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Foreword


It’s been over a year since I accepted Captain’s deal and agreed to be a freeuse outlet to improve crew morale.

A year since the captain took me into his cabin and made me his, with the extra benefit of sharing me with his crew. I couldn’t be happier.

I have a cozy space of my own in the captain’s stateroom.

My bestie is across the passageway and loves to make me feel better when I’m down.

I drift on a sea of endorphins from the hot encounters to increase crew morale.

I love to help the captain work out his frustrations.

I can tell change is coming, but the captain stays mum on the details. We get the news that our luxury yacht home has been bought by a large consortium. The captain wants me to join him to meet the owners over dinner. I’m excited about the new experience, but nervousness tightens inside me when he reveals he’ll tell them everything about my slutty duties to my crew.

Will they still want me to serve after they know every detail of my freeuse lifestyle?


When dreams becomes fantasies, you begin to believe that fantasies can be real


She loves the serene brutality of the ocean, loves the electric power she felt with each breath of wet, briny air.

— HOLLY BLACK


Freeuse Stowaway Unlimited

[image: ]


Prologue
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FANTASY UNLIMITED CHARTER CRUISES


“Christi, how much longer?” Mark asks from behind me.

I grit my teeth instead of letting loose with a bratty sigh. First, because I’m not a mother, I don’t do family road trips like Clark fucking Griswold. Second, Mark is a grown-ass man; this is the third time he’s asked. The GPS route, ETA, and speed are displayed on the console of this rented Cadillac Escalade. All he has to do is open his beautiful grey eyes and look. I swallow my frustration because I know I’m just grumpy and not used to the inconvenience of travel.

“About thirty minutes,” I say, looking at Will behind the wheel of this fine automobile. “Unless Will decides to give it more gas.”

Will smirks, and I smile back. We’ve been driving or flying since we woke up, and now the sun’s getting low on the horizon. We’re both zapped, but we’ll be able to rest soon. While this car is crazy comfortable, with leather, ventilated seats, tinted windows, and three roomy rows of seating, I’m done. It was nice for the first hour; the next two and a half, not so much.

I gaze out the window. The breathtaking view of the Atlantic Ocean on one side and the Gulf of Mexico on the other has gotten a wee bit monotonous. Our journey began in Dallas when we boarded Mark’s jet. We started with seven: Mark and Kirsten, Brandon and Meghan, Will and I, and Lisa, who we left on the plane in Miami. She should be close to landing in Belize now. The six of us loaded up and headed for the scenic route to the southernmost point of the continental United States.

“Okay, let’s plan on a little break when we're at the hotel, then meet in the lounge for dinner,” Mark repeats the plan we all agreed on.

This is the third time he’s updated us on “the plan,” and I bite back the urge to snap back at my new boss. I mean, I get it. Highway 1, aka, the Florida Keys Overseas Highway—or the Stab My Eyes Out Expressway, as I call it—is a beautiful but ultimately boring stretch of elevated highways and bridges that hover over the light-teal waters that connect the mainland with Key West, our destination. It also has poor cellular reception, and we only have one satphone; Lisa is took the other.

Entertainment in the form of streaming music lasted until we drove past Key Largo, where the cell signal shit the bed. I’d checked the coverage map, and it seemed to be okay, but fuck if I know why our bandwidth sucks. The subject of the first plan update was turning off the spotty, laggy playlist I’d curated on Spotify.

Will is driving, and I’m in the front passenger seat. Mark and Kirsten are seated in the club chairs behind us. Mark is directly behind Will, who’s driving, so when I look back, I enjoy the view of his grey hair and scruffy beard. When his eyes are open, I almost forget where I am. For the last hour, he’s had sunglasses on while he snoozed. Brandon and Meghan are stretched out on the bench in the final row. She has her feet in her husband’s lap while he’s giving her a foot massage. Why? Fuck if I know. We’ve barely walked all damn day. At least that’s better than trying to ignore them fucking around in the back seat, moaning or laughing.

“The captain is having dinner with us,” I confirm, continuing with Mark’s plan status update. Otherwise, he’ll ask me again if I’ve set everything up how he wanted. “He was scheduled to arrive at the pier an hour ago. He and his plus one should be there.”

“Excellent,” Mark says, then leans back and relaxes.

It gives me another moment to think about how chaotic life has gotten. We met at his pineapple party when I slept with Mark, and Will fucked Brandon’s wife, Meghan. The following day, Mark introduced us to their family, including his wife Kirsten, and hired both of us. I tried to explain to him that while my bedroom skills are off the fucking charts, I’m a trophy wife who's never needed to hold down a job. Instead, I let him convince me to be his mentee/personal assistant now that Lisa is working with Will on this new venture. We've worked tirelessly after being hired, and everyone went balls to the wall to bring Fantasy Unlimited Charter Cruises (FUCC) to life.

Within days, we’d acquired the first sailboat and the island off the coast of Belize, Playa Cabana. We need an unbiased, honest assessment of a cruise, so I’d offered to send my friends on the yacht as guests. The ship is homeported in Galveston, so they all took the four-hour trip (almost as dull as this one) from North Dallas to Brad’s beach house. The five of them: Brad, Jenny, Craig, Felicia, and Steven—I have carnal knowledge of all of them—left port this morning with a sixth guest, who I don't know. They didn’t even know they were acting as my secret shopper vacationers, so I could see if this crazy idea would work. They’re cruising to the Yucatan for the first three ports on their cruise, then continuing to Playa Cabana in time for the weekend excursion.

Mark bought this second yacht intending to sail directly to Playa Cabana, join the others for a freeuse excursion, and celebrate the kick-off of his newest endeavor. He’s planning on renaming the two boats, Fantasea I and Fantasea II, during a rechristening ceremony during the celebration. He has a few other VIPs slated for the hedonistic fuck fest. At least, I hope that’s what it’s going to be.

Lisa is on her way to Playa Cabana and plans to acquire a helicopter to transfer guests to and from the small island instead of the over-water ferry from the port of Belize City. She plans to ensure the Playa Cabana resort is up to the luxury standards of Fantasy Unlimited. I’m seriously impressed with her work ethic, and I have no worries about her part of the venture. But I’ve lost track of all the moving pieces. It’s impressive how Mark keeps it all straight in his head. It’s all come together, though, and this cruise from Key West to Belize will reward all our hard labor.

Mark still has to convince Captain Mike to change his SOP (whatever that means) to account for the FUCC’s adult-friendly activities at sea. I’ve spent hours listening to Mark and Captain Dick, the captain of the Pineapple Princess, discuss the policy of a sex-positive experience on the high seas. It’s a lot. The privately owned island serves as a prime destination for even more debauchery after the at-sea portion of the cruise. We've coordinated medical, security, and hospitality teams to support all this. I learned that working with the contractors is merely an extension of how he runs his bed and breakfasts, which cater to the rich perverts that buy into his club.

I can’t wait to start the party; only fifteen minutes until we’re in Key West. Then… Well, the rest of the plan that Mark keeps inside his beautiful mind.


A New Task
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I’m not sure of the details; all I know is that Captain (I only call him Mike when we’re alone) has been under pressure. Most of the time, he lets me serve the crew while he manages the ship and navigates. But I’ve been called to his cabin for the last few days to relieve his stress much more often. I’m happy to help, but I think he’d handle things better if he discussed what’s troubling him. I’m not gonna lie; getting fucked multiple times a day by my seafaring hunk of a boyfriend is the definition of living my best life. But we’re becoming more than Captain and his freeuse whore. At least, I’m letting myself think we are.

The whole crew sits in the club lounge, the posh compartment on the main deck usually reserved for the charter guests. Liam and his boatswains, Andy and Mario, on one sofa. I’m hanging out between Lilly and Steph while Chef chooses to stand, arms crossed over his chest with his eyes closed. He may need a nap since he was up early to cook breakfast. Oh! Maybe I can help him sleep after the meeting with a good sloppy blowjob.

It’s difficult because I’m the bottom bitch. I can't choose when, where, and who I fuck. I’m an on-call sex doll that serves their naughty needs and keeps them in good spirits. While that’s amazing, sometimes a girl wants what she wants, and my mouth full of Chef’s meaty shaft is on my agenda. I have to pull a few levers so he understands he can do just that before it's too late in the day.

“Good afternoon, team,” Captain starts talking to us, and I smile at my beautiful boyfriend. I probably have stars for eyes because I’m completely over the moon with him. “I have some news. A large hospitality venture has bought the ship, and our schedule has changed.”

That’s a surprise, but I’m unsure what to do about it. It does explain Captain’s edgy mood of late. The rest of the crew stirs, looking at each other and mumbling. Liam’s face darkens. Whenever that happens, I tense up, but I know he’s not thinking of me, so I relax. Lilly shifts beside me, gripping my thigh, then patting it like I need reassurance or something. Steph chews her gum, which she can do without guests to serve.

“I’ve done some digging and asked some questions, but the details are still vague.” Captain looks at me. “Holly and I are having dinner with the new owners tonight, so I’ll be able to give you more information later. Our existing schedule is canceled, but ensure your spaces are ready to get underway. My intuition says they'll want a shakedown cruise. So I need to know our status of stores, and fuel. I’ll talk with the engineer officer separately.”

Oh, I’ve seen that guy. He’s always way below deck, busy keeping the engines going, the air conditioning running, and many other things. He and his assistant engineer are tight, but neither uses my services. I’ve never even had a conversation with either of them, even though we’ve sailed together since I joined the crew. Not that I can't handle two more partners in the rotation, but I pride myself on my customer service. Still, if it ever happens, I’ll drop to my knees like a good girl if they want. Something tells me they’re a self-service department—if you know what I mean.

