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FREEUSE STOWAWAY - INTRODUCTION


Don’t miss the start of Holly’s freeuse adventure

“Yer not supposed to be ‘ere, lass.”

His fingers eased, and my hair fell back down my shoulders. I looked down at where I had been lying and pointed at my small duffle bag.

“I just need a lift to your next port.” I shrugged and tried to look cute and coy. “I don’t take up much space.”

“Tell it to the skipper, lass,” he chirped. “C’mon, grab yer bag. Let’s get this over with.”

read.hankdolworth.com/stowaway


HOLLY WANTS TO ENJOY A QUIET DAY IN PORT


On a luxury sailing yacht, a freeuse stewardess's life is hectic at sea or in-port.

Relaxing in my stateroom, enjoying a quiet day in port. When at sea I have official duties as the junior stewardess on this luxurious sailing yacht. In port, I have only my unofficial duties to attend to, but the naughty work I indulge in benefits the crew and is essential to morale. I'm freely available to satisfy my crewmate's needs and seek the pleasure I receive from a job well done, which usually leaves me mindless, floating in bliss.

I love my job, but I need to make a phone call before I open the door and step outside to start my busy day.


To those that seek the seas, the winds, the rains.


I would wanna be a mermaid, but I think I'm a little bit more of a unicorn, because I'm like a little bit more horsey.

BLAKE LIVELY


FREEUSE STOWAWAY
DAY IN PORT



1
CATCHING UP WITH HOLLY




It’s a calm day. The ship is barely rocking as it’s tied to the pier undergoing repairs. Captain must have gotten up early, allowing me to rest longer. It’s nice to have a little refuge on his ship. When it’s just us, I call him Mike, but in my mind, he’s always my Captain. It’s been about six months since my introduction to the luxury sailing yacht life, with a torrid, single-day initiation to the crew as a freeuse slut.

I’m thinking back and remembering the way each of them used me for pleasure, then just carried on with their day. They were all affectionate in their way, even salty old Liam. He has a hard outer shell, but I think he likes to rough me up so that he can cuddle me and call it aftercare.

My stateroom — well, it’s Captain’s, really, but I belong to him, so it’s mine, too. It’s my safe zone, along with the upper decks in port or with guests aboard. When I’m out of my safe zone and in the crew quarters, I’m on duty, even if I’m busy with the laundry or sorting things for meal service. At any time, any of the crew can take advantage of my willing holes to sate their lust and then carry on with their day. Captain says morale has never been better and credits my commitment to my duties as the bottom bitch.

His praise always melts me, and his storm-grey eyes light up with his smile when he tells me I’m his good girl. I’d better stop thinking of him, or I’ll spend all day drawing hearts in my journal.

Oh! That’s another task he’s added for me. I’m to keep a log of my days so he can keep up with all the things — and crew — I’m doing. He initially called it his SLUTLOG, which makes it sound all nautical, and my entries were short and simple:

	09:05 Laundry

	09:06 Railed by Mario

	09:14 Steph cleans out his cum



Yadda, yadda, yadda.

Occasionally, I’ll add little tick marks next to the entries to track how many orgasms to satisfy the Captain’s due diligence in keeping me on track with my duties. He also examines the SLUTLOG, so I don’t show anyone any favoritism. Which is silly; I’m just a hole to be filled by whoever needs my services. I am in a lustful daze most of the day, and it’s not until I enter Captain’s stateroom, shower, and crawl into his bunk to wait for him that my mind starts thinking clearly.

Lately, I’ve started writing more about my day than just a series of ribald revelry. It helps me remember how lucky I am to have found this weird floating family. The Captain gave me an old, leather-bound journal and a collection of ink pens to encourage me in this creative endeavor. I’m excited about it, but I’m not sure if I’ll have the time. I’m willing to give it a go.

The ship is super stressful when we have guests. The mega-rich clients are the elite, and some are assholes, while others are quiet and cordial. They live in a different world than we do. We’d be considered the help in feudal times, and it makes me think about what they did back then to keep their spirits up. I’m glad I’ve found my place in my world, alongside my Captain, doing my duty to the best of my abilities. I know my crew benefits from my service, and they’ve even started giving me an extra half-share of their tip money as appreciation for my service.

The door opens, and I instinctively pull the comforter over me until I see it’s the Captain. I toss off the covers, climb out of bed, and wrap my naked self around my Captain. His hand grips my ass, and he takes a moment to grind his thickening shaft against my pussy. I haven’t been fucked yet today, so I’m getting a little bit needy when I kiss him deeply and lower my hand between us to undo his shorts.

“Mmm, been thinking of me?” Captain asks, then smirks when I nod at him and brush my fingertips over his crown. “Good girl, but I need to get back to work. I just wanted to bring you your phone. You left it in the galley, and I thought I’d bring it to you. Liam is on the prowl, and I thought you’d like a longer rest before your day starts.”

I smile and peck his lips, even as I’m disappointed I don’t get to ride Captain’s cock first thing this morning. I love how he’s thinking about me and cares for me. He lowers me onto my toes and kisses the top of my head before he exits, shutting the door behind him.

“Oi, when’s she on deck, Cap’n?” I hear Liam complain before the door closes.

Luckily, our stateroom has a solid door that muffles the loud sounds from the galley. I check my phone, see the time, and know the crew is having breakfast before the start of the day. I really should get dressed and join them. When I see an alert, I’m about to put the phone down to pull on my uniform polo shirt and skirt.

“Hailey’s D-Day!”

Oh! That’s right, my big sister is finalizing her divorce today. I smile, knowing she’ll be much better without that anchor of a husband keeping her moored to her boring life. I pull my polo shirt over my head, tilt my phone against the bulkhead, and start a FaceTime call with Hailey. When she answers with a bright smile, I can already tell she’s starting to feel that bit of freedom she always wanted.

