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​Chapter 1: The Booze Cruise
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THE SISTERS HAD BEEN planning this trip for a few months now. It was originally Vicki, the older sister’s idea, but was now something they did regularly since Karen’s divorce a few years prior and her own the year after.

The cruise ship would leave from Miami, sail for half a day to some island in the Bahamas, and come back three days later. A ‘booze cruise’, the pair called it. There were bars all over the large ship, and they tended to stay buzzed the majority of the time.

Karen was very much looking forward to this particular cruise. She needed to relax and just forget about everything going on in the rest of the world. There was her job, which she really needed to get out of, her apartment, where the lease was about to run out and had already been rented out from under her, and a recent string of short but heartbreaking relationships that ended badly.

Vicki, for her part, just enjoyed spending time with her sister. The two had always been close. With less than two years between them in age, the girls had always been playmates and confidants. When Vicki started dating in high school, she would tell Karen all about it and even show her how her first kiss happened. In the process, Vicki became Karen’s first kiss when she was sixteen. Similar scenes happened at other significant firsts. By the time Karen started dating, Vicki had shown her so much of what to expect.

Vicki went to college, and the two never continued that more intimate side of their relationship, but it left them both with a closeness few sisters could ever know. So when Karen had confided in her after her divorce that she was only dating women from then on, it was not an incredible surprise. In fact, it was a relief.

From Vicki’s perspective, Karen tended to gravitate toward men who ended up treating her like dirt, who didn’t appreciate her, and, inevitably, would use her until they threw her away. Her now ex-husband had been the worst. At least Karen had had the courage to leave him when she finally felt her life might be in danger. It broke Vicki’s heart watching her sister go through that again and again. All she could do was be there for her when she came crying. Maybe going the lesbian route, Vicki thought, would be good for her little sister.

After finding their room and changing into their bikinis with a lower wrap, of course, the pair headed straight for one of the deck bars to watch Miami disappear over the horizon. Well, and watch the people filing past. Karen seemed to be checking out every bikini that didn’t have a pair of shorts and a flowery shirt walking next to it.

“Can you be a little less conspicuous, please?” Vicki said, leaning over to whisper to her sister. “You’re staring, and some people are noticing.”

Karen took another sip of her third cocktail before answering.

“Maybe I want them to notice,” she replied in a less-than-whisper.

The pretty woman that Karen had been eyeing turned her head and scowled at them as she continued away. Vicki sat back and put her face into her hands.

“You’re embarrassing me,” Vicki’s muffled voice said.

“Come on, sis. I know you still look,” Karen said. “Just because you haven’t been with a woman since college doesn’t mean I don’t see you lusting after some of these women.”

Vicki couldn’t deny the accusation, but at least she did it covertly. There was a distinct difference between admiring a beautiful woman and ogling her. Vicki hadn’t indulged that side of her since she had met Bob in her junior year of college. For a while, she had tried to bury those desires, but she could never quite forget the special way that being with another woman felt. As the years went by and her sex life became routine, those desires seemed to intrude on her thoughts more and more. Her divorce was finalized nearly a year ago, and Vicki still hadn’t even been out on a date. Could anyone really blame her for looking?

“I am not lusting after anyone,” Vicki replied, still talking in a low voice. “I’m just...people watching.”

Karen smiled to herself. Right. People watching. The younger woman had already set her goals for the trip of getting hammered and laid. She hadn’t been with anyone since her divorce, either, and it was past time to change that. The problem was finding the right woman. To Karen, every woman was a potential target, but what she really wanted was someone strong who would take charge and turn her into an orgasmic pile of jelly. Now that would be relaxing!

Karen was about to quip back at her sister when a decent-looking man in his late thirties or early forties stepped up to the pair. He was a little taller than them at 5’10” ish with wavy brown hair showing just a few strands of gray.

“Wow, sisters, right?” he opened up.

“That obvious, huh?” Karen came back in a flat tone she hoped would express her lack of interest.

“Oh yeah,” the man said, completely oblivious to Karen’s tone. “I thought you were twins at first. Same slim curves, same brown eyes, same cute nose.”

Karen was getting slightly perturbed by his presence already. His attempt at complimenting their appearance made his intentions that much clearer. Like it isn’t obvious on a cruise ship anyway, did he have to lay it on so thick?

He was right, though; they could be mistaken for twins from a distance. Up close, you could see the subtle differences in height and breast size. Vicki’s were a slightly larger 32B to Karen’s 32A. Both women had brown hair, although Karen’s was darker and came down to the middle of her back, while Vicki’s was almost blond and shoulder-length.

“I thought to myself,” the man was still going. “Wow, twins, I can’t pass up that opportunity!”

Vicki just stared at him with a mildly confused look. Karen’s eyes narrowed.

“Opportunity?” the younger sister cut him off. “There was never any opportunity.”

Karen reached over and put her hand on her sister’s thigh. Way too high up on her thigh for Vicki’s comfort, but she suppressed any reaction.

“We are both lesbians, and we came on this cruise so we could fuck each other in secret,” Karen continued.

The man just stood there, seemingly in shock. Karen loved that look, totally dejected but also totally turned on.

“Isn’t that right, sis?” Karen finished and squeezed Vicki’s leg.

“Yep,” came her sister’s slow reply.

Another long moment passed with Karen gently rubbing her sister’s thigh.

“Uoohh...okay,” the man managed to regain some composure and stepped back slowly. “Sorry to bother you.”

Then he turned and started to walk away, casually looking around to see who else might have seen that embarrassment. When he was out of sight, Vicki picked up Karen’s hand and put it back on her own leg.

“Did you see that, V? You know he’s going to be wanking off to us later,” the brunette laughed.

“Oh, my god, Karen,” Vicki said. “Please don’t do that to me again.”

“What?” Karen said, turning to face her sister with a mock hurt look. “Tell people how much I love my sister?”

“You know what I mean,” the older woman sighed.
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THE TWO SPENT THE DAY walking around the ship and relaxing in whatever lounge chairs provided the best view or proximity to the bar. They discovered an adults-only bar that also had a dance floor and decided they would come back after dinner.

When evening rolled around, they went back to their room and changed into evening wear for dinner and dancing. Vicki put on a blue-gray sleeveless wrap-around sun dress with a pattern of little white flowers. It came to a few inches above her knees and had a modest but sexy V-neck. She felt very sexy in it.

Then she turned around to see her sister. Karen was wearing a hot pink mesh rhinestone crop top that only covered her front, mostly. A small chain went around her neck, letting the garment hang over her breasts, and another chain wrapped around her torso to keep it from flying up. Below that was a black leather miniskirt and a pair of the highest heels Vicki had ever seen.

Both women looked at each other and scowled.

“You can’t be serious!” Vicki started, but Karen’s words came out right on top of hers.

“Oh, no! Please don’t embarrass me!”

It took a moment for Vicki to process what her sister had said, but then her face turned to one of indignation.

“Embarrass you?” she said, incredulous. “You’re barely dressed! Someone’s going to offer you money tonight!”

“And someone’s going to offer to buy your daughter’s cookies!” Karen retorted. “I wear this out to clubs all the time, V. This is what sexy looks like.”

Karen cocked her hips and struck a model pose. Vicki sighed, and her shoulders slumped.

“Fine. Let’s go,” she said and turned toward the door.

“Absolutely not,” Karen shot back, causing Vicki to stop and turn around.

“What? Why?”

“Because you will scare away any chance I have of attracting anyone under the age of fifty.”

Vicki harumphed but then looked at herself in the mirror. She thought she looked pretty good, but could see her sister’s point. Then she looked over at Karen, who was standing there with her arms spread wide and palms up as if to say, ‘Don’t you want this look instead?’

“I...don’t have anything like that,” Vicki conceded.

Karen just smiled.

Ten minutes later, Vicki was dressed in a similar outfit to her sister. Being almost the same size had its advantages.

“I can’t believe you had two of these,” Vicki noted, looking at herself in the mirror.

“I’m not going to wear the same outfit every night,” Karen said from right behind her, looking over her shoulder at her sister’s reflection.

“But it’s almost identical,” Vicki pointed out.

“No, it’s not,” Karen retorted. “This one is gray,” she added and reached around to bounce her sister’s tits in the metallic mesh.

“Ahhh, stop it!” Vicki exclaimed and swatted the younger woman’s hands away. “I should spank you!”

Karen giggled and turned around to present her rear to her older sister.

“You’re right, sis,” she said, bending over. “I need a good spanking.”

The brunette lifted her skirt to present her panty-clad rump. Vicki was glad she was at least wearing panties and might have admired that rear a second or two longer than she needed to.

“Stop kidding around,” Vicki said as she spun around.

She still took a quick swipe at Karen’s butt before the skirt got in the way. Karen yelped in surprise as her sister actually spanked her, then laughed before pulling her clothes back into place.

Vicki had to remember how to walk in such high heels, but had picked it back up by the time the pair reached the dining room. They were already later than most of the other passengers. Dinner in this particular room was a buffet and started around 4:00 with a host of older people that slowly migrated into families and finally trailed off into younger couples and friends as the hours passed. Karen and Vicki planned on getting a bite and then heading to that adults-only club.

They got to the club and looked around. The music wasn’t nearly as loud as Karen had expected, and decided it must be because they were on a ship. Scattered around the room were small pockets of people, mostly men, crowding around a woman or just clumped together, scanning the room, presumably, for women. This did not look promising.

Already, several of those wandering eyes had locked onto the two newcomers. Karen paused, but Vicki seemed oblivious and continued toward the bar. Karen had to jog for a moment to catch up.

The two ordered and stood, waiting for their drinks before finding one of the few booths along the wall not already occupied. It was a half-circle of padded seats around a somewhat low table. They spent the next hour politely turning down what seemed like every unattached man in the place.

As the most recent hopefuls, a pair of attractive men in their forties, were walking away, a trio of women came in without male escorts. Two of the women wore more formal dresses that still looked suitable for a nightclub, while the third wore a pair of tight black pants and a button-down white shirt. If her curves weren’t so incredibly accentuated, one might be forgiven for thinking she was a man. Her platinum blond hair was buzz cut over one ear and folded over her head, where it just covered her other ear. She was taller than her companions; an inch or so taller than one and a full head taller than the other. She led the trio confidently into the room.

Karen saw the blonde woman and her mouth went dry. The way she carried herself, the way she scanned the room like she owned it, her every aspect touched nerves in the brunette’s body that made her instantly light-headed. She forced herself to look away and at her sister.

Vicki looked at her sister curiously, then at the women, then back to Karen.

“You can’t be serious?” she said, putting down her drink.

Karen just raised her eyebrows and nodded while biting her lips. She and Vicki had never talked about Karen’s preferences in women. It just wasn’t one of those things you talked about at Thanksgiving dinner. The brunette had always been attracted to strength and danger. Truth be told, she was a natural submissive, which partially explained her past relationships with guys who treated her so badly. Karen thought that was what she wanted. She wanted to be dominated, to be used. What she came to realize was that she also wanted to be loved. She gravitated to the power but had never found the one who understood that she still needed to be cherished and appreciated, even as she gave herself completely to their whims.

But this cruise was not about finding the love of her life. This trip was about sex, and this new arrival was pressing all her buttons.

“She’s looking over here,” Vicki announced without expression. She picked her drink back up. “Should I wave her over?”

Karen’s eyes became saucers as her sister made like she was going to raise her hand.

“STOP,” she hissed. “Don’t do that!”

“Well, it’s too late now anyway. They’re sitting down at a table. Oh, well,” Vicki stated, like that ended the matter for good.

“Is she still looking this way?” Karen asked.

“No,” Vicki said with finality, then corrected herself. “Yes...and no.”

Karen’s forehead scrunched.

“W...which is it?”

“Why don’t you look for yourself?” Vicki asked, focusing on her sister.

“Because I don’t want her to see me looking at her,” Karen replied, like it should have been obvious.

“What are you, twelve?” the not-quite-blonde prodded. “Make eye contact and see if she is interested. You’re thirty-four, for Peet's sake, you know how this works.”

Karen sat straighter and relaxed her shoulders, then picked up her drink and casually swept her eyes around the room until she was looking at the small table where the three other women had sat.

The two shorter women were clearly a couple by the way they were hanging all over each other. Karen relaxed and just watched the three talk and laugh for a few seconds before another group stood in between them, blocking her view. The room was getting crowded, and some people were even starting to dance.

The brunette turned back and sighed, disappointed that she had been too late to catch the woman’s eye. Seeing her face, Vicki spoke up.

“Don’t worry, sis. There’s still a lot of night left.”

Over the next few minutes, the sisters just sipped their drinks and relaxed, with Karen looking in the direction of the tall blonde woman every few seconds. She caught glimpses and even thought the woman might have been looking in their direction, but always someone would step in between. Finally, the brunette came to a decision and leaned toward her sister.

“I’m going to go over there,” she announced.

“Okay,” Vicki replied, not surprised in the least. “What are you going to say once you get there?”

Karen froze, trying to think.

“I...will ask her to dance,” she said finally. “Maybe I should buy her a drink? Wait, then I’d need to buy all of them a drink or it would be rude. I don’t know what she’s drinking.”

The words spilled out as fast as her brain thought them. Her ramblings were cut short, however, when one of the servers approached carrying a tray. The tray held two more of the drinks she and Vicki already had in front of them.

“These are from the lady over at table 6,” the server said, like Karen and Vicki were supposed to know where table 6 was.

Nevertheless, the man pointed, and Karen was pleased to see that he pointed in the direction of her new crush. Now she had something to say!

“I’m going to go say thank you,” she told Vicki.

Vicki just raised her glass in a cheers sort of gesture. Karen took that as ‘good luck’ and got up to weave her way toward the three other women. The brunette finally shouldered her way through another group of people and found herself standing next to the small table where the three were talking.

The tall woman with the platinum blonde hair looked up at her and smiled like she knew she was coming. Karen just stood there for a moment, then remembered why she was there.

“So, uh, thanks for the drinks,” she managed.

“Of course, cutie,” the woman replied, then gestured at the table. “I’d offer for you to join us, but we are out of seats.”

Karen wasn’t sure how she hadn’t noticed, but the small table only had two seats. The smallest of the three women was sitting in the lap of the other woman, who had a hand on her thigh. The petite woman gave a little wave when Karen looked over. The larger woman she was sitting on nodded.

“Oh, yes, the cute little one is Cindy and the ugly one is Toni,” the taller woman continued.

“Hey!” Toni cried in mock anger.

“And I’m Jo.”

“Karen,” Karen said, putting her hand to her chest. “I’m here with my sister, Vicki. You know, you girls could come sit with us. We have a whole booth just for the two of us.”

“I think that would be wonderful,” Jo answered, then turned to the other two. “How about it, Toni, mind adding a couple to our group?”

Karen noted absently that she did not ask Cindy what she thought, but didn’t consider it much. Toni just shrugged.

“Yeah, okay,” she replied. “Might as well get this trip started right.”

Cindy hopped off Toni’s lap and the four of them weaved their way back to the booth where Vicki waited, legs crossed, sipping her drink.

“Vicki, this is Toni and Cindy,”  Karen started her introductions as the couple went into the booth on the right side. “And this is Jo.”

Jo, likewise, scooted in on the left-hand side, sliding up against Vicki. The only spot left for Karen was on the other side of Jo. She had no problem with that and slid in tight against the tall platinum blonde. Vicki was clearly uncomfortable, but Karen was sure she would get over it.

“Are you two twins?” Toni spoke up first.

Both sisters laughed, but Vicki answered.

“No, but we get that a lot. She’s the baby,” she thumbed toward Karen.

That started a conversation about siblings and family and, eventually, branched all over the place. Vicki watched as her sister laughed a little harder than normal at every story Jo told and put her hand on the tall woman’s arm at barely appropriate times. It was at one of those times that Vicki noticed Jo’s hand was resting on her sister’s knee. Leave it to Karen to find someone on the very first night. Vicki could see herself spending a lot of alone time on this trip.

That thought didn’t bother her as much as it could have. She was happy for her sister and knew that Karen needed an ego boost right now. Vicki would gladly spend some time alone if it meant Karen had a good time. She wasn’t sure she was completely happy with the person Karen had chosen to pursue, but she couldn’t deny the appeal. The woman was beautiful in a Charlize Theron in ‘The Old Guard’ sort of way and had a confidence about her that just made you comfortable.

As the night went on, Jo bought most of the drinks for the sisters. Karen was getting quite inebriated, but Vicki took hers slowly, along with having some appetizers, which Jo also bought.

The friendship between Toni and Jo went back years. They met while in the Air Force. Toni was a drone pilot, and Jo was an actual fighter pilot. Karen felt herself melt into the seat when Toni mentioned that little bit of their history. A fighter pilot? Fuck, she might be in love. Well, at least in lust!

The two had since left the service and, after Toni had gotten an actual pilot’s license, flew private jets for rich people. They were planning on creating their own charter service if they could get a loan to purchase a plane. Cindy mostly stayed quiet but did add tidbits of color to some of the more recent stories Jo and Toni told.

Toni never actually called Cindy by her name; it was always ‘my girl,’ except with her somewhat pronounced Texas accent, it came out like one word, ‘mugirl.’

“So, mugirl and I, here, have a room and Jo has her own,” Toni was saying. “She likes to do a little fishing on these trips.”

Toni and Cindy laughed like there was some joke in there. Jo smiled while Karen and Vicki looked a bit perplexed. Then the two sisters got the reference almost at the same time. Vicki raised one eyebrow while Karen got a naughty idea.

The younger sister picked up Jo’s hand from her leg and put it to her lips. She started to gently bite, scraping her teeth across the blonde’s skin.

“I think you’re getting a nibble, Jo,” Toni laughed.

Vicki rolled her eyes, but Jo slowly rotated her hand as Karen continued to nibble until she was sucking on the tip of her index finger. Then, suddenly, Jo pushed the finger into the brunette’s mouth, hooked it up, and lifted. Karen was immediately rising out of her seat to keep up. The brunette was quickly at her limit, and her arms searched in vain for something to grab onto.

“I think I caught something,” Jo announced nonchalantly.

“Hey, Jo,” Vicki called out, putting a hand on the woman’s muscular arm. “Stop it, you’re hurting her.”

“Karen, calm down,” Jo said like a military command. “Stop flopping about like a fish and just relax.”

Karen stopped flailing and just sat still awkwardly with her mouth hanging open and her head tilted back, with Jo’s finger pressed hard against the hard palate of her mouth. It wasn’t painful, just embarrassing.

“Let her go, Jo,” Vicki was saying. “Now!”

The taller woman ignored her.

“When you stop fighting,” Jo was speaking to Karen. “The angler can reel you in.”

Her finger slowly came down, bringing Karen with it until the two were eye-to-eye. Then she pulled the brunette toward her, only removing her finger as their lips touched. All embarrassment was forgotten the moment their lips met, and Karen melted into the bigger woman’s embrace.

Thirty seconds later, the women separated, and Karen giggled, then put her hand up to stifle it. Of course, the younger sister had been caught long before this moment. If Jo had asked her back to her room an hour ago, she would have gone without hesitation. Did the ex-fighter pilot somehow sense Karen’s submissive nature? Whether it was calculated or not, Karen was flowing like a river after that display. Jo had taken complete control of her with one finger.
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SOON AFTER THAT, CINDY cajoled Toni into dancing, and Karen pulled Jo up as well. Jo insisted that Vicki join them and not just get left at the table. Not wanting to kill her sister’s night, Vicki made it onto the dance floor as well and, in spite of her best efforts, started to loosen up.

When they got back to their booth, all of them a little bit sweatier than before, Cindy sat with her legs over Toni. This forced Vicki a little closer to Jo. It wasn’t a big deal, though, because Karen had Jo’s complete attention. The brunette was hanging all over her. After that little kiss, the pretense of flirting had gone right out the window and had moved right into teasing. Vicki had the distinct feeling of being the fifth wheel.

Karen was enjoying herself immensely and had all but forgotten about her sister. Her entire focus was on Jo. She was even a little upset when Jo kept talking to Vicki, too. The taller woman seemed to be trying to include her sister, and, for some reason, that was ever so slightly insulting. Jo already had her; all she had to do was take her. That’s all Karen wanted was for Jo to stand up, take her hand, drag her back to the strong woman’s cabin, and have her way with her. The brunette was doing her best to convey that message.

Then Toni spoke up.

“I think I’m going to take mugirl back to our room,” she said while lifting her girlfriend’s legs off of her. Cindy giggled and bit her lower lip.

Karen looked at Jo, hoping she would want to take her girl, as Karen was now thinking of herself, back to her room.

“Later, bro,” Jo called to Toni as the two women left. Toni’s hand raised in a stiff wave without even looking back.

Karen watched the two depart and then scooted closer to Jo and pressed her breasts into the woman’s arm. She expected Vicki to move away now that there was room, but when she looked over, she saw Jo’s hand on her sister’s leg. Vicki was doing her best to ignore the hand and just stared at her drink as she played with the tiny umbrella.