Captain dismisses us, and his nod signals me to stay put while Liam and Lilly conference with him about the state of their spaces and how well we’re provisioned. That’s something about shipboard life that took some getting used to, besides fucking multiple times a day and the endless stream of laundry. We often onload food, water, and other staples for ourselves and our guests while offloading trash and other disgusting things. There are actual tanks full of that shit. It’s routine, and hats off (and tops and bottoms, too) to the captain and his department heads.

Lilly and Liam nod, step away from the captain and head to their little office space. I stand up, hold my hands behind my back, and twist slightly so my skirt rises. He likes it when I’m flirty with him when I’m not on duty. He wanted to talk to me about something. My eyes widen as I recall him stating he’s taking me to dinner. I got a little sidetracked with thoughts of the pair of engineering guys working me out.

“Holly, I bought you a dress. It’s in our stateroom.” Captain's warm smile has me melting. “It’s casual, so I'd like you to wear it instead of your uniform. I’d want you beside me when I tell the new owners about our arrangement.”

“You mean you have to tell your bosses you employ someone specializing in crew morale?” I ask, remembering what public title I should use when talking to guests.

“I’m going to tell them everything,” Captain says, raising an eyebrow. “I don’t lie or withhold things from my superiors. The last owner knew but also respected my decision. He knew I wouldn’t cause a scandal.”

“Oh, wow.” My mouth hangs open before I remember to close it. “Okay, that’s a little bit more than we usually tell people who aren’t shipmates. I trust you, Mike.”

I don’t often use his first name, but this seems like a good time. We are growing closer, and he wants me by his side to meet the new owners, which is a special privilege.

“Good.” Mike smiles and pulls me into a hug. “No matter what, I’ll keep you safe. Like I have since the first time you came to my cabin.”

“I think you mean the first time you came in me in your cabin.” I wink saucily, and he laughs.

“Just follow my lead. At the end of the day, you’ll still be mine.”

“Following you is what I do, Captain. I’ll make myself pretty for you.” I give him a little salute before spinning around. My skirt flies up, and I hope he is watching. I like it when he appreciates my assets.

“Be on deck in twenty minutes. They should be here in twenty-five,” he says as I take a ladder down to crew quarters.

“Aye, aye!” I chirp back. I know I’m five minutes late if I’m not five minutes early. So that gives me about fifteen minutes, right?


Dressing Up
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Istare at Captain’s dress for a long time, thinking about how things have changed for me. When I stowed away, I wore my usual old yoga pants and a hooded sweatshirt. The rest of my clothes were in my duffle, and I’d mostly forgotten about them. I always wear my uniform skirt, but I only add panties when around guests. Same with a bra under my ship’s logo polo shirt—only necessary when serving guests. I’ve been off the ship dozens of times but usually find something in my old bag. I hadn’t considered wearing anything else. But this new dress? It’s a disruption to my routine, a reminder of the life I’ve left behind, but it still fits my lifestyle as a stewardess on a luxury sailing yacht.

Leave it to Captain, to buy me the perfect, simple yet stylish garb. It is a navy-blue-and-white stripes shift made of expensive cotton. It’s got a single button in the back that’s too high for me to fasten after I slide it over my head and down my naked body. The skirt drapes down my thighs, just above my knees. I wish he would’ve told me if I should wear underwear. Should I be formal or casual? Would he want access to my pussy while we dine with the new owners?

I’m swaying back and forth indecisively when I remember I have a time limit. I forgo the undergarments, slip on the pumps I wear for meal service to guests, and head out of my cabin. I don’t have a purse and as I go up on deck, I realize I don’t have my ID. I’ll drink water like I usually do, I guess.

When I hit the top of the ladder and walk to the gangplank, Captain is waiting, looking at his phone, his forehead creased with stress. My hug surprises him, but his face relaxes, and the worry lines shift into his handsome, smiling grin.

“Help me with the button?” I ask after kissing his cheek. His usual scruff has been shaved away, and the smoothness feels strange, but I like it.

“Turn.” His precise command makes my heart flutter, and I follow it without question. Lifting my loose, red curls from the back of my neck I bow my head as I present him with the sole button. He fastens it, then rests his hands on my shoulders.

“You look beautiful.”

Heat rushes to my cheeks at his praise. He squeezes me, then takes my hand and leads me across the gangplank to a platform on the pier. His causal possession of me would have dampened my panties, were I wearing any. I shake my head, feeling my tresses sway in the breeze.

“Is my hair okay?” Maybe I should have put it up instead of leaving it loose.

“Perfect.”

He turns to look at me as we walk hand in hand. He winks, and the gesture relaxes my nervous energy. We’ve been out as a couple, so our public affection isn’t novel, but it’s rare enough for anxiety to coil in my tummy.

“I don’t want to embarrass you in front of your new boss.” Chewing my lip, I peer at him with a side glance.

“Little chance of that, Holly.” His smile settles the whirlwind in my core. “You’re beautiful, you have impeccable manners, and you’re kind and courteous to our guests. These people are no different than our usual charters. Having you beside me calms my nerves.”

Another wave of heat rises from my chest to my cheeks. I grin; I never considered that he’d invited me to help him relax. A spring is in my step as we walk down the quay wall. Looking back at the ship, its masts lifting into the sky, a sense of peace rises within me.

The evening is warm as the sun lowers on the horizon. The high temperature and humidity are normal, and my skin prickles as I perspire, but the warm breezes cool my body. My neck is sticky under my mane of curls, so I gather the tresses and toss them over one shoulder.

Even while my nerves have settled, thanks to Captain’s compliments, my mind flips through things I should have done. I’m not wearing make-up, not even a little bit of mascara. No blush. No lipstick or gloss. I don’t have a scrunchy for a ponytail if my wild curls get to be too much. I realize my life has become simpler since I stowed away. My captain and crew accepted me without me having to wear any masks.

Will the new ownership accept me? What will they think of me when they hear of the salacious tales of my day-to-day life? The butterflies return, and I tighten my grip on Mike’s hand.

“Mike,” I say, slowing to a stop. He turns and looks at me. “What if they don’t approve of me? What if they don’t like me? What if they fire me?”

Captain takes both my hands in his, leaning close and looking into my eyes. “Holly, it will be okay. I promise. They need me. Masters for this class are few, and I’m one of the best. My ship, my rules.” I take a breath and bite my lip. “Now, tell me who you are?”

His question makes me blink, and my head spins.

“I’m me. I’m yours, Mik,.” I say. The truth is as simple as that.

“Damn right.” Mike’s voice is like gravel. “That’s not changing, Holly. You’re mine. You will stay with me because I love you. I don’t know these people, but I’m willing to meet with them. They can’t take you away from me.”

The intensity in his eyes burns away my nerves. When he leans closer, I wrap my arm around his neck and kiss him. It’s brief, but it sparks a fire inside me. He’s said he loves me before, but never so openly or casually. I love him. I’m not sure when it happened, but I’ve loved him for a long time. I blink at him and pull back to find his stone-gray eyes.

“I love you, too.” I’m glad I’m not wearing mascara, or my welling tears would’ve made a mess of my face. I wipe them off my cheeks, and Captain runs his thumbs below my blue eyes with a comforting smile.

He retakes my hand as he turns. We walk together to the gate at the end of the pier. Just past the entry and security, six people wait in a circle. They’re all older than me, about the same age as Captain. Their outward presence fits that of our usual charter guests. As we get closer, I see they are dressed casually and elegantly. The three women laugh at something the man with the silver hair said.

I inhale a long breath and let it out slowly. This is just another day in my crazy life.


Common Ground
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After Captain speaks with the guard on duty, we walk to the gaggle of people. They’ve been looking over at us, and I’ve been glancing back. Despite all of Captain’s reassurances, my anxiety simmers just under the surface. They consist of three couples. They’re paired up, starting with a statuesque blonde woman with her hand in the crook of the silver-haired man’s arm. A stunning brunette leans casually against her companion, who holds his hand around her waist. The third couple seems as skittish as I feel. Another lovely brunette appears relaxed while her partner shifts beside her. They are some of the most attractive people I’ve ever met, and I’ve served some elegant, rich people in my time on the ship.

“Come on,” Mike says, resting his hand on the small of my back. “Let’s get this over with.”

I giggle self-consciously, secretly enjoying that Mike also feels the pressure of this meeting. As we approach, the silver-haired man steps forward, taking the blonde’s hand as we meet. The other two couples position themselves on either side, creating a semi-circle.

“You must be Captain Weaver.” His deep voice and kind, grey eyes are soothing. “I’m Mark Chapman.”

“Mark, a pleasure to meet you. My name is Mike. I am the captain, but I don’t enjoy the formality of the title when I’m off my ship. This is my girlfriend, Holly. She’s a stewardess on the Pursuit.”

I know our ship’s name, but we hardly ever use it. Hearing it now, I chew my lip because, to me, it’s perfect. It’s the home where I’ve pursued my dreams—dreams I didn’t know I had.

“Excellent, Mike. I don’t have time for formalities either.” Mark continues, glancing at me, then indicating the blonde at his side. “This is my wife, Kirsten. My business partner, Brandon, and his wife, Meghan. Finally, the newest members of our team, Will and his wife, Christi.”

The six of them close in and shake hands with Captain and me. They all look me in the eyes, and their warm smiles are welcoming. I don’t say much but respond to the greetings as my nerves fade. Mark waves to the large black SUV behind him before returning to Captain.

“We were just discussing seating arrangements.” He shrugs. “We’ve been on the road all of the day and never really thought about picking up two new guests and having to fit eight adults in a seven-passenger vehicle. Someone will have to sit on a lap.”

Christi’s face darkens momentarily at his explanation while the others take Mark’s nonchalant stance.