“Holly, it’s so good to hear from you.”

Her voice is light, but her eyes seem dull. For all my thoughts of how boring her ex-husband is, I realize it’s hard to break up when it’s been the only thing she knows.

“I’d never miss your first morning of freedom.” I smile broadly. She doesn’t know I’m naked from the waist down. My pussy is still warm from Captain’s teasing. I feel my cheeks heat when I realize I’m talking to my sister practically naked. “How are you doing?”

I try to show concern in my eyes, but I’m too happy about life to sit still. She says something about being fine, and I know it’s a lie because she looks up at the ceiling as she speaks. I know all of her tells. I’m about to call her on it when the door behind me opens, and Liam sticks his mug inside.

I glance back at him, alert and ready, even if he’s broken a rule by opening my door. I’m horny from Captain’s teasing embrace, so I grin at him. He gives me his handsome leer before noticing my sister on the screen and swallows, schooling his expression.

“Oi, Holly! I need yer services, lass. Meet me in the rope locker in five.”

He’s gone in a flash, and I feel my body heat up at his request. It’s more of a command, but I’m eager to obey, so I call after him to tell him I’m coming. When I turn back to my sister, her eyes are wide open in shock, and her head’s tilted. I have zero time to explain.

“I need to go. Duty calls,” I tell her quickly. “I’ll call you back in … an hour?”

It’s a guess. Liam can be quick and dirty or long and drawn out. One of his favorite things is to tie me up naked and tease me until I beg for him to fuck me. It’s a game because just thinking about his thick length stretching me has me ready to get on my knees.

“That’s fine.” My sister’s voice snaps me back into the present. She keeps talking, but I’m not listening intently; I’m trying to remember if I folded my clothes last night. “Are you getting underway?”

Oh, she asked a question.

“No, we’re at the pier. Liam likes my help — ” I pause for a moment to find the right words. “ — with his projects.”

She nods and says more things, but I’m already waving and ending the call.

Standing, I pull out my drawer and sigh in relief at a stack of freshly laundered uniform skirts. Without guests, my uniform is just a blouse and skirt. If anyone spies me from the pier, I have to appear like a proper crew member and not the needy slut I’ve become. My boobs bounce loosely in my polo as I head down the passageway after Liam.


2
FORECASTLE FUN




In the passageway outside my cabin, I look both ways. Where did Liam say to meet him? The rope locker that’s on the pointy end. My mind is slowly stitching together, although I hear my tummy grumbling. My needy pussy wins the war. I can eat later. I recall the need in Liam’s voice as my mind comes online, I remember that he has a full day of loading in the repaired anchor. Captain wanted to add more links to allow us to anchor in deeper water and decided to offload the whole anchor and chain for inspection and repair.

I turn toward the forecastle, grinning as I remember the correct nautical term for the pointy end of the ship, and hurry through the tight passageways. The hatch is open, so I peek and look around. I feel like a squirrel looking for a nut and giggle when I realize that tracks.

“Oi, yer late, Holly.” Liam sneers, and I grin at him as I scramble up on deck.

“Sorry, I was talking to my sister.” Liam leads me into the shadowy rope locker that smells of dank hemp, and I recall our first tryst in this dark space.

“Dat was yer sistah? ‘Ow ole is she? Does sh’ave a hubby?”

Liam’s rough voice teases me as he leads me to stacked coils of rope on spools about waist high.

“Not anymore,” I answer his question. “Her divorce is final today, so she’s free. But I don’t think you’re her type,” I tease back, sticking out my tongue as he bends me over the rough wooden spools. I spread my feet apart as he binds my wrists together and hooks them to a nail on the opposite side of the spool.

I wriggle my hips to help Liam pull my skirt down and lift my feet one at a time until I’m free of the scrap of clothing. My nipples are rubbing through my thin top, and I can feel the roughness of the wood. My skirt falls on the surface in front of me.

“Don’t fergit tah get dressed when we’re done, lass. I don’t wan’ the Cap’n up my arse about your lack of a propah uniform.” Liam taunts me and then smacks my ass sharply. “I don’t know why I have to keep disciplining you for being a needy slut.”

I moan as his rough hands grip and slap my ass. His spanks are firm but playful, and my pussy starts to leak as he reddens my perky flesh.

“I think he likes it when I’m a needy slut.”

I groan after about five slaps. Liam doesn’t make me count anymore, but I always do inside my head. It takes me back to my first day on the ship as my body warms up with needful lust. When Liam’s thick finger slides over my bare pussy lips, I moan, looking back at him.

“I like yah needy. Yew get so sloppy wet and crave my cock, don’t yah, lass?”

“You know I do,” I moan and lick my lips. “Do you want me to get your cock ready with my slut mouth?”

He throws his head back and laughs, stepping up and pushing down his shorts, waving his cock in my face.

“Don’t go gettin’ to familah, Holl. I’m still the one in charge ‘ere.”

He smacks my cheek with his engorged cock head, and I twist, wanting to pull him into my mouth. After a little bit of cat and mouse, or cock and mouth, he stills and slides his thick meat between my lips. I moan at the salty taste, and musky smell of him. My senses are on fire as I inhale the dank scent of the ropes surrounding us and bob my head up and down his thick cock. I purr as he grips a hank of my hair and ruts his hips, forcing his cock into my throat.

No one gets me into the headspace of a needy cock whore like Liam.

"Mmmnh, yew've always been a good cock suckah, I luv 'ow hungry yew're fer it."

