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Captain, his crew, and I are sailing south through the Caribbean to a small island.

We’ve embarked with an eclectic group of people, a four-person polycule, and a swinging couple. The owners of Fantasy Unlimited bought our ship to add to their growing luxury vacation empire. The perks of their program include freeuse hostesses for their bed & breakfast guests. Now, they want to expand their salacious scheme to our ship. Captain has granted permission for Steph and me to serve our guests as freeuse stewardesses on our voyage from Key West to Belize. It’s Steph’s first time, and I’ve never served guests onboard our ship.

We are both anxious about the next few days at sea and promise Captain and Lilly, the chief stewardess, to continue providing five-star service to our wealthy guests. Our extra duties to them will keep us on our toes—or hands and knees if you know what I mean. Steph thinks she’s ready for the challenge, and I’m fully charged with discovering what our six enigmatic guests want from us while sailing through the Caribbean Sea.
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To those who pursue pleasure beyond typical hedonism and find the bliss of becoming one with our soul mates.


The moment eternal - just that and no more - When ecstasy's utmost, we clutch at the core While cheeks burn, arms open, eyes shut, and lips meet!

ROBERT BROWNING
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MORNING PLANS


HOLLY


The morning is slightly overcast, which isn’t uncommon when sailing on the ocean. The captain explained that it’s a marine layer that the sun will burn off in a few hours. Then, the blazing semi-tropical sun will heat up as usual.

Steph and I are standing along the edge of the outside dining area aft of the parlor where we met everyone last night. Steph keeps peeking inside as we wait for our guests to appear after leaving them in their cabins to prepare for our day of excellent service.

My other crewmates are glum about the lack of Holly fun they can enjoy. They hug me close, and their arms feel good wrapped around me. It’s just a pause in the routine, I assure them. Once this shakedown cruise with the new owners is done, I’ll be back on my knees for them.

“They’re still not up?” Lilly asks as she cruises past where we’re standing. She’s always moving, ensuring everything is shipshape and perfect for our guests. “What did you two do to them?”

“Excellent freeuse whorin’, ma’am!” Steph pipes up.

When I saw her in the galley, she looked a bit ragged. We shared some sweet shower time and then braided each other’s hair to avoid getting it messed up easily. That was a few hours ago, and I’m feeling antsy for a new day to start.

“I love your attitude, Steph,” Lilly says, then looks at me. “Your crew is behind you, even if they’re disappointed you’ll be out of service for the next few days. They want you to impress the new bosses.”

“I’m going to give it my all, ma’am.” I grin at Lilly, happy that she supports this change in our routine.

“I’ll go see if they’re ready for their day,” Lilly says, and we both nod as she walks into the ship’s interior.

Just as I’m about to start straightening up the table, I see all six of them walking toward us. Mark is in the lead, carrying a bulky phone in one hand. The rest of his team follow with arms full of laptops and folders. They nod at us and then start arranging themselves around the food. Mark waits until they’re all seated and spread around the long booth before pulling up a chair on the outside.

We spring into action, filling coffee cups and water glasses with crushed ice.

They’re quiet as they start their day, opening laptops while forking fresh fruit into their mouths. Steph walks around the table and takes orders from the guests for any hot breakfast dishes we can order from Chef. Mark reaches for my hand as she heads down to the galley to give Chef the order. I stop and look at him, giving him a happy smile.

“Where’s the captain?” His business-like tone doesn’t reflect the passionate night we shared with Will and Meghan.

“He’s probably in the pilothouse. Would you like me to get him for you?”

“Just show me the way,” Mark says, grabbing his bulky phone. “Then you don’t have to play the telephone game passing messages.”

“This way, then.” I grin and walk along the ship’s exterior. I can sense Mark following behind, but I don’t turn to look. I add a little swing to my step, hoping that he’s watching my skirt that barely covers my ass. The bridge is a forward at the end of the raking superstructure. It’s set back from the bow and sits about midships. The hatch is dogged open, which is normal when cruising on diesel power. I wave Mark toward the open hatch; as he passes me, he takes my hand.

“Come with me.” His tone is friendly, but he expects to be obeyed, which I happily do.

The captain sits in his chair, his chin resting on his fist, staring at the navigation console. When he turns and sees me entering with Mark right behind me, he stands up and smiles.

“The bridge is usually a restricted area,” Captain says, offering his hand to Mark. “But since you technically own it, I’ll let it slide.”

“Your ship, your rules,” Mark says with a warm smile, shaking hands. “I don’t want to interrupt, but I wanted to check the schedule and thought it best to ask you. We want to meet our other new yacht at the island, but I don’t know how far away it is or how long it will take.”

“No problem. Have a seat on the bench. Holly, please stay.” Captain waves to a padded bench along the back of the pilot house. Mark takes a seat, and I slide into the seat beside him. My legs don’t touch the floor, so I swing them under me and half kneel on the cushion.

“I think I told you that your ship is the second sailing yacht we’ve acquired. The first is the Pineapple Princess out of Galveston. The same manufacturer built it; my assistant thought having the two boats be similar would be best.”

“Ships,” the captain says, smiling. “This is a ship, not a boat. But you’ve got the right instinct. It’s good if sister ships have similar layouts.”

“Pineapple Princess, why does that name sound familiar?” I ask, blinking at Captain. “Is that the ship Hailey’s cruise is on?”

“Yeah, it’s Captain Dick’s vessel. It’s almost an identical match for Pursuit.”

“Oh, wow.” My eyes widen as I put two pieces together. “Her freeuse excursion? We’ll be on the island together?”

Captain’s forehead wrinkles. “Yes. I didn’t know we’d go to the same place when I bought her tickets. Do you think it will be a problem?”

I think about it briefly. Hailey knows about my freeuse slutting, so she shouldn’t be surprised. But she doesn’t know that I’ll be there. It might be more of an issue for her. I’m not sexually attracted to my sister, but I want her to loosen up and have fun. I shake my head, not able to decide without talking to her. “I don’t have a problem with it. I’d love to see Hailey, but the wild, freeuse environment might be too much for her. She might be shocked if I show up there. Can we send them a message?”

“Wait,” Mark says. “You have a sister sailing on my other ship, headed to the same island for a wild freeuse weekend? That’s an almost unbelievable coincidence.”

“It’s a bit weird, but not more unbelievable than a stowaway becoming a freeuse slut, right?” I wink at Mark, who chuckles.

“True. If it helps, you can try to contact her with my satphone. I have the captain’s number in the contacts.”

“May I?” Captain asks, reaching for the phone. “I’m friends with Dick, and I’m sure he recognized your last name when Hailey embarked.”

Mark hands him the phone and rests against the booth’s back wall. Captain taps away at the phone and then looks at me as he holds it to his ear. Mark’s long legs spread apart, and I can see the shape of his cock along the inside of his thigh. Chewing on my lip, I shift in the seat and kneel with my ass on my heels and pull my hands behind my back. Bowing my head to present myself as a submissive ready to serve, I look at Captain out of the side of my eye. When he nods and winks, arousal wells up as I still and center myself with slow breaths.

“Such a good girl,” Mark says, rubbing my thigh and sliding his hand under my skirt. “I’m impressed with Holly’s skills, Mike. She’s a good submissive.”

Captain grins. “She’s an excellent submissive. She’s yours to use whenever you want until we reach the island.”

My thighs shiver as Mark’s fingers trace my lips, and I blush, knowing that my arousal is coating his fingers. I can tell where Captain is looking, and he must know I’m drenched while I wait for instructions on my knees beside our guest.

Captain starts talking on the phone as I moan softly at Mark’s tender touches.


2
SHE'D BETTER BE


HOLLY


“This won’t disrupt your work?” Mark asks the captain as his finger circles my clit.

Captain shakes his head and gets out of his chair. “I’ll just take the call outside on the bridge wing.”

He’s leaving us alone for Mark to use me. The way they spoke as if I wasn’t present turns me on, and I shudder a soft moan as Mark traces his fingertip between my slick lips. I tilt my head, looking at him with my head bowed. I feel the heat rise in my chest, and my body flushes in response to him..

Mark’s grey eyes meet mine, and he nods to the crotch of his navy blue Bermuda shorts. The bulge I noticed earlier has grown, his cock tenting the thin tropical material, and I wet my lips impulsively.

“Unzip me.” Mark’s low tone means business, and I lean slightly, using my hands to find the fly of his shorts and unbutton the top button.

Gripping his hardening shaft through his shorts with one hand, I carefully pull his zipper down with the other. I remember from last night that he usually goes commando, so I’m not surprised when his cock springs free once I take care of the zipper. My fingers encircle his shaft, and I feel his heat as I stroke his cock. He hasn’t told me to, but I’m going on intuition here as I watch his intense grey eyes.

“Suck.” Mark’s words barely echo in my ears before my mouth drops, and I suck on the tip of his cock.

My tongue swirls and collects his seeping precum. I hum from his taste, and I lick around the head and down one side of his shaft. Working my other hand, I spread my spit as I rotate my wrist and stroke him from base to tip. Licking up the other side, I keep my eyes on his and see my lust reflected in his eyes.

“Good girl,” Mark growls, taking hold of my new braids that Steph wove this morning. “You’re a natural on your knees.”

I nod and gurgle my affirmation as I suck his crown, then push my head down. My hand shifts to cup and gently knead his heavy balls. I inhale through my nose with my neck canted to keep eye contact. His cock throbs, growing in my mouth.

I shift to the side, dropping one leg to stand as I keep sucking while I slide off the high bench. I pop my mouth off so I can shift between Mark’s spread thighs. Then, bending at the waist, I return to sucking him off, watching him with unblinking eyes.

“Thanks, Dick,” Captain says, and I hear the bridge-wing door close. “Thanks for passing it along.”

I moan, thinking about my lover watching me suck this alpha stud’s cock, and then yelp when Captain smacks my ass. The room goes silent as I blink up at Mark; his eyes shift to look at my boyfriend, and then he nods at an unspoken question. I keep doing my job, trying to suck Mark’s sperm out of his balls as Captain’s familiar hands grip my ass cheeks and spread them apart.

“Going to make you multitask,” Mark says, watching me work my mouth down his shaft. I rock my head back off him with a pop.

“Yes, Mark.” I say, remembering he said he doesn’t like being called ‘sir.’ I moan loudly when I feel my Captain’s mouth suck on my dripping lips, his tongue sliding along and slurping at my wet folds. I work my neck up and down, taking Mark deeper and deeper.

“Fuck, she’s a good cocksucker,” Mark growls with my braids in his fist. He lets me work, but the tension on my braids reminds me who’s in charge.

“She’d better be,” Captain says gruffly, smacking my ass and pulling one cheek to the side. “She probably averages three to four blowjobs a day.”

Mark grins and nods. “Sounds like Kirsten’s days as a freeuse hostess.”