The younger sister was unsure how to react initially. For the briefest of moments, she was upset that Jo was even paying attention to Vicki and even angry at her sister for not rebuffing the woman’s advances. Then another part of her brain woke up, the part that remembered all the amazing times she and Vicki had shared when they were younger.

Vicki was practically oblivious to what Karen and Jo were doing beyond that strong but gentle hand that had been creeping further up her thigh for the past fifteen minutes. She wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol or the non-existent sex life since her divorce, but Vicki hadn’t pushed that hand away when it smoothly found her knee. As it had moved to her inner thigh, higher up, she had closed her legs tightly, but still didn’t stop it. For Karen’s sake, she didn’t want to cause a scene. At least that was what she was telling herself. The fact that the heat between her legs had been steadily rising meant nothing.

“So, ladies,” Jo’s voice brought both women out of their thoughts. “Want to continue this party in my room? I have one of the larger suites.”

Karen’s arms wrapped around the bigger woman’s shoulders, and she looked at her sister.

“What do you say, sis?” Karen chirped. “Let’s go have some fun.”

Vicki’s eyes went wide. She had been allowing the butch woman’s advances only to a point. Flirting and teasing were one thing, but going to someone’s room implied something much more intimate. And with Karen? She loved her sister and didn’t regret the relationship they had when they were kids, but that’s all it was, kids playing around. No, this was a step too far.

She slid herself from under Jo’s hand and scooted towards the edge of the circular seat.

“Oh...uh, n..no,” she said as she stood up, finally free of the booth. “I don’t think...ahh...it’s getting late.”

She straightened her skirt before nervously turning back to her sister. They locked eyes.

“Go have...fun, babe,” Vicki said.

She walked over quickly and hugged her sister before, just as quickly, click-clacking away. Karen was disappointed that Vicki wouldn’t be joining them, but was also relieved that she hadn’t given her some guilt trip about spending time with her on this sisters trip.

“Your sister has a great body,” Jo said, watching Vicki’s retreating form.

“Hey,” Karen replied, giving the bigger woman a playful slap on her shoulder. “What about my body? You know, the one that is still right here.”

The brunette’s finger started to make lazy figure eights on Jo’s upper chest, moving slowly lower with each circuit.

“The one that’s ready to go back to your room,” she added, her face nuzzling into the pilot’s neck.

Jo smiled at the eager woman.

“You didn’t play very hard to get,” she noted.

“I don’t want to be won,” Karen said, her voice going into a sultry range as she swung one knee across Jo’s lap so that she was now straddling the taller woman. “I want to be conquered.” The smaller woman’s arms draped over Jo’s shoulders.

One of Jo’s eyebrows raised, and a smile tugged at one half of her mouth. A hand raised to Karen’s cheek then swept back behind her neck. Karen knew that move and was already leaning forward to kiss the platinum blonde woman, but her motion was halted when Jo grabbed hold of Karen’s hair and just held her there an inch from contact.

“I knew what you wanted the moment you came to our table,” Jo stated. “So timid but eager. The way your eyes undressed me.”

Karen’s head was being tugged backward, making her look up, no longer able to maintain eye contact. She tensed but didn’t resist, closing her eyes against the lights hanging from the ceiling. Jo continued.

“I knew you would be mine tonight.”

Karen shivered as Jo’s lips and teeth scraped one side of her neck to her throat.

“You are mine, aren’t you?”

A moan escaped as those lips and teeth repeated their trek on the other side of Karen’s neck. She tried to nod, but her head was locked in place. Jo’s free hand grabbed her rear and pulled the brunette against her stomach. Karen could feel the rock-hard muscles of the pilot’s abs pressed against her splayed sex. Without thinking about it, she started to move her pelvis against that stomach.

Jo let go of Karen’s hair and slowly slid her hand back over her neck and down the center of her chest between her breasts and then around to mirror the other hand’s grip on her buttocks. Karen leaned backward but continued to grind against Jo’s midsection.

“Tonight, I’m all yours,” Karen confirmed while looking straight into those gray-blue eyes.

Five minutes later, the brunette was being picked up and thrown onto a king-sized bed in Jo’s room. Karen recovered from her bounce and knelt on the bed, watching the statuesque woman approach. Her hands were slowly unbuttoning the long-sleeve white button-down shirt, revealing a hint of a large tattoo underneath.

As the tall woman came within Karen’s reach, the brunette reached up to run her hands up the center of Jo’s torso. There was no bra to get in the way, and Karen swept her hands over the woman’s shoulders to help get the shirt off as Jo finished pulling it out of her tight black pants.

The woman was fit. Her arms were as muscled as her stomach. Her breasts weren’t large, but the shirt had hidden just how generous they were, and they had metal rod piercings that kept them constantly at attention.

Jo’s entire left side seemed to be covered in not one but multiple interwoven tattoos. Karen’s eyes scanned over the faces and, sometimes, bodies of numerous women, all looking right back at her in impressive detail. They were all sexy and all very different.

Jo just stood there letting Karen take in the sight. The brunette’s hand floated like a feather over the faces, making eye contact with each one and wondering who they were. One of the women was facing sideways with her tongue stretching toward the hard nipple, perpetually just an inch away. Karen felt like this was an invitation and leaned forward, flicking the nipple, then looking up at Jo’s face as she took it into her mouth and began to suck. The feeling of the metal, along with the hard nipple on her tongue, was exciting.

Jo reacted with a low growl and brought up a hand to gently encourage the smaller woman.

“That’s it, babygirl,” Jo cooed. “Now the other one,” she said as she moved Karen’s head to her other breast.

Karen latched on eagerly and watched the blonde’s eyes close momentarily as she enjoyed the attention. Then she stepped back without warning. Karen almost fell forward, but a hand on her chest kept her in place. She looked up at Jo, wondering if she had done something wrong.

“Now undress for me,” the taller woman suggested. No, not suggested, it was a command, and Karen loved it. “Make it sexy.”

She glided off the bed to stand just in front of it.

“Yes, ma’am,” she said, then saw Jo shake her head.

“I was in the military. That would be, ‘yes, Sir,’” she corrected.

She wasn’t sure why, but something about that authority made Karen’s knees weak.

“Y..yes, Sir,” she repeated, unconsciously lowering her head a little.

“Keep going,” Jo brought her back to her task.

Karen’s fingers went to the zipper in the back of her skirt as her body began to undulate back and forth like a snake. She would have liked some music, but she would make due. She got her thumbs under the waistband of the garment and turned away from the other woman. Karen crossed her ankles and bent forward, keeping her legs straight as she pulled the skirt down until it was to her knees, where she let it fall to the floor. She didn’t rise back up immediately. Instead, she looked back at Jo and ran her hands up the back of her legs to her nicely curved rear. Her thong made it look like she was almost naked.

Karen put her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and began to slowly lower them, too, down her legs. When they hit the ground, she arched her back as she stood back up. She looked over her shoulder at Jo and brought up a finger to put it to her teeth. She knew from Jo’s perspective she was all but naked, the only clothing visible being the small chain going around the back of her neck and another lower down for her backless top.

Next, Karen reached up and held her top in place as she unclipped both chains with her other hand. Then she turned around to face her would-be lover.

“Everything, sir?” she asked demurely, trying to portray the innocent girl she most certainly was not.

Jo smirked at her feigned naivety.

“Off with it, girl,” she obliged.

Karen lowered her arm and, with it, the rhinestone mesh. She let it join her skirt and panties on the floor and stood there waiting to see Jo’s reaction. The brunette’s breasts were not large, but they were perky and fit her frame perfectly. Even so, Karen was a little self-conscious since her now ex-husband had tried to convince her to get a boob job many times.

Jo’s eyes roamed over her for several seconds without a word.

“You are a goddess,” she finally exclaimed, and Karen exhaled, not even realizing she had been holding her breath. “Now come over here and get these pants off me.”

Karen dropped to her hands and knees immediately and crawled to her pilot. She knelt in front of Jo and began to remove her pants. As they cleared the taller woman’s hips, Karen could tell she wasn’t wearing any underwear, and the smell of the woman’s arousal was evident. The pants were significantly more trouble to remove than her skirt had been, but eventually, they were discarded to the side.

Karen looked up for the briefest of moments before putting her nose into Jo’s neatly trimmed pubic hair. She took her first taste of that arousal. Above her, the woman took a controlled intake of breath as both hands went to the side of Karen’s head, and the woman’s legs spread slightly.

“Mmmmm...such an eager little thing you are.”

Karen smiled to herself and stretched her tongue further, trying to clean away every drop of the woman’s pent-up wetness. It was hard in this position, but she did her best. Soon, she focused on the woman’s clit and got a gratifying moan in response. Jo’s grip on her head tightened and urged her deeper. Her tongue alternated motions from hard licking to flicking to circles.

“Oh, shit,” Jo exclaimed. “You’re going to make me cum quick.”

Jo took a small step forward while holding the brunette’s head in place. As Karen’s head was forced back, she felt like she might fall backward at any time, but Jo held her fast. The incredible muscles of the woman’s legs were evident as Karen grabbed on, trying to maintain balance.

“Don’t stop now, babe,” Jo rebuked when the motion caused Karen to pause momentarily.

The smaller woman refocused on her task and had to trust that Jo wasn’t going to let her fall. At least now it was easy to look up at the gorgeous woman above her and watch as her orgasm built. She watched the muscles bulge and ripple as her hips began to ride Karen’s mouth. Watched as the pilot grimaced and her body shook, then went completely still. Karen kept up her assault on the woman’s clit until, a couple of seconds later, she let out a roar and let go of the brunette’s head.

Jo backed up and wobbled a bit.

“Whoa, girl,” she said, breathing hard. “You are good.” She looked down at the smiling naked girl in front of her. “I haven’t been the first to cum in a long time.” Karen felt like there was some context she lacked to fully understand that, but she really didn’t spend much time considering it.

Jo took Karen’s head between her hands again and urged her to stand, then immediately brought her in for a passionate, hard kiss. Those hands slowly went lower, eventually finding Karen’s thighs and butt. She lifted the smaller woman up, and Karen’s legs wrapped around Jo’s torso. Jo, then, walked the two of them to the bed before, for a second time, tossing Karen onto it.

The brunette laughed as she bounced, then scooted back to give Jo some room.

“Your turn,” Jo said in a husky voice. She had the look of a predator.

Karen was certain that the bigger woman was about to assault her and braced herself. Instead, Jo climbed between her legs and kissed her ankle. That was the start of a slow, almost agonizing progression of kisses and nibbles all the way up her left leg, while just the tips of Jo’s fingers caressed her leg wherever her mouth was not. It was sensual and sweet and exactly the opposite of what Karen was expecting. Nevertheless, by the time Jo reached the valley between her legs, there was already a river running down the middle.

Then Jo paused and gently blew across her clit.

“Fuck, Jo,” she whined. “Stop teasing me.”

“That’s Sir, and you need to ask nicer than that.”

She said it in a playful manner, more of a joke than anything, but it struck something in Karen’s brain that turned that river into a flood. She closed her eyes and moaned.

“P..please, S..sir. Please don’t tease me anymore,” Karen begged.

Jo brought a hand to Karen’s hole and pushed two fingers easily into her small opening. Then she lowered her mouth to the brunette’s clit and quickly coaxed her pleasure button from its hood. Karen was moaning and whimpering within seconds.

The blonde continued to press further into Karen’s pussy with each thrust. At the same time, Jo sucked her clit between her lips and held it captive while her tongue boxed it around like a punching bag.

Karen gripped the bedspread as a climax came on fast.

“Ahhhh...shit, Jo...too fast...,” her eyes opened wide in surprise. “I’m going to cum...already...fuuuuck!”

Then she cried out in ecstasy and her back arched. Karen jerked once, then twice, as waves of pleasure coursed through her. Jo knew how to keep her surfing the crest and was rewarded when Karen went silent and jerked several more times. The blonde released her clit but kept fingering her slowly, letting the smaller woman come down gently. When Karen went completely limp, Jo scooted up the bed to lie beside the brunette and brought her still-soaked fingers to the other woman’s lips.

“You are delicious,” Jo whispered as she fed her fingers into Karen’s mouth. “Don’t you think?”

Karen sucked her own fluids from the woman’s fingers with gusto and nodded her head. This wasn’t the first time she had tasted herself, but it was always erotic.

The two just lay there and caught their breath for a minute.

“You ready for more?” Jo asked.

“More?”

“Go open that leather bag,” Jo said.

Karen slowly rose and located the bag, then climbed off the bed.

“Look in the side pocket on the right.”

Karen squatted down and opened the bag, unzipping the right pocket. Inside was a hefty flesh-colored dildo. As she pulled it out, she noticed that it was also attached to a strap-on harness. She looked over at Jo, her breath catching momentarily.

“Bring it here and help me put it on,” Jo said as she too got up off the bed.

Karen wasn’t really familiar with these beyond some porn, but it seemed pretty clear how to wear it. She held it for Jo to step into and then tightened the straps until the phallus was pointing straight out from the woman’s mons. Jo sat on the edge of the bed and motioned for Karen to straddle her.

“I...don’t know if I can take that,” the brunette said, but got into the indicated position anyway.

“Bigger than your ex?”

“Um, yeah, a bit.”

“Don’t worry, sweetie,” Jo soothed as she wrapped her arms around the smaller girl’s waist to keep her from falling backward. “We’ll take it slow until you’re comfortable.”

Karen appreciated the sentiment, but what she really wanted was for Jo to make a mess of her. To ram that rod into her without concern for her feelings or comfort. She grabbed the base of the plastic cock and positioned it at her still dripping hole, then Karen impaled herself in one quick downward plunge.

She cried out in a combination of pain and pleasure at the sudden intrusion.

“Or we could do it that way,” Jo remarked in surprise.

The pilot watched with growing excitement as Karen started lifting up and dropping down hard over and over. With each fall, the ratio of pleasure vs. pain grew, and it wasn’t long before the brunette was over her initial discomfort.

“Fuck me, Jo,” she started, then corrected herself. “Sir...uhhg...fuck me, sir! Please!”

Jo started to rock her hips in time with Karen’s motions. The two set up a rhythm that had the brunette squealing with each thrust.

Then Jo lay back and grabbed hold of Karen’s waist with both hands. With better balance, Karen took the opportunity to squeeze the blonde’s breasts. Jo began lifting her up and slamming her back down. That rod was driving incredibly far into her and filled her up completely. She had never felt anything like it. Karen stopped trying to match motions and just let Jo take control. Her eyes rolled up as she let herself be consumed by the sensation.

The smaller woman could no longer hold herself upright and leaned forward. She caught herself on her hands for a few moments, then even her arms wouldn’t hold her. Karen ended up with her cheek pressed against Jo’s chest, her nose nestled against the bigger woman’s neck. Still, her lower half was being pounded by the invading dick. She could feel her release approaching, but was trying to put it off, trying to stay in this glorious moment for as long as possible. Then Jo’s voice spoke into her ear.

“Cum for me, Karen,” she said. “Let go, baby.”

She was pretty sure she couldn’t cum on command, but something in the other woman’s words sent her over the edge, and she exploded. She cried out once more as her body quaked with the release. A new wave seemed to pummel her mind with each thrust as her orgasm went on and on, only stopping when Jo slowed down. Karen’s body went limp, still impaled by the now motionless rod. She twitched as small aftershocks hit.

“Such a good girl,” Jo cooed softly into her ear as she stroked her hair.

Karen was spent, not wanting to move a muscle. She was in a state of bliss and just wanted to stay right there in this woman’s arms forever.

Jo, apparently, had other plans. She rolled the two of them over and carefully extracted the dildo from Karen’s swollen sex. The feeling of emptiness almost made her ask Jo to put it back, but Karen couldn’t muster up the energy. Then she was being lifted and placed on the bed correctly with a pillow under her head. Jo was next to her again a moment later. A hand reached up and stroked her cheek.

“You are beautiful,” Jo said quietly.

“Thank you...Sir,” Karen replied.

“You like that, don’t you?” Jo began. “Calling me ‘Sir’? Being my good girl?”

Karen smiled and nodded.

“Yes, Sir, I do.”

Jo’s hand trailed down her neck to her breast, stopping only long enough to circle her nipple before moving across her tummy to her still very sensitive pussy. Fingers played in her folds but avoided her clit or penetration.

“I’m glad. I like being in charge,” Jo continued.

Karen turned onto her side and draped an arm and a leg over the blonde woman.

“You can be in charge of me whenever you want,” she said. “That was amazing.”

“I hope you don’t think we’re finished,” Jo said as a finger finally slid into Karen’s hole and a thumb started massaging her clit.

“Too soon,” Karen started. “Too sensitive.”

“I’m in charge, remember?” Jo admonished. “And I’m not done with you.”

“Oh, god,” Karen groaned as the blonde curved her finger to make contact with her G-spot.

Jo’s movements were gentle and slow this time, knowing just how to coax the brunette back into a heightened state without overstimulating and making it painful. She held the smaller woman close with an arm under her neck and shoulders while the other played expertly between the woman’s legs. Karen was writhing and moaning in no time.

Karen’s eyes were closed, so she didn’t see when Jo leaned her head down and took her breast into her mouth. Not her nipple, her whole breast. The woman opened her mouth wide and sucked all of it past her lips. Karen felt the edges of her teeth surrounding her tit as the woman’s tongue assaulted her nipple. The slow, gentle movements at her sex were completely contrasted with the possessively aggressive actions of that mouth. Her hands reflexively grabbed Jo’s head.

After several minutes of the building manipulation of her pussy and G-spot, this new sensation took her right to the edge of a third climax. Then the mouth released her, and the fingers slowed down, keeping her just below the precipice.

“Look at me while you cum,” Jo ordered.

Karen opened her eyes and looked directly into Jo’s piercing blue-grays. Her fingers picked up the pace slightly, and Karen could feel the climax approaching once more.

“Don’t look away.”

Karen had never felt so possessed, so submissive as she did at that moment. As her orgasm began and the rest of her body shook, her hands tearing at the sheets, her stomach clenching and unclenching, her eyes remained locked on the woman who was playing her body like an instrument. Jo kept speaking, her words driving into Karen’s psyche and lending power to the pleasure.

“That’s it. That’s my good girl.”

Karen was lost in those eyes, feeling only the waves of pleasure and seeing nothing but Jo’s eyes. The peak finally started to die.

“Give me everything you’ve got, Karen. I want all of you.”

Jo’s hand shifted slightly inside of her, hitting a new part of her G-spot, and yet another climax hit. Karen let out an almost pained moan as her back arched, and, try as she might, she could not hold onto the eyes. Her vision went white and then black.

The next moment, Karen’s eyes fluttered open to see Jo’s chest. She was on her side, being held tight by the strong woman. Jo noticed the movement and lessened her hold.

“You okay?” she asked kindly.

Karen was still feeling the post-sex euphoria and laughed.

“Fuck yeah,” she replied.

The two dozed for a while after that before Karen woke up and climbed out of bed.

“I should get back to my room before my sister starts to worry,” she said as she started to gather up her clothes.

Jo propped herself up on one elbow to watch.

“There’s a private beach on the west side of the island that we were going to visit tomorrow,” Jo offered. “You and Vicki could join us.”

“That sounds perfect,” Karen’s heart leaped at the invitation.

“Be at the docks at ten, then,” Jo said, then added. “You were incredible tonight.”

Karen, now redressed, came back to the bed and knelt on the edge where she could reach her lover. She leaned over and they kissed for a long minute.

“I don’t have words for how good you were,” she said as she broke the kiss. “I hope...we can do it again,” she added meekly.

“You still owe me,” Jo replied.

“Owe you?”

“By my count, you still owe me three orgasms,” Jo answered with a smirk.

Karen rose and started for the door before turning back.

“I always pay my debts,” she said, then opened the door and left.
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KAREN TRIED TO SNEAK into the room without waking her sister. A soft light came through the window, even with the drapes closed. She had already removed her shoes, hoping not to make any sound. Just inside on the left was a small table and a bankette with a door to a small lavatory on the right. Just beyond was a dresser on one side and a closet on the other. The end of the room was filled with a single queen-sized bed. Her sister’s form was barely visible on her side, facing toward the wall.

She set her shoes down on the floor and got undressed nearly silently. Finally, Karen slipped quietly into the bed next to her sister.

“I didn’t expect you to come back tonight,” came a voice from the other side of the bed. There wasn’t even a hint of grogginess. Had she been up this whole time?

“Sorry, V, I didn’t mean to wake you.”

“I was already awake,” Vicki replied. “I was...worried about you.”

Vicki turned all the way over to look at her sister.

“Worried about me, why?” Karen asked. “I was with Jo. I couldn’t have been safer.”

“That’s just it, Karen,” Vicki answered, a touch of irritation in her voice. “We don’t know anything about this woman beyond what she’s told us. Who knows how real that is?”

“V, you’re overreacting...” Karen started to say, but was cut off.

“You’re my little sister, and I have a right to overreact.” Vicki’s ire was starting to grow. “You could have been kidnapped!”

“I wish,” the brunette said under her breath.

“What was that?”

“Nothing, V, I ju...”

“Did you say you wished she would kidnap you? What are you thinking?” Vicki propped herself up on one arm.