“I’m small,” I offer. “I can sit on Mike’s lap.” It’s where I’d be most comfortable, but the three handsome men I just met also appear to have nice laps. Captain's hand slides to my side and pulls me against him like he’s claiming me.

“Meghan, Christi, and I will take the third row.” Kirsten’s smile at her husband is sweet, and I love their connection. “You can sit in the middle with the Captain and Holly while Will drives and Brandon navigates.”

“Perfect,” Mark replies and claps his hands together. “I’m hungry. Let’s load up.”

Brandon opens the back, passenger-side door, holding it as the three women climb inside. They all wear shorts, which is sensible for spending the day on the road. Kirsten is the last to fit in, sitting in the middle of the back row. Mark and Will step behind us and walk to the driver’s side. Captain slides into his seat, angling his body to help me into place.

Only then do I realize that I’m not wearing panties, and I blush as I climb into Mike’s lap. He pulls me back against his chest, and I face the front, my calves outside his knees. I wiggle into a comfortable place but can’t ignore the firm lump growing in the Captain’s Bermuda shorts.

“Do you have a favorite restaurant in Key West, Mike?” Mark asks. He glances at me, then winks before focusing on Captain.

“I have a chef with a Michelin star in my employ,” the captain says, and I can hear his good-natured tone. “I enjoy better food prepared hot and fresh in my galley.”

“Fair enough.” Mark laughs and shrugs. “It’s our first time here, so I’m not sure what’s good.”

“Key West is a bit off our normal route; we’re usually off the east coast, toward Bermuda,” Captain explains. “When I’ve moored here in the past, the charter guests always seem to bring up a Blue… The name escapes me.”

“Blue Heaven?” Christi asks from the seat directly behind Mark. She’s looking at her phone, then touches Mark’s shoulder. “Yelp has it as top-rated. Seafood, Caribbean jerk chicken, and key lime pie seem popular.”

Mark tilts his head back, reaches up, and squeezes Christi’s hand. “Thank you, that sounds great.”

“I’ve sent the directions to Brandon,” Christi says.

Sitting in front of us, Brandon checks his phone and then leans to give Will guidance. I’m impressed by the teamwork these people show. They don’t bicker; they’re tuned in, and it reminds me of how efficient our crew is in taking care of our guests.

Mark looks over at me again, sweeping his eyes down my frame before smiling into my eyes. “Something tells me there is a story to be told about the two of you. How did you meet?”

Mike takes a slow breath, and I feel him tense up. I reach for his right hand and squeeze it. I have nothing to hide and want him to know he can tell the truth. He squeezes back and then begins telling our tale.

“We caught Holly stowing away, trying for a free ride to a new port.” I blush but smile. I glance at Mark, who raises his eyebrow and then looks at me. “Turning her into the authorities seemed to be an overstep, and she was desperate to make a deal. I gave her the chance to prove herself by serving the crew.”

“Serving them how?” Kirsten asks over my shoulder. Her voice is soft, and it seems like she cares.

“I am a freeuse slut to my shipmates.” I break the silence and then bite my lip. Did I go too far?

“That’s exactly how I met Brandon.” Kirsten grins, and I notice him looking back to grin at her. “I was his freeuse hostess at our bed and breakfast in Green Bay, Wisconsin.”

Mark chuckles, holding his fist against his lips. He looks at me, examining me. His eyes seem to strip me bare, and I straighten up. I have no regrets about my unconventional relationship with the love of my life.

“Seems we have more in common than I thought,” Mark says, winking at me.

Will stops at a corner. The building outside is lit up in blue from the glow of neon.

“You guys get out, and I’ll find a place to park.” Will looks back at Christi. "Come with me?" She nods as she starts shifting to climb out of the back.

The doors open, and Mark steps out, closing his door and walking behind the car. Captain opens the door, and Mark holds his hand to help me exit. His hand is warm and his grip sure. I smile shyly, then step away so Captain can follow me. Kirsten is next, followed by Meghan. Christi is last and grins at me like we’re kindred spirits. She hops into the passenger seat as Brandon exits, and Will pulls away from the curb to find a parking spot.

Who are these people?


Deal Proposal
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The restaurant is a two-story building with a sprawling outdoor dining section protected from the Florida rains by tarps and umbrellas. Mark scans us like he’s taking a poll or counting heads. His eyes flick back and forth before turning to the hostess.

“We have a party of eight. A single table inside would be best if possible. Do you have any private tables?” Mark asks the young hostess, his smile exuding calmness. “We have some sensitive business to discuss.”

“Let me check,” the hostess says with wide eyes and a nervous grin. “It’s my first week here. I’ll go find my manager.”

“Thank you. If I could speak to them, it might be best.” Mark puts his right hand in his front pocket.

The girl nods and walks into the busy restaurant, and Mark leans against the podium. Meghan stands behind him while Kirsten talks to Brandon. The four of them enjoy a casual familiarity with each other’s spouse. Captain rests his hand on the small of my back, waiting silently. Nervousness flutters in my tummy. All of them heard me when I said I was a freeuse slut for my crew. My fears of judgment were quickly forgotten with Kirsten’s confession. The coziness of Kirsten and Brandon clicks into place as they flirt with each other.

Mark watches me with a sly grin when I meet his eyes. I look at Captain, and he’s watching me too.

“What?” I ask, looking at Mark when he stays silent.

“You’re wondering why the four of us are so close, aren’t you?”

“It’s not any of my business,” I breathe out, heat rising on my cheeks. “But yes, I’m curious about how all of you met.”

“A long story might be best for another time.” He smiles and tilts his head. “Simply put, we are in a polyamorous relationship. We share between all of us.”

My mouth opens, and my eyes widen with the news.

“Wow! That’s cool.” I shift back and forth on my heels, my hands clasped before me. I scan the group and relate it to my situation as I shrug. “My life is no different, being intimate with my shipmates.”

Kirsten grins at me and nods. She was eavesdropping while talking to Brandon.

“Slightly different, maybe. We love the spouses we married unconditionally, and it’s nice to be close to a couple that also honors the primary relationship. We’ve lived in the same house for over a year and have never been happier.”

Her three partners all smile at me, which puts me at ease. They’re so confident about their relationships. I hope when I’m older to have the type of security they seem to have. Glancing at Captain, I consider our relationship. We say we love each other, and it’s true. I’ve been fine with how we live, but I can’t help but wonder if Mike would ever formalize things with me.

A man approaches Mark, who turns as if he felt his presence. He pulls his right hand from his pocket, holding out his hand.

“You must be the manager.” Mark grins, and their handshake ends in an awkward way. “We’d like a private room for eight. Is that possible?”

“I am.” Sticking his hand in his pocket, the manager nods after pausing. “Yes, we can open the party room. Give us a few minutes to get it set up. Eight people, all adults?”

“That’s correct,” Mark says with a nod. “We’re expecting another couple… Oh, here they are. We’re ready when you are.” The manager hurries away, calling over one of his wait staff.

Christi and Will join us, and even though we’re all together in the same car, we go through a round of hugs. Public displays of affection are rare for me; most of my interactions with the crew are in our private spaces. In front of the guests, we keep our liaisons secret. Exchanging embraces with six strangers wasn’t expected, but the tenderness and warmth of each of them is a welcome sight.

I’d built up the idea that this meeting would stress Mike out. But his relaxed posture as he pulls me against him brings up a variety of emotions. The energy in our group settles into cozy closeness as they banter while we wait. I listen quietly as the friendly talk continues but stay quiet. My thoughts cycle in my mind, and I hold Mike’s hand with both of mine. When we start moving, Mike leads me behind Mark and Kirsten, with the rest following us.

The room upstairs is airy but slightly cramped. Luckily, I’m used to small places. An open porch to the outside balcony lets in warm, humid air and soft breezes. Mark calls Mike over and waves for him to sit next to him at the end of the table. Captain pulls a chair out for me beside him, and Will slides the chair beside me out for his wife, Christi. Kirsten sits beside Mark across the table from me, and then Brandon and Meghan take the remaining seats.

Captain rests a hand on my thigh under the table, and I grip the top of his hand as his fingers tighten. I lean against his shoulder for a moment and breathe out slowly. Mark is talking again, and I gaze around as everyone listens. Mark nods, then talks to the waiter, who writes it down and leaves.

“They’ll bring out water for us to drink. I want to hold off on drinking alcohol until after our discussion and the meal.” Mark checks if anyone objects, then sits down and turns toward Captain. His eyes flit to me, giving me a wink before he starts into his pitch.

“Our company, Fantasy Unlimited, is in the adult-friendly hospitality space. Our luxury bed and breakfasts are growing as we target a presence in business travel hubs. We want to expand into the luxury vacation space and offer the type of adult hospitality our VIP members expect and enjoy.”

“Including luxury sailing yachts,” Mike replies, and the pieces click.

“That’s correct. We’re also procuring an island off Belize to host luxury private excursions for our guests. We think this will fill a gap in the hospitality vacation space usually ignored by the larger chains.”

“Adult options,” Mike says, nodding. “I think I see where you’re going. You’d like to allow charter guests to pursue unlimited fantasies.”

Mark bows and grins. “To put a point to it, we want our guests to enjoy sex on your ship in transit and during special parties on a private island. You’re the master of your vessel, so I need to ask if you’re willing to add that type of interaction on your ship.”

“Once we’re out of Coast Guard jurisdiction, we have latitude about what’s allowed above deck." Captain is calm, as he explains. Maybe the hard part of this is over. "In the interior, our patrons usually do enjoy adult interactions. I expect you’d like us to encourage it. I’m not opposed, but I can’t have what’s happening distract the crew from their duties.”