My cheeks brighten. Being compared to someone like Kirsten is high praise. I pop off Mark’s cock, smiling at him, then spit on his shiny head and spread my drool over his cock.

When Captain’s cock pushes inside my pussy, I groan, dropping my mouth down Mark’s slick shaft. I swallow when I feel like I might gag, and Mark’s cock stretches my throat as I sink until my nose nestles into his neatly trimmed pubes.

Captain fucks me hard and fast, taking me however he likes. I love how he goes feral after the crew has used me. I bet he’s extra riled up watching me swallow his new boss’s cock. I grip Mark’s thighs to push back, steadying my torso while my boyfriend’s hard thrusts pound his cock deeper and deeper. Holding my lips against Mark’s root, I swallow and moan, vibrating the thick meat in my mouth.

“So fucking good,” Mark praises, then tightens his grip on my braids. I relax as Mark takes over, holding my head, thrusting his hips, and fucking my mouth. When I look up at him, he’s not watching me; his eyes are over my shoulder, staring at my Captain.

They are trying to see who will last the longest as they rut into me from both ends. My pussy is clenching as the first coil of my orgasm wells up. Feeling two thick cocks plowing my mouth and cunt, I sink into the bliss of being a submissive fucktoy for these two virile men.

I ache to reach between my legs and circle my clit, but with the lusty violence of the men’s use of my body, it’s all I can do to hold on to Mark’s thigh and keep my knees bent to handle Mike’s powerful thrusts. They thrust deeper and deeper from either end as if meeting in the middle is possible.

I feel a whine building in my throat, then vibrations around Mark’s face fucking, pulling noises from my mouth. I hear Mike’s thighs smacking against my ass as he punches his dick in relentlessly, and my rear warms from the impacts.

“Such a needy slut,” Mike curses in a low voice. “You take two cocks so well. Such a good little whore.”

The filthy praise from my boyfriend pushes me over the edge, and my thighs squeeze together as everything gets bright. Captain grunts as my cunt tightens, and I gush all over his cock. The pressure of the action pushes his cock out, and he swears as he notches back in and continues to rail into me. Mark’s fingers tighten around my braid as his hips jerk up, and my mouth floods with spurts of his hot cream.

I swallow instinctively, lapping around his shaft, sucking the streams that escape my lips. Captain’s hips jerk, and I push back as he slams in deep, spurting his seed into my slick pussy. The two men moaning as they release their loads makes me tremble, and it’s hard to concentrate as my mouth fills with Mark’s cum. When they start to work their shafts in and out slowly, I moan at the feeling of them slipping from my lips.

I slump forward against Mark’s thighs, peeking up at him before cleaning his cock and sucking any remnants of cum from his shaft. Captain smacks my ass and rubs it firmly, and I squeeze my pussy around his cock as he slides out. He leans over me, his breath hot against my ear, and rests on me.

“Good girl, baby,” he whispers as he rises and pulls his Bermuda shorts back up.

I twist to smile at him. Then as Mark slips off the bench to his feet, I help him fit his cock back into his shorts, careful with the zipper. He smiles as I pat him, ensuring he’s comfortable before standing up and adjusting my skirt.

What were we doing just before this surprise spit roast?
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STRESS RELIEF


STEPH


As Holly guides Mark to the pilothouse to find the captain, I’m left alone with the other five guests. My pussy clenches as I scan across the open-air table as they work and eat the breakfast we’ve set out for them. I keep glancing at Kirsten, who helped me with my first session as the center of attention. Meghan grins at me as I stand with my hands behind my back and nudges her husband, Brandon. I return the grin and chew on my bottom lip.

I’ve gone without panties, so the breezes blow under my skirt and over my bare petals. The awareness that I’m free to use by anyone makes me hyper-aware of them. Glancing at the other couple, I notice Christi glancing at me with a smirk. Her husband, Will, is snacking on a Danish as he works at his laptop.

I keep scanning for half-empty cups of water, coffee, or any breakfast spread that needs replenishing. I’m trying to keep my focus on the stewardess side of my job. Holly relayed to me that if I get too horny, I can kneel in the submissive pose we’ve been taught to show our guests that we’re ready for anything.

I’m looking forward to after-hours when they can use me at their whim. But I’m concentrating on my regular job and the familiar routine of providing five-star service to our privileged guests.

The five continue to work, and I’m too focused on my duties to follow their conversations closely. They talk a lot about the island and the plans for the freeuse excursion. They bring up how to manage their two sailing ships. Kirsten and Meghan have their heads together, talking about marketing plans. Will and Brandon are chatting with Christi about schedules and events. The low buzz of their conversations fades into the background, and the more they ignore my presence, the hornier I get.

The breeze across my increasingly wet, bare pussy lips amplifies the heat growing in my core. I’m acutely aware of my tight nipples tenting the form-fitting uniform polo. I’ve unbuttoned all the buttons in the front to expose the maximum amount of cleavage for my guests’ viewing pleasure. A breeze blows through the space from our steady speed through the water, but the humidity and the heat cancel it out. My skin is slick with sweat, and it makes my cleavage glisten as I bend over the table to refill Kirsten’s glass.

“Dammit! Where is Mark?” Brandon growls out, and I turn to see him glare at Kirsten. “I need to call Lisa on the satphone to finalize the guest list for the weekend.”

I rise and take a step back slightly from the table. Brandon shifts his focus from Kirsten and appraises me. His eyes darken as they sweep up and down my body, then focus on my cleavage.

“He had to make a call with the captain. He said he’d be right back.” Kirsten’s voice is calm, but there is an edge to it. It seems they are all losing patience. “Can you move to the next step without checking in with Lisa?”

Brandon glances back at Kirsten, his face darkening as he stares at her.

“If Lisa were here…” Brandon says, looking back at me.

Kirsten notices his focus and turns her head. Seeing me, she smirks, then twists back to Brandon.

“Use her instead,” Kirsten says, waving a hand at me, almost like I’m furniture. “I know you need to release your tension. That’s why we’re on this shakedown cruise.”

I blink, looking back and forth between the two. Images of last night spin through my memory, and my pussy clenches when Brandon rises, staring at me with lust in his eyes. I bend at the waist to put the pitcher on the table, then sink to my knees. I bow my head as I wait, my nerves filling with anticipation. I swallow as I hear his bare feet shuffle against the teak deck and stand beside me.

“We agreed we’d let them work during the day,” Brandon says to Kirsten. He shifts beside me, and his shorts drop to his feet.

I tilt my head up and see his tall figure looming over me, stroking his cock while staring down at me. I swallow a lump of nervousness and peek at Kirsten. She’s watching me with an eyebrow raised and an expectant expression. I shift on my knees to face him and pull my top off, releasing my gleaming breasts for his greedy eyes.

“I’m here to serve,” I say, reaching for his mouthwatering cock. “This is one of my duties now, and I want you to have a pleasurable cruise.”

The last words of my sentence are garbled as Brandon fists a hank of hair and pulls my head to his cock. The heat of his crown presses against my cheek, and I turn my head, anxious for him to fill my mouth. I stare wide-eyed at him as his grip pulls me where he needs me. My tongue swirls along his shaft as his fat head pushes to the back of my mouth.

“That’s a good slut,” Brandon growls. “You’re a hungry cocksucker, aren’t you?”

I try to nod, but I end up bobbing on his cock as he presses into me. I feel another hand on my head, long fingernails biting my scalp, pushing me deeper.

“When he’s like this, he needs to throat fuck.” Meghan’s deep voice is a surprise as her lips graze my ear when she growls instructions.

My pussy clenches at her sexy voice, and I try to relax my throat so I can please my guest. Tears well up in my eyes as Brandon grips my head with both hands, pushing his cock deep until I cough and gag. He pulls out, and I gasp for breath as I stare at his cock. I spit on his thick crown, my hand spreading the slick fluid over his tip and shaft, then look back up and open my mouth for him.

His grip is firm as he slides his cock in my mouth, slowly edging to the back. Meghan leans closer, pressing her breasts against my side, her hand still at the back of my head as I stare at Brandon.

“Relax, then swallow instead of gagging,” She coaches me.

Relaxing my throat, I pause until I feel Brandon’s head inching into the back of my mouth. I force myself to swallow, and Meghan presses my head down. Brandon’s cock stretches into my throat, and I feel dizzy as he plows in deep, his musk filling my senses as he holds my nose against his neatly trimmed public hair. I work my throat, swallowing to massage his cock as I sink into a submissive state.

I’m just a toy.



“Good girl,” Kirsten coos from my other side, and her free hand cups one of my breasts, squeezing then tugging on my rigid nipple. “Relax while he fucks your face.”

I blink up at Brandon and reel as I feel my breath shorten. He pulls back out, and I gasp out, then barely inhale just before he plunges his cock back into my throat. Timing my swallow this time, and I swoon as his cock starts to piston deep into my throat. His balls bounce on my chin as I stare at his dark eyes.

“Fuck, that feels good,” Brandon growls, and I whimper around his cock at the praise. His eyes roam past my mouth, watching his wife and Kirsten playing with my slick tits, which are coated with a sheen of sweat and drool that has spilled from my mouth. “You’re learning how to take me deep. Such a good slut.”

“How about you share the slut, Brandon?” Christi asks loudly. “Will is frustrated with work, too. She has more than one hole.”

Oh shit. Things are getting interesting.
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STEPH ROASTED


STEPH


Brandon pulls out of my mouth, and I turn my head to look over at Christi and Will at the end of the table. I flick my eyes back to Brandon who smirks at his co-workers before he nods.

“Good idea, Christi,” he says without spite. He grabs a fistful of my hair with one hand, then leans and grabs under my arm and pulls me to my feet. He pauses to make eye contact, and I can only nod as if he asked his question aloud.

“I’m just your toy. Use me however you need.”

My pussy clenches at how much I agree with my words. I’m usually passive in bed or tangled with other chicks like Holly to relieve my sexual tension. To be an object of desire for an amped-up alpha male like Brandon has my mind buzzing with arousal.

He lifts me quickly and sits me on the table’s edge facing him before turning and nodding at Will, waving at the booth seats behind me. Turning, I see him crawling on his knees on the cushion toward me while Christi crawls onto the table and then across the top when I twist to check in with Brandon, Meghan, and Kirsten on my side.

“Lie back, slut.” Kirsten’s low whisper is accompanied by her slim hand against my throat. As she pushes me back, her other hand holds my head until my shoulders are against the hard table top. She grabs my neck lightly as Meghan swipes away trays, plates, and glassware to make room. In a daze, I glance around as my legs are spread and lifted, and I focus on watching Brandon slide my bare heels atop his shoulders. My ass is lifted off the table while I flex my hips, eager for him to fill my aching cunt.

My nipples ache while I watch Brandon stare at me, sensing more commotion on my other side just before Christi’s smirking face blocks my vision. She leans and kisses me, then pulls back to whisper as she hovers over me.