“It was a joke, calm down.”

Vicki took a deep breath, and her face softened.

“I’m sorry, sis,” she began. “That woman just feels...dangerous.”

“She is,” Karen replied, a conspiratorial smile forcing its way to the surface. “But she’s also sweet,” she added quickly.

Vicki just looked at her skeptically.

“Jo was amazing, V,” Karen continued. “She did things to me I’d never felt before.”

The younger sister scooted further down in the bed and edged closer to Vicki.

“I don’t need you to tell me about it,” the older woman said as she lay back down on her pillow, face up.

“You used to love it when I told you about my dates,” Karen said in her soft, innocent voice, a finger meandering along her sister’s arm. “When you’d ask me to show you what they did.”

She kissed Vicki’s shoulder and pressed a little closer.

“Or when we would play dolly and you would dress me up,” Karen went on. That got the barest of smiles from Vicki. “I loved being your dolly.”

Karen pushed closer, bringing her lips to her sister’s cheek and just barely skimming her warm skin. Vicki closed her eyes and her lips parted, then reluctantly opened back up.

“S..stop it, we’re not teenagers anymore,” Vicki said, but there was not a lot of conviction behind her words.

Karen huffed and rolled over onto her back as well.

“That’s not what you said last time we were on this trip three years ago,” Karen pointed out.

“You know Bob and I were going through a rough spot,” Vicki explained. “And I was drunk.”

“You weren’t drunk, just...relaxed.”

“And we promised not to let that happen again,” the older woman said.

“You promised,” Karen replied, emphasizing ‘you’. “I just knew you were feeling ashamed of yourself and didn’t argue.”

There was a long silence where they both just lay there staring at the ceiling. Then Karen felt one of her sister’s knuckles gently touch her hip. She let her hand drop, and their fingers intertwined.

Another few seconds passed while the two just held hands.

“She was good?” Vicki finally broke the silence with her question.

Karen squeezed her sister’s hand and smiled, not that Vicki could see her expression, but it came through in her tone.

“OMFG good, sis,” the younger woman exclaimed. “It was...wow.”

Then Karen turned onto her side, facing away from Vicki, and moved back until her butt touched her sister’s leg. It had been a long time, but this was a ritual the two had performed countless times, and Vicki knew just what her little sister wanted. She turned onto her side as well and spooned against her, wrapping her arm over the younger woman’s waist.
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​Chapter 3: The Beach
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THAT WAS STILL THE position they were in when light from the window woke Vicki. She raised her head and blew on Karen’s ear. On the second attempt, she was rewarded with a groggy hand slapping a non-existent bug away. Chancing getting slapped, the blonde went in for a quick lick to her sister’s earlobe. That got a sleepy giggle. One more time should do it. This time, Vicki quickly snaked her tongue right into Karen’s cute little ear before pulling back out of the way just in case.

Karen screamed and shot off the bed, landing with a thud on the floor. Vicki peeked over the edge to make sure her sister was okay, only to see a very naked and scowling Karen looking right back at her. Vicki tried to keep a surprised face, but couldn’t hold it and started laughing. After a few moments, Karen smiled and began to laugh with her, then grabbed one of Vicki’s t-shirts and used it to wipe out her ear.

“Hey!” Vicki called out, but couldn’t really be angry. “That’s my shirt!”

Karen threw it at her playfully, then her eyes went wide.

“What time is it?”

Vicki reached for her phone to check.

“9:30. Why? Where have you got to be?” Vicki asked mockingly.

“Oh, shit, we have to be on the dock by ten!” Karen said excitedly.

“What?” Vicki said, confused. “Since when do we follow a schedule on a cruise?”

“Since Jo is taking us to a private beach,” Karen explained. “Come ON!”

Karen was already pulling out a bikini and slipping into it, then went to her sister’s clothes drawer. She started rummaging through as Vicki continued to extricate herself from the bed.

“Where is your bikini?” Karen said, a touch of panic creeping into her voice.

“I don’t have one,” Vicki replied, only to get a horrified stare from her sister.

“We’re going to the Bahamas, and you didn’t pack a swimsuit?” The brunette was flabbergasted.

“I was going to buy one today,” Vicki explained, gesticulating with her hands. “There are, like, twelve different stores just on this ship that sell swimwear!”

“Uhg,” Karen grunted and went back to her own drawer. She pulled out another suit and tossed it to her sister. “Here, put this on.”

Vicki held up a bright blue thong with transparent straps.

“This is a thong!” Karen exclaimed.

Then she held up that matching top.

“And these are sized for you. They’ll barely cover me.”

“Yeah, your breasts are bigger than mine, I know,” Karen replied sardonically. “It’ll be fine, trust me.”

By ten o’clock, the two had managed to get dressed and swing by one of the breakfast buffets on their way to the gangplank. Morning sunlight was a momentary shock as they exited the ship and made their way onto a huge concrete pier. Across the pier was a spot for another ship, along with another pier several hundred yards further. As this was the off-season, there were no other cruise ships in port at that time.

Karen looked around, searching for Jo or the other two women. After a bit of scanning, she spotted Toni a good ways further down the pier, standing beside what looked like a large golf cart with a small truck bed in the back. Jo was sitting sideways in the driver’s seat. It wasn’t until they got closer that they saw Cindy’s legs poking out from the back, lying across the back seats.

The younger sister broke into a jog and put her arms over Jo’s shoulders as she leaned in for a kiss. Toni gave the two a knowing smile before turning to watch Vicki approaching more casually. Jo didn’t flinch and welcomed the kiss. Then she patted her legs. Karen giggled and sat in her lap, interlocking and wrapping her arms around the muscular woman’s neck.

Vicki was already feeling left out, and they hadn’t even left the pier. The five of them squeezed into the vehicle with Cindy, once again, sitting on Toni’s lap in the back with Vicki beside them. Jo drove with Karen in the front passenger seat. Well, she was, ostensibly, in the passenger seat, but she was so far over that she was pressed tight against Jo’s side and frequently lay her head on the taller woman’s shoulder. In the bed, behind them, was a large cooler strapped down and an even larger beach umbrella, along with their personal bags.

The group drove for a while to get out of the busy downtown area of resorts and attractions, then picked up speed, maxing out what the small vehicle could do.

“Where are we going?” Vicki leaned forward to ask loud enough to be heard over the wind.

“Jaw’s Beach,” Jo replied.

“Like, giant shark, Jaws?” Karen piped up.

“Ha, yeah,” Jo answered. “I think the locals named it that to keep tourists away. Also, it’s about as far as you can get from the main resorts. All the way on the west side of the island.”

“This time of year, it should be practically empty,” Toni added.

They drove for almost an hour before finally pulling off the road and driving down a trail barely wide enough for their little vehicle. They came through an opening in a mass of bushes to find a completely deserted beach.

“Nice,” Toni exclaimed from the back.

The vehicle stopped just before getting to the sand, and the group got out. Jo and Toni grabbed the cooler while the rest of the women grabbed the rest of the bags and gear. Less than five minutes later, they were sitting on towels under the massive umbrella. Despite its size, however, the women had to gather pretty close to avoid direct sunlight.

Toni opened up the cooler and started pulling out red plastic cups and some other bottles.

“Who wants a Mai Tai?” she asked.

Vicki was the first one to speak up.

“Yes, please!”

Eventually, she was going to have to remove the swim dress she was wearing over the borrowed bikini, and she wanted a little liquid encouragement. Karen had been right that she looked hot in it, but the blonde wasn’t sure what message her suit was going to send.

Cindy and Karen were both just wearing a wrap and quickly threw those to the side. As Jo pulled her shirt over her head, Vicki couldn’t help but notice the tattoos covering the pilot’s left side, both front and back. The faces of the women there seemed to all make eye contact as Vicki’s eyes swept over Jo’s skin. Realizing she was staring, Vicki averted her eyes and made sure that the towels were extra flat and straight.

Toni pulled out one of several bottles of unidentified liquids from the cooler and began filling five cups with the libation. In a couple of minutes, she started handing them out. They were moderately strong but pretty good nonetheless.

Regardless of how skimpy the bikinis of the other women were, and Vicki noted while trying not to look like she was ogling the others, they were all pretty small, she still felt like she might as well be stripping naked if she took off her own covering.

“Jo,” Karen started. “Would you help me put some sunscreen on?”

“Sure, babygirl. Come lie down right here,” Jo said, indicating the towel in front of her.

Vicki raised an eyebrow, but no one was looking at her. ‘Babygirl’? She sighed, though, when she realized that Karen would love that kind of pet name.

Now down to just a bikini, Jo was statuesque. It was a decidedly feminine form with muscles that took some serious work. Toni, on the other hand, had a more stocky build that showed power but was hidden under a facade that might have been mistaken for being overweight if she had been wearing anything but a bikini. Cindy was the classic petite woman and was wearing the most revealing of the swimsuits. Whereas the others all had standard bikinis, Cindy’s looked like she was wearing a pair of suspenders attached to the tiny bikini bottom, except that it was all the same material. The fact that the suspender straps covered her nipples seemed coincidental rather than planned.

Vicki watched as her little sister lay down in front of Jo’s muscular form like she was presenting herself on some kind of altar. Then Vicki caught herself; was she jealous? No, what she was feeling was the protective big sister coming to the surface. She suppressed it, however, knowing that she had no right to interfere in whatever it was that Karen and Jo had started. If her sister wanted to let some muscled butch woman she just met treat her like some special prize, then...well, Vicki could kind of see the appeal in that. She blushed at the thought.

Then she took another big drink. She picked a moment when she felt like no one would really notice and pulled her swim dress over her head. Immediately, she got a ‘woo’ from Toni and a ‘yeah girl’ from Cindy. Karen turned her head where she had just lain down on her stomach and gave her sister a big smile. Vicki couldn’t tell if that was encouragement or laughing at her. Jo looked over as well.

“Now that’s a swimsuit,” she said admiringly.

“It’s mine,” Karen quickly piped up without moving on the towel.

“I didn’t have a chance to buy a new one and had to...borrow Karen’s,” Vicki explained. “Stop staring!”

“Sorry, hun, but you look fantastic,” Jo exclaimed.

In spite of herself, Vicki’s ego got a pretty good boost from that, and she blushed, unable to hide the hint of a smile.

“W..well, thank you,” she replied, looking down at herself and standing a little straighter.

“You should see the back,” Toni added.

“Really?” Jo started. “Well, then, turn around. Let’s see it.”

Without thinking about what she was doing, Vicki turned a hundred and eighty degrees and brought a knee up. Because of the transparent straps and g-string, the suit was all but nonexistent from the back. It wasn’t until she was standing there doing a little pose that it occurred to her just how easy it had been to follow this woman’s instructions. Was that from her time in the military, or did the military just make use of what was already there?

“That is...quite a view,” Jo said. “Girl, you got the ass of a twenty-year-old.”

Vicki’s ego went up another notch or two.

“Hey,” Karen called out. “What about my ass?” she asked while wiggling her butt.

“Do I hear a little jealousy there, baby?” Jo teased, then lightly slapped Karen’s rear. “Behave yourself.”

Karen pouted sweetly but didn’t respond. Vicki took that opportunity to get out of the spotlight and sit down. Nevertheless, she was distinctly aware when the eyes of the other women were taking her in. She took another big gulp of her drink.

Just a foot away, Karen closed her eyes as Jo’s strong hands began to rub sunscreen into her skin. She started at her arms and shoulders, moving lower with a steady, slow progression. It was more of a massage than just covering with lotion, but Karen wasn’t complaining. There was something so sensual about having your muscles slowly worked by a beautiful woman. Karen didn’t think anything of Jo’s hands sliding under her suit bottoms and giving her buttocks a thorough kneading. It felt wonderful and was over too soon for the brunette. Jo finished on her legs and sat up.

Karen flipped over.

“Are you going to get my front too?” she asked in her sweetest voice.

“How could I not?” Jo chuckled, then swung a leg over Karen’s body to straddle her hips.

“Oooo,” Karen hummed and put her hands on the taller woman’s thighs.

“You know we’re right here,” Vicki scolded.

Neither of the other two seemed to be paying attention. Instead, Jo squeezed a stream of sunscreen on Karen’s chest. The sudden cold made her scream and jerk, but she wasn’t going anywhere with the pilot sitting on top of her. Jo’s hands came quickly to start rubbing in the cream, pushing the brunette back down to the towel and laughing at Karen’s reaction.

“Oh, you bitch,” Karen said jokingly.

“Hush up and let me do my work,” Jo retorted.

As the woman began to rub the substance into Karen’s skin, Vicki looked back at Toni and Cindy, hoping for some fellowship in her exasperation. Instead, the two sat facing each other with Cindy’s legs wrapped around Toni’s midsection as they were making out.

Vicki sighed and stood up. It was one thing to be a fifth wheel; it was another to be the spoke of the wheel while everyone else was having sex around you. She started walking toward the ocean and the remains of a pier that had collapsed long ago, leaving mostly just old posts sticking out of the water along with a few remaining boards. The remains of an embankment where the pier had connected made a decent place to sit and look out at the sea.

The sun was pretty high in the sky, and Vicki was quite aware that there was a limit to how long she could sit there without getting some sunscreen on. Just as she was about to head back, Cindy came up and sat next to her.

“Hey, sorry about that,” she started. “We don’t usually have a fifth person, you know, so we weren’t thinking about what that would be like for you.”

“No, it’s fine,” Vicki began, then caught some implication in Cindy’s words. “Wait, ‘usually’? You three do this a lot?”

“I mean, not this specifically,” Cindy stated. “We go on trips like this once or twice a year.”

When the girl didn’t continue, Vicki prompted for more.

“And Jo picks up women like this all the time?”

“One at every location,” Cindy confirmed. “But she doesn’t lead them on. She won’t break your sister’s heart if that’s what you’re worried about.”

Vicki wasn’t sure how to take that. She wasn’t sure what that even meant, given that it was clear that there wasn’t going to be a long-term relationship.

“How is that possible if she’s just going to leave when the cruise is over?”

“Look,” Cindy turned to her. “Karen knows what she’s getting with Jo, I promise. They’re both having fun for the trip, and that will be it, most likely.”

“Most likely?” Vicki’s head swiveled to look at the younger girl.

“Well, I mean, you never know, right?” Cindy hesitated and looked back at the crystal clear ocean. “Jo has met up with past flings on occasion but only for an overnight thing.” Cindy turned back to Vicki quickly. “But only if the other woman wants it.”

There was a long silence as the two women just watched the gentle waves, and Vicki pondered what she had just learned.

“If you want to keep a closer eye on your sister,” Cindy finally added, “you could loosen up a bit and join the fun. Jo likes you, you know.”

Was Cindy suggesting what Vicki thought she was? The older woman just looked at Cindy like she was crazy.

Cindy shrugged and stood up.

“You should at least come back to the group and get on some sunscreen before you roast.”

That was very much true. Vicki could already feel the heat building on her skin. She, too, got up, and the pair returned to the relative cool of the umbrella.

Vicki was a little surprised that she didn’t find Jo and her sister going at it by now. Instead, they just sat, well, Jo sat and Karen lay on her back with her head in the pilot’s lap. They both just seemed to be relaxing.

Vicki grabbed the bottle of sunscreen next to where Jo was sitting and slathered on some of the cream. When she was done with her front and back of her legs, she sat down with her back toward Jo. Thinking she needed to at least try to show that she wasn’t mad or, worse, going to spoil their day, Vicki held the sunscreen toward the muscular woman behind her.

“W..would you, uh, do my back...please?” she asked.

“Of course, hun,” Jo replied after only a moment’s hesitation.

Vicki could feel the confidence in her hands. Steady, precise, and strong. She took a deep breath and relaxed as those hands traced her back. The woman was thorough but efficient. She didn’t linger, but didn’t rush either. After what felt like only a few seconds but was more like a couple of minutes, Jo announced that she was done.

Vicki turned back around to face out to the ocean like everyone else.

“Here,” Jo said, getting Vicki’s attention. “Let me get your face.”

“Oh, that’s n...,” the older sister began to say, but Jo’s fingers were already holding her chin.

The tall blonde woman held her face steady with one hand while she began to carefully spread sunscreen on Vicki’s cheeks.

“It’s not a problem,” the pilot assured her.

Vicki started to say something else, then just closed her mouth and let the woman continue. As efficient as those hands had been on her back, the fingers were methodical and slow on her face. Vicki was forced to look straight ahead at one of the most beautiful faces she had ever seen in person. That face was inches away and concentrating completely on her. The woman’s eyes were focused on whatever part of her face the fingers were currently stroking. Her cheeks, then her jawline, her forehead, then her nose. All with careful, smooth motions.

The whole time, Jo moved her face slightly one way and then another with gentle insistence. When Jo finally let go of her chin, Vicki thought she was finished, only for the taller woman to rub her neck with both hands and then sweep up to her ears.

“People always forget about the ears when putting on sunscreen,” Jo explained softly.

Those strong fingers gently massaged Vicki’s ears in a way she had never felt. It was sensual and relaxing, like the nerves there were directly attached to her shoulders and back. The two locked eyes since there was nowhere else for their eyes to really go without seeming awkward. Jo gave the smallest of smiles, and Vicki found herself returning it.

“There you go,” Jo announced as her hands fell away. “All done.”

Vicki felt a slight bit of disappointment, but didn’t let it show.

“Uh, thank you,” she said, somewhat embarrassed by her enjoyment of the treatment.

Karen had watched this whole event from below with some excitement. She could see Vicki relaxing and letting Jo touch her in an almost intimate way. Vicki always got a little less sexually inhibited when she had some alcohol, but she had hardly had any yet. Karen watched her sister’s face as best she could from her vantage point and could see how much she enjoyed the attention. When Jo’s hands left Vicki’s face, Karen closed her eyes again and pretended that she was just resting.

Despite what seemed like a sexually charged atmosphere to Vicki, the group spent the rest of the morning and into the afternoon just talking, wading in the ocean, eating some snacks from the cooler, and doing some snorkeling.

Even Vicki had loosened up after an hour or so and was enjoying herself. She didn’t mind the casual touches and looks she got from Jo, but she was afraid that Karen might get mad, so she tried to keep her distance even while not rebuffing the tall pilot. The slow but constant flow of mai tais probably helped with softening her attitude as well.

The group was walking back to the protection of the umbrella after luxuriating in the surf when Karen touched Vicki’s elbow from behind. The older sister paused and turned to see what Karen wanted.

Here it comes, Vicki thought. Karen was about to tell her off for flirting with Jo. Her younger sister took her hand and pulled her to walk beside her down the beach away from the group. They walked for several paces without either of them speaking up. Finally, Vicki had to break the silence.

“Did you...want to talk?” she asked.

“Maybe I just wanted to spend some time alone with my sister,” Karen answered.

They walked a few more steps.

“Really?” Vicki prodded. “You’re not getting me alone to murder me?”

Karen laughed loudly and pulled her sister into a sideways hug.

“Murder you? Why?” Karen said. “For making eyes at Jo?”

“I was not...” Vicki started, then decided she couldn’t deny it. “She was...”

Karen laughed at her sister’s fumbling.

“It’s okay, sis, really,” Karen assured. “I’m not jealous.”

She sat down on the sand and patted the ground next to her. Vicki took the invitation and sat next to her sister, their toes just touching the surf as the water pushed up the beach before sweeping away. Karen scooted over so that their feet and legs pressed against one another, then lay her head on her older sister’s shoulder.

“I love you, sis,” she said softly.

Vicki put her arm around her sibling’s shoulders and squeezed.

“I love you too, you know that, right?”

Karen swiveled her head so that her lips brushed Vicki’s cheek. The older woman knew what her sister wanted. She considered for a moment, then turned her head until their lips connected. So many memories lay behind that touch. For Karen, her first romantic kiss had been with her sister when she was sixteen. So many of her firsts had been tentative touches late at night as one or the other of them described what she had done with her most recent date.

For Karen, those late-night rendezvous were a consistent source of comfort and excitement. While boyfriends and girlfriends came and went, her sister was always there, always someone she could confide in and enjoy the warmth of her embrace.

When Vicki moved away after college, the two had stopped their intimate relations. Partially, it was just that they were rarely alone together after that, but mostly it was about the fiancé. Vicki met and fell in love with a nice man shortly after getting her bachelor’s degree, and that was the end of any romantic interaction between her and Karen. When Karen, similarly, got married a few years after that, both of them assumed they had found the love of their lives, and that was that.

Now, with both of them single again, the feeling of that distant but familiar touch was more welcome than Vicki expected. Karen, on the other hand, had never given up the desire to be physically close with her sister. There was so much of her personality that the younger woman had tried to suppress, her submissiveness, her lesbian tendencies, but she had never wanted to give up her relationship with her sister.

The whole kiss lasted only a few seconds and might have been interpreted as completely platonic by any observers, but both women knew there was much more expressed. Karen smiled inwardly, excited that her sister had finally allowed even this small opening.

“You know, you could have some fun with Jo, too,” Karen ventured. “She keeps flirting with you.”