My mind swims as Liam’s cock plumbs my throat, his two fists fouling in my red hair and using me for his pleasure. The dark fantasies weaving in my filthy thoughts with his hard use of my mouth always make me needy, and I grind my clit against the rough edge of the wooden spools. Moaning around his cock, I feel my arousal build and hope that I’ll reach my peak with his dick in my mouth.

I gasp and swallow a mouthful of drool as he pulls his cock free. Breathing heavily, I twist my head, watching him as he stalks behind me. I nod and push my ass back as his rough hands grip my warm, smooth cheeks.

“I’d love to spend all day teasing you, lass,” he mutters as he runs the tip of his cock along my pouting, slick pussy lips. I shudder, feeling his thickness press inside, and start to stretch my tight opening.

“Gods, yes,” I moan as he fills me. “Fuck me, Liam. Make it hurt.”

I don’t know why I crave Liam’s hard use, but it thrills me that I can take his rugged fucking. He starts gently, but that’s to tease me, I think. Make me second guess if he’ll tear me apart like usual. One slow press until his crotch presses against my ass, then a sinfully long retraction that has me licking my lips. My fingers curl into the edge of the rough spool as I know what’s coming next. His hips punch, and his cock slams in deep. My head tosses back, and I scream out a lustful moan.

I grin like a maniac against Liam's fingers as he clamps them over my mouth and growls against my ear. "I like when yew scream, girl. Need tah be quick - workahs will be 'ere soon."

I close my eyes and savor everything. The hard thrusts of Liam’s cock that seem to rearrange my insides. The faint stench of petrol mixing with the musty hemp of the locker room. My head swims as my nerves tighten—every sensation centers on my cunt. Liam’s hard punches tap my clit on the unyielding wood of the spool, and the tightness of my release starts to unravel as Liam kicks into high gear.

“Gah yaus FUC muhh!” I scream into Liam’s hand, and he pulls his hand back slightly. “Make me come. Please. Please! I want to come around your cock. Please.”

I chant lowly as his body thrashes behind me, his cock stretching me as my body stiffens. Without warning, my eyes close and everything turns bright white as my scream cut short muffled by Liam’s hand. My thighs are shaking as I come around his cock, and I only want more when he pulls out and walks back to where I can see him. I look at him with lust-filled eyes and what I’m sure is a pleading look on my face. I want to be fucked harder, but he’s in charge.

"Such a good gurl, taking muh cock," Liam growls, gripping a hank of hair. "Now, 'ave a taste of my cum - yer mouth or yer pretty face?"

I open my mouth and press forward. “Fuck! In my mouth, please. I want to taste you.” I seal my lips around the head of his cock, sucking and licking. I feel his shaft swell, and I spread my mouth wide, offering him an open target. Liam’s dark eyes lock on mine, and I whimper in need. I look down, mesmerized by his large fist pumping his shaft. His swaying balls tighten and lift before the first hot jet of cum sprays against my tongue. I don’t move, leaving my mouth open wide as he shoots spurts of his cream onto my tongue. I can feel it pool and then drip out the sides of my mouth before he finishes and wipes the tip of his cock against my cheek.

As Liam pulls back, grinning down at me as I close my mouth and I roll his cum in my mouth, savoring the salty spunk before I swallow and then spread my lips open for his inspection.

"Good girl, lass," Liam says as he pulls the line off my wrists. "I'll let yew get back to yer sistah. I need to get tah work."

I rest for a few minutes until my mind stitches back together.


3
CALL INTERRUPTED




As my breathing steadies after Liam’s intense fucking, my thoughts return to a less needy, more normal pattern. I push up from the spools of rope, grab my discarded skirt from the spool or rope, and step into it, pulling it into position around my waist. I still taste Liam on my tongue, but juices drip down my thigh. I know he didn’t come in my pussy, so I drag my finger along my thigh to examine the shiny smear. I grin as I suck the tip and taste a bit of Liam mixed with my flavor. Maybe he did leak a little of his cum in my pussy.

I don’t give much thought to unprotected sex with Liam. Captain has the crew tested regularly, and I have a reliable birth control implant. It’s been in a few years since I had it done before I started my bar waitressing. Since my stowaway adventure turned me into a freeuse slut for Captain’s crew, it’s never failed. I saunter out of the rope locker, turn around, and step into the hatch, lowering myself rung by rung back to the crew quarters.

I missed breakfast since I slept in, and Liam took his turn with me. I spy a croissant, a bowl of sliced fruit, and a peeled, hard-boiled egg on a tray in the galley. I grin at Chef.

“Is this for me?” I ask with a smile.

“Of course, chérie.” Chef’s back is turned, and he’s busy loading boxes into his abundant pantry. “You can thank me later, yes?”

“Yes, Chef!” I grin, grabbing the tray.

I enjoy a quick fantasy of Chef bending me over the counter like he did my first day when he filled my needy pussy and gave me my very first orgasm aboard the ship. Grinning at the thought, I open the door into Captain’s stateroom and sit at his desk, placing the tray beside the laptop Captain lets me use.

I leave the door open since the rule is that I’m on duty once work has started. I don’t have any official stewardess work without guests, so I open my email and look for the confirmation email I expect. I’m so scatterbrained with the unplanned, urgent needs for my services that I sometimes forget things. I grin, see the confirmation email, and pull my phone off the table to reconnect with my sister.

I grin when her pretty face fills the screen. She’s a redhead like me, though she keeps it cut shorter—just past her shoulders. I wait for the connection to complete and hear her comforting voice.

“That didn’t take long,” Hailey smiles, but I can see some concern in her expression. “Is everything okay?”

“Oh, it’s great,” I say automatically, swiping my tongue across my lips.

Tasting the remnant of Liam on it, I realize I didn’t check myself in the mirror before calling. I hope my hair looks okay. One of my braids feels tight, and I feel a cool smear of something on my cheek. I force myself to continue talking to my sister.