“Will’s gonna take over your throat fucking now.”

I lose track of whose hand is at my throat as I angle my neck back and open my mouth wide. I see Will stroking his thick cock as he slides in front of my head, kneeling on the bench cushion. My vision fills with the sight of his cock and balls, and I inhale his intoxicating musk. When a mouth sucks one of my hard nipples, I arch my back. Was that Christi, Meghan, or Kirsten? I’m lost in the barrage of hands caressing me as two men tease my mouth and cunt with their massive dicks.

“Fuck me,” I manage to plead just before Will plugs my mouth with his thick crown.

My tongue wags and curls, collecting his sticky precum and swirling my spit over his crown. I try to move my arms, but small, strong hands hold them to the table. I’m helpless and give myself over in sinful submission to the five people around me. I shudder as Brandon’s cock slides deep inside with one firm thrust. He grips my hips and starts to fuck my aching cunt in long, full strokes.

Two sets of lips suck my aching nipples before two tongues swirl around the stiff tips. Lips run along the base of my neck next to the soft hand holding the sides of my throat. I gasp for air every time Will pulls out, only to moan around Will’s thickness as he slowly pumps deeper into my gullet. I recall Meghan’s coaching and swallow as I sense my gag reflex threatening to take over. My body shakes as Brandon slams into me, and Will’s cock stretches into my throat.

I grind my hips automatically as Brandon fucks me hard, and one of his hands wraps around my thighs. Two sets of nimble fingers run down my belly, then trace along my stuffed pussy lips, taking turns circling my clit as I start to see stars. My mouth empties of the heated cock, and cum-flavored drool spills down my cheeks and over my eyes. I’m blind to sight, but my body is alive with the sensations of this spit-roasting by two men while three women caress and encourage my sluttery.

My mind blanks as I surrender to the tightening coils of arousal, working my throat around Will’s cock and wanting to blow his mind with pleasure. I tighten my core, squeezing my juicy cunt around Brandon’s pole as he greedily uses my pussy to release his stress. My core tightens as my orgasm coils inside me, wanting to prolong the bliss of riding this intense edge. My body is being used for pleasure, and how feral and aggressive they are in seeking their release only has my mind melting.

The soft lips and limber tongues work my nipples, and gentle hands knead my tits, making my body writhe, seeking more. More tongues. More lips. More cock. More fingers. I’m dizzy with lust as I gasp for a breath when Will pulls out of my mouth again. My face is covered in drool, and his precum and I lift my neck to rub my face against his stiff cock and heavy balls. Scents of sex and musk swirl with the slick friction of the two men fucking my throat and cunt.

I want to hold the heads of the women working my aching tits, but I’m still held tight to the table. Dark words growl out as the two cocks move like pistons in and out of my body. They grunt, and I struggle to decipher their unintelligible words from the daze of sensations flooding my senses.

“That’s it,” a soft feminine whisper drills into my brain. “You’re taking their cocks so well, slut. Do you want to come around them?”

I whimper around Will’s staff as it probes my throat; when I try to nod in answer, my mind spins as I inhale the sweat of his musky balls. My hips lift in time with Brandon’s steady thrusts. I whine when he quickens his pace, snapping his hips to drive his cock to the hilt. My nerves are overloaded with sensations, and my mind floats in bliss.

“Come for me, sweet girl. Come so hard around my husband’s cock,” Meghan moans in one ear.

“Swallow my husband’s white-hot load, little cum bucket,” Christi gruffly coaches in my other.

I fall apart as I feel the two cock swell and then pulse. Will’s hot jizz fills my mouth, and my core jolts as hot spurts of Brandon’s cum fill my pussy. My body bucks against the hands still holding me. The firm grip on my hips is an iron vice, and I see white stars when I shatter into shards from the bliss I feel.

Will pulls out, and I swallow down the load in my mouth before gasping for breath. My hips buck and grind into Brandon’s slow strokes, my pussy clenching and milking him dry. Lying back as my body stills, two sets of hands cradle my braided hair, then tug me off the table and into the warm thighs of someone’s lap. Soft lips kiss me, one after another, as fingers slide over my eyes, clearing the mess of drool and cum from my vision. I float along until my body slumps against the body holding me. Hands guide and turn me, laying me back until my head rests on the cushions of the bench as I blink up into the brightness of the day.

The two men stagger back, then drop down into chairs after they pull up their shorts, tucking away their cocks which are still gleaming from our spontaneous sex. The women gaze down at me, and I know I’m a mess of cum, sweat, and tears.

“Come with us,” Kirsten says. Christi is at my side helping me sit up, and Meghan helps me slide off the cushion, my bare feet warm on the teak deck.

The trio of women, still dressed in the clothes they wore to work on their projects, huddle around my body, naked save for the thin coil of my skirt bundled around my hips. Cum slips out of my cunt and dribbles down my thigh as they help me into the interior of the ship.
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CALMED AND CLEANED


HOLLY


My knees wobble as I stand in the pilothouse, looking at Captain and Mark, who just finished using me to satiate their desires. I grin as I remember leaving Steph alone with our five other guests and hitch my thumb over my shoulder.

“I should get back in case Steph needs help putting away breakfast.” I shrug and twist at the waist, making my skirt dance around my thighs; the motion eases out a slick stream of Captain’s cum that dribbles down my thigh. I’ll have to scoop it off discreetly in a bit.

“I’ll follow,” Mark says, grabbing his satphone off the desk. “I’m still unfamiliar with how this ship is laid out. I’ll talk to you later, Mike.”

Captain nods, scans the horizon out the pilothouse windows, then checks the radar display and the navigation screen. “We’re on schedule and should arrive at Playa Cabana the day after tomorrow. If the wind picks up, we might lose some time if we decide to sail.”

“Understood. I’d love to see how she sails, but I understand the schedule is tight,” Mark says, using the satphone antenna to salute.

“I’ll see you later?” I ask quietly, leaning to kiss Captain’s cheek.

He smiles and pulls me into a quick hug. “You will when things slow down some. I need to talk to the engineer officer and check on the status of things.”

I nod happily, still filled with yummy endorphins from the double stuffing. Captain turns back to his console, picking up the phone to dial the engineer. I look over at Mark, who is watching me with a slight grin, and I wave for him to follow, then head out the bridge wing to walk aft.

“Are all the mornings at sea like this?” Mark asks as we stroll along the main deck. The sun is shining, and there is a slight breeze; the water is like glass, with minor swells that slowly make the ship rock. It’s unclear if he means the salacious sex we just enjoyed or the beautiful weather.

“Most of the time,” I say, smiling at him and deciding to talk about the weather. “It can also be ugly if there is a storm. Today looks like it will be nice, at least in the morning.”

“I can see why you enjoy living on this ship if most mornings are like this.” Mark twists his head, looking out to the horizon. “I don’t see a cloud in sight.”

“They mostly build in the afternoon, I’ve noticed. I can do little to affect the weather, so I just ride it out.” I consider adding that’s how I handle my freeuse duties, too, but by his grin, I think he’s tuned into the innuendo of our conversation. Looking ahead as we move aft, I see our wake extend into the calm water, then turn back to Mark. “Captain keeps up with weather news. This time of year requires that mariners stay abreast of possible tropical depressions. Or, at least, that’s what he tells me.”

“Right.” Mark tightens his jaw. “This is early hurricane season. I’m glad the captain is cautious. I’m trusting him with a significant investment.”

I smile at him, then see the table we’d set for breakfast is a complete mess. The plates and serving trays are scattered, and food and drinks are spilled over the surface. Brandon and Will sit on deck chairs past the table, slumping down and trying to catch their breath. Brandon is the first to notice us and stands with shorts undone, the tip of his cock peeking out of the waistband.

What have they been up to with Steph?



“Oh, Mark. I’m glad you’re back; I need to call Lisa to ask some questions. Can I use the phone?” He’s entirely at ease even though it’s evident that he just finished having sex, probably with my best friend. Mark steps past me, and I turn, walking toward the open glass door leading into the interior. Steph is sitting slumped in one of the white leather loungers. Her face is a mess of gleaming juices, and her eyes appear glassy, only focusing when she notices me.

“Oi, Hols,” she says with a sparkling grin. I notice the three stunning female guests turn to watch me as they comfort my best friend. “Got spit-roasted like a proper slut, babe. I need a minute, then I’ll help you clean up from brekkie, yeah?”

I smile and lean over to kiss her forehead. I feel the hands of the others run along my sides, cupping my ass as my arousal builds. “Take a breather,” I say as I pan to smile at our guests. “I’ll get something to clean you up. A tray of hot towels should do the trick.”

“Thank you, Holly.” Kirsten meets my eyes with a smile. “We know you two have other duties, and we’ll let you get back to it after we care for Steph.”

The galley has a keep-warm drawer where we stock hot, rolled washcloths for guests as they arrive or return from an off-ship excursion. I gather a bundle of steaming washcloths, piling them on one of our silver serving trays. A dribble of Captain’s cum slips down my thigh, reminding me that I could use a little clean up too. I hold out the tray to our guests, who take two a piece. Christi turns and cleans Steph’s face while Meghan kneels, mopping up between Steph’s legs.

“I’m a little speechless,” I admit to Kirsten. “We don’t often service our guests, so this is new. I hope we met your expectations?”

“Yes, very much.” Kirsten tilts her head, then leans and wipes along my sticky jaw and down the V of my polo shirt, which is still slick from being used by her husband. “I guess Mark is satisfied, too?”

My cheeks heat, and I feel embarrassment rise as I shyly grin at the gorgeous blond. “I was delighted to serve Mark and Captain in the pilothouse,” I admit proudly. “I’m glad Steph and I are meeting your expectations.”

“I can speak for all of us; we feel refreshed and relaxed from your attentive service.” Kirsten smiles.

Christi approaches, placing the towels she cleaned Steph with back on the tray. I turn and collect the other towels. I still need to clean up between my thighs. Christi grins knowingly and takes a clean cloth, slipping into a crouch and lifting my tiny skirt.

“Mark?” she asks as she mops up the dribble of cream seeping out of my tender lips. I shake my head.

“Captain. I took Mark’s load down my throat.” It doesn’t seem odd at all to tell her about my shenanigans. I’m surprised by Kirsten’s kiss but sink into the softness of her lips and the tease of her tongue with a soft moan. Christi cleans up the mess between my thighs, and Meghan takes the tray of rags out of my hand.

As much as I want to sink back into the bliss of being a fucktoy for these stunning ladies, I know I have my regular duties to attend to. Parting from the kiss, I blink at Kirsten and her bright, blue eyes.

“I should clean up from breakfast, then see what’s on the schedule.” I nod as Lilly approaches us. “We need to get lunch service prepared.”