“I don’t know, sis,” Vicki replied after a pause. “I’m not sure if I’m ready for that.” Then, after another pause, “s..she’s a little too domineering for me. You know I have trouble not being the one in control.”

Karen giggled and hugged her sister.

“Yeah, but it’s so much fun just to let go occasionally,” she said, then decided to open up a little more. “Honestly, I...I sometimes just want to be...subsumed by someone else. Just let them take over completely.”

Karen felt more than saw Vicki’s head turn toward her.

“You mean like with your ex?” Vicki reminded.

Karen winced. She had indeed tried to be the perfect submissive housewife and had loved the role until her husband had let the power she gave him go to his head. He stopped treating her like a cherished possession and more like a thing that he could take out his frustrations on. Karen liked a little pain during dom/sub roleplay. Sometimes she liked a lot of pain. But there was a big difference between the measured and loving pain imparted by a caring Master or Mistress and someone who just wants to inflict punishment for their own amusement.

“That was a low blow,” the younger woman said, letting go of her sister and sitting back up beside her.

“I...I’m sorry. You’re right. I just don’t want you to get hurt again,” Vicki apologized.

“Jo is not my ex, and I’m just having some fun, not moving in with her.”

“I know, I shouldn’t have said that,” Vicki said, feeling the hurt in her sister’s voice. “I want you to enjoy yourself. I won’t get in the way.”

Karen softened and snaked her arm around her sister’s waist, pulling them back together.

“I want you to enjoy yourself too, V,” Karen said. “It’s okay. Let yourself have some fun for a change. You deserve it.”

Vicki put her arm over Karen’s shoulder, and they rested their heads together as they both looked out at the ocean. Neither spoke for another couple of minutes.

Eventually, Vicki raised her head and spoke.

“Let’s get back to the umbrella before Jo sends out a search party.”

The two walked back hand-in-hand for a little ways, then let go as they got closer. As they approached the umbrella, they noticed the others packing things up.

“Are we leaving already?” Karen asked as they got there.

“Already?” Toni repeated. “We’ve been here for like five hours. I’ve got sand in places I didn’t know sand could get to.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll wash you off, sweetie,” Cindy assured in a sing-song tone. “I’ll make sure to get in every little crevice.” She winked.

It didn’t take long before the group was heading back across the island to the ship. Despite the bumpy road, Cindy nearly fell asleep against her girlfriend. It seemed like the sun had sapped them all to varying degrees. When they got back to the dock, Toni and Cindy announced that they were going back to their room for a nap, and Jo needed to return the vehicle. Before they all parted ways, Jo spoke up.

“So we were planning on going to this club just down the block later tonight. Would you girls like to join us?” she asked.

“Of course,” Karen answered immediately.

“I don’t...,” Vicki started, then saw the eagerness and pleading in her sister’s eyes. She sighed, “Sure, why not?”

“Great, ten o’clock back here then?” Jo said.

“Yes, sir,” Karen replied with a wink.
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​Chapter 4: Another Opportunity
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BACK IN THEIR ROOM, Vicki lay down for a nap when Karen bounded onto the bed beside her.

“Isn’t she amazing?” the brunette asked, but kept going without waiting for an answer. “Did you see those muscles and that six-pack? How about her legs and those breasts? And what she can do with her fingers! Sis, you just don’t know!”

“Okay, okay, calm down,” Vicki admonished. “Y..yes, she is very attractive.”

“Very attractive?” Karen propped herself up on her elbows and looked at her sister with shocked amazement. “She’s a fucking warrior queen!”

“I’m happy for you, sis, I really am,” Vicki started. “I’m just not as head over heels as you.”

“I’m not...,” Karen started to argue, then stopped. “Okay, maybe I am.”

She flipped over onto her back, matching her sister’s position.

“I can’t help it, V. She hits every button for me.”

Karen flipped again onto her side, facing her sister and supporting her head in one hand.

“I want her to hit your buttons too,” Karen said, putting her other hand on her sister’s bare stomach and rubbing gently.

“What?” It was Vicki’s turn to look shocked, all thoughts of a nap banished.

“I want you with me,” Karen clarified. “I want to share her with you. You’d love it, sis, I promise.”

“Did Jo put you up to this?” Vicki said, rising up on both her elbows now.

“No,” she answered. “I just think it would be fun.”

In truth, Karen had been reminiscing about her time with her sister and would give anything to have that back. Maybe, she thought, a threesome would break through the wall that had grown between them over the years.

“I knew I shouldn’t have let you kiss me,” the older sister said. “We can’t go back to that, Karen. We’re not college kids anymore just playing around.”

Karen got a sullen look.

“I wasn’t playing,” she whispered and lay back down.

Vicki lay back as well, and the two just stared up at the ceiling for a while.

“I’m sorry,” Vicki finally broke the silence. “I...didn’t mean to say that it wasn’t real for me too, I just...I don’t know what I meant, but I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings.”

Vicki turned her head to look at her sister just as Karen turned her head and rolled out of the bed.

“I’m going to go take a walk,” she announced, heading for the door.

Karen tried to hide it, but Vicki still noticed the hand go up and quickly wipe her cheek as she left.
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THE YOUNGER SISTER returned just shortly before dinner. Vicki tried to read her expression or body language, but she seemed to be back to her usual bubbly self.

“Come on, V,” Karen said with some energy. “Get your lazy ass out of bed and get dressed. You know it’s frowned upon to just wear a bikini to dinner. Especially that bikini! My goodness, girl, what kind of a slut are you, wearing that?”

Vicki felt her sister’s attempt to lighten the mood and decided to play along.

“Just like my slut sister, apparently, since this is your suit!” she shot back with a laugh while swinging her legs over the edge of the bed.

The pair got dressed like any other night and found one of the dinner locations that they preferred. Vicki was feeling a lot better by the time the meal was over; it seemed like Karen had let go of the earlier comment, thank goodness.

When the time came, they headed back to their room to get dressed for a nightclub. Karen put on an orange dress that clung to her like her own skin. There was no way she could wear anything more than a thong with that dress, or she would be showing lines. Vicki put on her standard LBD that came to her mid-thigh. This was the only thing she brought that might suffice for this situation. It had spaghetti straps and vertical pleats on the skirt, and with the addition of some black pumps, Vicki felt like she looked pretty good. For a fleeting moment, Vicki thought about how Jo would like this dress, then chastised herself for even thinking about it.

The two proceeded to the dock, finding Jo waiting for them at the end of the gangplank. She was wearing her signature black pants and loose white top. This time, the top was unbuttoned halfway down, making it clear she wasn’t wearing a bra either.

Vicki caught herself looking at the woman’s cleavage before forcing her eyes back up. Jo hadn’t noticed because Karen had immediately plastered herself to the pilot’s side.

“Where are Toni and Cindy?” Vicki asked.

“They were super tired...or super horny after the beach and decided to stay in tonight,” Jo answered. “It’s just us three.”

“Mmmm, perfect!” Karen exclaimed and kissed Jo on the cheek.

“Shall we?” Jo said brightly as she straightened up and lifted both elbows, offering an arm to each sister.

Karen grabbed the one closest to her without hesitation. Jo waved her other elbow a bit while looking at Vicki. After a pause, she took the proffered arm and intertwined her own with it. The three then walked unhurriedly the couple of blocks to a place called the Bahama Boom Beach Club.

“It’s Thursday night,” Jo explained, “so this place has a single cover charge for unlimited drinks. Except for the expensive stuff,” she added.

The three went inside, and Jo paid the cover charge even though Vicki tried to pay at least her own way. Jo wouldn’t allow it, though. Vicki didn’t want to make a scene, so she accepted with her thanks. Jo put an arm around each of the sisters’ waists and led them into the club. Vicki thought that was a little forward, but didn’t move to stop her.

The place was already pretty full, and the large dance floor was crowded with gyrating people. Centered over the floor was a huge crystal chandelier that set the tone for the rest of the decor. Surrounding the upper floor was a marble banister with elegant crystal sconces and mirrors distributed tastefully throughout the room. Except for the bar, the room was bathed in a pinkish light that slowly seemed to flow around the floor.

Jo led them directly to the bar, where she ordered three drinks without even asking what the other two wanted. Vicki couldn’t deny that they were good cocktails, but it just felt a little strange to be letting this woman decide her beverage. Karen, however, was loving the attention, so the older sister just relaxed and went with the flow. If Karen was having fun, she could play along.

After the first couple of rounds of drinks, Karen dragged all three of them onto the dance floor. Karen, of course, was shameless about how she was dancing for and with the tall pilot. Then the younger sister edged over with Vicki and started doing some of those same moves. Her eyes, however, were still locked on Jo. She was teasing the woman and co-opting her sister to do it. That little minx, Vicki thought, but was also enjoying the game. She looked at the pilot as well while she danced seductively with her sister.

The two sisters stared at the blonde woman just in front of them while Vicki pressed her pelvis into Karen’s rear, the two moving in unison to the music, Karen’s hand reaching back to touch the back of her sister’s neck. Then Jo stepped forward, a leg wedging between Karen’s thighs while one hand reached to the small of Vicki’s back and gently pulled the two towards her. Karen put her arms over Jo’s shoulders and began to grind against the woman’s leg.

Vicki registered the escalation but couldn’t exactly do anything other than go along with it. The three just continued to sway and move to the music, Karen moving closer and closer to Jo until they were nose to nose. The bigger woman’s hand on Vicki’s back edged down further and made sure that she was pressed against her sister’s back.

Vicki hardly noticed the hand that now held her rear. The combination of music, alcohol, and contact with her sister’s body was starting to have an effect. It was all so erotic, and her body was responding. The older sister was transfixed by the sultry look between Jo and her sister, just inches from her face. She practically had her chin on Karen’s shoulder as the two finally met lips. Her hands started to roam just a little from her sister’s waist as she watched and got more excited by the second.

When the two women parted, Jo’s blue-gray eyes moved to look right into Vicki’s. Without thinking about what was happening, the pilot shifted and moved her head closer. Vicki didn’t retreat. Their lips touched and explored right over Karen’s shoulder. Karen leaned to kiss Jo’s neck, all while the three moved to the steady rhythm of the music.

The whole contact lasted no more than ten seconds and didn’t extend past lips, but Vicki’s mind and body reeled. The three separated to keep dancing. After that, Jo alternated between focusing on Karen and Vicki. The suggestive dancing, teasing, and touching had all three buzzing by the time they started to tire.

The three exited the dance floor, breathing hard, and collapsed into the first empty chairs they found around a small table. The two sisters both found themselves plastered to one of Jo’s sides and leaning on her. The pilot didn’t seem to mind and put a hand on each of their knees. Even to Vicki, the contact just seemed natural after the dancing.

“I’m going to go get another drink,” Karen said. “Can I get anyone else something?”

“Sure. I’ll have another IPA.” Jo replied.

“None for me,” Vicki said. “I need to go to the ladies' room, though.”

“I’ll go with you,” Jo chimed in.

Karen headed off to the bar while the other two started for the lavatories. As they began to edge through the crowd, Jo took Vicki’s hand and took the lead. They got to a narrow corridor where the restrooms were, but Jo kept going past the door.

“Jo, I think we...” Vicki started to say, but Jo turned into a small alcove and pulled the smaller woman in with her. “Oh!” she giggled as the pilot turned her around to face her.

“You were doing a lot of teasing me, you know,” Jo said, moving into her personal space.

“Was I?” she said innocently as she put her arms over the taller woman’s shoulders.

She could see the desire in the pilot’s eyes and, surprisingly, it excited her. Vicki wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol or the dancing or the fact that she hadn’t had sex with another person in nearly a year, but she lifted her face and gave her best smoldering look. Jo approached slowly, making sure that she saw the invitation correctly.

Their lips touched, and the two practically melded together. Jo pressed her body into Vicki, and the smaller woman intertwined one of her legs around Jo. The passionate embrace went on with Jo pressing her thigh into the older woman’s sex. Lips separated, and Jo’s trailed to Vicki’s slim neck. She had forgotten how much she loved her neck being kissed. Even before her divorce, her husband was almost never that passionate, instead moving straight into sex.

Vicki felt Jo’s wandering hands and welcomed it, her own body responding and beginning to move against Jo’s leg. The black dress kept riding higher as she pressed down. Then Jo reached down and ran her hand up Vicki’s thigh to her rear. Vicki moaned as another hand slid over her breast.

Then her sister’s face popped into her mind, and Vicki suddenly felt guilty. She shouldn’t be doing this, not with the woman Karen was so enthralled with. Reluctantly, Vicki pushed Jo back.

“I...really need to use the restroom,” she said. It was a lame excuse, but it was the only thing she could think of.

She slipped out of the alcove and ducked into the restroom. Jo didn’t follow her. By the time she got back to the table, the two other women were happily talking and sipping their new drinks.

Vicki looked into the beautiful, strong face of the woman she had just been making out with and thought, maybe letting go wouldn’t be such a bad thing. She could let this woman take the lead. What’s so wrong with that? It’s just a cruise, and then they would probably never see each other again. Another part of her brain rebelled, however. No, Vicki had always been the more independent sister, the one who took charge and made the plans. The one who protected and kept her younger sister out of danger. At least until that asshole of a man took her and married her just to abuse her. Vicki knew she shouldn’t, but she still felt guilty for not being able to keep Karen from getting hurt.

Sticking around right now, however, might be hurting her sister even more.

“I’m really tired,” she said apologetically. “I..I’m going to head back to the ship.”

“Not by yourself,” Jo said matter-of-factly.

She stood as well, with Karen following suit.

“Come on, babygirl. Let’s get your sister home.”

Karen looked disappointed but took Jo’s offered hand.

The three walked back to the cruise ship with Karen squeezed against Jo as tightly as she could manage and not trip either of them up. They boarded the ship and wound through the corridors and stairs. When they got to the separation point in their journey, the three stopped.

“Thanks for walking me back,” Vicki said.

She had no illusion about where Karen would be sleeping tonight and wouldn’t even try to change her mind. Jo actually seemed like a decent enough person. Karen could have latched onto much worse.

The older sister turned to go to the room when Karen put a hand on her shoulder. The brunette took her sister up into a hug. Then, in her ear, Vicki heard her sister whisper.

“You could come to Jo’s room.” A short pause. “With me.”

She gave Vicki’s ear a quick nibble. The older woman shivered but stepped back.

“Not tonight, sis,” she said. “I...I’m not ready for that.” Stepping back a little further, she added. “You have fun, though.”

Vicki turned and walked down the corridor toward their room.
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​Chapter 5: Collared
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BACK AT JO’S CABIN, Karen had kicked off her shoes and pulled her dress over her head before the door was even closed.

“Whoa, babe,” Jo said. “I want to talk first.”

Even as she said this, though, she was unbuttoning and removing her shirt. Seeing her there topless, Karen couldn’t help but be impatient. She stepped up to the bigger woman and started trying to get her pants off.

“I said, ‘cool your afterburners,’” Jo reiterated.

She took Karen’s wrists and brought them up and then over her shoulders. Then Jo snaked her arms around the smaller woman’s waist and held her gaze. Karen looked hurt. Had she done something wrong?

“Relax,” Jo said softly. “I just want to talk for a minute first.”

She leaned forward and kissed the smaller woman, reassuring her. Then, without breaking the kiss, Jo shifted and picked Karen up into her arms. The brunette squealed and giggled with their lips still in contact. The pilot carried her to the bed and laid her gently onto the mattress before lying down beside her.

The two separated, and Jo had to interpose a hand to keep Karen from moving in again.

“I want to ask you something,” Jo began.

She shifted so that her left side was clear.

“Do you like my tattoos?” she continued.

Karen’s eyes looked down at the group of women arrayed like pieces of art across Jo’s body. Each one unique and each one a beauty.

“They’re...amazing,” Karen answered.

“Do you notice what is common with all of them?”

Common? Karen searched those faces, and they were all so different. Blondes, brunettes, redheads, dark skin, light skin, some exotic looking, others plain but beautiful nonetheless. Different eye colors, even, possibly, different ages. Then she saw something. It wasn’t in their faces but around their necks. Every one of them wore what appeared to be a metal band like a choker. The smaller woman reached out tentatively and traced one of the bands across Jo’s skin.

“They all have...” what exactly?

“A collar,” Jo finished.

There was quiet as Jo let Karen take that in. She watched as the brunette scanned the ink some more and even touched the figures in a few places. Finally, she looked up into Jo’s eyes.

“Who were,” Karen started. “I mean, who are these women?”

“They were all lovers,” she answered. “But more than that. Each of them gave herself to me completely for a time. Many for just a day, some for longer. This one,” she pointed to an exotic-looking woman who could have been Asian. “Kiara. Stayed with me for over a month.”

Karen swallowed hard, getting a suspicion as to where this was going.

“Why not longer?” Karen asked. Why had she said that? “Never mind, I didn’t...it’s none of my business,” she tried to correct. Jo just smiled.

“Not really my thing. I like being a domme, but I’m not really into having a permanent slave,” she answered. “I’m more of a ‘catch and release’ sort of gal, I guess. Then, maybe, I can catch them again sometime.”

Jo gave the naked girl beside her a devilish grin.

“What about you?” the pilot continued as she swung a leg over Karen’s body and straddled her hips. “Ever thought about putting yourself under someone else’s control?” Jo gathered up the smaller woman’s arms and held her wrists together in front of her. “Letting someone dominate you completely?” She fell forward, still holding Karen’s wrists now extended above the brunette’s head.

Karen squirmed and felt Jo’s strength. While that might scare some people, for Karen, it was an aphrodisiac. Jo’s large breasts hung in front of her, the inability to move or resist. She wanted Jo to dominate her completely. She wanted it so much. All she could do at that moment, however, was lie there transfixed by the woman’s words and presence.

Jo wasn’t finished with her speech, however.

“Being their possession, their...property?”

The look in Jo’s eyes was feral but controlled. Karen wanted to dive into those eyes, to let them consume her. She tried to crane her neck and kiss the bigger woman, but couldn’t get anywhere close. Jo got just out of Karen’s reach and looked deep into her eyes.

“Do you want to be mine, Karen?” she asked. “Not like on those chalky Valentine hearts. Do you want to be my property, my sex slave?”

Karen’s mind reeled. She knew she should be asking for details, for specifics and assurances, but this was exactly what she had wanted. Like with so many other things, her sister had been the first person to stir her submissive side, even without knowing it. When she would tell her what positions to get into or what clothes to wear or not wear, Karen loved it. When she obeyed, Vicki would make her feel so good and, more importantly, so loved and appreciated. She had been searching for that combination of love and domination ever since.

Karen looked at Jo and nodded.

“Y..yes. Uh, yes, S..sir,” she managed to croak out.

Jo smiled and kissed her. She still held the girl powerless, but there was affection and possessiveness in those lips. That was exactly what Karen was looking for, and she let herself be consumed in that kiss.
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VICKI LAY IN THE BED alone, clad in her silk nightshirt and shorts. She reached up to touch her neck, still, it seemed, tingling from where Jo had kissed it. Come to think of it, her whole body still tingled. Remembering Jo’s hand squeezing her breast, she trailed down from her neck to her breast and tried to replicate that sensation. She closed her eyes and turned her head like the woman was still there nibbling on the sensitive skin just below her jaw. The hand not caressing her breast went between her legs and pressed in like Jo’s leg had.

She considered being caught by her sister, then dismissed that idea. Karen would be with Jo. Pressed against her. Touching her skin. Vicki realized she was...jealous. Why hadn’t she just gone with them? Her sister practically begged her to. The memories of her sister mixed with the sensations of Jo pressing her to the wall. All those times that Vicki had convinced Karen to do sexual things with her. Vicki felt guilty sometimes about how much she had used her little sister’s willingness to please. When she would have her suck on her nipples or eat her out just because Vicki was horny. For the first time, Vicki thought she might understand that special feeling of letting someone else dominate.

A hand slipped past the waistband of the shorts, and two of Vicki’s fingers were moving in and out of her very wet hole. She could hear the squelching sounds as she picked up speed. Her other hand trailed from her breast to the top of her slit, joining the first in her shorts. So many images all mixed together. She was about to cum!

Two fingers rubbed her clit and two more speared into her as the peak hit. She kept going against her clit but, with her other hand, grabbed her sister’s pillow and pulled it quickly over her face to muffle the scream. When the wave passed, she put the pillow back and just breathed hard but contentedly.

Then she imagined Jo grabbing her wrist and raising it to Vicki’s lips, making her suck her fingers clean. Only then, with her fingers in her mouth tasting her own flavor, did the fatigue finally make itself felt. The tiredness and lingering euphoria had her fast asleep just minutes later.
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​Chapter 6: A New Deal
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IT WAS STILL QUITE early when Vicki’s phone buzzed on the nightstand beside her. She roused, noticing that the sun was just starting to rise, and Karen hadn’t returned home last night. Then it registered that the phone was vibrating, and her mind immediately jumped to concern for her sister. Had something happened? Was this the police or a hospital calling?

She grabbed the phone and saw it was Karen. She quickly answered.

“What’s wrong? Are you okay?” she blurted.

“Of course I’m okay,” was the reply. “Jo wouldn’t let anything happen to me.”