“Liam just needed a quick hand,” I chirp, then pause for a beat from the flash of a memory of his smearing the last of his cum on my cheek. “Anyway. I wanted to tell you about the divorce day present I’ve sent you.”

“Oh, you didn’t have to do that. I know money is tight for you.” My sister’s face gets closer to the display like she’s examining mine. Oh shit! I feel my face redden, realizing that my hair is a mess and I have a drop of spunk on my cheek. I decide to keep calm and carry on with our conversation.

“It’s gotten a lot better since I got this job on the yacht; the tips are incredible.”

I swipe at the dollop of Liam’s cum on my cheek, then lick the opalescent drop off my finger, closing my eyes to savor his taste. I sigh happily for a second before I realize I’ve stopped talking and snap my eyes open, noticing Hailey’s concerned face. Fuck, I’d better say something.

“You’re going on an all-expenses Caribbean cruise this weekend, and I hope your bags are packed!” I break the silence with a big grin and clap my hands.

Her eyes widen as she takes in the surprise, and I hope it is enough of a distraction from my cum savoring. I grab a strawberry from the bowl Chef made for me and pop it in my mouth.

“What!” Hailey says, her eyes widening. “Stop it!”

“Nope, you deserve this!” I grin but feel a drip of slick fluid slide from my pussy and between my ass cheeks. I hurry to continue. “The captain helped me set it up. It’s on the same line as our boat, so it wasn’t expensive. The captain also paid for your plane ticket. I’ll send you all the reservations.”

I sound like I’m babbling with words spilling from my lips. I know I’m still buzzing from Liam’s rutting and feel slightly manic, so I inhale slowly to calm down.

“Does your captain have a name?” Hailey asks, and I blink momentarily, blanking on his name. I know he has one, but what is it?

“Yes,” I finally answer. “But he doesn’t like me using it.” There is a soft tap on the open door, and I see Steph smiling at me and raising her eyebrows hopefully. I grin at her and give her a nod. Steph pushes the door open, turning her back to me to close it quietly.

“Oh!” I turn back to my sister. “I need to go! Steph wants some … pie.” I blurt out, forgetting to explain about the trip I gifted my sister. My attention focuses on Steph stripping naked next to Captain’s bunk. Oh, I should hang up the phone. I stab at the red button and blow as kiss to my sister. “Love ya!”

I toss my phone on the bed as I rise and strip off my polo top. Steph steps closer, filling her hands with my breasts. Gasping when she pinches my nipples, I shimmy my hips to push my skirt down while she gropes me.

“I had to get something from the bow locker, luv. So I heard Liam fucking ya. It’s got me all charged up.” She moans as she cups my bare pussy, feeling how wet I am. We move to the side, and I lie back on Captain’s bed. Steph crawls between my thighs as I open for her. Her tongue on my nipple arches my back as my fingers push through her amber curls. Her fingers slide through my pussy lips and find my clit.

“Oh fuck, Steph,” I moan, pulling her head to my breast. “Right there, circle your fingers right there.

“I want to taste you first,” Steph purrs in her sweet Aussie accent. “I know Liam left me a little gift in your sweet pussy.”

My pussy clenches, telling me it’s on board with Steph’s plan, and I squeeze my fingers in her lush curls and pull her closer. I guide her head up until we lock eyes before I kiss her softly. When she kisses me back, we both deepen the kiss, and I close my eyes, savoring her warm body between my thighs.

Everything around us fades into a fog as my arousal ramps up from sucking on Steph’s tongue while her hands squeeze my breasts and tug on my sensitive nipples. She nibbles my bottom lip as her fingers continue to glide up and down my slick core and circle my swollen clit. I close my eyes to indulge in her soft touch.


4
TALE OF TWO STEWS




I’m floating on a sea of sensations from Steph’s tender touches and probing tongue. Her warm body pressing against me is a contrast to Liam’s harsh use, and I moan indulgently at her slower tempo. Our breasts shift and compress against each other, and sparks of electricity flow when my rock-hard nipples press against hers. I know she’s feeling similar sensations by her moans as our lips shift in the languid kiss. As our tongues tease each other, my hands slide down her back, then up the swell of her ass, squeezing the warm flesh. I pull her pelvis against me, spreading my thighs more so our pussies can grind against each other.

Playing with Steph differs from our shipmates, who are more dominant and demanding. She outranks me as the ship’s second stewardess but treats me as an equal between the sheets. Her soft curves and tender touches reignite my lust, and I feel my passion for my teammate rise. The rough texture of her trimmed bush lifts and presses down against my drenched pussy, pushing my breath from my lungs. I trace my fingers along her back and moan into her mouth. Wanting more, I push my fingers through her darker auburn hair, grin tightly, and push her head down.

I look down at her smile as she parts from our passionate kiss. We lock eyes as she kisses down my neck and then traces her lips between my heaving breasts. I’m eager for her mouth to find my pussy, but she likes to tease me as much as I do her. When her lips surround my rigid nipple, I moan and arch my back, loving how she nibbles on the tender tip.

I gasp softly, loving how Steph makes me feel soft and tender even as she drives me wild with lustful need. Our voices are soft as we say sweet things to encourage each other. As teammates, we provide the best service for our ultra-rich guests. When the guests are unhappy, it’s a high-stress environment, but Steph and I have worked together long enough that we rarely get complaints. In our alone time, wrapped around each other, it is much the same, only we’re focused on giving each other pleasure.

“Mmm, your pussy is soaked, Hols,” Steph moans as her fingers spread my pussy open, and she inhales my scent. “Did Liam come inside you to leave me a treat?”