Lilly leans over and whispers in Steph’s ear. A bright red flush heats Steph’s cheeks, now clean from Christi’s washing, as she nods and scrambles to her feet. I shift to gather the rest of the wash clothes and return to the table outside the glass doors. The air seems hotter as the humidity increases, and I set my tray on the surface and start bussing the table.

Steph steps beside me after pulling her tight polo shirt back on and helps. Together, we carry the dishes inside and down to the galley. I notice Lilly speaking with the other ladies, but I’ve lost track of the three men. Maybe they went somewhere else. Steph works beside me, her lips curling into a smile.

“Let’s get this done,” she says, her eyes sparkling. “Lilly says we can have a break once everything is put away and stowed. Captain wants to sail, and we must secure all spaces for sea.

“A break?” I ask, grinning at her and biting the corner of my lips. “We’re freeuse sluts at all times.”

“I know. I hope they take advantage of us during our downtime,” Steph says quickly, and I match her intensity. We know how to do our jobs efficiently, but it seems to go a bit smoother and quicker this morning.


6
WE'RE JUST TOYS


HOLLY


Steph and I work in the galley, helping Chef secure his space for the rocking we’ll encounter while under sail. Lilly joins us, leaning against a counter to talk to Chef while Steph and I continue putting everything in its proper place, securing cabinet doors, and leaving nothing on the gleaming stainless steel counters.

“I think we should make lunch a picnic style,” Lilly says. “We can lay out the lunch boxes and drinks on the sun deck so the guests can enjoy their meal while under sail. What did you have planned?”

“Oui. I was thinking the same thing,” Chef says. “I could make up some lunchboxes so we don’t have to worry about trays and plates sliding around and crashing to the deck.”

“Perfect idea,” Lilly says before turning to Steph and me. Technically, Steph outranks me as the second stew, but Lilly always treats us as a team focused on excellent service to our wealthy guests. “The girls will help with setup and packing up the food. We’ll need some water bottles and other things. I’ll get the deck crew to help carry that up top.”

When Steph and I finish securing the galley, Lilly waits for us with arms crossed over her ample breasts. I tilt my head, waiting for her to say what’s on her mind. Steph shifts on her toes, antsy to keep working like she knows there will be a reward for us when we’re done.

“I took care of the guest staterooms,” Lilly says with a knowing grin. “I swapped out the sheets in two cabins and moved laundry along. It looks like only two beds were slept in?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I say, nodding. It’s better to admit what happened than to try and deny it. “I slept with Mark, Will, and Christi in the primary.”

“I cozied up with Kirsten and Meghan in the large guest stateroom,” Steph adds. “Brandon slept on the pullout; there just wasn’t enough room for four in the bed.”

“I see,” Lilly says, tapping her bottom lip. “I suppose it’s hard to slip away from the guests to sleep in your bunks when you finish freeuse slutting for the night. I appreciate that both of you rose early to ensure breakfast was on time. Is there anything else that I should know about?”

“How’s the rest of the crew?” I ask, biting my lip. “I’ve had to pause my normal duties to please our guests, and I feel like they may be upset⁠—”

Lilly silences me with her forefinger against my lips and an odd grin on her face. Blinking, I nod as I realize I have a new set of duties and shouldn’t question my superior. She pulls her finger away, then presses her forehead to mine, staring into my eyes before she presses her soft lips to mine.

“I’m taking care of the men, Holly,” Lilly whispers against my lips. “They’re being good boys and know not to disappoint me. I’ll take care of their needs during a cruise. Liam and I talked it through. Your primary job is servicing the guests. We’ll support you both so you can focus on pleasuring them. We think it will mean better tips if our five-star service continues.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I say, the heat of her lips on mine pinging in my senses.

I don’t know the details. I don’t need to know the details. Lilly knows I care about my shipmates and my dedication to their morale. It’s only for a few days. I nod and step back, returning to continue preparing for sailing in the galley.

Chef starts putting food out on trays while I step beside Steph to pack the food into the cardboard lunch boxes we use for beach excursions for our luxury guests. It’s a familiar routine, and Lilly helps by filling some serving thermoses with water and iced tea. When it’s all been packed, we all share the load to carry everything up to the sky bridge.

The sky bridge is the uppermost deck on the ship in the shadows of the masts. Forward is a large wheel where the captain can control the rudder. It also hosts a large control panel for the electronically controlled sails. I remember when Liam caught me stowing away and took me to the captain to report me.

The memory has stuck in my mind, but this open space to the blue skies and swelling seas has become a place of good memories. I’ve spent nights lying on this deck looking at the stars in Captain’s arms while the crew is out on liberty. When we have a break in our cruising schedule, I stay aboard with the captain, and we’ve enjoyed every inch of his ship in very satisfying ways.

There are two lengthy cushioned benches along the sides of the deck, and it’s there that I see our guests again. The men wear shorts but are bare-chested, while the women are in skimpy bathing suits, ready to bake in the sun. They must be on a work break to relax in the tropical sun while the captain demonstrates how our ship sails.

Captain is forward with his hands on the wheel while Liam manipulates the control board beside him. The whine of the electric motors hauling up the sails is barely audible in the stiff wind coming from astern. Andy and Mario are further forward operating the bow stations and looking up as our sails rise majestically above us. We’ve done this many times, but each time, my gut tightens with the excitement of being propelled by the power of the wind.

We arrange the trays on the non-slip pads that line the counter with low rails to keep things from sliding off and crashing against the teak deck. We line the boxed lunches along the rail while the beverage containers fit into snug holders. Chef and Lilly make final touchups as the sails rise to the top of the mast.

“Enjoy some time entertaining the guests. But you must remember to get some rest, ladies.” Lilly winks at us as she turns to walk toward our guests.

“How should we do this?” Steph asks as she looks me up and down.

“Tops off.” I shrug and pull my low-cut polo up and off, baring my breasts, and Steph quickly follows, then stuffs our tops into a nook under the serving counter.

“Fuck, we’re doing this, aren’t we?” Steph asks, glancing down at our guests as they listen to Lilly as she gestures back toward the food and the pair of us.

“Nervous?” I ask.

“Fucking horny, love.” Steph laughs, then leans forward and cups my breasts.

I lift and squeeze hers, my thumb brushing over the tips of her nipples. My lips mute her sigh of pleasure as I kiss her lightly. My groan of excitement joins hers as she kneads my breasts, pinching my rigid nipples and making them hard. I take her hand as we part from the kiss, turning to see our six guests rising and walking toward us. We sink to our knees, knees open, shoulders back, heads bowed as we wait for them.

“We’re just toys,” I whisper, a reminder for both of us as my breath shortens and arousal coils in my core.


7
AIRTIGHT


HOLLY


The engines cut off, and the sails billow out and snap tight as the wind pushes against the canvas. The deck tilts slightly as the captain adjusts course to take full advantage of the wind. The sudden silence only raises my awareness of the six people walking down the deck toward us. Steph whispers something, and I glance to the side to see her shivering, a flush of arousal coloring her cheeks.

The heat of the sun and the anticipation make me sweat as I hold my submissive pose. I see the feet of the three men, and then their shorts drop to the teak deck in unison. I want to peek up and see if our posture and willing availability to their lust has made them erect, but I wait with my hands on my thighs.

I’m just a toy.



My mantra runs through my head as my body heats up. I sink into the submissive state that my posture and words encourage. I am a willing, submissive fucktoy for all, and the fact that I’m now servicing guests only makes the draw of the sensual sensations more intense. My own body and mind pull me deeper into my submission, and I emit a soft whine as my nipples tighten and my pussy weeps with need.

Shadows surround me, and I notice the men’s bare feet encircle me as I kneel, trying to keep my impatience at bay. I’m just a tool for them to satisfy their lust—a fuck doll in the flesh. Fingers press under my chin, compelling me to lift my head and watch the slate gray irises of Mark’s eyes flare as I make eye contact. I drop my mouth open and extend my tongue out, offering my mouth to him.

“You’re such a willing slut, aren’t you?”

Mark’s voice echoes in my ears as I nod. My reply is unspoken as he traces the tip of his cock along my open lips. My tongue flicks up, capturing a tangy drop of precum as I close my lips around the spongy tip and suck. The feel of another blunt crown presses against my cheek, and I raise my hand to the shaft, tighten my grip, and stroke. Another cock prods against my ear, and, just like that, both my hands and my mouth are filled with steely shafts, and I sink into the bliss of pleasuring these virile men.

I blink as I pull off Mark’s cock, glancing at Brandon as I shift my torso to suck his cock into my mouth. I catch a glimpse of Steph on her knees with her face pressed between Christi’s thighs, lapping at her pussy like she was born for it. I redouble my efforts, pulling Brandon’s cock deep into my throat, swallowing him down as my nose presses against his trimmed patch of hair.

I love every second, but I gasp in surprise when fingers tighten in my hair and firmly yank my head off Brandon’s cock. I glance up in surprise, then smile as Will pulls my open mouth against his swollen crown. Sucking eagerly on his tip, tasting his excitement, I stare up at his lidded eyes as I work his cock like the good, cock-sucking whore I am. The men take turns grabbing my tits, squeezing them, and using their fingers to pinch and tug my hard nipples, and I moan at the twinge of discomfort. Endorphins well up inside me and morph that pain into pleasure as I twist and bob my head on one cock after another, my hands stroking the other two shafts as my head swims with sinful needs.

“I need to be fucked,” I manage as I shift between the three meaty cocks. When I blink my eyes and look up, I see only Brandon and Will staring down at me. I keep working their cocks, while I try to piece together why Mark disappeared. Two cushions plop on the deck beside me. Then Mark sits on them as he reaches for me, lifting my body and pulling my drooling pussy over his mouth. I manage to keep a cadence with my hands, then continue my oral pleasuring of his friends as his mouth surrounds my pussy lips and licks hungrily.

“We’re going to make you airtight,” Brandon growls as his hand grips the back of my head and pulls my mouth deeper down his cock. “You want all your slutty holes filled, don’t you? Such a needy whore.”

“God, yes,” I manage to whimper when I feel Mark’s tongue slide around my ring, rimming his tongue around my tight orifice. Shifting my hips to give him a better angle, I hear him spit against my anus, and I close my eyes when he presses his thumb against the tightened muscle. My mind blanks as I keep switching between sucking on two cocks and rocking my hips on Mark’s face and fingers.

Mark grabs my hips and pushes me down his reclined torso. My mouth stays open as the two beautiful cocks sway further away from me. I hesitate as Mark moves my willing body where he wants me. When one of his arms wraps under my breasts, I lean back against his chest.

“That’s a good girl,” Mark growls in my ear. “Lift your hips.”

I shift my feet to the ground and angle my hips up, feeling Mark’s cock slide between my ass cheeks. His hips cycle, and I try to hold still as he works his cock into position against my anus. My mind flicks back to when we were in port, and Mario and Alex double fucked my pussy, and I shake my head to clear that intense memory. When Mark grinds his hips, his cock pressing against my ring, I whine at the pain of him penetrating my ass.