Mark holds his hand on his chin and scans Captain’s stony expression. “Yes. Of course, the safety of the ship, guests, and crew is paramount. Your ship, your rules.”

Captain nods, and Mark shifts to look at me. “I’m curious about how things work with Holly. If you could explain?” ‘Freeuse slut’ can carry many connotations. As Kirsten mentioned, our bed and breakfast clients are assigned a freeuse host. It’s consensual and negotiable between guest and their host. Our hosts and hostesses enjoy their part of the arrangement, too.”

“Where did you find the right people?” Captain asks, and I squeeze his hand.

“Well, not by stealing one of the rooms.” Mark chuckles, winking at me. “Most come from higher-class escort services or have a side job in the adult entertainment business. Some come from freelance modeling. The short stays of business travelers make this perfect for people looking for a girlfriend experience while away from home. The host or hostess negotiates with their guests the boundaries of their stay. “

“Holly only serves the crew as a freeuse slut. For the charter guests, she's like any other luxury-class yacht stewardess, mostly doing laundry or serving meals and drinks.” Captain looks over at me. “Her services for her shipmates take place in crew-only spaces. I instituted her role as a slut for my crew to enhance morale. It’s worked well.”

I grin and shrug as my cheeks warm. The others are all leaning forward to listen. I can tell when they look at me and I wonder what they think of me as Mike explains my unique position. Their faces remain pleasant, and I remind myself we are alike in many ways. Kirsten used to be a hostess. Meghan and Christi seem sex-positive and liberated. A four-person poly family implies everyone enjoys each other sexually.

“We’d need to have clear instructions about consent and safe practices,” Captain says, continuing the conversation. “STD testing can be tricky to access. And I worry about a guest going too far.”

“Valid concerns.” Mark nods and pauses. “Our VIP plans require voluntary uploads of their results to stay current. We have a zero-tolerance policy toward sexual abuse or abusive guests. Consent by the hostess can be withdrawn at any time. Our membership understands they’ll be cut off and black-balled if there are any violations.”

“Black-balled from what, exactly?”

“We’re all in a national swingers’ organization, and any such egregious behavior would be public knowledge to those within the organization. We don't tolerate such behavior in our clubs or houses. I should also mention not of all our patrons enjoy the host or hostess carnally. Many stay solely for the luxury amenities and excellent service.”

“I think we can agree on a partnership,” Mike says as the food arrives.


Toasting
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Mark generously ordered for the table, so we all had the same thing: the house special of blackened Key West shrimp, finished with butter. The sides of corn, black beans, and rice were perfect, and they are staples in all the Caribbean ports I’ve visited.

“He does this all the time.” Christy leans to whisper in my ear. “He intuitively understands what will work for everyone’s preference and never asks what we want.”

“He is very impressive,” I agree, glancing at Mark who is conversing with Captain and Kirsten. “Captain is like that, too. He understands what’s best for me and the crew; it’s incredible.”

“Did he just know that you’d be a good slut for your shipmates?” Her question is curious, and I don’t sense any spite in her calling me a slut.

“Not exactly,” I say, then pause to chew on my lip. “I stowed away, and I could have made trouble for this ship and Captain if he’d turned me over to the authorities. He offered me the deal to be a freeuse slut for the crew. I accepted, not knowing what was expected.”

“What were you before this? What were you running away from?” Christi’s expression is soft and caring.

I shift in my seat; the thoughts of my first day are often arousing, and revealing everything to people I’ve barely met excites me, too. She puts her hand on my wrist before I have a chance to speak.

“That was rude,” she says. “I was curious; you don’t owe me any explanation. You seem happy, safe, and in love with that one.” She points at Captain with her fork.

My skin warms where her finger makes contact. I shake my head and grin. “I don’t mind telling you. I sense you’re good with secrets.”

Christi looks to the ceiling and laughs, “Yes, I am. I enjoy surprising my friends. I keep many secrets for various reasons. I won’t tell anyone if you trust me with your story.”

“I was a cocktail waitress in Key Largo. It was a much more seedier place than this one. It was near the port with many yachts, and the customers were always rich and entitled. I grew tired of their groping and the slurs I had to hear while smiling to not anger them and make decent tips.” I laugh at my words. “I accept being called slut now, but only by my shipmates, Captain, and I guess friends like you guys. It’s who I am, though not everyone is aware of what a whore I am.”

“I’m a slut too, as are all of my friends. The slut life is pretty good, especially when you’re around people like this group.”

Christi seems genuine, and I feel more comfortable discussing my duties. “From sun up till dinner time, I am freely available to the crew. Once I leave Captain’s stateroom, I’m on duty. I’m not allowed underwear in the non-public portions of the ship. I’m up for anything.”

At the thoughts of the past few days in port; getting railed by Captain on his bed while licking Lilly to orgasm or having two cocks in my pussy simultaneously. My pussy clenches, and moisture seeps from my bare slit.

“I’m always ready.” I look at her and pull her hand under the table, checking if anyone is watching. Everyone else seems engaged in conversations. She rests her hand on my thigh when I let go and when I hitch up the hem of my skirt, her face lights up. “Always.”

Christi smirks at my bold invitation and turns her hand, pressing two fingers into my open crotch. I shiver and inhale a moan as she quickly finds my clit and circles it. She leans in breathing against my ear while my hips rock against her digits.

“You are a naughty slut, aren’t you?” Her low voice brings a whimper to my lips. “You’re always wet and ready.”

“Y-yes.” I sigh as she runs her finger along my slit, then close my eyes as she presses inside me. Her breath flows hot along my neck, and I lean toward the contact.

“Delightful,” Christi says. “I’d like to continue to learn about you when we’re not in such a public place.” She slides her finger out and slips two in, easily sliding deep. She turns to look me in the eye as her fingers pump into my needy snatch, and I stare at her with open lips.

“Mmm.” I bite off my moan as she taps inside me and my knees flex. “Please.”

Christi stares at me as she pulls her fingers out and away. I emit a whine of frustration because I was close to the edge. My eyes widen, and I pout while she grins deviously.

“Mmmmm, be a good girl, and we’ll see what happens. We need to keep your Captain in the loop. I suspect he’d want to know who you’re playing with.” She sucks her fingers into her mouth, and I stare as she savors my juices.

I look around the table, but no one seems to have noticed our interlude. The captain and Mark are talking, with Kirsten leaning in to listen. Meghan and Brandon are discussing their plans for the next few days with Will. I dart my eyes back to Christi, who’s wiping her lips with her napkin.

“Does she play with guests?” Christi interrupts when Mark’s conversation pauses.

“Who?” Mark asks, and Christi grins at me.

“His freeuse slut.” Christi pokes her fork at me, then at the Captain. His head swivels and looks at me, then at Christi. His eyes narrow, but only momentarily, as he weighs her question.

“Holly is off-limits to charter guests,” Mike says, looking at me. He raises an eyebrow. “I’m open to changing the rules for the shakedown cruise. If Holly’s game.”

I look at him, my eyes dark with the lust Christi’s stirred in me, and I know he can sense my arousal. My fair skin and flushed response make reading my temperature easy. I bite my lie.

“What shakedown cruise?” I ask, confused. “I must have missed something.”

“We’re going to sail on your ship to Belize,” Christi answers. “All six of us. If that’s still the plan.”

Mark and Captain nod together, and I realize I blanked an entire conversation while being absorbed by the wicked brunette who had her fingers in my pie.

“That’s correct,” Mark says. “We have much to do as we sail but often mix business with pleasure. Holly’s services would be greatly appreciated.”

Mike looks back at me, and I pause to read his expression. I lean to whisper in his ear.“ We may have to see if the crew would mind sharing me.”

“They don’t own you. You’re mine, Holly.”

“Then I’m good with what you decide. You’ve never led me wrong.” I kiss his cheek.

“Okay, I’ll allow it.” Mike looks to the others. “Her safeword is ‘windlass,’ and everything stops when she says it. I reserve my right to terminate this at any time.”

“No other way I’d permit it.” Mark nods before looking around the table and standing. “It’s time for pie and a toast.”

Servers appear, carrying plates of Key Lime pie and a bottle of uncorked champagne. Flutes are filled with bubbly and passed around. Mark offers a toast I don’t hear because my mind is spinning with all the changes. I sip the fizzing wine and bite into the creamy, tart dessert.

“I’d like to embark you and your people tonight,” Captain says in his commanding tone. “Tide is going out, and we must cast off before noon to ride it out to sea. If you can board quickly, my crew will cast off, and we'll navigate out of the harbor while you're sleeping."

“We’ll make it happen.” Mark nods to each of his team.

Shortly after, we exit the restaurant and climb back into the SUV. They drop Captain and me off at the pier. I sat on his lap again, and his cock throbbing against my ass has left me a horny stewardess.

“I need you to fuck me,” I whisper in his ear as they pull away to retrieve their belongings from their hotel.

“Let me talk to the department heads,” Captain says, and I understand Lilly, Chef, and Liam will be busy getting ready for the last-minute guests. “But be in our stateroom. I need to be inside you.”


All Of That
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When Captain and I cross the gangway and set foot on deck, he nods at Alex, who’s on security detail. Alex passes Captain the loudspeaker microphone. I’m hurrying down the ladders to return to our stateroom when his voice breaks the silence.

“All hands, prepare to get underway no later than ten hundred hours in the morning. Late tonight, if possible. Liam, Chef, and Lilly, please report to the crew’s mess.”

Lilly peeks her head out as I’m coming down the passageway. Her face is a puzzle of curiosity as I walk to my stateroom directly across from hers. I see Steph stretched on her back in the lower bunk—Lilly’s bed. I bite my lip and then look at my boss.

“The new owners are embarking tonight, and they’ll stay over as we prepare to cast off.” I rush through my words, kicking off my pumps. “I’ll let the captain brief you on what’s changing. He’s given me an assignment.”