I shake my head as I watch her eyes sparkle with mischief. “He came in my mouth,” I whisper. “But he’s always leaking his precum; maybe you’ll enjoy tasting him and I mixed.”

My voice is soft, but my breath turns ragged as I raise my knees and spread them wider to give her room. She takes her time, kissing my upper thighs and licking in circles as her mouth inches closer to my core. I feel her nibble in places near my pussy lips and wonder if she’s cleaning up Liam’s mess from earlier. When she takes a long, slow lick between my petals, I toss my head back and let out a loud moan. She’s a very good pussy licker, and I know she’s found my wettest spot when her tongue presses deep and curls up, lapping up my juices.

I toss my head to the side and notice a bright glow in the shadow to the side of Captain’s bunk. My mind is slow to connect the shocked eyes looking out of my phone screen canted to the side. When I recognize my sister’s face, I shriek loudly and twist away from Steph, reaching for the phone. I grab it and fumble to smash the red button and end the call, then collapse on my belly and scream into the mattress.

“Hols?” Steph’s soft voice at my ear soothes me as my mind races wondering how long Hailey was watching. “What happened, luv?”

I roll back to my side, and Steph slides beside me, her eyes searching mine as I’m on the edge of freaking out. My sister doesn’t know all the freaky shit I’ve done since joining the crew. I shake my head but can’t say anything because I don’t know where to start. Finally, I take a big cleansing breath and let it out slowly.

“I was talking to my sister, Hailey, when you opened the door. We were on FaceTime, and I’m sure I ended the call. But something must have happened when I tossed my phone on the bed. She saw everything.” I search Steph’s expressions as I explain my freakout, and she listens calmly and then giggles when I finish.

“It’s not funny!”

“It’s a little funny, Hols.” Steph’s grin is irresistible.

I want to be angry at her, but I start giggling when I nod. “You’re right; it is a little funny.” Which makes Steph crack up and then we’re both howling with laughter.

“I’m never going to live this down.” I smirk, and Steph wipes the tears from my eyes.

“She doesn’t know about you, then?” Steph asks as she wraps her arms around me and holds me close.

“I don’t know how to explain or where to start. She’ll think I’m such a slut.” I snort at the truth in my words, making Steph laugh again.

“You are a slut, Hols. That’s something I love about you. But not the only thing I love about you.” Her voice softens as I turn so my side facing Captain’s desk. Steph moves closer, pressing presses herself against my back, her arms still holding me against her as she becomes my big spoon.

“You’re such a good person. You never complain, although you have every reason to. You are always eager to please either the crew or our guests. You and Cap’n make the cutest, strangest couple. I love you, Hols. I know your sister must love you too.”

My heartbeat slows as I listen to my best friend. I turn back to face her and wrap my arms around her neck. “I love you, too, Steph. I’m not sure I would be as cheerful if you weren’t in my corner.”

I kiss her, and she kisses me back. Our arms squeeze and stroke each other as we kiss. Our comforting embrace morphs into making out as we kiss passionately. We tangle our legs, shifting to slide our pussies against each other. I shift from the kiss, rolling to my knees to rise above her, grinding my pussy against hers as I grab her breast. She grips my hip, pulling me into her center as we start fucking each other.

I can’t stop looking in her eyes. Our hands roam over each other’s breasts. I lean forward and grip the sides of her neck under her chin, holding her down and ramping up the tempo. Her eyes widen as she moans at my taking control. We are equals but take turns topping each other. When my grinding pushes her over the edge, she arches her back and screams. The heat of her release gushes against my pussy, and I lose my breath.

Steph immediately reverses and pushes me on my side, taking the top and grinding herself against me. My hands reach for her hips, pulling her against me as I thrust myself into her. Her hand grips my breast and tugs at my nipple as she keeps cycling her hips in small circles that drive me over the edge. I arch back as my legs shake, and I know I’ll need to change Captain’s sheets before bedtime.

We turn languidly to face each other in a comforting embrace, kissing softly and enjoying a moment of closeness. We both have things to do, so Steph kisses me again as we untangle our limbs.

“It’ll be alright, Holly.” That she used my full name comes across as sincere, and I nod as I grab my phone and roll out of the bunk.

“I know, it’s just… I guess it’s time I told her the truth.”

“It’s not like you to lie, luv.” Steph looks into my eyes, her warm hand resting between my breasts.

“I can’t lie for shit,” I say with a nod and a smirk.

We’re all smiles as we get dressed back in our uniforms. Steph pulls on a bra and panties that I don’t wear when we don’t have guests aboard. Weirdly, I feel special about my role in this unconventional life I live in service to my Captain and his crew. Steph kisses my cheek before she leaves, and I strip the soaked bed and then leave for the laundry to start yet another load.

As I get caught up on the never-ending laundry duties, I contemplate what to tell my sister. By the time I’m finished, I feel good about confessing to her. It will be nice to come clean—no more secrets.


5
COMING CLEAN TO HAILEY




Feeling more relaxed and composed after starting laundry, I return to Captain’s stateroom and close the door. I need to call my sister back, but I’m nervous.

My mind replays the last moments of the last FaceTime call when I saw my sister’s eyes staring at me while I was getting eaten out by Steph. I shake my head to rid my thoughts, prop the phone against a book on Captain’s desk, and press her name in the app.

It’s time to come clean to my only real family member. I shake my head to clear my thoughts as the call connects, but I still feel my cheeks heat up as her face lights up the dark screen. I grin as the video call starts, and my sister’s face softens into a smile.

“I’m sorry, I’m not sure how that happened,” I say, although I mean how the call continued, not how things started with Steph. I knew exactly how that happened. I shrug, attempting to seem innocent while ignoring my body’s response when I think of Steph’s tongue.