Just hearing Karen’s unmolested voice was a relief. Even so, why was she calling?

“Are you sure you’re okay?” Vicki repeated.

“Yes, I’m fine,” Karen answered in that voice that younger sisters use when their older sibling is being overprotective. Then there was a pause. “I just need you to come to Jo’s room for a minute.”

“Why? Karen, what’s going on?”

“Everything is fine, just come down here. Please.”

She gave Vicki the room number and hung up. Puzzled, Vicki rose and dressed immediately, not wanting to waste a moment. Karen had sounded fine, happy even. What could possibly be the need for her to go there?

The older sister was out the door in less than five minutes, only throwing on some jeans and a t-shirt. She did stop to make sure her hair wasn’t too messy, but was then walking briskly down the corridors in her bare feet.

She reached the cabin Karen had given her and knocked softly. In only a couple of moments, Jo opened the door but stood directly in the middle so that Vicki could neither see into the room nor get past her.

“Where’s Karen?” Vicki asked, standing on tiptoes, trying to see over the large woman.

“She’s right inside and she’s fine,” Jo assured.

“Then get out of the way.”

“Before I do that, you have to know that this is what she wants,” Jo said.

Karen just looked at her like Jo had lost her mind. After a few seconds, Jo stepped aside, giving Vicki a clear view of the room.

There, kneeling naked in the middle of the room, was her sister. Her head was down, and her hands were resting on her slightly spread legs. What the hell?

Vicki just stood there in the hallway looking at her sister in that submissive pose. That’s when she noticed the silver metal band circling her neck. She glanced at Jo and then back at Karen.

“Are you coming in?” Jo said.

Vicki stepped forward mechanically until the pilot was able to close the door behind her. Vicki just stared at Karen in disbelief. With the door closed, Jo stepped around her and took the only actual chair in the room, just a couple of feet beside the kneeling Karen. She sat forward with her elbows on her knees, just waiting for the older woman’s reaction.

“Why did you call me?” Vicki asked Jo, but it was Karen who answered.

“I...wanted you to know, to understand what I want,” the kneeling sister started. “I needed to show you.”

Vicki walked further into the room and went to the ground in front of Karen. Then she saw her sister twitch, and her eyes closed. Examining her more thoroughly, Vicki noticed a small red...something extending out from her sex. Was that a vibrator?

“I don’t understand,” the older woman said, looking back at Jo, who just moved her eyes back to Karen as if to say, ‘ask her.’ Vicki looked back and brought her hand to her sister’s cheek, making her look up and face her. “What did you need to show me?”

“That I know what I want to be now,” Karen said, her voice clear and confident. “I want to be property.”

“What?” Vicki wasn’t sure if she heard that correctly.

“I want to be owned and controlled, V,” Karen tried to rephrase it. “I want to give everything I am and be loved and cherished for it. Isn’t that really what everyone wants, to be loved for who they are?”

Vicki felt her eyes moistening. Of course, everyone just wanted to be loved. They had both gone through troubling marriages chasing that desire, that need. How many relationships before that? Vicki started to lean in to give her sister a hug, but a subtle head shake from Karen stopped her.

“I belong to Jo now,” she said.

Vicki’s heart sank. She was too late...again. Once more, she had failed to protect her sister from a hungry predator. Sure, it was all passion and newness now, but what about in a week or a month? Would Jo start to take her for granted just like her ex-husband?

She stood up and tried to look as imposing as possible in front of a woman who could probably snap her in half without much effort.

“You can’t do this,” Vicki said as sternly as possible. “She’s not your property!”

“That’s not how this works,” Jo replied calmly. “Karen chose this and did it to herself.”

Vicki turned back to her kneeling sister.

“What’s she talking about?”

“I put this collar on myself,” Karen replied, then looked up at her sister, wanting to make sure that her next words would be clear. “I need this, V. Nothing has ever felt more right. Please don’t take this away from me.”

Hearing the genuine pleading in Karen’s voice struck a chord deep in the older sister’s heart, and a tear broke free. She just stood there, unsure what to do, how to fix this.

Then Jo stood back up and started to go back to the door.

“Hands behind your head, pet,” she said to Karen, who followed her instructions and locked her fingers behind her head. “Your sister and I need to talk.”

She clicked something in one hand as she opened the door with the other. Karen moaned and shook but held her position. Jo motioned for Vicki to join her outside.

In the hallway, Jo leaned against the wall of her cabin and gestured for Vicki to come closer. When the two were only a few inches apart, Jo spoke in a low voice.

“Your sister discovered something about herself that she doesn’t want to give up. Can’t give up.” Her tone was understanding, wise even. Not the bitch that Vicki was preparing to contend with. “If it isn’t me, then she would just find someone else to take ownership of her. Someone who might not respect her or give her the affection she needs alongside the domination.”

“And you will? Is that what you are trying to convince me of?” Vicki shot back.

“No,” Jo replied unexpectedly. “I’m trying to offer you an alternative.”

“Like what?”

“I want you both,” the pilot declared without blinking. Vicki just stared, speechless. “For one day.”

When the smaller woman didn’t reply, Jo continued.

“You put on a collar like your sister, and you are both mine for one day. When we get back to Miami, I give you the key to the collars. What you do after that will be up to you.”

Vicki blinked, still trying to process the words.

“You want me,” Vicki muttered. “To be your slave.”

“And your sister. For one day,” Jo confirmed.

“How do I know that you will give us the keys?”

Jo grabbed the center of her shirt and opened it enough to show some of the tattoos.

“This is my assurance. All of these women were mine for a time, and all of them went free when I agreed, even when many of them didn’t want to go.”

“How do I know you didn’t just kill all those women?”

Jo rolled her eyes and her head before looking back.

“You’ve been watching too many True Crime documentaries.” She pushed off the wall to stand straight. “Fine, I’ll just take Karen with me. I’ve got a nice cage for her and, maybe in a few months, I’ll sell her off to someone else.”

Vicki’s back straightened.

“You wouldn’t dare!” she almost shouted.

“Probably not, but how would you know, right?” Jo retorted.

The two just stared each other down for several seconds before Vicki spoke up.

“One day?”

“Just until we get to Miami,” Jo assured.

“And no hurting us or doing anything permanent like getting us arrested or making us get tattoos with your name,” Vicki added.

“Would never even think of it.”

Another long pause.

“Fine,” Vicki finally said.

“What?” Jo asked.

“I said, ‘Fine’. I’ll...we’ll be your...property...for one day.”

The taller woman smiled and reached for the doorknob.

The door opened, and Vicki stepped back inside to see Karen, her sister, still kneeling obediently in the center of the floor with her hands locked behind her head. Karen was naked except for a thin silver metal collar locked around her neck. Her body quaked as a vibrator, lodged deep in her sex, kept her off balance and on the verge of an orgasm. Their eyes met for an instant before Vicki looked away.

In that instant before she averted them, Karen saw the shame in her sister’s eyes. What had Vicki done? What had she and Jo talked about on the other side of that door? Jo entered right behind Vicki and closed the door. Karen hadn’t seen the tall pilot flip the switch, but the incessant buzzing in her pussy ceased. She breathed heavily, knowing that it could return at any moment. Apparently, Jo wanted her full attention, so she waited patiently. Then something happened that Karen would have never predicted.
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​Chapter 7: Slave Sisters
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“CLOTHES OFF,” JO COMMANDED.

Karen was confused for a moment; her clothes were already off. Then she realized the command wasn’t for her. In amazement, she watched her older sister start to unbutton her jeans and then peel them off. Vicki wouldn’t look at her even as she pulled the t-shirt over her head. Her strong, confident older sister was standing there naked with her head slightly down and her arms fidgeting like she wasn’t sure what to do with them.

“Karen, go look in my bag and find the other remote vibe like the one you’re wearing,” Jo said.

Karen’s eyes went wide, but she rose and found the device after only a few seconds of searching. It looked like a big, pink sperm with a weird tail. She looked back at Jo, wondering what to do now that she had it.

“Vicki, center of the room with your hands on your head and your legs spread,” Jo intoned in a smooth, even voice.

The older sister did as she was told, taking slow, measured steps to the indicated spot and assuming the position, closing her eyes momentarily.

“Help your sister out and put it in for her,” Jo ordered, looking back at Karen.

Karen paused there momentarily, processing what the woman had said. She then approached her sister slowly with the vibrator cradled in her hand. Vicki still wouldn’t meet her gaze. The brunette pressed gently and felt the device slide between her sister’s lips easily. She was soaked.

She looked up at her sister’s face, and only then did Vicki look at her. There was pleading and need in that stare. But what was she pleading for? What did she need?

Karen used two fingers to insinuate the head of the vibe into her sister’s hole. It resisted, then, with a faint slurp, the thing was practically sucked in, leaving just the tail still protruding. Vicki let out a faint sound of surprise, and her eyes widened momentarily. That look was so beautiful, Karen thought.

Her fingers lingered on Vicki’s pussy. It had been so long since she had touched it, but it still felt familiar. Her sister was so close to her and getting closer. Karen continued to move toward the older woman. Their breasts started to press together, their mouths reaching for each other.

Then both women groaned and Karen stepped back as their vibrators activated simultaneously.

“Oh, fuck,” Vicki exclaimed through a moan.

“I didn’t say you could play with her,” Jo admonished.

“S..sorry...Sir,” Karen managed through the buzzing in her groin.

The vibrations stopped, and the sisters breathed a sigh of relief.

“Now,” Jo continued. “Go get the other collar. You know where it’s at.”

“Yes, Sir,” the brunette answered quickly and moved back to the bag and the special compartment where her collar had been.

She pulled out the second one along with the small lock and started to walk back, holding it out to Jo. The taller woman shook her head, and Karen stopped in her tracks.

“Vicki, turn towards me and kneel,” Jo said.

The older woman took a deep breath, then turned and went to her knees at Jo’s feet. Vicki was still trying to decide how she felt about all this. Her body was telling her that it wanted all of this even as her mind kept resisting. It’s only for a day, she kept telling herself. She could follow orders for a day.

This whole process with the collar was symbolic, she knew, but it still felt like something significant. If she hadn’t had assurances from Jo that it was temporary and that her submission would make it temporary for Karen as well, Vicki was certain that she could never have gone through with it. There was just something scary about locking a piece of metal around your neck when someone else had the key.

But it had not been temporary for Karen, not in her mind. She had given herself to another person as a collared slave. She craved ownership, being someone else’s cherished property. For her, the collar meant permanence, an unbreakable one-way contract. Her life was no longer hers, and for Karen, that was paradise.

Jo squatted down so that she was at eye level with Vicki.

“While you wear this collar,” she began, “you are mine to do with as I please. Do you understand?”

Vicki looked at her kind, stern face and nodded. Just one day.

“You will do everything I tell you, no matter what, or you will be punished,” Jo continued. “Do you understand?”

Vicki closed her eyes. One day. She nodded once again. Would Karen thank her for this?

“I need verbal consent, Vicki,” Jo insisted. “Karen, tell her what to say.”

Karen’s heart was probably beating faster than Vicki’s at that moment. Thinking about her sister joining her as Jo’s property had her almost as excited as her own collaring. She bent over to whisper into her sister’s ear.

“Say that you want to be her collared slave,” the younger sister said. Then, on an impulse, “I love you, sis!” And followed that with a kiss on her cheek.

Another moment of doubt crept in as Vicki formed the words in her head. Why was this formality necessary? She had already agreed to submit for the day. It was that agreement that pushed her on; this was just part of the roleplay, she knew.

“I...want to be your...collared...slave,” she repeated haltingly and somewhat flatly.

Jo smirked, noting the lack of conviction, but didn’t push the issue.

“Karen, please lock the collar around your sister’s neck,” Jo ordered.

“Yes, Sir,” came the reply.

Vicki watched the hinged metal come down from above and then felt the cold touch of it on her throat. She heard the two ends come together and the click of the lock. She could do this for one day. For her sister.

Jo then came around to the back and used a tool to secure the thing together. As the collar settled around her neck, she reached up and tugged on it, feeling its solidity. Even knowing it was for show, there was something very... visceral about this whole ceremony. Vicki decided to try to relax and enjoy the experience. Fighting it would just ruin the day for Karen. This might be fun if she could just hold her own nature in check.

She tried to imagine what Karen felt when Jo had locked the collar on her. She would have been excited and turned on. She would have been so happy to not just be desired but claimed, marked as owned by the collar. Now she was marked as well. Vicki took a deep breath and felt the stirring between her legs at the anticipation of what was in store for her, for them.

Jo stepped forward and put a hand on Vicki’s head.

“Good girl,” she praised and stroked her hair.

This was so demeaning, she thought, but then tried to put herself in Karen’s shoes. Her sister would have felt genuine pride and gratitude for the compliment and affection. For a moment, Vicki felt that too and pressed against Jo’s hand as it held her cheek. The taller woman stepped beside her and pressed Vicki’s head against her thigh. It was such a gesture of affection that Vicki melted into it for a few moments. She closed her eyes and concentrated on the warmth on her face.

Above her, Jo had pulled Karen into a passionate kiss, the two of them melding like two long-time lovers. Vicki glanced up to see what was happening and found herself a little jealous. She just wasn’t sure who she was jealous of.

Jo moved a half step back, bringing the younger sister with her. At the same time, she kept Vicki’s head stable so that after the movement, her cheek was no longer on Jo’s thigh but pressed against Karen’s. Vicki closed her eyes again and just waited.

The hand holding her in place left as Jo broke off.

“Who else is hungry?” Jo asked out of the blue. “Let’s go get some breakfast.”

Vicki’s eyes went wide, thinking that Jo meant to parade them around the ship like this.

“Get dressed,” the pilot started, then, after a short pause, added, “and leave the vibes in.”

Karen offered her sister a hand up, which she took. As Vicki stood up, the two just looked at each other. Vicki had the urge to kiss her sister just as Jo had, but something still kept her in place, just looking at the beautiful woman her little sister had become.

Then both of their eyes closed, and they separated as the vibes went off simultaneously. It wasn’t hard, but it got their attention, and they both leaned forward, off balance. Vicki put her hand out and steadied herself on Karen’s shoulder, only to feel her sister do the same, the two holding each other up. The vibrators were nestled against their G-spots, and it shot pleasure through them like tiny jolts of electricity.

Just as Vicki thought she was going to end up on her knees again, the vibrations stopped.

“Isn’t that neat?” Jo teased. “Your vibes are synced in my app here,” she said, turning her phone around to show them. “Whatever happens to one happens to both.”

She flipped the phone back around and touched the screen. Both women cried out as the devices inside them came to life again, this time much stronger. It lasted only a second, leaving both sisters’ mouths open and taking short breaths.

“Now, get dressed. I’m not going to say it again,” Jo commanded.

“Yes, Sir,” Karen said and went straight to get her clothes back on from the previous evening.

Vicki said nothing but looked around and located her garments.

“Did you hear that, Vicki? That’s how you will address me, as ‘Sir’. Do you understand?”

Vicki’s eyes darted toward the pilot momentarily, but kept getting dressed.

“Y..yes...Sir,” she managed quietly.

“A little louder, please,” Jo insisted.

“Yes, Sir, I understand,” Vicki responded louder but without a lot of conviction.

Jo smirked but didn’t say anything else. She just watched as the two got dressed.

“Hm,” Jo said as the two turned around, as dressed as they could be. “That is not going to do. I can’t show off my new pets like this.”

Pets?! Vicki screamed in her head but managed to keep quiet. One day, V, just one day, she kept repeating in her head. Karen, however, seemed to enjoy being called a pet. The older sister knew that turned-on look that she had enjoyed eliciting when they were younger.

“I think we need to go shopping,” Jo concluded and turned to open the door. “Come on, follow me.”

The three of them headed for one of the many clothing shops on the ship. The whole trip, Vicki was keenly aware of the shiny metal ring around her neck. She tried to convince herself that it just looked like a unique and stylish necklace rather than a collar, but to her, every person they passed knew. Once or twice, she tried to pull her shirt up to cover it as people went by, but it just fell back immediately and just drew more attention to it.

She was relieved when they finally entered the clothing store and out of the general public. Karen started to look through the outfits near the front until Jo continued on toward the back, where the swimsuits were hanging. The sisters followed, wondering what the tall woman had in mind.

Within moments, a pretty, bronze-skinned woman in a bikini and sneakers approached them. According to the name tag pinned to one strap, her name was Alexa.

“Can I help you ladies find something?” she asked.

“Well, I was looking for something for my...companions,” Jo answered. “Something unique that will have everyone staring at them.”

“Oh, my god,” Vicki whispered and put her face in her hands.

Jo ignored the comment if she heard it. The clerk cocked her head at Jo in thought, then turned and took a couple of steps to another round rack of suits. She pulled one out, looked at Karen and Vicki, and then pulled out another two.

“What do you think of one of these?” the woman said, holding up one suit after another.

When she got to the last one, Jo’s eyes lit up.

“Oooo, that’s nice,” she said, indicating a mauve-colored suit.

The bottoms had three interconnected gold bejeweled buckles connecting the front and the back on each side, as well as crisscrossing straps that looked like they would hug the waist. The top also had one of those jeweled buckles connecting the around-the-neck strap to the bra cups. The cups had some gold metal pieces that looked like small leaves, making the whole thing look like something a princess might wear.

“This one is for you,” the clerk said, handing the suit to Karen. “It is just your size, I’m sure.”

Karen happily took the suit and headed for the changing room.

“Do you have another one of those?” Jo asked. “Sized for Vicki, here? Maybe in a different color?”

“What size are you?” the clerk asked Vicki.

“Show her,” Jo said nonchalantly before the older woman could answer.

“What?” Vicki was confused.

“Lift up your shirt and let her see what size you are,” the pilot elaborated in a slow, precise voice.

Vicki’s eyes went wide, and her eyebrows went up in a ‘no way’ sort of look until she saw Jo reach for her phone. Quickly, she lifted her t-shirt and exposed her bare breasts to the saleswoman. The clerk was completely unfazed and just looked appraisingly for a moment, then turned back to rummage through the rack a second time. She emerged with a light blue version of that same suit with slightly larger bra cups.

“This should be right,” the woman said, handing the garment to Vicki, who was just putting her shirt back in place.

Without being prompted, the older woman went to the changing area only to discover that there was only one changing room, and it was really just three walls and a curtain. She could see Karen’s feet moving around as she put on her suit. She would just have to wait.

“What are you waiting on?” Jo said, coming up behind her. “Get changed.”

“But Karen’s still...”

Jo just looked hard at her, making Vicki stop before finishing the sentence.

“Yes, Sir,” Vicki said and pulled the curtain back just enough to squeeze in.

Karen had the top on and was just pulling up the bottoms as Vicki stepped in. Her sister looked stunning. The brunette stood up and did a little pose in the mirror against the back wall. The mauve color went really well with her brown hair, and the collar actually seemed to go with this outfit. That made the older woman feel a little better, but not much.

Karen kissed her sister on the cheek as she pulled the curtain back and started doing a model walk out to where Jo stood. Vicki closed the curtain behind her and proceeded to get into her own suit.

Karen pranced up to her Mistress. That’s the way she thought of Jo now, her owner, her Mistress. Just the idea was so erotic that she hoped she didn’t make a stain in the bathing suit.

She stopped a couple of feet from Jo and cocked her hips to one side, then did a slow turn.

“Do I meet with your approval, Sir?” Karen asked sweetly.

“You most certainly do,” Jo replied. “You look amazing. Now turn around and show me that ass again.”

Karen beamed at the compliment and pivoted on her toes to turn away. She arched her back and wondered what Jo would say.

“That is one beautiful rear, babygirl,” she said. “Don’t you think, Alexa?”

Jo turned her head to regard the sales lady still spying from the other side of a rack.

“Uh, I’m sorry, I was just checking to see if you all needed anything else,” she stammered.

“What I need is for you to tell me what you think of this ass,” Jo insisted.

The woman stepped from behind the rack. Her eyes looked at Karen’s rear, then to Jo, then back to Karen.

“It...it looks...very nice in that suit,” the woman replied, trying to sound dispassionate and professional.

“Doesn’t it just beg you to smack it?” Jo teased.

Karen yelped as Jo did just that. Her hand came down quickly but not hard. It was more surprising than painful, but the brunette still got a little jolt from the contact that she hadn’t expected. She turned her yelp into a moan, hoping to encourage Jo to spank her again.

“I’ll just be at the counter if you need me,” the woman said quickly, but didn’t immediately move.

“Go ahead,” Jo ignored her statement. “You can smack it.”

The girl looked a little flustered but stepped closer nonetheless.

“I don’t know if I...” she started, but didn’t finish. “Are you sure it’s okay?”

“That ass is mine, and I say you can smack it,” Jo answered. “Isn’t that right?” This was directed at Karen.

“Yes, Sir,” she confirmed without hesitation. “This ass is yours.”

Butterflies started fluttering in Karen’s womb as she was made to admit her submission in front of a complete stranger. She watched as the young woman, who was probably barely old enough to drink, came closer and then tentatively gave her rump a little hit. Karen barely felt it, but she hummed in appreciation and even wiggled her rear a bit.