“Right.” Lilly grins. “You take care of Captain; we’ll make everything else happen. Up you go, Steph. Time to shake a leg.” Lilly’s door closes as I hear Steph whine something. I’ve been interrupted plenty of times. It's good to adapt to change with the crazy every day brings.

I shut the door inside my cabin and stow my pumps in under-rack storage. Propping the mattress up, I peel off my dress and pack it neatly. Lowering my bunk, I climb into Captain’s and settle onto my knees. I slow my ragged breathing and close my eyes, and my palms rest on my thighs. This is the pose Captain taught me to help center me and remind me that I’m his. The way the posture erotically displays my body—tits lifted by my rolled-back shoulders, pussy visible between my spread knees, with my ass resting on my ankles—reminds me of my place.

I’m his submissive. I’m his slut. I’m his toy. Repeating that mantra while I wait for him helps empty my mind from the confusion of our night out. Desire wells inside me; my body knows what’s about to happen and pumps my veins full of anticipation and endorphins. It seems like I’m levitating when the door opens.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” Captain growls. I keep my eyes shut but listen as he strips off his clothes. When the bed dips, his hand combs through my hair. He tugs, lifting my chin, then devours my mouth in a searing kiss.

“Are you okay with this?”

My mind spins. Okay, with kissing? Getting fucked by my dominant, caring master? Of course, I’m okay with anything he wants to do with me. When I open my eyes to look at him, he notices my confusion and chuckles.

“I mean, with being a slut to the Fantasy people for the cruise?”

Mike pushes me back. I tip over onto my back, my legs spreading wide for him.

“You’re the captain,” I remind him. “I follow your orders, just like you taught me.”

“This is slightly different.” Captain kisses along my jaw and down my neck. “You need to be okay with them. You can say no. Your consent is key.”

“I’m drenched thinking about it,” I confess, and his fingers cup my leaking sex, making him growl. “It might be a lot to satisfy both them and the crew. I’ll do my best.” I stare into his eyes, reaching between us to grip his cock and stroke his steely rod. “Please. Fuck me, Captain.”

Our eyes connect, and a familiar feeling of peace washes through me from his steady gaze. When his tip presses into my center, my breath hitches. We moan in concert as my lover slides deep inside me.

“Liam and Lilly said they’d pass along your extended responsibilities.” He pumps in and out of me with long, sure strokes. My heels lift and hook behind his muscular ass, pulling him into me with each stroke. “We’ll work things out.”

“Are you okay with me fucking our new owners?” I ask, and the dirty thought makes my cunt clench. “I’m yours and always will be.”

His firm thrust is joined by a deep groan, and I can tell he likes the idea of me being a slut to our new bosses. His eyes darken as his lizard brain takes over. He flexes hard and fast. He’s hard, hot, and throbbing as he fucks me like he owns me—which he does.

“Yes, Captain!” I cry out while he hammers his hips, punching his cock deep inside my clenching cunt. “Fuck your slut. Fuck me. Fuck! I’m almost there. May I come? Please.”

Rushing the words out before I forget how to speak, I stare at my master of the seas. My wide eyes take in the darkness of his gaze. I tighten my core as he stares at me, unrelenting in using my body for his pleasure. My thoughts dissolve as I whimper, gasp, and moan as he pushes me close.

“Come for me, baby,” Mike says, “Fuck, Holly, I love when you come for me.”

His words command my body, and I flex, arching my back and grinding my hips. My pussy clamps around his thick girth as I scream out. He keeps fucking me as I shudder through one orgasm and into the next. My mind spins with images of new faces as my protector pushes me through waves of bliss. When Captain plunges deep and still, there is a moment’s pause before his shaft throbs against my clit, and his heat fills my core.

“Yesssss, Captain,” I moan, wrapping my arms around his neck. “Fill me up with your seed. Fuck, I need it. I want you to put a baby in me.“

My eyes fly open, and I glance up at him. His eyes darken, but his lips curl into a grin. “Someday, baby girl. Someday. I’ll make you my baby momma. Make you my wife.”

My eyes fill with tears as I nod, staring at him. “Please. I want that, Mike. I want all of that.”

His kiss is full of promise. I trust him, and taking him at his word is easy. We cuddle close, and then Mike gets up and wets a washcloth with warm water. He comes back and cleans me before resting behind me—my favorite big spoon.

“Rest, baby,” he says, and I close my eyes. “Go to sleep. I must ensure that things are on track to embark the guests.”

“I’ll try,” I say, holding his hand, which rests between my breasts. “I’m excited about tomorrow.”

My breath steadies, and I drop into a bliss-filled sleep.


Slutty Stews
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“Holly, love.” Steph’s voice echoes in my dream. I look away from sucking Mark’s cock, but his face fades and resolves into the pretty face of my stewardess co-worker. “I need your help with unpacking the guests.”

“What guests?” I ask before my mind connects the dots. “Oh! Are they here? Did I miss embarking?”

“Captain said you were excused.” Steph grins. “How was Captain?”

“Amazing as always,” I say, wrapping my arm around her neck and kissing her.

“Mmmm, Hols,” Steph complains, pecking my lips and then pulling my arms away. “Babe, I want you too, but we flat out gotta unpack them. They’re the new bosses.”

“I know.” I roll out of the bunk and lift it to find a uniform. “What do you think of them?” I grab a uniform top that matches Steph and start putting it on.

“God, they are all lovely. That silver fox is bloody hot.”

“They are all amazing; Mark—the silver fox—is so smart; it’s like he comprehends everything.”

“His mates are crazy hot,” Steph says, fanning her face. “Let’s go. We’re supposed to unpack them while they’re topside with Captain.”

Steph grabs me and then starts combing through my hair. I hold still, knowing it must be wild after being out in the Florida heat and humidity. I’m spoiled that most of the time, I’m indoors doing the laundry or my shipmates. She grabs a scrunchy off her wrists and pulls my hair back into a high ponytail.

“That will have to do. We’ll do a blowout in the morning?”

“It’s a date.” I smile at Steph. We often help each other look good for the guests at the start of each day.

We leave the captain’s stateroom and climb up to the next deck and down the broad passageway to the guest staterooms. While crew staterooms are small and cramped, the guest quarters are large and spacious. It’s part of our job to clean them each day. Life as a stewardess is part hotel maid and part high-scale waitress. It’s our job to ensure all of their needs are met with excellent service. Steph and I work as a team, going into each two-person stateroom. We also have two singles, usually for overflow or if the guests have a mix of singles and married couples.

It comes back to me in the middle of the second stateroom. “Steph. I need to tell you something.”

She looks at me from across the kingsized bed, arching her brow. “What’s that, Hols?”

“I’m going to be assigned as a slut for the guests on this cruise.” I chew my lip. I’m still unsure of what that entails.

“Really? That’s a change. You’ve never been a whore for our guests. Why’s this?”

I let the whore comment slide because even I call myself that from time to time. Steph is my trusted friend and confidant. I know she doesn’t mean it as a slur.

“They bought the ship,” I explain, and her eyes widen. “They’re the new owners, and they run some weird, slutty bed and breakfast resorts where their guests are assigned an exclusive freeuse slut. Captain wants to try the crew servicing guests.”

“Fuck off.” Steph laughs but then stops when she sees my serious expression. “Shit, it’s true? Sounds wild.”

I want to tell her everything I found out about Kirsten and Brandon’s meeting and the polyamorous nature of the married owners. Christi is intriguing and as I think of each face, my core heats at the possibilities for the next few days.

“They need to pay you more.” Steph laughs. “You have a lot of people to fuck around with on the daily, Hols.”

“Yeah, Captain says I might have to slow down with serving the crew.” I shrug and grin. “I’ll try to keep everyone happy.”

We finish with the stateroom we’re in and move to the last. All of the guests packed lightly and efficiently. Brandon and Mark’s luggage is sorted precisely, as they’re used to traveling light. Kirsten and Meghan have an extra bag filled with makeup and hair products. Christi and Will’s clothes are nice but a step down from those of the other four elegant people. My thoughts swirl with their faces; I didn’t know their names a couple of hours ago, and now I need to figure out what makes them tick.

I’m never in charge of the scene, always following directions. Steph is the only person I ever top. For the rest, I’m an eager, willing slut for their desires. I guess that’s what I’ll be for the six new guests. They’ll tell me what to do and what they like. I can relax and enjoy giving them access to all of my holes and humps.

As we leave, Steph approaches me, pressing me against the bulkhead. She kisses me hungrily, and I feel the familiar thrill of being mauled by my friend.

“Hols, this has gotten me blazin’ hot,” she whispers. “I envy you, you know? I wish I knew what it was like just to be used for sex at any time of day.” Steph pulls my hand between her thighs. Her panties are soaked, and she grinds her hips into my fingers, whimpering. “Take care of me, quick.”

“Oh, you’d love it,” I say in a deeper voice. “You’d love giving these strangers complete access to your sexy body.” Steph whimpers at my words while I push her panties down her thighs and drop to my knees. Gripping her ass, I pull her cunt against my mouth, dragging my tongue through her slick folds. Her fingers pull my hair as she grinds against my mouth.

“Fuck, Hols. I need something inside me.” Her hips grind as she humps my mouth.

“You’re such a greedy slut. You’d do well as a high-class whore.”

My middle two fingers drive into her slick opening, and her insides are already quivering as I fingerfuck her hard and fast. Her taste is like the sweetest nectar as I lap up her juices and swirl them around her firm clit. As much as I love going slower with Steph, now is not the time. I need to fuck her fast and get to the next task. I’m not even sure what it is with Steph bumping her pussy against my nose, her moans turning to a higher pitch.