“I think we have much to catch up on, sister.” Hailey’s expression is more curious, which is encouraging.

I thought she might have her stern, judgmental face on. I guess she’s softened after going through the trauma of her divorce. I’m all the family she has, just like she’s mine.

“It happened so fast.” I look at her, trying to find the thread to begin my tale. “I didn’t know how to tell you at first.”

She listens, her face revealing her emotion as I recount my decision to stow away to escape my life as a cocktail waitress at an island bar.

“I thought you got the job as a stewardess, or whatever they call it,” Hailey says, and I nod as she gets it right. I tell her how the Captain took mercy on me and offered his deal—become a freeuse slut for the crew, or he’d tell the authorities. Her soft expression turns to shock when she hears the terms.

“Holly! Isn’t that extortion or something? I don’t know! It sounds illegal!”

I grin and relax, remembering how Captain’s cock tasted when I consummated the deal by blowing him right where I’m now sitting, talking to my sister.

“It might have been,” I say with a shrug and a smile. “I ended up liking it…” I tell her how I love being a slut for the crew and that I’ve fallen for the Captain. She’s looking at me in shock and sits in silence. I babble to fill the dead air as I come clean and tell her about each crew member. Recounting each of them, I realize I may be oversharing. Fucking five guys and two girls is normal to me now, but I can tell I’ve shocked her.

“So you get paid for this? Holly, are you a prostitute?” Hailey exclaims, her voice rising, and I feel my head crease, more in frustration than anger. How can I convey my life as a consensual freeuse slut? Hailey slumps and leans forward, looking at the camera, so it seems she is looking right at me to apologize. “I’m sorry, sister. This is a lot to process.”

I go on to tell Hailey the other facts of my lifestyle. I’m a full-time stewardess on a luxury yacht, not paid for having sex. That’s like the bonus plan. My salary and tips are for my legitimate duties to provide our guests with the best five-star service. Hailey’s expression softens, so I change the subject.

“Did you get the details for the cruise?” I ask, getting back to why I’d called her before we were interrupted by Steph’s tantalizing tongue.

“Are you trying to change the subject?” Hailey cocks her eyebrow at me, using her older sister voice. She’s shifting side to side, though, and I wonder why she seems nervous. Did my tale arouse her?

“No,” I say, grinning and shaking my head. “I know it’s a lot, and it sounds strange. You can ask me anything, but I thought it might be better if you experienced it yourself.”

She stares at the phone as she slowly registers what I said, and I bite my lip, seeing a flush rise on her neck. It’s a tell we both have, being fair-skinned redheads.

“Sorry, what?” Hailey asks, shaking her head again and leaning closer as if she didn’t hear me right. “You want me to experience what exactly?”

I smile softly and tell her I know her divorce was troubling, but this is the perfect time to do something new, something drastically different. I grin and feel tightness in my core, thinking about my sister discovering firsthand what I know to be true. Submitting be a freeuse slut is a life-changing experience. “Would you give it a chance for me?” I finish and give her a pleading look.

“What are you talking about?” Hailey is moving now, and I see the hall of her apartment with a line of photos passing behind her. “What did you sign me up for?”

“Did you even look at the itinerary?” I ask, unable to mask my frustration. She never reads my emails. I watch as she sits down, the picture going steady, and her face glows with the light of the laptop screen.

“I’m bringing it up now.” She huffs, and I roll my eyes. We’re back to normal, pushing each other’s buttons. She scans the email, her eyes flicking back and forth as she reads the message. “Okay, it says we’re leaving from Galveston this Thursday. Holly! That’s in two days!”

“I know! You’re welcome,“ I say, grinning with delight. I managed to surprise my big sister. This is awesome. “I don’t want you moping around in your apartment.”

She frowns slightly, then returns to the email, reading the ports the cruise will visit. I recall visiting all those destinations while cruising the Caribbean for six months. “Yes!” I exclaim, getting excited for my sister. “You’ll love those ports. Look at the excursion in Belize.”

I’m giddy for her; the island off the coast of Belize has a ring of cabanas and bright-white beaches. It’s a private island owned by the same corporation as our ship. I remember the time our ship visited for a couple of days. With no guests aboard, the crew took liberty, and we spent our time sleeping, eating, and fucking—of course.

“A freeuse day and night. What does the mean, exactly?” Hailey asks with a cute wrinkle of her nose.

I answer and tell her about the arrangement the cruise ship company has, then tell her she’ll need to take a blood test and STD screen. I’m surprised she doesn’t give much pushback. Fuck, this is going to happen. My sister will know how it feels to live in her slut era. A notification appears at the top of my screen.

Captain: “We’re getting ready to leave. I want you naked and on your knees on the bunk. I need to wring out some stress after that anchor on-load.”

I look over at the unmade bed and a flush of arousal wells in my core. I need to get off this phone. I quickly tell her that the island staff will handle everything before the call ends. “Oh, sorry. The captain just texted. We’re getting underway, so I need to help him get ready. Relax and have a great time! Love you!”

I press the red button to hang up and stare at the screen. I don’t want a repeat of the last call. For the third time today, I strip naked, then quickly pull the freshly laundered fitted sheet over the mattress. I’ll have to wash it again, no doubt.


6
BETWEEN THE CAPTAIN AND LILLY




I’m just tucking in the last corner of the fitted sheet when the door opens, and I see not only the Captain but, strutting in first, Lilly, the chief stewardess, my boss. She steps to one side and nods at me as she pulls off her polo shirt. Captain winks at me as he moves in and closes the door behind him.

“I need to get back on deck to get underway, but not before I use my slut,” Captain snarls with a grin and pushes his shorts down, releasing his thick cock, already stiffening.