Blinking back the tears as the first bite of pain fades into an ache of want, I watch Brandon drop to his knees beside me. I turn my head, licking my lips as he presses his cock against my mouth. I distract myself by sucking Bandon with gusto while Mark’s cock sinks further into my ass. I pull my mouth back and wrap a hand around Brandon’s shaft, then spit on his crown and stroke him as his dark eyes stare into mine.

Glancing down, I watch Will sink to his knees and grab my ankles. I open my thighs as he pulls me open, pressing my knees back towards my breasts. Mark is fully seated in my rear, his hands gripping my breasts and holding me against his chest. I suck Brandon back into my mouth with a hungry slurp while peeking down at Will as he positions his cock at my aching, slick opening. I close my eyes as he slides his crown along my tender lips, finds my opening, and thrusts into me. Brandon grabs the back of my head, pulling my mouth deep onto his cock, as Will cycles his cock deeper. When Will’s fully seated, the three men pause long enough for me to savor the feeling of my three holes filled with thick man meat.

I’m just a toy



That thought echoes in my lust-addled mind as the three men cycle their hips, pushing and pulling their thick tools in and out of my fuck holes. Their cocks are hot, and I can feel them throb as they use me for their pleasure. I let go and let them use my body, feeling my core coil from the intense pleasure building inside me. Their tempos ramp up, and I hear their labored breaths as they plumb the depths of my needy cunt, ass, and throat.

I gasp around Brandon’s cock as my body tightens suddenly. My mind blanks as I crash into orgasm. Will curses, gripping my hips tighter and rutting his cock into my clenching cunt. I pull back from Brandon’s cock, spit and drool spilling out of my mouth as I gasp while shuddering in bliss. I twist and lean, needing his cock back in my mouth. I hear the men grunt as they push to find their peaks, using my holes with lustful abandon.

The fact that these virile men use me to satisfy their passion pushes me over the edge, and my body shudders as their grunts and groans grow louder. Their hips flex in sync, pushing their steely shafts deeper as I moan around the throbbing cock in my mouth. I lose track of where I am and who’s doing what as I crash into another mind-blanking peak, my vision turning white.

Then, in a series, their cocks throbbing, they release inside of me. Brandon’s cock pulses his thick cream into the back of my throat, and I suck and swallow, loving the taste of his spunk. When Mark erupts inside my ass, Will follows and fills my pussy with bolts of his cream. The men under and around me are growling and cursing as they chase their orgasms. I use everything I know to prolong their bliss, grinning wildly as I flow into another shaking peak.

When we all slow, the men wrap their arms around me. I tilt my head, and Brandon kisses me first. Then Will pulls his cock out from my clenching cunt and knees forward to kiss me with a growl of thanks. All while Mark slowly cycles his hips, moving his cock inside my ass while I moan into each of the kisses. Then, feeling Mark’s hand press against my back, I bridge my hips to pull my ass off his softened cock. He twists me into his arms until I can focus on his slate-gray eyes. He grins as he kisses me deeply, pulling his arms around me.

I sink to the sun-warmed deck between the three virile men, and it takes a moment before they slide their muscular bodies alongside me. I hear the voices of the four women beside us rising into a lustful crescendo and wonder what Steph is enjoying.
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EVERYONE


STEPH


Holly’s head is bowed as she kneels, waiting to be used. I try to mirror her provocative pose, but my hips wriggle, seeking some friction against my slick pussy lips and aching clit. I hear myself whimper when I notice the three handsome men encircle Holly, drop their shorts, and slowly stroke their stiff cocks.

My whine betrays my need as the three curvaceous figures of our female guests encircle me. I don’t know what to do with my eyes. Should I look up, look down, or freeze and wait for what’s next? The three women push down their shorts and peel off their bikinis until they are completely bare, and I wet my lips, wanting to taste each of them.

“You’re shivering,” Christi says as she crouches before me and then leans back, placing her hands flat on the teak deck and angling her body while keeping eye contact with me.

“I’m just anxious to serve you,” I say, meaning every word.

She smirks at me as she spreads her thighs, revealing her bare pussy, which gleams in the midday sun. I hesitate just long enough for her to lean and grip a hank of my dark hair, and then I’m leaning forward as she pulls me between her thighs. I inhale the musk of her arousal as I kiss her lower lips. When I sink my tongue between her petals, she moans deeply.

“Good slut, I want you to make me come all over your pretty face.” Christi’s tone melts my insides as I moan and savor her musky flavor. I’ve lost track of the other two women until their hands run down my sides; one set plays with my tits swaying under my torso while another pair slides over my ass, parting the cheeks and exposing my dripping pussy. I can feel how slick I am and wonder if I’m making a puddle of desire on the teak deck.

“You’re hogging our toy,” Kirsten says, and I can tell she’s the one behind me.

“Roll her onto her back, then we can ride her face.” Meghan joins in as she pinches both nipples sharply.

I moan as Christi pushes back, and without prompting, I roll onto my back. My shoulders press into the smooth, warm teak as I bridge my back, arching and presenting my breasts to the trio. I glance at Kirsten as she winks at me, her hand reaching to cup my wet pussy. I barely have time to moan before Meghan sucks one of my aching nipples, and my body tightens with lust. When I toss my head back, Christi’s pussy is hovering over me, and I rise, encircling her cunt with my lips.

“She’s a good pussy licker,” Christi moans. Her thighs tighten against my ears, muffling the sounds of the sea and the rising moans from the eight-person orgy in the bright Caribbean sun.

Two fingertips slide up and down my slippery folds, then tip into my opening. I rock my hips, encouraging Kirsten to press deeper. I reach and grip Christi’s ass, pulling her against my mouth with one arm while searching for Meghan’s body at my side with my free arm.

“You’re dripping, slut,” Kirsten says, her voice muffled by Christ’s thighs as my hand runs along Meghan’s thigh.

I can only nod as I keep slurping Christi’s pussy, lapping at the juices sliding into my mouth. My knees are spread, and I pull back, offering my cunt for Kirsten’s pleasure. My fingers trace Meghan’s smooth thighs and drift up to her apex as her lips suck on my rock-hard nipple. Christi’s hips rock and grind her pussy against my mouth as I lie prone underneath her. I stick out my tongue as she rides that ridge of muscle, pressing her clit against the tip. My fingers slide along Meghan’s pussy, and I curl the tips against her opening.

“Oh fuck, yes. Finger my pussy, you slut,” Meghan encourages me, licking my nipples and then moving her mouth to the other one.

I fit two fingers inside her, then twist my hand palm up. I swipe my thumb over the firm tip of her clit as my fingers curl and circle the tender spot inside her tunnel. Kirsten’s hand presses against my thighs, rotating my hips and exposing my pussy and ass for her attention. I barely feel the heat of her breath before her mouth seals around my tender folds, and her tongue slides in deep.

“Fuck, she tastes good too.” I hear her moan, and then her tongue swipes through my lips before fluttering down and rimming my ass.

The filthy feeling makes me groan into Christi’s pussy as she grinds her hips, riding my mouth. My body coils with tension as my orgasm builds. Kirsten’s tongue performs magic around my rim, and I feel a finger wriggle inside my tight ring. More fingers press against the top of my pussy and strum over my hard clit. The four of us work in sync as we mewl louder, shifting into needy moans, then shrieks of pleasure. I scream into Christi’s pussy, and my pussy clenches, gushing against Kirsten’s mouth. Meghan’s fingers keep flexing against my overwhelmed clit, and my hips buck as I ride a wave of orgasms.

Christi leans and grips my tits as she presses me down, her hips rocking frantically before her juices squirt and gush, flooding my mouth. I can feel her thighs trembling as they clench around my head as she comes hard. I slump against the teak deck, coming down from my peak, and Christi’s warm body covers me, stretching her naked body until her mouth kisses my clenching cunt.

We lie there, recovering, and when she moves off of me, I can look around. Kirsten and Meghan are tangled together, hips scissoring each other as they stare into each other’s eyes. I glance to the side and barely see Holly’s body surrounded by the three men. I am captivated, and it takes me a moment to realize they have her airtight, each of her holes filled with cock. I gasp as a rush of arousal wells from the scene and a building desire to experience the same thing.

I look back at Christi, who’s twisted to sit on her ass with her legs spread. I quickly mirror her, and she curls a finger at me. We crab across the deck, legs spread wide as she shifts one thigh over mine. When our pussies mash together, I groan a loud moan of passion, tossing my head back. Nodding back and locking my eyes with my partner, I lean toward her. Our mouths collide, tongues tangling in a passionate kiss as we rock our oversensitive pussies against each other.

“Oh fuck, fuck!” Meghan suddenly rejoices.

I pull away to watch her convulse, her hips bucking into Kirsten’s core. Kirsten smirks at me when she notices me staring at her and flexes her hips against her partner, who has her eyes closed. Then Kirsten’s head rocks back, groaning as her tanned body clenches and releases as the pair, slick with sweat and other juices, tremble in waves.

Christi leans into me, pushing me against the deck, her hips rocking and sliding her pussy against me with frantic thrusts. My mouth falls open, and my vision goes blank as I crash into a wave of bliss. I feel my pussy flood with Christi’s gushing cum as I fall apart under her. We tangle together, kissing deeply, and slowly catch our breath.

When I pull away from Christi’s lips and look around, all eight of us are sprawled on the deck. Full sails ripple above us as the sailboat cruises through the waves toward our destination. I see the captain, Holly’s boyfriend, standing at the wheel, looking back at us with a grin as we all shift closer together.

As we all join, I find myself staring into the slate-gray eyes of Mark, the new owner of my ship. I bite my lip, looking into his eyes as his lips curl into a smile. His arms wrap around my slick, sweaty skin, and I melt into his possessive kiss. My hand drops between his thighs, wrapping around his cock and feeling it swell in my fist. He pulls back, eyes smoldering.

“Insatiable, just like your shipmate,” he growls.

I nod at him as the others pair up. Holly shifts next to Christi, with Will on her other side. Brandon is spread over Meghan and kissing his wife slowly. Then Kirsten settles beside me, kissing me as I stroke her husband to full strength. I shift to my knees, and we move in concert, Mark sliding behind my ass while I lower my mouth to Kirsten’s pussy.

As I sink back into the sensual bliss of our ongoing orgy, my mind flashes a reminder from my boss, Lilly. I’m supposed to rest, but all I want to do is keep fucking these six sexy charter guests.
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REST AND REALIGNMENT


HOLLY


“Hols,” Steph’s voice cuts through the blackness. “Captain wants us up in the main salon before we serve dinner.”

“Right,” I say, rubbing my head. My hair is a mess. I sit up, still naked in Captain’s bed, and look up at Steph.

“C’mon, luv,” she says, holding out a skirt, white blouse, epaulets, and my single stripe. “We don’t have much time.”