“Hooollleeeeeeeyyyah!” She bites off her moan as she shatters. Her pussy gushes her release and fills my mouth with her juices. I swallow eagerly, my fingers hooked inside her, pulling small circles and prolonging her peak. She gasps out, seizes up, and then melts, relaxing against the wall. I lick and suck, cleaning her up, then pull up her panties, smoothing her skirt back down. I stand and grin as her eyes shine, staring at me.

“You good?” I wink.

“Yes, fuck. Please don’t let them take you from us,” Steph says, and I frown.

“I don’t think they will.” I shrug. “I just do as I’m told. It would be fun to have another freeuse slut to service the six of them, though.”

“I’ll keep pushing that thought into the universe, Hols.” Steph combs and fixes my hair. “I’d love being on my knees beside you as we serve.”


Meet The New Bosses
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Steph and I tour the guest quarters after our short sex break and make sure everything is up to standards. Lilly comes through and hooks her arms in ours to have us walk with her. This inspection is regular, and Lilly is good at finding little things we’ve overlooked. We’re both busy, and her guidance and supervision make the team work.

“This looks good, girls,” Lilly says, then stops in the passageway. We turn to her, and she pauses, looking at us both.

“You know the change for this cruise? Right?” Lilly asks me, and I nod. “Yes, ma’am. I’m to be a full-service freeuse slut for the guests.”

Lilly nods and then looks back at Steph. “It’s going to be port and re-port watches for her. You may need to pick up some slack. Holly will work long hours, so you and I will try to help her.”

“About that,” Steph says, holding one arm behind her. “I’m willing to help her serve the guests. Maybe if we work as a team, we can keep them all satisfied and support each other.”

Lilly’s eyes squint, and she looks at Steph. “You want to drop down on your knees beside Holly? You know everything that entails?”

“Yep, I’ve seen her work with the crew.” Steph’s smirk is wicked. “Lilly, I’m submissive like Holly. I’ve fantasized about something like this many times. This shakedown cruise is for finding the kinks in new processes while the new bosses see how it works, right?”

“Our first-class dining and hospitality experience is still expected,” Lilly says, hands on hips. “So long as you maintain that level of service, the two of you can team up. It’s everything: laundry, meal service, helping with dishes. We can’t slack on our standards just because you’re fucking the guests. And I need to clear it with the captain first.”

“Of course,” Steph says and reaches for my hand. I take it and look back and forth at the two of them. “Teamwork makes the dream work.” I join in with Steph, and Lilly grins.

“Okay, start preparing the drinks and snacks,” Lilly orders. “Be in the galley in ten, ready to serve them a nightcap. It’s going to be an early morning. So set your alarms before you're absorbed too deeply into your new responsibilities.”

Lilly hustles down the passageway, and Steph and I climb a ladder that leads to a corridor on the other side of the galley. We start pulling out trays, glassware, and silverware. Chef’s whistling in the galley and turns when he sees us.

“Take the cookies, brownies, mini-cheese cake bites, and cannolis. Water to drink. Captain’s orders—no alcohol for guests or crew during the shake-down. I’m heating some hot chocolate, and we’ll serve that with the desserts.”

“Yes, Chef!” we say in unison.

We start plating the desserts and loading them on trays. Lilly comes and starts helping Chef with a hot thermos for the chocolate.

“Come up with us, Chef.” Lilly hoists a tray up above her shoulder. “Captain wants to introduce you.”

Lilly leads the way, followed by Chef, Steph, and I take up the rear. We’ve been up these steep ladders so many times with trays, it’s like second nature. I haven’t checked the time since I returned from dinner with the captain. No more than a couple of hours have elapsed since they boarded. They sit comfortably on couches encircling a low coffee table in the guest lounge; Captain stands up with Mark, discussing something. The door to the deck is closed, but I can see the dark sky and twinkling lights of the boats at anchor.

“Captain approved your idea, Steph,” Lilly says quietly as we set up the food on a high bar along the side. “He’s clearing it with Mark, too, but I think it will be a fun experiment. Last chance to back out.”

“I don’t back down, Lil.” Steph grins.

“Okay, you both have the same safeword, ‘windlass.’” Lilly looks at us, her back to the guests. “Say it aloud or tap three times, and that’s the sign to stop, check with you, and ensure you’re safe. I’ll be monitoring both of you through the cruise, but I will try to let you two freelance. If you need me, hit me up on the walkie, and keep your batteries charged.”

“Aye, ma’am.” We echo our reply. We finish putting the desserts and cups out, then step back against the bulkhead, standing with our arms behind our backs.

Captain sees us and walks over, looking at me, then Steph.

“You two must be aware of what’s happening. You need to be safe. Consent rests with you. If you don’t want to continue—with anything—safeword. I’m dead serious. Use your safeword; after we know you’re safe, we can adjust. ”

His gaze is steady as he checks with both of us. When we nod, he relaxes into a smile. “Things are changing, but I have confidence in the two of you. What we do on the shakedown cruise will shape our new cruises and determine if our crew will provide adult services to our guests. Mark assures me his members are all aware of the rules, and he’s confident there won’t be any trouble. I’ll check with you in a bit.”

Steph and I look at each other and nod. My blood heats up with the thoughts of what may happen next, and I reach and hold Steph’s hand. We look at each other, then nod. We’re a team in all we do, including this surprising new duty.

“Allow me to introduce you to your hostesses. Your freeuse hostesses.” Captain’s voice is loud and clear. “You know Holly; while she and I are a couple, I enjoy sharing her. Beside her is Steph. She is our second stewardess, but this is her first experience in freeuse. They both will be at your service for any of your needs.”

Brandon raises his hand, and Captain points at him. “Just need to cover some safety measures.” Brandon stands to talk. “Captain says his crew is regularly tested for STDs, and both of them are on birth control. There are condoms available. Either the guests or service team can require the use. Everyone has been briefed on safe words and protocols.”

He looks around the room, and his friends all nod, but they keep looking at Steph and me. The men all have bulges in their shorts, and the women look back and forth at each other. Steph squeezes my hand, and I squeeze back. I’ve spent a little time with them and haven’t gotten any weird vibes or felt uncomfortable. This awkward speech from Brandon also settles my nerves, and I’m sure the six of them will treat us with respect.

Brandon sits back down, and Captain nods, then exits. As he leaves, the pang in my tummy reminds me I won't be in his bed tonight. I want to sleep with him like we normally do, but now I’m on the clock with these six sexy people, and I’m not sure what will happen next.


On Your Knees
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STEPH


Captain leaves, and Hols and I are standing at ease in the posh guest lounge. The six guests rise and walk to the dessert trays and fix their plates. They sit back and talk like Hols and I aren’t in the room.

Something about being ignored or treated like a piece of furniture has my pussy leaking in my panties, still damp from Holly’s expert tongue-lashing. My knees shiver as I watch the new guests. We’re not completely ignored. They all look at us as they eat their snack and then lean their heads together to talk in small groups. I wonder what they are planning.

We’ve never had guests onboard in port alongside a pier. They usually embark on the day of departure, and we leave the port an hour or so later. I’m acutely aware that our windows are all tinted for privacy, but I can look out and see the other boats moored nearby and the lights twinkling along the shore. Being watched has always been a kink of mine, but never by a group this large.

I’m nervous, but my arousal is dripping past my panties. Panties are optional for Holly’s uniform, so she’s comfortable with them on or off. She’s supposed to wear them while serving guests, but I think that rule will be relaxed. I desperately want to excuse myself and peel mine off, but I shake off the thought. The guests can have the privilege.

Mark stands up and approaches us, his hands behind his back. He waits, looking at both of us, and I feel a tingle in the back of my head as he examines us. When he smiles, his gray eyes light up.

“Ladies, thank you for volunteering. We’re about to begin your initiation. We’ll split into two groups of three, and one of you will serve that threesome. I ask this, but my intuition says I don’t need to. You’re both bisexual, correct?”

“Aye.” I nod, “I enjoy being with chicks mostly, but I like a hard cock too.”

“I’m up for anything,” Hols says, grinning. “I just love being a slut. Thank you for this opportunity.”

“Okay, then. Holly, you’re with Will, Christi, and me. Steph, please stay with my wife, Kirsten. There, she’s waving.” Holly follows behind Mark, the other two stand, and the group moves and exits down the stairs to the next deck, where there is another lounge, and then the staterooms past that toward the bow.

Kirsten is a knockout blonde. She’s tall and elegant, with killer legs and round breasts that defy gravity. While her boobs are fake, her aura is clear. I walk toward where she’s sitting between Brandon, who gave us the safety brief, and the other woman I’ve not met. She’s a stunning brunette with light brown eyes. Brandon’s eyes are steady, meeting my gaze with a grin and then dipping down to check my curves. Kirsten stands as I approach and greets me, her blue eyes staring at mine.

“Steph? Where are you from?” She smiles, and her hands rest on my shoulders.

“Down under, ma’am,” I say, knowing my accent is an easy giveaway. “I’ve been mostly in the States since I started stewing.”

She nods, then her hands cup my jaw before she leans and kisses me. I purr against her lips and welcome her kiss. I’ve been out-of-my-mind horny since I offered to join Holly in serving these people, and Kirsten’s probing tongue pours gasoline on the fire inside me. Her lips are soft, parting as she slides her tongue across my lips. I respond, sliding my tongue against hers as I moan against her lips.

“We’re going to have a lot of fun, Steph,” Kirsten moans, parting the kiss. “I want to mentor and coach you during the cruise. Did Holly tell you I was a slut for our guests in our bed and breakfast?”

“No, ma’am.” I can’t stop shivering; I want her to take charge of me. “I’ve never done this, so please tell me what to do.”