“She is a good slut, isn’t she?” Lilly says, laying her bra over the stack of books on his desk, then shimmy her skirt and panties off. “You really know how to pick the best, Captain.”

I stand between the two, but I know the chain of command. So I fall to my knees and look up at Captain. His grin makes my clit ache, and I reach for cock, give it a stroke, then wrap my lips around the tip, lapping at the stream of pre-cum flowing from his slit. His fingers comb my hair and grip tilting my head to look up at him as he thrusts his cock into my throat. My eyes lock on his as he holds me in place, fucking my mouth.

“You were the one that had the idea, Lil,” Captain says, staring at me while talking to her. “I just saw an opportunity with this needy little slut to see if your crazy idea had merit.”

I hear Lilly’s laugh as she moves behind me, and Captain’s bunk creaks. My mouth is full of Captain’s cock, but in my growing lust, I’m wondering how Lilly will taste. When I moan around his cock. My fingers slide to my pussy and circle my clit, Captain pulls my head back, and my lips tighten as his cock slides from my mouth with a pop.

“Go on,” Captain nods at me. “Lilly wants a turn with your eager mouth.”

I twist around and see Lilly lying back on Captain’s bunk. She watches me crawl up and position myself on my knees. When I bow closer to her shiny bare pussy, she sits up, keeping her thighs spread, and I slide my hands under them. We lock eyes, and I shiver at the lust in my boss’s eyes as I savor my first lick of her sweet slickness.

“We’ve trained you so well, little slut.” Her fingers comb my red curls from the sides of my head as she rises, watching me licking between her petals and tasting the sweetness of her pussy. Her hands push my hair back, and she collects my ringlets into a tail, holding it with one hand and pulling me tight to her pussy. Her hips flex as she grinds herself on my tongue, holding herself up with one hand behind her. “Fuck, that’s a good girl, lick my pussy. I want to spray all over your cute freckles.”

I love watcher her crystal blue eyes as I eat her out, but she breaks our connection to look past me. My pussy clenches as the bunk depress at the same time Captain’s familiar hands grip my ass. I know better than to turn my head away from Lilly, but I want to watch his eyes when he sinks his cock into my pussy. Instead, I moan against Lilly’s clit earning me a shudder from her as I keep pleasing her the way she’s instructed me.

“The crew has gotten closer, just like you predicted,” Captain says, as he teases his head through my drenched pussy lips. I feel the tip notch into my opening for a moment until he thrusts his hip and fills my aching pussy. My face mashes against Lilly’s pussy, and she grinds her hips, smearing my cheeks with her leaking juices.

“Morale’s never been higher.” I hear Captain continue when I’m able to hear again. “I think my technique of using rewards rather than harsh discipline is paying off. I know that disappointed Liam.”

That Lilly and Captain are conversing while I’m trapped between them turns me. Being treated like the mindless fuck toy I am only makes me enjoy it more.

“Liam has his turns with her," Lilly manages to spit out before she moans, grips my head, and grinds her pussy against my mouth. I can feel her thighs shaking as her words tickle my ear. "Fuck, you're a good little pussy licker. Are you trying to make me come?"

I nod into her pussy, swirling my tongue around her stiff clit before sucking it between my lips.

“Finger me,” she rasps between high-pitched moans. “Finger fuck my cunt, you fucking slut.”

I pull one hand from under her thigh, press two fingers together, then push them inside. I’m watching my fingers disappear into her depths when I rock forward with a hard slap to my ass. I want to look back at Captain as he smacks my ass again. His thrusts intensify, shaking my body with each stroke. I keep my mouth on Lilly’s cunt, licking and sucking as my fingers curl inside her. I press my finger inside, find the right spot, then flutter.

“Oh fuck, Holly!” Lilly groans, and I feel pleasure wash over me at her praise. Her thighs tighten against the sides of my head as she rocks her hips wildly. “Are you trying to make me cum? Eager fuck toy?”

I nod my head quickly while lapping at her tight clit. Then, I clamp my lips around the nub and hum. I’m rewarded by her hand pulling my mouth tight against her as she falls backward—her back arches as my mouth floods with her spending. I keep licking but lose focus as Captain’s pace picks up.

“Fuck, baby. You’re such a good pussy licker.” Captain growls, and I crane my neck back to look at him. His eyes darken as we stare at each other, and my pussy tightens around his cock. “My turn,” the Captain growls as his strokes slam hard into me from behind.

I tighten my inner muscles watching as he uses my cunt for his pleasure. My peak blooms in my core as I watch him start to unravel. The conversation is over, and his face tightens as he tries to prolong his bliss.

“Fill me up, Cap’n,” I pant, anxious to feel his cock pulse deep inside me. “Let go and give me all you have.”

I’m meeting his strokes, rocking my hips and pressing back. I am so focused on Captain’s eyes. I lose track of everything else. When I feel two fingers rubbing my clit, I shake, twisting my head to look at Lilly. She fingers my pussy, and I moan out as I watch her lips seal around my rock-hard nipple.

I come apart moments before Captain slams deep inside me. My pussy is contracting around his throbbing cock, and I feel his heat bloom in my belly. I shout out a scream of lust, then twist and fall on my side. Captain grinds his spitting cock inside me, gripping my hips as his cock pulses and empties his cream inside me. Lilly grabs my face, still dripping with her juices, and kisses me deeply.

I get lost in the sensations flowing through me. My orgasm peaks, pulsing in my core as I lay on my side, my hips twisted with one thigh raised in Captain’s grip. He pumps his hips slowly into me, using my clamping walls to milk every last drop of his cum inside me.