“See,” Jo piped up. “She wants you to do it again. A little harder this time.”

The girl let out a tiny giggle and then gave her a proper spank. Karen felt that one and was surprised that she wanted more. She made sure to verbalize her enjoyment and looked back at the woman.

Alexa started to give her another smack when Jo stopped her.

“I think that might be enough,” Jo said, then paused when the girl looked disappointed. “Unless...”

“Unless what?” the clerk prodded.

“Unless, you know, there was some sort of an employee discount on these suits.”

The girl looked confused for a moment, then the lightbulb went on.

“Oh,” she said, thinking. “I...think there is a sale on these suits, now that you mention it.”

Karen couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Jo had just gotten a discount on the swimwear by bargaining - with her body. She was being whored out! Not in the full sense of the term, but for all practical purposes. Those butterflies had multiplied, and she wanted to touch herself so badly.

“Bend over a bit more, pet. Give the nice lady a proper target.”

“Yes, Sir,” Karen breathed and bent over at the waist and put her hands on her knees.

Alexa’s hand came down on her butt cheek and Karen grunted as the sting radiated into her sex. Another blow to her other cheek and her eyes closed, feeling her pussy tighten around the inert device lodged there. A third impact, and she was no longer in control of the moans escaping her throat. After the last hit, the hand lingered, gently rubbing her rear.

The girl backed away with a faraway look and glanced back at Jo.

“Th..thank you. I...need to go now,” the girl said barely above a whisper and walked swiftly to some other part of the store.

Jo laughed and motioned for Karen to relax. The brunette stood up and looked a little embarrassed.

“I don’t think she was expecting to enjoy that as much as she did,” Jo observed, then looked at Karen. “Did you enjoy that?”

“I...did,” the smaller woman admitted.

“You’re a natural at this, Karen. Are you sure you’ve never been in a Domme/sub relationship before?”

Karen looked at the floor as she answered.

“I tried,” she began. “With my ex-husband, but he didn’t know how to be a dom without being cruel.”

“Oh, sweetie,” Jo said, putting a hand to Karen’s cheek and moving her to look into the pilot’s eyes. “I’m so sorry you had to go through that.”

That’s when the curtain opened and Vicki came out wearing a light blue version of the same bikini as her sister. Just as the mauve of Karen’s suit made her long dark hair exotic, the blue of Vicki’s played perfectly against her shoulder-length blonde. Two halves of the same coin.

Jo and Karen just stared for several seconds at the vision that had emerged. Vicki stood there nervously waiting for a response until she finally prodded.

“So?” she said, putting her hand to her sides, palms forward.

“Wow,” was all Karen could say as she looked her sister up and down.

“Absolutely perfect,” Jo added, a huge smile on her face. “Now we can go to breakfast.”

At the counter, the clerk seemed more than a little distracted still. Even so, they walked out with a forty percent discount.

“Well, that was unexpected,” Vicki noted about the discount as the three exited the shop.

“I know, right?” Karen said in agreement.

Jo pulled out her phone, and the sisters almost stopped, expecting a jolt. Seeing their reaction, Jo smirked.

“Relax, I’m just texting Toni to meet us for breakfast,” she assured.
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THEY CONTINUED WALKING only for both sisters to stumble when they felt the quick, intense vibration in their sex.

“What the hell?” Vicki exclaimed, but Karen just laughed. “I thought you were texting?”

“Oh, I was,” Jo replied. “Then I finished.”

She offered no further explanation and just kept walking. The sisters picked up the pace for a few steps to catch up.

They arrived at the dining hall and found a table. The setup was buffet style with a long table full of an assortment of food.

“Karen,” Jo said as she sat. “Go make me a plate, would you, sweetie?”

“Yes, Sir,” Karen replied, practically bouncing to her task.

“And Vicki, would you get me a coffee, please?”

“Okay,” Vicki answered, only to get a stern look. “Sorry. Yes, Sir. Would you like cream and sugar...Sir?”

“No, thank you, just black.”

Vicki turned around, located the coffee, and headed in that direction. She was somewhat relieved to see that she and Karen were not the only women wearing bikinis to breakfast. They were the only ones not also wearing some sort of wrap or cover-up, but at least it wasn’t completely out of place. She did notice lots of eyes and heads turning to look at her, though. She tried to ignore them, but she was also pleased that she could still turn some heads in a bikini.

It didn’t take long to get the coffee, and she was back at the table before Karen. Vicki placed the cup down in front of the pretty woman waiting there. When she turned back to the buffet to get herself some food, Jo spoke up.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

“Uhm, to, uh, get some breakfast?” Vicki answered a little uncertain.

“I didn’t give you permission,” Jo said. “Sit,” she commanded, indicating a chair that she then pulled even closer to her.

Vicki sat, the chair so close that their legs touched. Jo continued to speak, her tone soft and understanding.

“Look, V, I know, unlike your sister, this whole situation chafes you.” A hand squeezed Vicki’s thigh gently. “But it’s just a game, a little roleplay. Relax and enjoy the game.”

About that time, Karen returned with two heaping plates of food.

“I...didn’t really know what you liked,” she began. “So I got some of everything.”

The two plates went in front of Jo. She smiled and pulled another chair to her other side. She patted the seat, and Karen sat with her hands in her lap.

“Such a good girl,” Jo cooed and squeezed her thigh as well. “I’ve got two very good girls, don’t I?”

“Yes, Sir,” Karen answered quickly, smiling and blushing.

“Yes, Sir,” Vicki followed in turn with somewhat less conviction.

Even so, she was still thinking about Jo’s words. This was just a game. Why was she taking it so seriously? Why couldn’t she just immerse herself in the role like Karen had and have some fun? She wasn’t completely sure if it was just a game to her sister, but the overall point was still valid. Vicki resolved to try and have fun. She would try to enjoy being a good little sex toy for one day.

“Okay, pets, go get yourselves some food,” Jo said, and the two got up.

When the sisters got back, Toni and Cindy were sitting across the table from Jo.

“Holy, shit! Both of them?” Toni exclaimed.

Jo didn’t respond, just waited for the sisters to each take their seats at her side.

“Damn, bruh. That’s got to be a bucket list item,” Toni added.

Vicki blushed and looked down at her plate; Toni was talking like she and her sister weren’t even there. And why should she care? They were just Jo’s slaves now, right? What would Karen be feeling? That’s what Vicki needed to tap into, be like her sister.

Karen was as happy as she could ever remember being. This was her life now, being the obedient slave girl to a gorgeous, dominant woman. Even more important was that she had her sister with her. It was a complete surprise when Vicki agreed to be Jo’s property too, but also the most wonderful thing ever. Karen could imagine her sister in Jo’s position, but this was the next best thing, maybe better.

“They are very special,” Jo conceded.

Karen beamed. Far from being humiliated by the idea that Jo had conquered them in some way, she was honored to be special to her owner. She saw Vicki pointedly ignoring the conversation and focusing on eating. Karen decided to do the same and stabbed a piece of melon.

“They look even more like twins in the matching suits,” Toni pointed out.

“You know what makes them even more like twins?” Jo said in a joking tone as she pulled out her phone.

Both sisters saw it and tensed. They were right to worry because the vibrations against their G-spots started a moment later. Both of them put down their forks and put their hands flat on the table. The vibrating waves of pleasure shot through them, making the pair jerk involuntarily.

Toni laughed while Cindy just stared, her eyes moving from one to the other.

“That’s so hot,” Cindy said quietly.

“They even react the same, look at their faces,” Toni said.

Vicki heard the comment and did her best to control her expression. She was only partially successful, but managed to open her eyes and look over at her sister. Karen was hunched over the table a bit with her eyes closed and mouth open, but silent. Her body quivered, and Vicki found herself scanning down the lithe, barely covered form of her sister’s curves, knowing exactly what she was feeling. That thought broke through her defenses, and a new wave of pleasure washed over her as she watched Karen. Then she thought about others seeing her in that same way and almost came, only cutting it off with great concentration, a soft moan still escaping despite her efforts.

“Lookout, bruh, I think she’s going to pop,” Toni said, tilting her head to indicate Vicki.

The vibrations stopped, and both sisters slumped forward, breathing heavily.

“Not yet, girls,” Jo said, leaning back in her chair. “You have to earn those.”

“Hey, can I try that?” Toni asked, holding out her hand.

“Absolutely not,” Jo responded.

“Why not?” Toni looked hurt.

“Because you have no self-control,” the pilot explained as if that fact were obvious. “You’d have them screaming on the floor and disturbing all these nice people’s meals.”

Toni looked around at the smattering of other people scattered throughout the room, currently oblivious to anything beyond their own worlds.

“Yeah, okay, I see your point,” she admitted.

“Go ahead, girls,” Jo said to the sisters. “You can eat now.”

Karen picked up her utensil and went back to eating. Vicki was a little slower and just about to put toast to her lips when there was another quick burst from the infernal devices. She nearly spit out her food, and her sister let out what sounded like a hiccup. Vicki turned her head and glared at the white-haired woman. Jo just smiled back and winked.

The rest of breakfast went off without the sisters being molested more than a few playful buzzes, always at the most inopportune moments. All-in-all, however, it could have been a lot worse, Vicki thought.

“So, we were thinking of going back to that beach today,” Toni announced as the group rose from the table. “Do you want to go with us?”

Jo snaked an arm around each sister’s waist and just stared back with her head cocked slightly to one side.

“Uh, right,” Toni replied after a moment while scratching one ear. “Stupid question. Catch you later then, bruh.”

Jo removed her arms from their waists and offered an elbow to each.

“Shall we?” she said, and each sister took hold of the arm offered.

The three got even more looks as they walked back to Jo’s cabin like that, two nearly identical bikini-clad women on the arm of a third woman. The pilot seemed to revel in the attention, as did Karen. Even Vicki, by the time they were approaching the door, was beginning to see the looks they were getting as compliments.

Jo unlocked the door and ushered the two inside. It was only then that Vicki felt apprehensive again. There had been some safety in being out in public, but now the three of them were alone again, and she had no idea what Jo had in mind. The two sisters just stood there, unsure of what to do.

The taller woman walked past them to sit in the lone chair. Vicki was bracing to have to do a striptease or have to undress the woman and service her, or give her a massage or something. What actually happened was nowhere on her radar of possibilities.

“Girls, have a seat on the bed,” Jo ordered, but it was gentle.

The two sat facing Jo.

“Vicki, look at your sister.” Vicki turned her head to look at Karen. “Karen, I want you to ask your sister what you told me last night you wanted to ask her.”

Fear swept over Karen’s face, and her shoulders scrunched in.

“Jo, please,” she began, then corrected. “Sir, I can’t!”

“You’ve been such a good girl so far, Karen, don’t make me have to punish you,” came the harsh reply.

Karen’s face went into her hands. There was silence in the room for several seconds as Karen collected her thoughts. Vicki was about to protest and say something when Karen’s head lifted and she turned to face her sister with a look of conviction.

“V,” Karen began, then paused to take a deep breath. “Why don’t you love me anymore?”

Vicki reeled. It was like being punched in the chest. Where was this coming from?

“Karen, I don’t know...” Vicki started to say, but was cut off.

“We used to be close, really close,” Karen said, putting her hand on Vicki’s knee. “Then, suddenly, you were embarrassed to be with me. You threw me away, V.”

Karen’s eyes glistened and Vicki’s heart broke. She couldn’t think of anything to say. Her sister was right, Vicki had backed away. She had felt guilty, like she was corrupting her little sister. It was painful, but she thought it was the right thing to do. Now she wasn’t so sure. She needed to do something to convince Karen that she hadn’t discarded her.

On a whim, she reached up and took Karen’s face in her hands. Vicki pulled her sister to her and kissed her hard on the lips. She didn’t hold back; she didn’t want there to be any doubt. Within seconds, their tongues were intertwined, and she felt Karen relax and push closer. Hands found the exposed skin of her hips and back.

After a couple of minutes, the intensity slowed, but the two didn’t separate. Hands started roaming over more intimate parts. Karen had always been enamored with her sister’s larger breasts, and a hand cupped and squeezed one while another reached for her butt. Vicki’s body responded, and her nipples pushed against the thin material of the bikini, pressing itself into her little sister’s palm.

Without letting go of her sister’s face, Vicki shifted, putting one knee on the bed and swinging her leg over Karen’s body. The two finally separated as Vicki pushed Karen back onto the bed and straddled her sister’s hips. Karen giggled and stared up at her older sister with hungry eyes.

“I never stopped loving you, sis,” Vicki said as her fingertips gently scratched her sister’s flat stomach. “I was...just scared. Then I met Bob and, well, it didn’t feel right after that.”

“It doesn’t matter, sis,” Karen stated as her fingers found Vicki’s thighs and massaged gently. “We both belong to Jo now.”

Vicki had forgotten about the third woman in the room. She looked over her shoulder to see Jo sitting in the chair with her shirt unbuttoned, her left hand playing with her right breast, and her right hand pressing against her crotch. Vicki looked back down at her pretty little sister.

“It’s not up to us anymore,” Karen continued, the mirth evident in her voice. “And we’re together.”

Again, doubt crept into Vicki’s mind about the deal she’d made with Jo.

“It doesn’t matter,” the older sister confirmed.

Vicki bent forward and moved her right leg to part her sister’s. Karen lifted her no-longer-pinned knee instinctively. Their lips met again in a slow, tender kiss. The younger sister began moving her groin to press against her sister’s, and Vicki responded by pressing herself down and meeting her sister’s motions. Arms began to wrap around each other’s upper bodies even as their lower bodies gyrated against one another.

The pair started to get into a rhythm, their moans and mews increasing as they ground together. Then they both tensed, holding on tightly to each other as a sudden intense vibration started just behind where they were already focusing their efforts. The sisters both let out a pleasured moan into the other’s mouth. Hands stopped moving and just gripped tightly. Their lips separated, and they just pressed their cheeks together.

Their groans and whines became more desperate, more frenzied, even as their pussies continued to grind together. Neither sister noticed as Jo sat next to them on the bed.

“I’m...ooooohhhh...aaahhh...not going to...nnnnhhh...last much longer,” Karen said in Vicki’s ear.

“Don’t you cum without permission, slut,” Jo commanded, surprisingly close.

Just being called a slut by her owner almost sent Karen over the top, but she bit her lip and barely managed to hold it back.

“P..please...Sir, please may I cum?” Karen almost yelled.

“No,” came the reply. “Your sister has to give you permission.”

Karen groaned and her eyes almost rolled back in her head as the sensation threatened to overwhelm her again.

“Please, sis! P..please, V, please ... nnnggghh...please let me cum!”

Vicki could barely keep herself from exploding, but managed to register what was happening.

“Yes, baby,” Vicki answered. “Oh, fuuck, yes, cum for me, Karen!”

Karen’s every muscle tensed around her sister, and she went completely still and quiet for a few seconds. Then she let out the most erotic sound of pleasure Vicki had ever heard. Her back arched, and she began to convulse. Only Vicki’s weight on top of her kept the brunette from throwing herself off the bed.

The feeling of her sister climaxing against her took Vicki to the edge as well. She almost let go, then remembered Jo’s words.

“May I...cum...Sir?” she managed, unsure if she could hold out for the answer.

Vicki felt the woman’s hand on her ass and trailing down to her sex as Jo leaned close.

“Are you mine?” Jo prodded.

Oh, god, what was she playing at? Fuck, she needed to cum.

“YES, fuck, yes, I’m yours,” Vicki said as quickly as she could manage.

“That’s my good girl,” Jo cooed in her ear. “Yes, cum for me, slave. Your sister gave her orgasm to you, but yours is mine. Understand?”

Without Vicki realizing it, a finger had moved the crotch of her suit aside and dove easily deep into her to join the buzzing device. She screamed out her release as her climax took control of every cell in her body. It just seemed to go on and on, the finger and the vibrator forcing one wave after another through her. She had no control over it.

Finally, the intense pleasure ended when the vibrations stopped. Karen immediately went limp beneath her, and Vicki just lay there in the euphoric afterglow. A hand brushed through her hair, then her sister’s, as Jo’s soft voice praised them.

“That was incredible, girls,” she said. “One of the hottest things I’ve ever seen.”

She petted them for another few seconds as the two caught their breath before speaking again.

“But that scene left me needing some attention, too.”

The statuesque woman stood up and finished taking off her clothes. Vicki rolled off her sister and got her first view of Jo’s naked form. This was what Vicki imagined Athena would have looked like. The woman was muscular and curvy at the same time. She exuded power with every motion.

The sisters moved enough to give the pilot room to take the center of the bed. Then, without being told, they each lay down on one side of the taller woman. Jo turned her head toward Karen, and they kissed for a long minute while Vicki just watched. Then the older woman began to graze her hand over the pilot’s torso, feeling the dips and ridges of her muscles and, eventually, the rise of her breasts. Her fingers played with the pierced nipple there like she was testing it for resilience and spring. Vicki got a pleasant hum from the woman and looked up to see her head turning in her direction.

She knew what was expected and, this time, it coincided with what she wanted. She stretched her neck up to meet Jo’s lips with her own. They were so much different than her sister’s, thinner and rougher, almost like a man’s, but with the care and tenderness of a woman. Vicki melted into that kiss. For the first time that day, she wanted to be possessed; she knew what Karen felt when she said she wanted to be owned.

On the other side, the younger sister had been exploring Jo’s body as well and was gently teasing the nipple closest to her with her tongue. That quickly turned into sucking and flicking the nub inside her warm mouth.

Jo pulled away from the kiss and moved her hand behind Vicki to guide her to follow her sister’s example. It is certainly a rare treat to have both nipples suckled simultaneously. It was yet another thrill to have two sisters providing that attention, and Jo mewed appreciatively. She also took the opportunity to untie the bikini backs of both women, neither of whom reacted at all. She pulled one off and then the other, the women releasing her nipples only for the moment needed to get the top off.

Then she put a hand on each of the sisters’ heads and pushed them both down her body. They got the hint and moved down her torso to Jo’s very wet sex. The sisters were a little unsure how to proceed, but Karen took the initiative and started to kiss the pilot’s inner thigh. Vicki took note and tried to match whatever her sister did. When Karen moved closer to Jo’s center, it became pretty much impossible. Over the next minute, Karen began to lick the pilot’s slit with more and more fervor, with Vicki unable to do much but kiss around her upper thigh.

“Give your sister a turn, you greedy little slut,” Jo told Karen.

She reached down and deftly hooked a finger into the ring at Vicki’s throat while giving Karen’s forehead a little nudge. Vicki had almost forgotten about the collar but was now being reminded of it as Jo forcibly pulled her into a position at her sex. Once again, the older sister found herself not minding the treatment and actually glad to get her time. It had been a long time since she had tasted another woman’s pussy, but it was familiar. The tang, the sweetness, the smell, the feeling of her tongue pressing between the labia to dive into the hole, all of it came back to her. She looked up, watching Jo’s face to see her reactions and adjust her technique.

“Mmmmm, you have done this before,” Jo commented and pushed some hair away from Vicki’s eyes.

Just to the side, Karen watched and wanted to help, but wasn’t sure how. Seeing her sister eating Jo and clearly getting into it made her excited. More than that, she was happy to finally see her sister enjoying herself. They were finally able to be together, even if it wasn’t how she had imagined.

As the brunette watched, one of her hands slipped under the material protecting her sex and found her swollen clit still sensitive from the recent orgasms. She played lightly, her body too sensitized to do much more as she watched Jo get more and more animated. Karen remembered all the times that she had been in Jo’s spot, her sister using her to experiment, to try new methods, and then teach them to her. Those were the best times of her life.

All that experimentation seemed to be paying off as Jo was nearing her orgasm. The butch pilot looked up at Karen with heavy eyes and then pointed to her own breast.

“Down here, pet, bite my nipple,” Jo said.

Karen moved immediately at her owner’s words and took the nipple into her mouth. She sucked it momentarily to make sure it was as erect as possible, then moved so it was between her molars. She was pretty sure Jo didn’t mean for her to use her front teeth. She began to apply pressure, slowly increasing and watching for any indication that it was too hard. But the harder she bit, the more the woman beneath her seemed to like it.

Then each of Jo’s hands grabbed a handful of hair, one for each sister, and pressed them down. A moment later, she let out a guttural moan as her body jerked in climax. She let out a long, low growl as the orgasm washed over her.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Jo exclaimed as she began to come down.

Her grip on their hair didn’t let up, though, and she pulled both of them up to her head level, kissing one, then the other.

“Such good little pets,” she said between heavy breaths.

“Thank you, Sir,” Karen replied, beaming, and laid her head on Jo’s shoulder.

Vicki said nothing but mirrored her sister's actions and rested her cheek against the bigger woman’s chest right up against the sultry faces of some of the women who had come before. Karen put her leg over Jo’s and found her sister’s leg already there. The two smiled at each other over Jo’s rising and falling breasts. Vicki put her arm over the pilot’s stomach, and Karen did the same, the sisters taking hold of each other over their shared lover.