“Strip bare and get on your knees.” Kirsten’s voice drops an octave.

I immediately cross my arms and grab the hem of my polo before lifting it over my head. I fold it and toss it on the empty sofa nearby, then unclip my bra, shrug out of it, and toss it on the pile. Pushing my skirt off my hips, I glance over and see Brandon leaning and sucking on Meghan’s breast. My skirt drops to my ankles, and I push my panties down my thighs until they drop into the pile. I glance at Kirsten, who’s removed her sundress and is standing in only a white thong, cupping her bare breasts and pulling at her nipples.

I lower to my knees. My pussy is on fire. I want to rub myself as Brandon steps out of his shorts, pulling out his thick cock that makes my mouth water. I’ve never been with more than one partner, though the fantasy of a threesome is persistent. I’ve never imagined I’d be in a foursome.

Kirsten steps in front of me, and I look up. She smiles, then steps behind me. She grabs my shoulder and pulls.

“Roll your shoulders back, beautiful.” Kirsten’s gentle voice demands my obedience, and I follow her instructions. Her hand runs down to my ass, then up along the curve of my spine. Her other hand runs across my breasts, my nipples hardening at her touch. “Yes, like that. Good. You want to offer yourself to your guest. Now, spread your thighs open.”

Kirsten lowers behind me, her hands wrapping around and gripping my breasts. I shudder as I push my knees apart, glancing at Meghan. She’s naked, watching me as Brandon buries is head between her thighs. She arches her back, kneading her breasts, and Kirsten’s lesson makes perfect sense. I want to crawl over and suck on her prominent nipples.

“Mmm, yes,” Kirsten whispers in my ear. “That’s perfect. Let Meghan watch me do this.”

She keeps kneading my breast with one hand, then slides the other down my side and over my thigh. Tracing along the inner thigh, she cups my bare pussy. I bite back a moan, and my hips flex, seeking more contact.

“She can see me fingering your needy cunt, slut,” Kirsten says, then bites my ear. I gasp out from the bite of pain, then moan as her fingers drive inside me. Her intuitive guess at my exhibitionist kink makes my core clench. I’m hyperaware of Meghan’s intense gaze. When Kirsten’s thumb shifts over my clit, I can’t hold back my moans.

“Shouldn’t I be pleasuring you?” I gasp as my head spins with lust. My nipple aches deliciously as she rolls it between her fingers, and her other hand plunges her fingers in and out. “Fuck, that feels so good.”

“You will, but I want you to be a bit more needy, slut,” Kirsten growls in my ear. “Watch them; aren’t they beautiful together? Just wait until she comes all over his face.”

If she wants me needy, she’s doing a great job. Watching Brandon eat out his wife sparks something wicked inside me. My hips flex with a mind of their own. My tongue wets my lips when I twist to look at Kirsten. I’m dying to kiss her again, but a sharp pain sparks in my scalp when her hand grabs my hair and pulls my head back.

“Watch. Them,” Kirsten growls sharply. “No freelancing, slut. You’re going to learn to follow orders first.”

Her control only makes me ache more. I’m naturally submissive, like Holly, so having someone take me in hand and control me pushes me closer to the edge.

“Ma-May I come?” I whimper, feeling the coil of my peak tighten inside me.

“No,” Kirsten says, then crawls from behind my back toward the couple I’m supposed to observe. I stay on my knees, my entire body on fire with need. When she crooks her finger at me, I crawl toward her eagerly as Kirsten spreads her long legs, bending them at the knee, her fingers gliding between her folds. “I want you to make me cum, slut. It’s time you learned your place is on your knees between my legs.”

Oh, fuck, yes. I scramble close, my hands resting on her knees, then pressing them down to frame her pussy. She lifts her hand, gripping my hair and steering my mouth to her glistening pussy. I inhale her scent, then lick along her tender lips, teasing my tongue deeper. When I find her clit, she moans. All I want to do with my life is make her moan like that. My mind revels in the sinful sensations of sinking my mouth against her fragrant slit.

“Hands behind your back,” Kirsten says, and I pull them back behind me, my mouth grinding against her as my tongue presses deep into her opening. “Mmmm fuck, that’s a good girl. This is what you want, isn’t it, pet?”

I nod into her center, my senses filled with her essence. Her taste, her scent, the warmth of her thigh against my cheeks—fucking nirvana. When hands grip my ass from behind, I pull away from my new home and look over my shoulder. Brandon’s dark eyes stare into mine.

“Oh, fuck, yes. Please fuck me.” Words flow thoughtlessly from my mouth before I turn back to feast on Kirsten’s ambrosia leaking from her slick pussy.

“Oh yeah, we’re going to have such fun with you,” Kirsten says, pulling my hair to the side and gripping it, moving my head where she pleases.

I cry out into Kirsten’s muff as Brandon presses into my slick cunt, his size stretching my inner walls. He pumps in and out in short strokes, going deeper each time. My moans increase as Brandon fucks me with hard, full strokes once he’s used to my tightness.

I shatter when my orgasm comes without warning, moaning into Kirsten’s pussy. I stab inside her with my tongue, my senses overloading as two people use me for their pleasure. Brandon grips me tight and moves my body, using my pussy like a sleeve for his massive cock. A hand grips one of my tits, squeezing hard, and I gasp at the surprise and delicious pain.

“You like my husband’s cock, slut?” Meghan grins without malice. “He’s gonna tear your tight pussy apart, and you’ll only beg for more.”

“Please!” My eyes roll back as pleasure coils and sparks in my nerves. “I’m a slut. Use me. Fuck!”

Meghan shifts over, and Kirstin slides to the side to make room. A different hand steers me to another pussy. A patch of brown hair at the top tells me it’s Meghan’s. I hungrily seal my mouth to her pussy, licking and sucking her fresh taste. I’m lost in bliss as Brandon relentlessly pummels his cock deeper, filling me like never before.

I lose track of everything, and everyone blends like a solitary undulating mass of carnal want. I don’t know whose parts are whose as they caress, pinch, and slap my skin. The only truth I know is Brandon’s cock punches into me relentlessly, and I cry out from another orgasm. The pussy I’m licking clenches, then my face is bathed in a stream of juices. I lap at it, swallowing what I can, then licking the rest.

Brandon hammers in quick punches and his voice is low and strained with lust. I moan as his hips jerk into me when he slams deep, and his hands grip my ass as his cock pumps hot jets into my shuddering core. I come again, my mouth open in a silent scream. Then I fall limply against a warm thigh as fingers, hands, lips, and tongues stroke my flesh.

“Good girl. Rest for now. Then you’re coming to bed with us.”

I’ve won the fucking lottery.


She's In Control
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HOLLY


Once we leave the club lounge, Christi steps alongside me and grabs my hand. Mark slows, and I turn my head to watch him walk beside Will. They both stare at my ass, my cheeks barely visible under the hem of my skirt.

“I’m going to guide you, slut.” Christi’s voice drops, and I twist to look at her. Her taking charge is fine by me.

“Yes, ma’am. Thank you.” She nods with a wicked grin, and my pussy tightens with arousal.

Accepting my bisexuality has been wickedly delightful since I became a freeuse slut. Lilly takes charge of me in the sheets, while Steph and I are more equals. The ratio aboard the ship is canted in favor of cock, but watching Christi, Meghan, and Kirsten during dinner is promising. They are all gorgeous, and their sex-positive attitudes are reassuring.

“You’re a bottom bitch, aren’t you?” Christi glances at me as she grips my hand. “You love it when someone else has the power.”

“Yes, ma’am.” I nod as her tone melts my core.

She left me wanting more when she accepted my invitation to finger me under the table. Captain claiming me and Steph’s needs have only made me sink deeper into a submissive mindset. I’m just a toy for any of our new owners to enjoy.

“Good girl,” Christi says as she hooks her finger in the collar of my polo shirt. “I’m in charge. You’ll do as I say. Your holes belong to me, but I’m going to allow Will and Mark to fuck you how they want. But, remember—you’re mine tonight.”

My hips tighten, and I think about the three people I’m walking with. Mark is clearly in charge and has a quiet dominance. Will’s expression has morphed into a predatory mask, watching me. Christi takes control of me so effortlessly that I don’t question her calling the shots.

She pulls me into the center of the lounge area just outside the hall to the guest staterooms. It has low sofas, overstuffed armchairs, and a circular ottoman bolted to the center of the room.

“Strip, slut. Then get on your knees on that thing.” Christi points to the ottoman, and I hurry to strip off my top and skirt. My nipples are hard as rocks, and my pussy feels sticky from earlier in the night. I climb into my place, turning to look back at Christi.

The two men stand shoulder to shoulder, blocking the exit. They should know I have no intention of leaving. Christi looks over her shoulder and nods at them. They look around the space we have.

“Let’s move some of these chairs out of the way.” Will tries to push one of the chairs and grunts when it refuses to move.

“Probably bolted to the deck,” Mark says, glancing at me.

“Yes, sir,” I say, nodding. “All the furniture is secure for sea. We can rock and roll pretty wildly in a storm.”

“We won’t need a storm to rock your world, little one.”

Christi’s voice is deep and seductive. Sinful thoughts fill my imagination as she walks around the ottoman, staring at me. I don’t know what to do with my hands. I clasp them behind my back to keep my shoulders straight and lift my breasts for her inspection.

Both men start stripping while Christi crosses her arms, her eyes scanning my posture. She’s still wearing what she was in the restaurant. I’m fantasizing about her generous curves. As a luxury yacht stewardess, I’ve seen dozens of sexy women; she is top-level sexy without taking off any clothes. I shudder under her watchful gaze. Is she going to touch me?

“Tell me, slut,” Christi says as she unsnaps her shorts and works them over her hips. “What’s the protocol for the crew? How do they know you’re ready?”

