey’s. The trivia contest had gone exceedingly well for them and they had won several free rounds of beer, and were now currently each occupied with their own cruise companion.

Ben’s girl was blonde, green eyed with a cute perky nose, and wanted to know a great deal about his knowledge of movie trivia, especially where it related to romantic comedies. She would occasionally rattle the chains of her shackles as he relayed the major plot points of his favorites, staring up at him with bright, wide eyes, bare nipples growing stiff and pointy. Even as it became increasingly apparent that all the movies had essentially the same plot, he still managed to hold her undivided attention.

Brad’s girl was a brunette and had dark, soulful eyes. She nestled in his arms, her own chains tucked under her as she snuggled closer. He was busily telling her all about his job, and while she didn’t really understand most of it, the two still seemed to have forged a connection that might yet bear fruit. Brad certainly hoped so. He was quite horny.

Bill was seated on the far end of the couch and the redhead on his lap, arms around his neck, seemed to be having an exceedingly energetic conversation with him. The words comprised mostly “Ooh,” “Yes!” and “Fuck me Bill, harder!” Her bottom bounced up and down on his lap in a manner that suggested that the finer points of decorum had been tossed overboard some time ago.

All three brothers had expressed regret earlier that their sister wasn’t having as good of a time on board, and Ben had resolved to make up for it by letting her choose their next vacation. He sincerely hoped she would pick something that all four of them could enjoy.

“Tell me again about When Harry Fucked Sally,” his blonde companion whispered in his ear. “By the way, you should call me Sally and I’ll call you Harry.”

~~~

Candy sat at the tiny little table next to Antonio, both of them gazing out at the beautiful beach, the white sands stretching out in light ripples to the crystal clear water, small, gentle waves caressing them.

“It’s amazing here, Antonio,” she said with a soft voice as she licked her ice cream cone. Rum raisin, her favorite.

Antonio looked at her, his own cone in his hand, plain chocolate, which she had teased him about. But he liked what he liked and preferred what he knew over some other flavor which might disappoint. It seemed he wanted nothing to interfere with his experience today.

“It won’t always be like this, Candy,” he said.

“I know,” she replied, sadly, staring at a hummingbird that hovered several feet away. “But I’m going to enjoy today and remember it always. It’s okay if I go back to what I’ve always been doing, Antonio. I don’t mind.”

“No, I mean this,” he repeated, waving his hand in the general direction of her neck. “You being a captive, Candy. It won’t always be like this.”

“What do you mean?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. Antonio was being weird and she would rather he was his lighthearted self.

“I mean things are underfoot. Resistance to the current laws.” He leaned closer to her. “There’s talk of rescinding the captive servant laws.”

“What?” Candy’s heart beat faster. This was not necessarily welcome news to her. She had been a captive since she was born, and a servant since she had been sold by her orphanage. The world of cruise companionship was all she really knew. “What would I do? Where would I go?” she asked, her voice rising in pitch.

“Now, no need to panic, Candy. I’ll always be there for you. I want you to know that. The Captain will too. Let’s enjoy ourselves today. What happens later will be another story you will get to tell.”


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

Interact with me on Goodreads.com and help influence what I work on next!

Don’t miss my other books:

[image: ]

[image: ]

Spanked for a New Roof: Female Collateral

Captive Cruise Companion (Book One): Candy

Spanked on the Rails Series:

[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: ]

Spanked on the Rails: Emily's College Trip

Spanked on the Rails 2: Female Management

Spanked on the Rails 3: The Internship

Adult Dreams Series:

[image: ]

[image: ]

Adult Dreams (Book One): Destiny

Adult Dreams (Book Two): Cockswell

And with Badger Therese:

The Covens of Bludfjord Series:

[image: ]

The Covens of Bludfjord Book I: Discovery

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc1AH.jpg
me&w@mtﬁ@‘@uf%?)

The lntemship

N ite

it e e IS

Erik Svalbard





OEBPS/image_rsrc1AD.jpg
Q‘?ﬂﬂﬁ(&d) (§or o ﬂ(w ‘Q%&

Female Collateral
B _ac

7‘-
)

E

=

§

F
Erik Svalbard

-






OEBPS/image_rsrc1AM.jpg
The Covens of Bludfjord
Book I: Discovery

Badger Therese | Erik Svalbard





OEBPS/image_rsrc1AC.jpg
@ e Dudse

mnupawuanv
@mé . Catlin's T

ERIK SVALBARD






OEBPS/image_rsrc1AG.jpg
3ptuzked on the Ruily 2

l:emale Management

Erik Svalbard





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Dedication


    		Copyright


    		Introduction


    		Chapter One - An Ending


    		Chapter Two - The Corsican Castille


    		Chapter Three - The Olson Family


    		Chapter Four - Presentation


    		Chapter Five - Explorations


    		Chapter Six - Sampling the Treats


    		Chapter Seven - Enjoying Candy


    		Chapter Eight - Angelo


    		Chapter Nine - The Pyramid


    		Chapter Ten - The Captain


    		Chapter Eleven - Captive Experience Deck


    		Chapter Twelve - A New Perspective


    		Chapter Thirteen - Captain's Table


    		Chapter Fourteen - Aftermath


    		Epilogue


    		More from Erik


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150






OEBPS/image_rsrc1AK.jpg
Erik Svalbard





OEBPS/image_rsrc1AF.jpg
é anthed on The Ruils

Em1|9 S Co”ege Trli

I rf’ &?

Erik Svalbard





OEBPS/image_rsrc1AE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1AJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1AN.jpg