The three just lay there for several minutes, not talking, just existing. Vicki watched Karen relax and close her eyes, drifting off.
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VICKI WOKE UP AT SOME unknown time later when the bed moved, and she heard noises. Opening her eyes, she was immediately faced with the sight of Karen lying on top of Jo like in a 69, but Jo’s legs were wrapped over her sister’s body and pressing her head into the bed with her feet. Even though Karen was on top, she was completely trapped and held in place with her rear sticking up lewdly. Jo appeared to be sucking on her sister’s clit with her thumb in Karen’s pussy and her middle finger deep in her anus.

As Vicki rose up on one arm, Jo noticed and dropped her head to the sheets to look over at the older woman. Her fingers, however, kept moving inside Karen’s holes. The younger sister, for her part, seemed oblivious that Jo had even stopped. She continued to moan and whimper, her hands gripping the bedspread tightly.

“Finally awake,” Jo chided. “And just in time. Come over here and slap your sister’s ass.”

“What?” Vicki replied. She had heard the words, but their meaning didn’t immediately sink in.

“What part of ‘slap your sister’s ass’ did you not understand?”

“Uhh, you...want me to spank her?”

“She likes a little pain with her pleasure,” Jo explained. “Just do it or I’ll spank you.”

“Y..yes, Sir,” Vicki answered quietly.

Vicki got up on her knees beside her captured sister. Karen’s eyes opened long enough to see her sister looming above her, and then felt the first tentative hit on her rump. However mild it was, there was a thrill in having her sister spank her.

“Harder,” Karen pleaded.

Vicki was surprised by the request but did her best to put more effort into the next blow. When her hand landed, Karen jerked very slightly and grunted, then moaned.

“See,” Jo piped up. “She loves it. Give her what she wants.”

Vicki swatted Karen’s other cheek a little harder this time and got a beautiful jerk and moan. The older woman got a distinct thrill out of seeing her sister so vulnerable and yet enjoying it. Another swat, then another. The sounds Karen was making were so erotic.

“She’s going to cum soon,” Jo pointed out. “Remind her that she has to ask first.”

Karen’s mind was swimming in the mix of pleasure and pain that just spiked the pleasure higher. Jo’s fingers and tongue seemed to touch every pleasure center in her lower body. Then, having her sister spank her interrupted the pleasure for an instant before pushing it higher in the next. The brunette felt so helpless at the mercy of Jo and her sister, and it was driving her toward a fantastic climax.

“Karen,” Vicki said. Karen opened her eyes and strained to look at her sister. “Don’t forget to ask for permission to cum.”

The younger sister started to nod, then another blow landed on her rear. Her eyes closed as she felt the sting that radiated through her pussy and turned warm.

“Please, Sir,” Karen tried to say, but was mostly muffled by the blankets her face was being shoved into.

Another hit almost pushed her over, but instead, she used the moment to get her mouth extracted.

“Please, Sir,” she almost screamed. “Please may I cum?”

“No,” Jo answered. “Vicki decides when you cum from now on. You have to ask her.”

Karen groaned and almost cried in frustration as she held the climax at bay, but she wouldn’t be able to for long. Jo’s lips locked around her clit and sucked just as another swat landed. She cried out in pleasure and anguish.

“P..please, sis,” Karen managed moments later. “I can’t stop! Please tell me to cum!”

Vicki felt the thrill again at being the one in control. She leaned down so she was face-to-face with her sister.

“Cum for me, my pretty little slut of a sister. Cum hard.” Vicki wasn’t even sure where those words had come from. They just poured out as she looked at her submissive little sister’s face, begging for release.

Vicki rose back up and used both hands to land several quick but softer slaps on Karen’s now red butt cheeks. At the same time, Jo ramped up the assault on the woman’s clit.

Karen buried her face in the bed and screamed. Her body spasmed and threatened to get away from the big woman holding her, but Jo just tensed and locked the brunette down as several waves of her climax shot through her.

As the ripples ceased, Jo rolled the two of them to one side and let go, unwrapping herself and climbing off the bed. Turning to Vicki, who just looked on as her sister recovered, Jo spoke.

“Aftercare is important,” she started, gesturing to Karen’s sweaty, smiling form. “Give her all the affection she deserves. Make sure she knows that you’re not just inflicting pain for your own satisfaction but for hers. That you’re not going to use her and walk away. Don’t tell her, show her.”

It was a strange lecture, Vicki thought, but she wanted to embrace her sister and hold her. Both of them need that.

She sat down on the bed with her legs crossed near Karen’s head and then urged her to put her head into Vicki’s lap. The older sister stroked the younger’s hair and gave her a gentle head and brow massage, the whole time softly telling her how much she loved her and how proud she was of her.

Then, without warning, Karen got up and sat directly on Vicki’s lap, her arms and legs wrapped around her sister’s torso in a full-body hug. Karen’s face nestled into Vicki’s neck. Small shakes and touches of dampness on her neck let Vicki know that her sister was crying.

“It’s okay,” Vicki soothed. “You’re safe. I’m here.”

There was a laughing snort into her neck.

“I’m not sad, you idiot,” Karen replied, lifting her head. She sniffled and continued. “I’m so happy to have you back, V. I need you.”

She lay her head back onto her sister’s shoulder and gave her a squeeze. Vicki looked up to see Jo getting dressed in her signature white shirt and black pants. The bigger woman finished dressing and grabbed her phone from a nearby surface as she looked back at her two pets. She noticed Vicki tensing but just smiled.

“V, you can remove the vibe now, it’s probably about out of juice anyway,” Jo said. “I’m going to go get us some food. While I’m gone, Vicki is in charge.”

With that, she exited, leaving the sisters alone. Karen wiggled against her sister’s body.

“You heard her, V,” Karen started, then changed to a slightly higher-pitched sing-song voice. “What are you going to do with me?”

“She’s not going to be gone that long,” Vicki pointed out. “But I do want to get this damn vibrator out.”

“Can I?” Karen asked.

“Take it out?” Vicki replied quizically. “Uh, okay.”

Karen uncurled herself from around her sister and stood up beside the bed. She made a little crook with her finger, and Vicki turned around and scooted to sit on the edge of the bed. The younger woman knelt down and urged her sister’s knees apart. With delicate fingers, she pushed the suit material aside and started to pull on the slender pink bit still protruding from Vicki’s hole.

She pulled until the hole started to stretch around the base of the bulbous part and looked up at Vicki’s face with a mischievous grin. Karen reversed the motion and pushed. Enjoying the intake of breath from above her, she pulled once more and then pushed again.

“Oooohhh,” Vicki moaned. “Stop...nnnn...stop it, sis,” she said, but made no motion to interrupt.

“Is that an order,...Mistress?” Karen asked teasingly.

She picked up the pace and moved closer, blowing air over Vicki’s sex. The older woman didn’t answer, just leaned her head back and let out a pleasured sigh. Karen took that as her signal to continue. She set up a rhythm of pulling the device until it was almost out, then shoving it back in as quickly as she could. At the same time, Karen leaned in and began to tease her sister’s clit.

Vicki looked down into the eyes of her younger sister as her lips pulled at her clit. Vicki had always thought of her as eager and open to experimentation. Always willing to go along with whatever her older sister’s horny college brain came up with. Now she knew there was more to it. Karen wanted, maybe needed, someone else to take control of her. She wasn’t open; she was obedient. That curious thrill gripped her again, and Vicki grabbed the back of Karen’s head and shoved her face tight against her slit.

“That’s it, you little slut,” Vicki growled. “Eat me!”

Karen’s eyes half closed, and Vicki felt her moan around her sex. Then the brunette’s tongue worked even faster. Two minutes later, Vicki had two handfuls of hair, making Karen look like she had horribly unkempt pigtails and was thrusting her pelvis up and down against her sister’s frantic mouth. The vibe finally popped out onto the floor.

“Ohhh, fuuuck,” Vicki let out as she went into a partial fetal position against Karen’s face.

For a moment, the only movement was Karen’s tongue still whipping across and around her sister’s button. Vicki jerked with the first crescendo of orgasm and continued to twitch as she came, her mouth open in a silent scream. Then she let go of her sister’s head and flopped back on the bed. Only then did she moan and writhe as Karen brought her down slowly.

Karen knelt there quite proud of herself as she looked down the almost naked body of her older sister. Rising from the floor gracefully, she climbed on top of the older woman and lay her head on Vicki’s shoulder again. Karen loved hearing that satisfied breathing and the still partially racing heartbeat. One of Vicki’s arms moved up to wrap around her.

“Thank you,” Vicki breathed. “That was wonderful.”

The sisters rested there another couple of minutes before they heard the door unlock, and Jo came back in carrying a tray of assorted fruit. She looked down at the pink device lying in the middle of the floor, still glistening with Vicki’s excretions.

“It looks like you two had some fun,” Jo said.

The pilot brought the tray to the bed, and the three ate like they were having a sleepover. The afternoon was spent in much the same way as the morning. Jo directed whatever sexy game she dreamed up, often making the sisters put on a show for her. It did not escape Vicki’s notice that every one of those situations involved her acting as the domme. She was actually grateful for this, as she was not completely comfortable in the sub role, especially with her sister. But there was more to it than just who was playing what role. Jo would commonly give her specific instructions about how to act and explain why it was important.
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​Chapter 10: Leashes
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THE THREE HAD REACHED a lull as the light coming in from the window was just beginning to dim. Jo lazily looked at her phone and smiled.

“Guess what, ladies?” she spoke up. “We have a dinner invitation.”

“From who?” Karen asked excitedly.

“An old friend of mine who owns a home on the island,” came the answer as Jo sat up. “Get your suits back on and get ready to go.”

The two sisters got up and had to search for where their bikini pieces had been tossed. As they were finishing getting redressed, Vicki looked over to see Jo pulling two leather leashes from her bag of toys. Oh, no, she thought.

Jo turned around, holding the leashes, to see the fear in Vicki’s eyes. The pilot got an evil grin and stepped right up to her, casually clipping the leash onto the collar of the wide-eyed woman.

That simple action made Vicki feel as strange as when she first put on the collar. Intellectually, she knew that collars served as more than just a symbol, but having Jo clip the leash on made her hyper-aware of her situation once more. She and her sister were sex slaves to a woman they had met less than three days ago. They wore matching collars that could be mistaken for jewelry, but still had the metal ring on the front used to attach things like a leash. For clothing, they were only in identically styled bikinis, her sister’s mauve and hers sky blue. Both had been purchased for them by the woman standing in front of her.

All of it was Jo’s property. Including her. Including her sister. At least until the morning when they got back to Miami. That was the deal she had made with the tall, muscular woman staring into her eyes. If she could have both sisters as her slaves for one day, then she would give them the keys to their collars and set them free. Otherwise, she might have kept Vicki’s sister, Karen.

Even if Jo seemed like a decent person right now, Vicki wouldn’t let anyone else take advantage of Karen’s submissiveness and use her only to throw her away. Vicki still felt guilty about letting that asshole of a man marry her sister and abuse her. At least that was over.

The strange feeling that most surprised her was how much Vicki had enjoyed the day once she decided to lean into it rather than fighting with how she thought she should act. She was beginning to understand why her sister wanted this. It was like...the analogy flashed through Vicki’s mind, and she realized that it was not an analogy at all. It was like...being a pet. No worries, other than being obedient and making your owner happy. The rest of the world didn’t matter.

Vicki’s eyes, then, slowly rose to meet Jo’s intense gaze.

“On your knees,” she ordered.

Vicki dropped without considering otherwise. She was a pet. Jo had called her that, but she only fully understood, in that moment, that it wasn’t just a cute name. She looked up at Karen as Jo clipped the other leash to her sister’s collar and, soon, the brunette joined her, kneeling on the floor at their owner’s feet.

Jo stepped back and pulled the chair to a spot where she could sit and face her two slaves, then began to speak.

“Girls, we are about to go to a very special event,” Jo started. “There are no fetish clubs on the island; the Bahamas are too religious to allow that, but there is one private residence that occasionally hosts parties.”

She tugged almost absently on the leashes enough that the women had to lean forward and put their hands on the floor even as they continued to sit on their heels.

“For me, this is about status and bragging rights,” the pilot continued. “There won’t be a lot of people, but those who are there are all important to me. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” both women said almost in unison.

“Good girls,” Jo praised before going on. “What that means is that I will expect you to be completely obedient no matter what.” She leaned forward and removed any slack from the leashes. “I am known for bringing the most beautiful and compliant women, and you two will only add to that reputation. Aside from you both being gorgeous, I don’t think anyone has ever brought sisters to the party. You will be the center of attention.”

Vicki wasn’t sure she liked that, but it didn’t matter what she liked as long as it made Jo happy. She would just have to ignore her own inclinations for a few more hours.

Jo stood up.

“Just do what I tell you and don’t speak unless spoken to.”

The woman turned and started for the door. Was she going to parade them through the ship like this, on a leash? Karen went to all fours and took a crawling step toward the door, but Vicki hesitated. The leash went taut and tugged at her neck.

Jo turned around and looked at the older sister with her eyebrows raised.

“If we can’t get out of the room, pet,” Jo said, “this is going to be a really long night.”

“P..please, Jo, uh, Sir,” Vicki pleaded. “Please, not on the ship.”

“This is what I’m talking about, V,” she said in a stern voice. “No questioning my orders and no disobedience.” Then her voice got softer, more understanding. “You have to trust me. You’re safe with me. I promise.”

There was a long pause where the two just looked at each other. Then Vicki looked down, her heart thumping.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good girl,” Jo said cheerfully.

The tall woman turned back around and started walking to the door, both sisters now following dutifully on all fours. They went only a few strides when Jo reached for the door and stopped. She turned back around and gazed down at the two sisters on their hands and knees. Yes, this was going to be quite a party.

“Stand up, girls,” she ordered.

Both women were a little confused but stood up. Jo reached up and unclipped the leashes.

“I was never going to parade you through the ship,” she stated, “unless I needed to punish you. This was just a test to make sure that you would if I wanted.” She looked at the younger sister. “Karen, you passed with flying colors.”

“Thank you, Sir,” Karen beamed.

“Vicki,” Jo turned toward the older sister. “I will emphasize this again. You need to trust me. Do you trust me?”

Vicki thought about that. Did she trust this woman? She hadn’t done anything to hurt them or put them in danger, and as much as she didn’t want to admit it, Vicki had enjoyed herself. She met the woman’s steady gaze.

“Yes, Sir. I trust you,” she responded.

Jo smiled at her and then turned back toward the door.
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​Chapter 11: Pets at a Party
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HALF AN HOUR LATER, the three were stepping out of a small, three-wheeled vehicle, and Jo was handing the driver some cash. There was a stone wall broken only by a pretty white wrought iron arch over a cobblestone walkway. The house was set back a ways and partially hidden by tropical plants. The green was accented by pops of red and purple all along the path. The residence wasn’t huge, but it was opulent. The walls were all a pale sunny yellow with white trim that accented the greenery nicely.

They approached an arched double door of polished dark wood and glass, but before ringing the bell, the pilot turned around and held up the long leather leashes. The sisters just stood there as they were, once again, tethered to their owner. Karen started to go to her knees until Jo stopped her.

“Not unless I say, babygirl.”

Jo turned around and pressed the bell. After a few moments, a woman came and opened both doors wide. She wore an outfit that looked like a cross between a bikini and a dress. It was a tropical style with a black base covered in green palm leaves and flowers of red, yellow, and pink. The bikini top connected to the skirt with only a wedge of material attached between the breasts. A long slit up one side left a shapely leg visible as she walked. She had the dark bronze skin of a resident and the bearing of an Egyptian queen.

“Captain Ellis!” The woman’s face lit up on seeing Jo.

She spread her arms, and the tall pilot bent down for a hug. While the two embraced, the woman took the opportunity to look over Jo’s shoulder at the two collared sisters. They separated, and the woman turned Jo around so they were both facing the two slaves.

“You told me you had a special surprise. Are these it?” the woman asked as she looked the sisters up and down. “I don’t think you’ve ever brought two before.”

The woman’s eyes narrowed, and her head tilted to one side slightly.

“They are very similar,” she noted, and her eyes went wide. She looked at Jo with a surprised expression. “Sisters?”

Jo didn’t answer verbally; she just smiled and raised one eyebrow for a moment, the opposite of a wink. The woman laughed gleefully and put her hand back on the pilot’s shoulder, turning her back around and guiding her into the house.

“You never cease to amaze, Captain.”

The leashes went tight, and the sisters followed wordlessly behind the other two. The interior of the home was relatively spacious but on par with a middle-class suburban place on the mainland. The walls were more muted but continued the yellow-with-white trim design. The foyer was mostly a wide hallway that eventually opened up to a den on the right and a kitchen on the left. The view stretched all the way to the back of the house, where there were large windows through which the ocean was visible about two hundred yards away. Also visible just past the windows was a horseshoe-shaped pool.

As they came into the den area, they saw two other couples already lounging. Closest was a man in a suit sitting on a couch facing away from them. On the floor next to him was a collared woman in a teal see-through outfit reminiscent of Barbara Eden on the old I Dream of Jeanie shows. They turned their heads to look at the newcomers.

Across from them was a thin woman in a latex catsuit sitting with her legs crossed and absently stroking the head of a man kneeling beside her wearing only a bikini bottom and a full leather hood that hid his face. They, too, looked up at the pilot and her two slaves. There was recognition by the latex-encased woman as she smiled and nodded toward Jo.

Vicki was suddenly acutely aware of her near-naked and collared state as embarrassment rushed to the surface. It was one thing to do this roleplay in the privacy of a cabin room on the ship; it was entirely something different to be paraded on a leash in front of a room of strangers. Karen was feeling similar embarrassment, but underlying the shame was just how horny it was making her.  

“Dr. Caplain, may I introduce one of my dearest friends, Captain Josephine Ellis,” the hostess announced very formally.

The man in the suit stood up and reached over the couch to shake Jo’s hand.

“And I believe you and Lady Elaine are already acquainted,” she continued.

Jo smirked and nodded back at the lady.

“We are. Good to see you and Fido again,” Jo confirmed.

Surely Fido wasn’t the man’s real name, Vicki thought, then realized that it didn’t matter.

“And you,” Elaine greeted, “you always have the most beautiful pets and two this time!” She raised what looked like a whisky glass in salute.

“They’re sisters,” the hostess added helpfully.

“Really?” the lady responded, clearly impressed. She tilted her head and looked at Jo for confirmation.

“That is true,” Jo confirmed. “They are sisters.”

“Are they...intimate?” the doctor finally spoke up.

“If I want them to be,” Jo answered confidently. “Girls, show these nice people how much you love each other. Give each other a nice kiss.” She gave their leashes a little shake and stepped out of the way so that the sisters were the center of attention.

Vicki was a little in shock at being put on the spot like that, but Karen took the lead and put an arm around her sister’s waist. The other came up and moved Vicki’s chin toward her. Their eyes met moments before their lips. Vicki let herself be swept up in her sister’s passion. Her eyes closed, and her hands snaked around Karen’s torso. Karen’s tongue teased at her lips until Vicki parted her own and let her tongue intertwine with her sister’s.

Both women forgot the room around them and focused on each other. Vicki recognized the hunger rising in her that she had felt the first time she had spanked Karen’s rear and knew her sister liked it. Rather than fight it, one hand reached for Karen’s ass while the other slid up her spine to get a grip on her hair. She pulled, forcing her younger sister’s head back and presenting her collared neck. Vicki heard Karen moan as she kissed her shapely neck, her tongue squeezing between the collar and her sister’s sensitive skin.

It was suddenly hard to reach the enticing neck in front of her. It took the sisters a moment to realize that Jo was pulling on their leashes to separate them.

“I think that’s enough, you little sluts,” she admonished, although a smile tugged at her lips.

“Aww, Captain,” the hostess said just as a hand dropped from where it was playing with a breast. “You could have let them go on a little longer.”

“You’ll just have to be patient, Axana,” Jo answered. “I promise you’ll get your show. Have I ever let you down?”

Show? The sisters looked at each other briefly with wide eyes. Jo turned to the two of them.

“Karen, outside by the pool, there’s going to be an open bar. Go get me an Old Fashioned.” Jo ordered.

“Yes, Sir,” Karen said, happy to be able to serve.

Jo let go of the leash but didn’t unclip it. Karen walked quickly toward the big sliding glass doors that led to the pool area. The big woman didn’t acknowledge Vicki at all and, instead, just turned back to the other guests and made her way to one of the open chairs, pulling the remaining sister with her. She sat and pointed to a spot on the floor beside her. Vicki understood and knelt there obediently. She felt Jo’s strong but soft hand rest lazily behind her neck.

“Good girl,” she said quietly.

Vicki flushed at how that small gesture of approval made her feel. Karen returned a couple of minutes later and, after handing off the drink, mirrored her sister on Jo’s other side.

The three guests and the hostess bantered about nothing in particular, or so it seemed. After a while, however, it became clear to Vicki that business connections were being made. The man in the suit was the newcomer to this group and was looking for a pilot to have on retainer. The hostess had made the introductions, and the other lady was Jo’s reference for past performance. This was some weird kind of interview.