“I’m always ready, even while I’m working. They can use me at any time in the crew quarters.” I wrinkle my brow. What else would I do? I’m a freeuse slut; my holes are always available.

“Yes, that makes sense.” Christi taps her finger to her lip after she steps out of her shorts. She’s wearing a black, lace thong with a dark patch. I want to know what she tastes like. She levels her gaze at me as she starts unbuttoning her blouse. “With us, you’ll be outside the crew spaces and still be expected to perform your duties as stewardess. We need you to continue that until you are so horny, you can’t wait. We can use you anytime, but I like to tease sluts like you.”

“I’m yours anytime you want, ma’am,” I say, lowering my eyes. “It’s not my place to tell you how to use me.”

She peels off her shirt, leaving her in a matching lace panty set. Mark and Will are naked, sitting on opposite sides while stroking their impressive cocks. Will’s is slightly thicker, while Mark’s a touch longer. It’s hard to tell as they squeeze themselves as they stroke.

“Okay, here are the guidelines,” Christi says and glances at both the men. “During working hours, we’ll check if you have something you must do. After hours, we’ll use you at our whim. If you have a spare moment and don’t need to rest or recover—” She pauses and looks me up and down. “You’ll kneel just like this so we know you’re a horny slut that’s impatient for use. Any objections?”

“No, ma’am. I understand.”

“Okay, boys. She’s yours. I’ll slide in when I’m ready.” I gawp at her as she drifts away, lowering into an armchair and hooking one leg over the arm. “I like to watch, sweet girl. I know you’re dying to taste me.”

Will stands and walks toward me, looking down until he’s at the edge of the ottoman when Christi barks my next order. “Get on all fours, ass facing Will.”

I scramble to my knees, eyes wide open, focusing on Mark’s slate-gray irises. His commanding presence is a weighted blanket. I feel his eyes roaming over my body before he nods at Will. I move forward so my hands are on the edge, my mouth open, and my tongue out, offering my mouth to the dominant silver fox.

Mark combs through my hair, gathering the tresses in one fist, then pushes his hips until his cock brushes my cheek. The platform dips, and I feel hands grip my ass. A hot, blunt tip presses between my legs. I can’t help but lower my hips, pressing my needy cunt against Will’s length. Glancing at Christi, her short nod is like a whisper of praise. I roll my eyes to look up at Mark while keeping my head steady, his cock poised just out of reach of my lips.

“Fuck, she’s wet and ready,” Will says as I rock my hips, coating his steely shaft with my juices. “Freeuse of this piece of ass all cruise?”

The question hangs in the air until Christi’s voice cuts the silence. “Don’t be greedy, dear. There are six of us and only two sluts. Be a good boy and share your toys.”

His cock pulses against my lips as his wife teases him. He likes her in charge, and so do I. Her condescension melds with her caring tones. I’d do anything to please her. I miss what the men say in reply to this goddess commanding the scene. But I don’t miss when both blunt ends press into me. My mouth fills with heat, and Mark’s scent wafts over me as I cup his shaft with my tongue. Will’s steady thrust into me has me moaning around Mark’s girth.

“Good slut; take it all.” Christi’s voice cuts through the noise, and my body flushes with heat that I’m pleasing to her.

The men work up to a steady pace, and I try to stare into Mark’s eyes like a good cocksucking whore. He plumbs my throat, finding the right depth, then his hands grip my head, and he fucks my face with deep thrusts. My eyes roll back as Will punches his fat cock into me, matching Mark’s pace. My vision blurs as the two men use me hard.

I catch glimpses of Christi; her bra has vanished, and her hands knead her full, firm breasts. My mouth would water at her thick nipples if it weren’t full of Mark’s cock. I moan around his plunging cock, drool and spit spilling down my chin and seeping down my neck. My pussy pulses with the delicious friction, and Will’s balls swing up, tapping at my clit.

I tighten, trying to hold back the tension building in my core. I’m filled perfectly by two magnificent cocks while being watched by the sexy siren who’s cheering me on. I shudder as she reads my mind.

“You want to come, sweetheart?”

I moan helplessly. I can’t nod. I can’t speak. I’ll be damned if I’m tapping out of this fuck fest. Christi manages to figure out I’m begging to come like the good slut I am.

“Go ahead, slut. Shatter on my husband’s cock. Suck my boss’s cum from his balls. Then you’ll be all mine when they finish using your slutty holes.

I shatter as the room turns white. My body shakes and quivers, and I gush all over Will’s cock. He slams deep and heats wells in my depths. When Mark pushes deep, then pulls back just enough, he spurts his release into my waiting mouth. My tongue snakes automatically, collecting the precious fluid and swallowing all he has.

My body shivers as the men pull back, and I curl onto my side as my pussy clenches, gasping for breath. Christi stands, looks at her husband, nods toward the staterooms, and then kisses Mark as if I’m not desperately lusting after her.

Will moves and picks my shivering body up and carries me back to the largest stateroom. He slides me inside the sheets, and I look up at him, my thoughts still floating in bliss. When I feel soft flesh behind me, I turn to see Christi’s grin as she presses her breasts into my back.

“This is my favorite part.” She leans and kisses me, her fingers tracing over my shivering flesh. The two men slide in around us, and I drift into the bliss of being the center of Christi’s attention.


A New Day
[image: ]


The door to Mark’s stateroom clicks quietly as I pull it closed. My buzzing alarm woke me, and I slipped out from between Mark and Will and kissed Christi on the cheek as I left.

I’m sore in all the right places after being spit-roasted by Mark and Will. Then Christi rode my face until she came hard, bathing me in her juices. I don’t know when we finally curled into a warm pile of flesh.

It’s a new day, and I’m surprised to see that we’ve left the dock and are pointing south. The sun rises to the ship’s starboard side, and the waters are calm as the hum of our diesel engines powers us through the swells. I walk into the bridge and find Captain in his chair, one hand on the helm. It’s a knob, but it works the same as the big wheel on the main deck. He presses a button and takes his hand off.

“How was your night?” Captain asks, and I crawl into his lap. The pilothouse is technically not crew space, but guests aren’t allowed here. I missed sleeping with the man whose bed I’ve shared for the last year. I nuzzle into his neck and kiss under his strong jaw.

“Tiring.” I giggle. “I just need a moment in your arms, then I’ve got to ensure our guests are fed. Where did you go?”

“I wanted you to have time to discover how the new services will work,” Captain said. “I imagine they used you and Steph hard to relieve the stress from their long drive.”

“I’ll say. They all have a lot of stamina, though.” I wipe my forehead and push my hair out of my face. I’m not sure what happened to my scrunchy. “I love you. I don’t like sleeping apart from you.”

“Me either, baby,” Mike says and squeezes me. “We’ll figure it out. I'll find time with you. I get excited knowing you've been fucked like a whore. I enjoy reminding you who owns you.”

“You do,” I say, blinking at his words. “They’ll never replace you. But you know I love it when you go feral to reclaim me.”

His laugh tightens my tummy, and I reluctantly crawl from his lap. “I’m going to find Steph and ensure breakfast service is on track.”

“Bye, love.” Captain looks at me before he turns to stare out to sea.

The halls are quiet as I climb down to the galley. Lilly and Steph are both there, but Steph’s hair is the messiest I’ve seen, and Lilly has a smug grin.

“Oi, I was fucked so hard,” Steph says, grinning. “You?”

“You know I was.” I yawn and stretch. “Think you’re up for today?”

“Yeh, they’re all rooted and dozing, so let’s set brekkie on the table, yeah?” Steph says, tousling her messy locks. When she slips into Aussie slang, I know she’s worn out. “After, we can clean up in your stateroom. We should do braids.”

“They make for good handles,” I say, knowing that the boys on the deck crew love pulling my braids. “Did Kirsten say anything about panties?”

“Yeh, she’s okay with no knickers. I think your usual ‘fit will do us well.” Steph says. “We can ask her again after showers, a blowout, then braids?”

“I’ll take care of service if anyone wakes up,” Lilly says, smiling at us. “Take an hour to shower, wash, and fix that god-awful hair.”

“Aye, aye, ma’am,” Steph and I say in unison.

We’re in for a three-day cruise, and I wonder what the guests will want from us. Whatever it is, Steph and I are up for it.
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She’s Jenny’s best friend and Felicia’s mentor. She loves to watch her husband Will entertain other women. She’s one part hotwife, one part cuckcake, with a full tank of moxie. One thing about Christi, she wants to be in control. Can she do it with the sexy men and women from Fantasy Unlimited?
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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.
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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.
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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.
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Felicia is exploring her sexuality with Craig (Coach) is right beside her, supporting and watching her blossom and accept her bisexuality, switch, and kinky proclivities. With the help of friends like Christi and Jenny, Felicia is growing confident in her new hotwife lifestyle.

read.hankdolworth.com/feisty-felicia


Hank Dolworth Collection Series


[image: ]


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


About the Author


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

[image: Facebook icon] [image: X (Twitter) icon] [image: Instagram icon] [image: Amazon icon] [image: Goodreads icon]

OEBPS/image_rsrcX5.jpg






cover.jpeg
FREEUSE STOWAWAY ADVENTURES - BOOK 3

(\U SRR 49 %//

uuNL\M\TED

HANK DOLWORTH





OEBPS/image_rsrcX6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcX7.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrcX3.jpg
ITASY UNLIMITED VACATIONS
i
| ~







OEBPS/image_rsrcX4.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcXD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcX1.jpg
JACKL PUBLISHING





OEBPS/image_rsrcX2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcXC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcX8.jpg
HANK DOLWORTH






OEBPS/image_rsrcXB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcX9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcXA.jpg