My body aches, but I don’t show it as I slip off the bunk onto my bare feet. Steph holds my skirt as I step into it, then helps me wrap the blouse over my bare breasts. I’ll have to go braless, but our guests will enjoy my boobs bouncing under the thin material. I button up my blouse, and Steph corrals my wild, red tresses into a ponytail and wraps a white scrunchie around it.

We look each other over, and then, with a nod, Steph opens the door, and I follow her out, down the passageway, and up the crew stairs from the galley to the main salon dining table. Our guests sit around the table. Captain is beside Mark at one end, and Lilly smiles at us as she fills Kirsten’s glass with water.

“You two get enough rest?” Mark asks, and we nod and smile. I’m at a loss for words. I fell asleep thinking of how in love I was with the captain; now that I’m awake, I can’t help but be aroused by the gazes of the six guests and what we had done on the sailing deck only a few hours ago. My cheeks feel hot, and I have to press my thighs together.

“Yes, we did,” I finally answer after a prolonged silence. Steph outranks me, but I figure I have the longest tenure as a freeuse slut, so I answer for the both of us. “We’re fully ready to continue our duties, s-Mark.” I feel another flash of heat when I almost slip and call Mark, “sir.”

“Tonight, you two need to sleep in your bunks,” Captain says, in a tone that brokers no argument. “I can’t have you exhausted with the guests if an emergency occurs. I’m calling a curfew of 1100 hours and expect you both in your racks then.”

“Yes, sir.” Steph’s voice is automatic, and I glance at her, seeing her eyes drop.

“The purpose of this shakedown,” Mark interrupts, “is to determine a repeatable schedule with future guests. The captain is correct; as an interior service crew, your job is to ensure the safety of the guests at all times.”

I stand at attention and look at Captain. Are we getting dressed down because we followed orders? My mind is swirling with feelings that I’ve let him down. Endorphins are still racing through my bloodstream, but I’m so confused about the sudden change that I start to cry.

“I’m sorry. I only wanted to please our guests,” I choke out, staring at my feet.

“You did, babe.” Captain stands, walks to me, and wraps me up in a hug. I stand stiffly, confused thoughts streaming through my mind. “Take a breath, and you’ll know this is right. I want you to enjoy being a slut, but there are still responsibilities. If a fire should break out in the engine room, could you guide our guests topside to safety?”

I’m quiet as I consider his words. His caring embrace and warmth help to settle my frayed nerves, and I start to see his point. This is different than with the crew, who use me more to burn off stress. I feel safe with them because they keep my safety paramount. Steph and I are more important than serving drinks, making beds, or even pleasuring our guests. I start nodding into my boyfriend’s solid, warm chest.

“Yes, sir,” I say, then look into his eyes, feeling the warmth and love in his gaze. My mind quiets, knowing he will always take care of me. “Thank you.”

“Permission to speak, sir?” Steph asks sharply. I look at her. This sudden military bearing isn’t like her. I reach out and take her hand, squeezing her fingers, and she looks sideways at me before jerking her fingers out of my hand.

“Hey, I’m…”

“Oh yeah, it’s fine for you,” Steph spits out, turning to look at me. “You can be comforted in the arms of your boyfriend. You’ll still sleep with him. You’ll fuck like you do every night.”

Lilly clears her throat as she steps between Captain and me to focus on her two stews. She doesn’t say a word, just crosses her arms and levels her gaze at Steph. When Steph drops her head, Lilly glares at me until I look at the floor.

“This isn’t appropriate in front of guests,” Lilly starts in a low tone. “I’m giving some latitude because this is a unique situation. You don’t question orders in front of guests.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Steph and I say together.

The room is uncomfortably quiet. Everyone at the table has stopped eating. I don’t look up, but I know they are all shocked by what’s happened. I shift on my bare feet, unsure what to say or do. I could laugh or cry with the flood of conflicting emotions.

I hear a spoon clinking on a glass, but I don’t dare look up after Lilly’s dressing down.

“Ladies,” Mark says, his commanding tone lower. “Please take a seat, all three of you.”

I hear Lilly gasp, and Steph and I turn to look at Mark at the head of the table. The rest of his party stands and heads down the stairs to the guest staterooms. Kirsten stays by the top of the stairs with her hands behind her back, leaning against the bulkhead. She nods and smiles as Steph, Lilly, and I sit on one side of the table. The captain is at one end, and Mark is at the other as we get comfortable.

“This isn’t unexpected, given the abrupt change in your duties,” Mark begins. “We had to work through this when we started with freeuse hostesses in the bed and breakfast. Everyone had difficulties with boundaries and had to be mentored and counseled to work through their emotions. It’s expected in the sex-work realm, though there is no formal training. We have experience, but no one is an expert.”

“There are two things we need to be aware of,” Captain continues. “First, the safety of our guests and crew. Unrestricted freeuse on a ship at sea is at odds with proper safety and discipline, which is why we’re on this shakedown. With as much pleasure as you’ve had, your mind and emotions might be unbalanced. You both are very good at that part of your assignment. We want to help you find a proper balance.”

I feel a flush rise up my cheeks, and Lilly’s hand pats my thigh affectionately. I look over and see she’s doing the same to Steph. I catch Steph’s eye, and she frowns, mouthing an apology to me for her outburst. I nod, then turn back to Captain.

“Your shipboard duties are essential for your safety and that of our guests.” the Captain reiterates. “You need rest and aftercare, both of which have been forgotten. I’m at fault for not seeing it sooner in the rush to try a new experience.”

“I am, too,” Mark replies. At a bed and breakfast, the guests usually are working, so there are times when they aren’t in their rooms. The hostesses get to come down from the sexual highs and have time to connect with coworkers, their support teams, and loved ones. When we first started, Kirsten and I discussed her emotions regularly.”

“It’s part of who we are as humans,” Kirsten says, sitting in the empty chair beside Mark. “Sex is fun, but it always stirs up emotions, which is why people in kinky lifestyles stress the need for aftercare. You both are probably experiencing a bit of a sub-drop, and we need to address that. You are both truly loved and valued by your shipmates and leadership. All of us included.”

She nods to her husband, who smiles at the three of us. “I understand, Lilly, that in trying to lessen the impact of the change on the crew, you’ve taken on some of Holly’s duties.”

“Yes,” Lilly sighs. “I did, and now I see what you mean. I’m not fully functional after the changes to routines.”

“That’s why we’re here,” Captain said. “I want to assure you that you’ve done nothing wrong. All three of you are important and treasured by the crew and me. At least platonically.” Captain’s wry grin and wink make me smile, and I feel a swell of love for my steady-handed boyfriend.

The atmosphere in the room lightens, and the five of us take turns talking about our experiences so far. It feels good to unburden myself of my unspoken worries. Smiles return to Steph and Lilly’s faces as the conversation lulls.

“Okay, we need to unwind some after dinner. We will arrive at Playa Cabana in the morning,” Captain continues. “I want you both to rest after dinner service. Remember the curfew and sleep in your rooms, as normal. Until then, you can enjoy the guests.” Captain winks at me as he speaks. “It will be a very active weekend when our sister ship moors later in the day. We will welcome not-embarked guests to the island this weekend, and Mark and his team will brief you in the morning.”
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HOT TUB HEAT


HOLLY


After the captain’s kind admonishment, Steph and I refocus on our regular duties. We serve our guests a first-class meal while sharing smiles. The guests hear everything; I understand they are part of our team. They listen intently to the captain’s directions and better understand the crew’s responsibilities. With his unwavering commitment, Chef prepared a delicious surf-and-turf meal, and the dessert was a delicious-smelling creme brûlée. Our six sexy guests relaxed as they finished their meal. Dedicated to our dinner service duties, Steph and I cleared the table as they walked out into the aft deck.

“Are you okay?” Steph asks as we bus the table.

“I’m fine.” I smile back at her. “I was just overwhelmed, I think. How are you?”

“Okay.” Steph frowns, then smiles. “I get it. We had a lot of fun, but if we can’t remember that the safety of our guests is paramount, we may have gone too far.”

“Yeah, it’s easy to get lost while fucking.” I shrug and gather up the tray to return the dishes to the galley.

Steph joins me as we move down the ladder to the lower deck. “He didn’t say we did anything wrong,” Steph replies, “He’s just establishing a limit. It’s what these shakedown cruises are for. After we clean up, we can entertain them all on deck. Lilly told me she’s doing turn downs in their cabins, so we have some free time before curfew.”

“You mean freeuse time?” I grin and nudge her as we pass the dishes over the counter.

Mario and Alex, members of the deck crew, are washing the dishes, and Chef is busy cleaning the galley. I smile at the boys, and they grin back.

“You two had quite the time,” Alex says to Steph and me.

“You guys watched?” Steph asks, a blush building up her neck to her face. “I guess I should expect that.”

“It was scorching,” Mario says with a knowing smile. “We support you. If the new owners want this, the two of you will be great at it.”

“Are you calling us sluts?” I ask with a giggle and a teasing grin.

“You know you are, Holly. But Steph kept up with you like a pro,” Alex says with a tone of respect. “I guess we’ll adapt.”

“Lilly says she’s taking care of you?” I ask with a raised eyebrow.

“With the both of you taking care of the guests, she’s without stress relief, too,” Alex explains. “We all understand; after all this time with you, we’re not getting attached. There isn’t any romance, not like you and the captain.”

“Believe me, she won’t let us take advantage of her. She’s still in charge, and Liam told us to adapt,” Mario continues. “We miss you, but we’ll figure it out. It’s just a new way of doing business.”

“Lilly mentioned that some charters might want to have freeuse of the male crew.” Alex beams and winks at us. “So we want to keep that option open. You’ve seen some of our past guests, and the chicks are almost as hot as you.”

“Flattery will get your dick sucked.” I laugh, smiling at him. “Speaking of, we need to check on the guests.”

I lean over the galley to kiss both the boys, then make room for Steph to do the same. This surprises me because, usually, Steph is a bit standoffish with affection for the men of our crew. She notes my raised eyebrow and shrugs as we leave and return to the guest quarters.

“I don’t mind kissing boys.” Steph grins when we’re alone. “Maybe I’m more bisexual than I thought? I don’t know. They’re good kissers.”

“They’ve gotten better.” I wink. “I had to teach them how to kiss like men and not boys.”

“Well, it’s worked.” Steph grins as I step off the last step and into the empty salon.

We hear some music and splashing and walk aft past the table where Steph broke her freeuse cherry this morning and see all six guests relaxing in the hot tub. If we join the party, there won’t be much room in the small tub, but we continue out on deck smiling at our sexy guests. The sky is dark, and the stars are brilliant in the middle of the gulf.

“The view is amazing, isn’t it?” I ask as we lean against the side of the tub.

“It truly is,” Mark says, leveling me with a gaze without looking up at the starry night. “Are you two set to join us until curfew?”