The hostess brought plates of hors d'oeuvres to the guests, completely ignoring the four kneeling on the floor. Karen’s eyes followed the plates as they were passed out, and felt a little pang of hunger. A minute later, Jo held a cube of cheese on a toothpick in front of her. She started to reach for it, but Jo put it closer to her mouth, indicating that she was going to feed her. Karen’s eyes looked up at her owner in gratitude as she took the offered food between her teeth and pulled it from the stick. Jo then repeated the gesture with Vicki.

Jo fed each of them a few more times as the conversation continued, enough to stop their growling stomachs if not fill them up. Finally, she turned to Vicki and whispered to her.

“You and Karen go to the bar and get yourselves some drinks. I’ll come get you in a couple of minutes.” Jo started to sit back straight, then leaned back in. “And get yourself something strong, you might need it. Remember, you’re in charge of her when I’m not around.”

The pilot then handed Vicki the leash attached to her sister’s collar.

“Make her crawl, she’ll love it,” Jo added.

Vicki stood up with Karen watching her, and seeing that she was holding her leash. The younger sister started to get up as well, only for Vicki to shake her head and point to the floor. Karen’s mouth opened for a moment, then she sucked on her bottom lip and nodded. To get to the outer doors, they had to go right through the center of the group, and they could feel all of the others’ eyes on them as the conversation lulled while they passed.

Vicki felt heat between her legs as she led her crawling sister through the house. Karen was feeling that same heat, knowing that all those people were watching her crawl submissively behind her sister. This was a dream, or maybe a fantasy, come true for her.

The concrete in the pool area was a little rough on her knees, but nothing serious. Vicki ordered a couple of shots and a couple of cocktails. Karen started to stand up, but Vicki stopped her.

“I didn’t say you could get up, slave,” the older sister admonished.

There was an edge to her tone that drove directly into the parts of Karen’s brain that drew pleasure from being ordered around.

“Yes, Sir,” she said reflexively, sitting on her heels.

Vicki looked down with a scowl.

“I am not a ‘Sir,’” she corrected.

Karen was confused.

“W..what...are you then,” she asked anxiously.

There was a pause as Vicki downed one of the shots.

“When Jo...when Sir is not around, you will call me ma’am.” She threw back the second shot. “Or...Mistress V. Understand?”

Vicki was a little ashamed of how excited this was making her, but she also knew that Karen wanted it just as much.

“Y..yes, ma’am, M..mistress V,” Karen replied, testing the feel of the words rolling out of her. They felt good, like home.

“Good girl,” Vicki praised and handed one of the cocktails to her sister.

Karen tried to hold it back, but she couldn’t help but smile. She tried to hide it behind the colorful cocktail, but Vicki noticed. The older woman decided not to say anything and got a little smile of her own.

The two drank quietly for a couple more minutes until Jo walked out and ordered another Old Fashioned with an extra squeeze of orange. Vicki caught herself making a mental note of that detail for next time. Next time? What was happening to her?

Jo took her drink and leaned against the bar. She put out her hand to Vicki, who handed over Karen’s leash. Jo tugged up on it.

“Stand up so that I can talk to you both,” she started. Karen rose to stand next to her sister. “Girls, I have one more big thing I need from the two of you this evening.”

There was a long pause as she looked each of them in the eyes before continuing.

“We are going to put on a show for our host and her guests.”

Both sisters’ mouths opened slightly, not knowing what to think.

“Usually, I do this with my one slave, but...” Jo explained, but Vicki interrupted.

“You’ve done this before?” she asked.

Jo got a stern look.

“Turn around,” she ordered.

Vicki looked concerned but turned away. Moments later, a hard smack sounded around the pool from Jo’s hand, making contact with Vicki’s rump, followed by a yelp before she could cover her mouth.

“Back around,” Jo ordered, and Vicki turned back, her eyes watering more from the shock than any real pain. “Don’t interrupt me. Where was I? Right. As I was saying, I usually do this myself, but today we have a special opportunity.” Jo put a knuckle to Karen’s chin. “Karen, you are going to be my instrument.” Then she turned to Vicki. “And, Vicki, you are going to be the bow that makes that instrument sing.”

Vicki desperately wanted to ask what that meant, but after the previous punishment, she knew not to open her mouth.

“But first, I need a picture,” Jo said.

“What kind...” Vicki started, then clamped her mouth shut after a raised eyebrow from Jo.

“Come over here into the light.”

The girls stood where Jo indicated.

“Now turn to your sister and do an exaggerated kiss,” Jo directed.

The two turned to each other and puckered their lips in a parody of a kiss. At the last second, though, Karen stuck out her tongue and licked Vicki’s lips. That was the moment Jo took the picture.

“Karen!” Vicki exclaimed. “You messed it up!”

“No, I don’t think so,” Jo said, looking at her phone.

She turned it around to show the sisters the still of Karen’s tongue just trailing over Vicki’s bottom lip. It was surprisingly sexy considering the intention.

“It’s perfect, don’t you think?”

“Perfect for what?” Karen asked.

“My new tattoo,” Jo said, smiling. “It’s going to go right here.” She held the phone with the screen out just under her breasts. “I’ve run out of room on the left. You two are going to bridge between the two sides.”

“You’re going to tattoo our picture onto your body?” Vicki said as the statement sank in.

“How could I not?” Jo responded and put her phone away. “Right now, though, I need to get you two ready.”
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​Chapter 12: Center Stage
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TWENTY MINUTES LATER, the guests of this party, along with their companions, were filing into a basement that could only be reached through a door behind a bookshelf. There was comfortable seating at the end of the room nearest to the group, which they began to head towards. The other end of the room was mostly open except for a low table with large eye-ring bolts at key locations along its side, a Sybian, and a St. Andrews Cross mounted to one wall.

There was also a medium-sized cage on wheels sitting in front of the table. In that cage was Karen, facing one wall so that the newcomers were seeing her from the side. She was kneeling patiently on all fours, making a point not to look at them. Along with her collar, she wore a cream-colored lace bodice and grey hose, but nothing else. Jo sat in a chair off to one side, more like an observer than a participant.

The others got settled with little fanfare or surprise at what they found. The hostess smiled at Jo and gave her a slight nod. With that, the pilot rose and came to stand right in front of Karen’s cage before addressing the onlookers.

“Tonight, ladies and gentlemen, I would like to present to you something completely unique. My two pet sisters will put on a demonstration for you. Karen here,” Jo slapped the cage, causing it to rattle loudly and making its occupant startle. “Has no idea what is about to happen. All of her reactions will be spontaneous and unrehearsed.”

Jo knelt down to look at Karen eye-to-eye.

“No trying to fake anything. Do you understand?”

“Y..yes, Sir,” Karen nodded, a tremor in her voice.

Jo stood back up and faced the small audience again.

“Come on out, Vicki,” she said in a normal voice.

Despite the volume seeming to be too low for someone outside the room to hear, Vicki stepped out from a door just off to one side. She was wearing a black corset that left her breasts bare, along with black fishnet hose and black high-heel stilettos. The only non-black item was the silver collar still around her neck.

“Vicki knows some of what is about to happen, but has never done this before, so I will be coaching her through a wireless earpiece. Sit back, don’t bother trying to relax, and enjoy.”

Jo did a small head bow and retook her seat. Vicki waited for a signal from Jo and made the mistake of looking out at the people watching. How had she gotten herself into this? She just wanted to go on a nice cruise with her sister. Now she was about to do unspeakable things to Karen right in front of a group of sexual voyeurs. Their faces were impassive, but their hungry eyes roved over her and her sister.

She followed one of those stares to the caged body of her beautiful little sister. So helpless and so aroused. After all that had happened this week, Vicki knew just how much Karen was loving this. Love for her sister and conviction to see this through swelled in the older woman’s heart. She steeled herself and tried to ignore the spectators.

“Circle around the cage once to face Karen and...” Jo’s voice whispered in her ear, giving her instructions.

Vicki looked over momentarily at the tall pilot who was barely moving her lips and whispering into a headset mic. Then she began to follow her direction.

The stilettos made a distinctive sound against the hard floor as she walked, no, prowled slowly around the cage. Karen turned as much as she could to follow Vicki’s legs as she circled, finally coming to a stop in front of the brunette’s face. She knelt down just like Jo had and looked into the cage. Her sister’s face showed trepidation but excitement. Vicki crooked her finger, beckoning her forward.

“Come here, sis,” Vicki ordered. “Close to me.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Karen acknowledged and crawled right up to the bars to meet her sister’s gaze. A finger came past the bars to caress her lips.

“Gooood,” Vicki praised. “Now, I’m going to use your little pussy however I want today. And you’re not going to cum until I tell you to.”

“Y..yes, ma’am,” Karen replied with the hint of a smile.

Vicki then unlatched the cage and swung the door wide, reaching in to clip a leash onto Karen’s collar once again. She led her sister out of the cage and onto the table. Jo stood up and rolled the cage to the side before returning. Vicki had Karen lie spread-eagled on the table. Karen then watched as Jo and her sister used thick but soft ropes to tie her wrists and ankles to those protruding eye bolts. When they were done, the younger woman pulled at her bonds, noting just how little movement she had left. Jo sat back down, leaving Vicki to loom over her captured sister.

“Tonight,” Vicki began at Jo’s direction, “you are...not my sister.” She had to force the words out, but managed it. “You are my...whore.”

As hard as it was for Vicki to utter those words, it was nothing for Karen to repeat them.

“Yes, ma’am. I’m your whore. My sister’s whore.”

“That’s right,” Vicki said.

She climbed up onto the table and straddled her sister’s torso. With her hands stretched above her, Karen’s nipples were just peeking out from under the cups of the lingerie. Vicki started flicking Karen’s nipples like she was playing a game of paper football with them. She started softly but increased the strength of her flicks every time, alternating from one side to the other. She liked watching her little sister jerk after every hit and the cute grunts. Then she pinched both nipples at the same time and pulled up. Karen’s back arched, trying to ease the stretching as she began to moan. Karen’s hips began to move like she was trying to get away, but the sounds she was making made it clear she was enjoying every second.

Vicki let go with one hand and reached back, cupping Karen’s sex in her palm and pressing down to keep her pinned against the table. She started rubbing fast and hard against Karen’s clit with her palm. Her sister’s slit was so slippery that her hand moved with ease. The brunette’s wriggling and moans took on a more desperate tone as an orgasm started to build.

After a minute, Karen was pulling hard against her restraints, her whole body fighting to maintain her composure and losing. Vicki’s fingers curled and found her opening, spearing into her even as a thumb began to circle her clit.

“What are you?” Vicki asked, mimicking Jo’s words in her ear.

“I..I’m my...ooohhhh, fuuuuck...my sister’s....uhhh...whore!” Karen forced herself to say.

“Don’t you cum!” Vicki reminded.

Just hearing her sister telling her not to made Karen’s climax that much more imminent.

“Ohhh, please,” she pleaded.

“No, don’t you do it!” came Vicki’s forceful response.

Karen cried out in frustration, doing everything she could to stop the wave, but knew it was only a matter of time.

“What a filthy little slut you are,” Vicki teased, using Jo’s words. “Letting your own sister make you her bitch.”

As the words sank in, a wave of erotic submission washed over the brunette, and all of her resistance broke. Her whimpering and moaning stopped as the climax reached its peak, held there for several seconds, and then crashed through her. Karen’s body quaked even as Vicki’s fingers continued their assault on her pussy.

Vicki got the response Jo wanted in her ear, but wasn’t sure she could do it. Her eyes briefly met Jo’s in a silent pleading.

“She disobeyed you,” Jo whispered. “You must respond to that. Now do it!”

“Are you cumming?” Vicki yelled. “Did you just cum, you little slut?”

Karen couldn’t form words as the orgasm continued. Vicki released her hold on the brunette's sex and brought the hand to her sister’s nose. Karen’s head began to clear as her senses were accosted by the smell of her failure.

“You did!” Vicki accused. “You fucking came!” She shoved three fingers into Karen’s mouth. “See?”

Of course, Karen couldn’t respond, but there was no need to. When her sister pulled her fingers from her mouth, covered in her saliva, the hand went right back to her sex. Karen’s back arched as she instinctively tried to get away.

“Too much!” she complained.

“Oh, now it’s too much? Well, you know what filthy sluts get when they cum without permission?” Vicki questioned.

Karen shook her head.

“Punished?” she guessed.

Another quick flick of Vicki’s eyes to Jo, then back to Karen.

“They have to keep cumming until I decide you’ve had enough.”

Jo stood up long enough to hand Vicki a medium-sized black wand vibrator. The older sister climbed off the table and put the vibrator to Karen’s pussy.

“Oh, shit,” Karen exclaimed as the vibrating head came into contact with her already sensitive clit.

“Whenever you cum,” Vicki’s voice broke in while lifting the wand away, “you will tell me what you are. Understand?”

Karen breathed heavily in her respite and nodded.

“What are you?” Vicki prodded.

“My sister’s whore,” Karen replied.

“Good girl,” Vicki said and replaced the wand on her sister's quim.

Karen jerked at the contact. She was already extra sensitive, but the situation and the vibe were already bringing her back toward that peak.

In the audience, the hostess was gently rubbing her breast while Dr. Caplain had his fly open and his female companion was slowly pumping his member in her hand. Lady Elaine, similarly, had Fido rubbing her breasts from behind and had a hand on her own crotch.

“Now cum for me, my little slut sister,” Vicki commanded as she wiggled the wand deeper into Karen’s folds.

Karen didn’t think she was at that point yet, but something in her sister’s voice and the vibe took her right to the precipice.

“Fuuuuck, I’m...cumming!” she said in surprise.

“What are you, bitch?” Vicki said.

“My...nnnngg...sister’s whore!”

With those words, Karen shook again as the climax took her. This one was quicker with a bit of an edge. She expected her sister to let up after that, but the wand stayed and didn’t let her rest. It hadn’t let the rollercoaster descend far, and a new climb was already starting.

Karen shook her head and then remembered what she had been told to say.

“My sister’s whore,” she cried out as another climax shot through her like a tiny bolt of lightning.

Only then did the vibe get removed. Karen lay there, her whole body tingling and her pussy still feeling like it was vibrating even without the device. She absently felt the ropes being untied, but didn’t want to move.

Then she was being slid down the table, her feet coming off, then the rest of her legs. Finally, she was turned over onto her stomach, and she felt the floor under her toes. About half of her upper body still rested on the table. Someone moved her head toward the audience.

There was a lull for a blessed minute until there was a small slap to her rear.

“No time for napping, sis,” Vicki announced. “You’re not done cumming for me.”

Karen was pretty sure that she was spent, at least for a few more minutes.

“Can’t cum anymore,” she said.

“You will keep cumming until I say it’s enough, remember?”

Karen felt something hard sweeping up and down her crevice, then pushing in. It was thick, and it kept pressing deeper. She looked back to see her sister behind her, wearing a strap-on harness and gripping her hips.

Behind her, Vicki was watching the fake cock disappear into her little sister’s hole. It was a heady thrill to know that she was penetrating her little sister. The older woman’s eyes traced up the enticing curves in front of her and wanted to take her, to drive her insane with pleasure, and then hold her while she fell asleep.

Vicki started moving her hips, pumping the dildo a little deeper with every thrust. Karen’s little sounds of pleasure stoked her own excitement. In her ear, she was getting less and less direction from Jo. When Vicki’s pelvis met Karen’s butt, she gripped her sister’s waist and pulled hard while pushing with her hips for one last thrust. She was rewarded with Karen making a surprised whimper. She pulled almost all the way out, then stopped.

“Fuck yourself, whore,” Vicki commanded.

“Yes, ma’am,” Karen murmured and lifted herself slightly off the table.

She pushed back, impaling herself. It felt so good having the large dildo stretching her wide. Even more than the physical pleasure, it was like her big sister was claiming her. She pulled back and impaled herself again. The deeper she got, the more complete it felt. Over and over, she tried to take her sister’s strap-on to the hilt.

“Take me, sis. I’m your whore,” Karen thought.

That’s when the first stirrings of another orgasm made itself known. Both women were now moving in tandem, the pace picking up. Karen lay her cheek on the table and held onto the edges. She got a glimpse of the onlookers, all in their own stages of sex but with their eyes glued to the events in front of them.

Karen stopped pushing back as her climax reached its point of no return, but Vicki kept pounding into her.

“I’m my...aaahhhh...sister’s whore!” Karen cried as the blissful pulse shook her, and this time she knew it was true.

A small dip and another wave crashed down almost on top of the previous.

“Fuuuuck...sister’s whore,” she managed.

Then the shock of powerful vibrations on her clit. Vicki had turned the wand back on and was using it while still pushing the dildo in and out of her.

“Give me more, sis,” Vicki was saying. “This is what you get for cumming without permission.”

Karen couldn’t have held it off if she had wanted to. Yet another crescendo hit her as her body jerked and rode the wave, her legs quaking uncontrollably. Still, Vicki didn’t stop. One orgasm after another rocked through the brunette.

“Can’t stop,” she wailed. “Aaaahhhh...can’t stop cumming!”

Even after Vicki stepped back, breathing hard herself, one more wave blew through the younger sister. Without Vicki behind her, Karen couldn’t support herself and started to collapse to the floor. Vicki caught her and lowered her softly into a sitting position between Vicki’s legs. The older sister wrapped her arms around Karen and just held her for a moment, whispering in her ear.

“You’re okay. I’m here, baby. I’ve got you.”

Then louder, so that the spectators could hear.

“What are you?” Vicki asked.

Karen smiled and leaned her head back onto Vicki’s shoulder.

“I’m my sister’s whore,” she answered.

Around them, the sounds of others finishing their own orgasms took the place of applause. All except for one person loudly and slowly clapping. Vicki looked toward the sound, knowing it was Jo. Their temporary owner wore an expression of pride and, as Vicki watched, stood up while still clapping.

“I love you, sis,” Karen whispered right beside her.

“I love you, too,” Vicki replied.

The two moved their faces toward each other and ended up in a soft kiss that radiated affection and a deeper love than many couples will ever achieve.
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​Chapter 13: My Sister’s Slut
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BACK ON THE SHIP, JO let the sisters sleep and just enjoyed the press of their bodies against hers for one night. At some point during the night, the cruise liner had left the island and made its way back to the port in Miami.

The next morning, Jo was up before the other two and had started packing as Karen roused.

“Oh, Sir, I should be doing that,” Karen said as she got up and started to help.

“It’s okay, I’ve got it,” Jo replied.

On the bed, Vicki was stretching and sitting up.

“Good, you’re both awake,” Jo said. “Ladies, come over here.”

Karen moved to the indicated spot and knelt at Jo’s feet happily. Vicki moved more slowly, but made her way to where Jo and her sister were. Just as she was about to kneel beside her sister, Jo stopped her and pulled the chair over.

“Vicki, sit here.”

Vicki sat and watched as Jo opened a small pack from her bag and went around behind the older sister. Jo gently pushed her head forward and proceeded to release the collar from around her neck.

Karen looked on with growing concern. Had they done something wrong?

Vicki rubbed her neck as the collar was removed. Jo put the metal ring back into her pack and turned back to Vicki, handing her the tool she had used to unlock the collar. The pilot turned back to Karen, who looked like she was about to cry.

“I..I’m going with you, right?” Karen asked Jo hopefully.

“Sweetie,” Jo started as she squatted in front of the still-collared sister, “I never said this was permanent. This is how I am, catch and release. Besides, you have someone way better than me to take you on.”

Jo stood up, shouldered one of her bags, and then picked up the other. She opened the door but turned back to Karen.

“Remember, when I’m not around, Vicki is in charge.”

With that, she walked out and closed the door behind her. There was silence in the room as both women processed what had happened. Vicki had expected something along these lines, so she recovered first. She realized that she had already decided what she was going to do, even if she had not consciously been aware of it previously. Vicki stood up, found her bikini, and started to get dressed. Karen still knelt facing the door, not sure what to do.

“Karen, come over here,” Vicki commanded, and sat on the edge of the bed.

Her little sister turned her head toward her, confusion still evident on her face, and started to get up.

“Crawl,” Vicki ordered.

There was a new edge to her voice, Karen noted, and it pulled her out of her stupor. The brunette got on all fours and crawled over to the bed between her sister’s legs.

“When we get home, you are going to quit that awful job you hate and move in with me,” Vicki said.

“What?” Had Karen heard her correctly? Move in with her sister? Quit her job?

“Was I not completely clear, ... slave?” Vicki said, but with kindness in her voice.

This wasn’t an admonition; this was a statement about their new relationship. Karen took a moment to respond as she began to understand her situation. She was still wearing the collar. Her sister, her beautiful, loving sister, was taking her home. She still had an owner.

“Y..yes, ma’am. Sorry,...Mistress V,” she replied.

Karen sucked in her lips to keep from shouting, but a tear still escaped down her cheek. Her sister reached down and put a finger under her chin, forcing her to look up into her eyes. There she saw the loving domination that she craved, that she needed.

“What are you?” Vicki asked.

Karen’s response was immediate but wobbly around the happy sobs threatening to overtake her.

“I’m my sister’s whore.”
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