I nod, biting my lip. I can’t seem to look away from Mark when he levels his eyes at me. Steph pushes down her skirt, then turns and pushes mine down. Then we take turns pulling off each other’s tops. I glance back at the people in the tub; this time, my eyes stay with Kirsten and her bright, blue eyes. They haven’t shifted to make room for us, so Steph and I stand beside the tub, waiting for directions.

While we sway against each other, Steph starts squeezing my ass, and I return the favor. The guests are looking at us and then back at each other. Brandon breaks the impasse by pulling Meghan into his lap. She leans back against him, resting her head on his shoulder and turning to kiss him. They’re all nude, and Brandon cups his wife’s breasts and slowly pulls at her nipples as they languidly kiss.

Kirsten glides over the top of the water directly toward me and holds out her hand. “Come join Mark and me. “

“You’re with us,” Christi tells Steph, who steps toward her and climbs into the tub beside Will.

Taking Kirsten’s hand, I crawl to the tub’s edge and sink into the hot water. Kirsten holds out her arms as I slide into the tub and wraps me in her arms. She’s stunning, with perfect curves and sexy lips that curl into a smile. I’m stunned that she’s looking at me instead of her husband. His gaze locks on mine when I glance at him, and I feel my core clench. I don’t expect Kirsten’s passionate kiss, but I can’t resist sinking into her body. Our breasts mash together as she swirls us in the water until my back is toward Mark.

“I want to watch my husband fuck you,” she says matter-of-factly. I feel his hands on my hips as she nudges me back into his lap. “I want you to watch me while he rails you from behind. Can you do that?”

I can only nod, feeling mesmerized by her attention. Their whole party is full of sensual, sexy people, and I can’t understand why they are enamored with Steph and me. The intensity of their gazes is arousing while I lock my eyes on Kirsten’s intense blue eyes.

“What are you going to do?” I ask softly, hearing the rest of the party start moaning and kissing. “I am meant to please you, not vice versa.”

“I like watching—you most of all. You remind me of myself when I was younger.” Kirsten smiles at me as we stare into each other’s eyes. She stands up just before me, water running down her bare skin. The water comes up midthigh, and I dip my eyes, looking at her bare pussy. Her hand grips my jaw and tilts my head back so I’m looking at her. “Just me, little slut. Focus on me, and let my husband play with you. That would please me so so much.”

Mark’s hands glide around my waist, pulling my back against his chest. I feel the heat of his erection under my thigh as he pulls me into his lap. Staring at Kirsten, my breath catches as her hands cup her breasts. Mark’s strong fingers mirror her motion, lifting and squeezing mine. I settle against his chest, my bottom lightly pressing against his stiff shaft as I float slightly in the bubbling water.

“There, that’s good,” Kirsten says, leaning back against the far side of the tub.

Her body is fully exposed, but I can only look at her eyes. I can track her hands only via my peripheral vision, and Mark matches her movements. The mesmerizing slowness of touching herself is an illusion; she’s touching me through her husband’s hands. My nipples tighten as my breathing shallows, and the rest of the pool fades into the background.
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STEPH IS SHARED


STEPH


I eagerly climb naked into the hot tub when Christi looks at me and invitingly says, “You’re with us.” Her husband, Will, holds his hand to help me float across the water into Christi’s open arms. I straddle her hips as Will stands up and moves behind me. I glance at Meghan, worming her hips into Brandon’s lap, then twist to watch Holly enter the pool with eyes for Kirsten.

Christi’s fingers stroke my cheek, and I refocus, staring into her mischievous eyes.

“Good girl,” she coos as her hands pull me into her. “Don’t get distracted.”

I shake my head as she leans into me, dipping her head to my breasts while looking up at me with her heated stare. Will’s fingers grip my hips, pushing me firmly against his wife and moaning as she pulls a hard nipple between her lips, sucking on it with steady pulls that make my pussy clench. She shifts her legs from between my thighs up to her chest.

“I’m yours,” I say, staring at her smirking face.

She wraps her legs around me, her heels digging into my thighs as she slumps further into the water. I lean into her as she settles against the underwater seat, looking down at her as her legs pull my core into her, pressing against her bare pussy. She nods at me as her hands cup my breasts, her lips tracing across my skin to suck my other nipple while we stare lustfully at each other.

Will grips my ass, pulling my hips back, then pressing me forward until I arch my back to drill my core against Christi’s rocking pussy. I grip the side of the tub to anchor myself as her husband uses my body to tease her with grinding presses of my cunt against hers. The hot water shifts between us, and our bodies’ suction pulls a current across our sensitive folds.

“Fuck,” I say, looking down at her as her husband manhandles my body. She grins then arches up, her breasts breaking the surface as her mouth opens and she licks her lips.

I bow down towards her enticing mouth, and our lips meet softly before our tongues press together. Will’s cock is like a hot rod rubbing along the curve of my ass, the angle of my body keeping him away from my aching pussy. He grabs one of my thighs and pulls it out of the water, then shifts my foot between Christi’s hips and Meghan’s leg beside us. I grind forward, instinctively seeking friction, then toss my head back as my sensitive lips slide against Christi’s spread pussy.

We lose ourselves in the heated kiss as our hips rock under the water. The hot tub is a tight fit for eight adult bodies, even with three of us sitting on our partner’s laps. I glance out of the corner of my eye to watch Meghan grinding her ass back into Brandon’s lap. When my focus drifts to her face, her eyes bore into mine with evident lust.

Blinking, I can’t pull my eyes away even while French kissing Christi. I watch Meghan lift her arm behind her and press her fingers through Brandon’s hair, gripping and moving his head over her shoulder. Brandon kisses the nape of her neck before his eyes meet mine, and his lips curl into a sexy smirk.

“Fuck me, baby,” Meghan rasps against his ear while staring at me.

Christi pulls her lips away, and we press our cheeks together to watch the pair beside us as our hips rock, grinding our pussies together. Brandon lifts his wife out of the water; his biceps and forearms ripple, refracting the light of the spotlights focused on the hot tub. Meghan’s reaching behind her head, anchoring her arms on Brandon’s broad shoulders as she spreads her thighs apart.

“Aren’t they sexy?” Christi says, turning her head to kiss my ear before shifting back to watch her friends.

I breathlessly nod, staring at the tip of Brandon’s cock, raising out of the foamy water. When his arms lower Meghan’s ass, her hand drops down to his cock, angling him to fit against her open pussy. My tongue wags out, wanting to be right there, licking both his cock and her pussy as they merge. When Brandon’s cock penetrates her dripping slit, Meghan moans loudly while staring at Christi and me. As the pair beside us start to fuck, Christi slides up, lifting her arms to the edge of the tub.

“Silly slut, you’re supposed to be focusing on me,” she says when my attention returns to the bawdy brunette.

Christi pulls her legs between us, presses her feet on the bench under her, and lifts out of the water. Water sluices over her smooth mound, and I focus on the glistening moisture. Then she reaches up, pushing her fingers along my braids, and pulls my head between her spread thighs. I don’t hesitate to suck her distended lips into my mouth, lapping the tip of my tongue along her folds. I savor her taste and sink into enjoying her musky taste, focusing on making her moan.

In my mind’s eye, though, I’m picturing Meghan with her back arching against Brandon’s chest as she rides his cock. I hope she’s watching me as I feast on her friend’s succulent slit. However, my focus pulls to the pussy grinding against me. My nose shifts over her firm clit, making Christi moan. I move my hands, sliding up her toned abdomen and filling my hands with her round, firm tits.

I gasp as I feel hands grip my ass, and it takes me a moment to recall Will is behind me. Shifting my feet along the bottom of the hot tub, I push my ass back into his grip. I moan when a firm smack rewards me, and then his fingers cup my pussy. My ass is out of the water, my pussy slick with hot water, leaking my arousal. I want to turn and tell him to fuck me.

“Fuck her, babe,” Christi commands her husband as if reading my mind.

Will doesn’t hesitate and wedges his broad crown against my flowering pussy. His hands grip my ass, keeping me from pushing back. I want his cock deep inside, hard and fast. He must sense my eagerness and does the opposite, easing himself into my pussy with aching slowness. My low moan vibrates against Christi’s clit as I suck and lick her. Will indulges himself with his firm grips, sliding into me inch by inch and pulling back only to edge inside me again.

I pant against Christi’s fragrant folds as I lap breathlessly along her pink petals. My pussy aches as it’s stretched slowly open under Will’s careful thrusts. When his thighs compress my ass, he leans forward over me, and I feel Christi curl. I can only imagine them kissing deeply as my pussy ripples around Will’s thickness.

With Christi spreading her thighs wide and pulling her knees back, I can hear the cacophony of cries as the eight of us settle into a sensual pace.

“Fuck, baby,” Meghan cries. “Your cock fits me perfectly. I love riding you.” Her moans grow louder as I sense Brandon’s hands stirring the water between us. “Oh yeah, baby. Squeeze my tits,” Meghan encourages breathlessly.

I shift back to watch them, then twist my head to the other side. Mark is ramming his cock into Holly beside me. Our bodies are like mirror images as we bend in service to our guests. I crane my neck, panning to see Holly holding herself up, gripping Kirsten’s shoulders. They stare at each other as Kirsten’s husband pounds relentlessly into my friend. Kirsten bites her lip, and I know by her flexing shoulder that her hand is playing with Holly’s clit.

“Back here, bitch.” Christi’s teasing tone accompanies the grip of her hands. She tugs on a set of my braids and pulls my mouth back to her pussy.

Her hips lift, grinding her needy snatch against my hungry lips. Her free hand ducks down, sliding along my mound that ripples under her fingers from Brandon’s hard pounding. When her fingertip brushes over my clit, my core tightens. I close my eyes, savoring the sensations of skin rubbing against skin, accompanied by cries and moans.

The sounds rise to a crescendo as we all push over the edge. Christi bucks her hips as her hand holds my mouth tight against her pussy, and I lap eagerly as she gushes against my lips. Holly’s familiar scream of passion assures me that she’s peaking at the same time. Will’s cock slams in, and I shatter, screaming into Christi’s pussy.

When the sounds of our orgasms quiet, Will’s chest pushes me against Christi, his tongue teasing my ear. Holly shifts forward off Mark’s cock, and I watch her wrap her lithe body around Kirsten on the other side of the pool. I glance at Mark, then slide away from Christi and Will to kneel between Mark’s thighs. I bow near the surface of the water and clean his cock of the remnants of his cum and Holly’s familiar taste.

“Such a good girl,” Mark says. “I think it’s almost midnight. You girls return to your bunks. Captain and Lilly are waiting for you.”

I smile softly and nod, excitedly thinking of returning to Lilly’s arms. We’ve become so much more than roommates. We need to talk after this shift in our duties. For all of the orgasms I’ve enjoyed with the guests, my feelings of attachment to Lilly have only strengthened. Holly crawls out of the tub, and I follow, picking up our discarded tops before heading to our quarters.
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NEW DIRECTIONS


CAPTAIN


Holly shifts against me, curled into her familiar shape as we spoon in my cabin. Lilly and I waited for them in the crew mess and hugged them before helping our two tired sluts down to our respective cabins. Lilly and Steph’s growing relationship mirrors my deep feelings for the randy redhead in my arms.

I love her. I’ve known that for almost a year and enjoyed watching her sexual awakening in serving my crew, even as our relationship deepened. I’ve always been polyamorous, as being the captain of a cruise ship meant more time at sea than in the harbor. Making Holly mine fit my lifestyle, and she thrived on the demands of serving my crew and me. The shift in our routine by opening up her duties to include guests hasn’t fazed her.

When I run my hand down her arm, she emits a soft moan as she presses her ass against me while dozing. The past two days, she’s played hard, throwing herself into her new role as a freeuse stewardess. She and Steph have exceeded expectations, and I’m proud of their efforts. Mark’s comments to me throughout the cruise have been enthusiastically positive.

“I’m going topside,” I whisper into Holly’s ear. “Rest and recover. You and Steph can wait until lunch service.”

Her lips curl into a smile, and she curls tighter into the covers. “Love you, Cap’n,” she slurs in her sleep, and I smile as her body slumps into relaxation.

I ease myself out of our bunk so I don’t disturb her, then dress in my familiar at-sea uniform of a polo shirt and a pair of Bermuda shorts. The fine teak decks are easily scuffed, so going barefoot at sea is common. I open the door quietly and smile at Lilly as she exits her stateroom.

“Let them rest until noon,” I say, and she nods brightly.

“Good plan. They’ve earned extra rest,” Lilly says, then walks behind me as I climb the ladder and head back to the table on the open-air deck at the stern. “Let me get you some coffee and baked goods. I’m sure Chef has freshly baked pastries. I’ll join you in a few.”

“Take your time. It doesn’t sound like anyone else is up.” I say, turning toward her

“I’m two stews down for service, so it’s up to me to keep things going for our guests,” Lilly reports as she walks backward towards the galley.

“Let’s take time to discuss with the team. We’ll need to evaluate if this is sustainable with paying guests.”

“Of course, Captain.” Lilly smirks and heads to the galley.

The sun rises over the Gulf of Mexico as I stride onto the sun deck, turn to walk towards the forecastle, and inspect the topside spaces. The deck crew has kept up with the new routine, and I am evaluating whether we can have Mario and Alex help Lilly with the interior and service. I know they’ve lost access to Holly’s services, but Lilly’s admission that she’s been caring for their needs is a surprise. I can’t afford to hire another crew member under our current contract, but it’s something for Mark to decide.

When I make my rounds and return to the table on the aft sundeck, Lilly has set out a coffee service as Chef slides his tray of fragrant pastries onto the counter. I notice the two are more affectionate than usual, and I wonder what’s happened between them. I know they work closely on meals and service, but I rarely see Chef’s hands lightly caressing her neck. I’m about to ask when Mark walks beside me.

“Good morning, Captain,” Mark says as I watch Chef turn, blushing before walking quickly past us back to his galley. Lilly twists and leans her elbows against the counter, then casually relaxes and crosses her ankles, smiling at Mark and me. “Morning, Lilly, I hope you slept well.”

“I did, thank you,” Lilly says, pushing off the counter and turning to the coffee service. “Your usual, gentlemen?”

“Please, and some for yourself,” I say, glancing at Mark. “The three of us should talk.”

Mark moves to the table, taking his place at the head while gesturing to the chair at his right. I pull out the chair and scoot in as we regard each other. I’m confident he’s pleased with how the shakedown has progressed, but I also know he needs to listen to my concerns about safety and crew morale.

“Last night’s intervention seems to have helped,” Mark begins. “I know your operation has had to shift suddenly. After a night of rest, do you think it will be sustainable with your current crew?”

“We’re on the same wavelength,” I say, taking the cup of coffee that Lilly slides across the table. I nod at her as she sets the pastry platter on the table, then passes plates to Mark and me. “I want to hear Lilly’s thoughts because her department has taken the brunt of the new normal.”

“Before you start, I must say normal service has been exemplary. Tell me how it’s going for you?” Mark asks Lilly.

“It’s different,” Lilly begins, then sips her coffee, looking at me. When she shifts, I know she will be direct with us, which is why she’s my chief stewardess. “I have housekeeping concerns, especially if the crew sleeps in guest quarters. Meal service has been acceptable, but we need more time to prep for true first-class dining. I’ve been busy trying to take on the excess, but I’ve also enjoyed getting closer with the other crewmembers.”

“Is that what you’ve done since Holly has new duties?” I ask and then knit my brow. “I didn’t ask you to take on her responsibilities.”

“It’s something the crew has come to expect and keeps their morale high,” Lilly says evenly. “I enjoy the boys, but we should try to find some rotation. If this continues, my leadership as a department head might erode. Liam and I have discussed it at length in the rope locker.”

That raises my eyebrows, as Holly has explained what Liam likes in his small space. I hadn’t considered that Lilly was into the darker play that Liam enjoys.

“The six of us have enjoyed the girls; they are energetic and eager. Our team is very close, but some guests might want male companions. Have you considered that?”

“I haven’t,” I answer. “We’d need to discuss this with my department heads, but we can have a rotation to serve different tastes.”

“Your flexibility is appreciated. I know we’ve taken two of your steady crew for extended periods. We might consider a single freeuse person for a cruise instead of two. Holly and Steph are amazing, but they and the eight of us are drained after two days.” Mark stretches as he speaks, then smiles. “I‘m not complaining. But I want us all to consider the long term. This has been a good test. We must ensure it’s sustainable before marketing these types of cruises.”

“I agree.” I nod and sip my coffee. “We need to establish clear protocols and acceptable times for freeuse. Navigation and ship safety must be paramount. One slip of attention from distraction or exhaustion could be a calamity.”

“Dick said the same thing.” Mark nods. “The two of you can discuss on the island. I’d like you both to stay with my team for the three days to plan while my extended team monitors the freeuse festivities. You can bring a companion. I assume you’ll bring Holly. Lilly, please invite Steph as well. Her voice is important to consider.”

“Thank you,” Lilly and I say, smiling as I continue. “I think that will work better. With the complication of Hailey on Dick’s boat, keeping Holly separate during the freeuse period would be best.”

“Excellent. Today, we will return to normal operations,” Mark says. “You’ve more than shown us your talented crew. We have enough knowledge to think about limited freeuse times in the schedule for future guests.”

“We’re due to be moored at the pier on Playa Cabana later this morning,” I explain. “Taking a day to rest and reset expectations is a good idea.”

“The girls might not agree,” Lilly smirks. “But they’ll follow orders, and they need to rest. I’ll talk with them. All of the crew needs time to sort out a shift in duties. I think there is an opportunity to make everyone happy if we organize it well.”

I finish my Danish and the rest of my coffee before pushing back from the table.

“I’ll break the news to Holly,” I say, thinking of my rambunctious redhead tucked into my bunk. “My regards to the rest of your team. We should have dinner tonight to review the shakedown and plan for the island tomorrow.”

“Agreed,” Mark says, standing. “I’m going back to bed with Kirsten. I don’t expect the others to be up until noon.”

Lilly stands with me, and we walk down to the crew quarters. The engineer is driving the boat, but I’ll need to relieve him in a couple of hours. I’m thinking through the operations coming up when Lilly squeezes my hand.

“I’ll talk to Steph,” Lilly says as she opens her stateroom. “She’s done remarkably well, but she needs her rest.”

“Enjoy,” I say with a smirk. I’ve known of her attachment to Steph for a long time. “I’ll see you both at lunch.”

“Aye, aye.” Lilly smiles. “We’ll have service ready for our guests. Holly needs to be on deck ready by 10.”

“Roger,” I say, then turn into my cabin.

Holly’s eyes open as I slide into the stateroom. She rolls onto her back, exposing her naked body and playing with her nipples.

“You okay?” she asks me as I crawl over her.

“I’m wonderful, Holly. I love you,” I say as we kiss.

I never expected a sexy stowaway to change my life. Holly and I just fit, and when our bodies connect, the stresses of our active life fade away. We make slow love until we both enjoy a sensual peak, then curl into each other, close our eyes, and fade into sleep.


FREEUSE STOWAWAY ADVENTURES
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When Holly takes her future in her hands and stows away on a sailing yacht, she's sure her future is bright. It comes crashing down when the yacht's handsome captain tells her the consequences of stowing away. Offering her an option, Holly takes it eagerly, hoping to prove herself to the man who's given her a chance at a new life.

Follow her Freeuse Stowaway Adventures.

https://read.hankdolworth.com/stowaway-adventures


FREEUSE CARIBBEAN CRUISE
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Hailey is restarting her life after her divorce. Gifted a Caribbean cruise aboard a luxury sailing yacht, she meets new friends that include her in their swinging lifestyle. Follow Hailey as she learns how to let go and enjoy surrender.

https://read.hankdolworth.com/caribbean-cruise


FANTASY UNLIMITED BED AND BREAKFAST
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Discover Mark, Kirsten, Brandon, and Megan’s story.

Fantasy Unlimited Bed and Breakfast is a chain of exclusive resort-level bed and breakfast establishments. The highest-tier VIP members enjoy a luxury suite, gourmet-quality breakfasts, and the services of an exclusive freeuse hostess for all of their needs.

https://read.hankdolworth.com/fubnb


JENNY’S HOTWIFE EVOLUTION
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Discover Jenny’s exploration of her blossoming sexuality. She loves her husband Brad, who wants to watch Jenny embrace her inner slut and fuck his friend. Read through the changes in their lifestyles, then continue with Felicia's steamy awakening as Craig's future hotwife.

https://read.hankdolworth.com/hotwife-evolution


HANK DOLWORTH COLLECTION SERIES
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Hank Dolworth Collection Series

includes the following:

	Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast

	Freeuse Stowaway

	Study Buddies with Benefits

	Jenny, the Soccer Mom



read.hankdolworth.com/hdcollection
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Hank Dolworth is the nom de plume of a technology educator who had to stop flying around the world and is trapped in his home office attending too many Zoom calls. To cope with this high-stress environment, in his free time, Hank likes to write story-driven erotica and erotic romances.

Hank's spicy stories are packed with sizzling sex, mind-melting orgasms, and heartwarming romance. While not always having a happy ever after, his endings always end up happy for now.

Living in Texas, Hank also enjoys hot, spicy, rich, melt-in-your-mouth barbecue, time with his family, and working with other erotica writers to improve his craft.

Find out what Hank's been up to by signing up for his newsletter, which is easy to do. Just grab a free book when you visit:

read.hankdolworth.com/freebies
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