Our moans quiet, and I shift alongside Lilly as Captain slips between me and the edge of his bunk. I pull from Lilly’s lips and twist toward him as he rolls over my side and kisses me with a growl. My body still shivers between the slick flesh of my Captain and my boss. I close my eyes to savor the bliss we’re floating in and savor a quiet moment.
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REST AND RECOVERY




Lilly, Captain, and I cuddle for a few minutes and enjoy the feeling of bliss our orgasms gave us. Captain moves first, kissing behind my ear as I rise and pull on his Bermuda shorts and his polo.

“I need to be on deck so we can start the anchor on load,” he says, smiling at the two naked stews in his bed. “We don’t have any guests aboard, so you two can rest until you recover. Chef has lunch ready when you’re ready. Don’t forget.” His wink at me makes me blush because I’m often skipping meals while in a lust-addled head space from my freeuse slut duties.

“Aye aye, Cap’n,” I say with a slight slur as I turn toward him.

“I mean it, baby girl. Eat,” he growls as he leans and kisses me, then leaves the stateroom, closing the hatch behind him.

“You two are so cute,” Lilly says when I turn back to face her. Her cheeks are flush and her body has a light sheen from our exertions. “It’s incredible that he doesn’t get possessive with you. I’m glad this has worked out for you.”

“He told me it was your idea,” I whisper, pressing my body against hers, feeling our breasts compress as I kiss under her jaw. “Why did you make that suggestion?”

“Mmm, I’ll tell you the story while we cuddle since there’s no hurry without any guests,” Lilly says as she slides her hands down to squeeze my ass. “The guys are all busy getting underway, and I’m sure Steph and Chef are enjoying a meal. We need to join them soon, but not right away.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” I grin and turn to cuddle against her. A story is just what I need to calm down from my orgasmic high.

“Before you,” Lilly begins, “the crew was a bit more difficult to deal with. The deck guys would always flirt and try to start something with the service gals. The drama made it hard for Liam and I to keep things going.”

I nod into her chest as I tilt my head to look into her eyes. “We don’t seem to have much personal drama. I know working at the bar was the same. The waitresses would hook up with the bartenders; it never ended well.”

“It’s all the games that are played, you know?” Lilly asks rhetorically. “First, the flirting, trying to capture the attention, then stealing time to sneak away and make out between tasks. Eventually, it led to fucking, and then jealousy would rear its head. Everyone was always bickering before you came aboard. We often lost trained crew members due to hard feelings. I knew it was happening, but I couldn’t control it. Fraternization is against the rules, but that ignores human nature.”

“Humans have an innate need to fuck?” I ask, then giggle when she snorts, nodding.

“It’s true, though, we’re made to procreate, and fucking is how we’re made to do it,” Lilly explains. “The emotions we feel after sex bind us emotionally. Nature wants to ensure the offspring have a stable family. By allowing sex with you but removing the inevitable relationship, we’re only taking care of the physical needs. It’s unorthodox, but it seems to be working.“

“But I’ve bonded to all of you,” I confess. “I belong to Captain, yet I get to fuck all of my closest friends.”

“It beats masturbating,” Lilly chuckles. “We live in such close quarters trying to masturbate privately is impossible. Allowing you as a sexual outlet in our crew spaces frees us from hiding. Everyone gets what they want, and since the Captain keeps you safe, the others stay in line.”

“I see what you mean,” I say and nuzzle against her, and she strokes her gentle fingers along my spine.

“I’m glad we’re friends, Holly,” Lilly says and I feel her lips in my hair and the heat of her breath on my scalp. “I am not very demonstrative with affection. I must keep myself separate from you and Steph to maintain my leadership. I think you understand that, but I need you to know—I care for you. I’m glad you’ve found your home with us.”

“I love that I can keep everyone happy doing something I love. I’ve discovered I love fucking! Who knew?” I laugh and rise to kiss Lilly, and she holds my cheeks and kisses me back. When she parts, her eyes shift, and her expression grows serious.

“We need to get dressed and enjoy the meal Chef’s prepared,” Lilly says.

“Right, food!” I smile and roll out of Captain’s bunk. “I’d better do another load of laundry too. It never ends.”

“Well, you’re why we are going through sheets quickly,” Lilly smirks. “A worthy cost to have a delectable slut like you servicing your crew mates.”

“Glad to be of service, Ma’am,” I say, adjusting my skirt around my waist before reaching for my uniform polo on the ground.

Lilly starts to pull on her bra, and I enjoy watching her hands cup and lift her breasts. I want to start something with her, but her smile and appreciative wink tell me I must be patient. After dressing in our uniforms, we help each other with smoothing hair and making sure we’re both ship shape.

Lilly leaves, and I strip the bed for the second time today and carry the sheets to the laundry. It’s just down the passageway to the galley and crew’s mess. It’s not a problem to stop and cycle the never-ending loads and keep everything moving. I quickly finish the task, collecting an armful of clean cloth napkins and other linens to take to the galley.

As I enter, Lilly grins at me before she glances sideways at the galley, where Chef is spewing curse words. Sitting beside her, I put the pile of napkins to fold on the table. I glance at her, nod towards the galley, and tilt my head.

“What’s up with Chef?” I ask and grab the first napkin off the pile.

“I think he can use your services,” Lilly says, putting her empty plate aside and pulling the pile of napkins before her. “I’ll take care of this. Take my plate to the galley while you’re going that way.”

Lilly’s knowing smile tells me the story. Chef is stressed, and it’s my job to chill him out before he breaks something. I kiss her cheek to let her know I appreciate her looking out for the crew’s morale. I collect her dishes and pace down the passageway.

Chef’s French-laced swearing has me grinning; I’ve learned dirty French slang from being around him when he’s riled up. I step into the galley and place the dishes in the sink. Deciding to help, I start the water running and add soap. The lunch dishes are pretty easy to get through. I’ll let Chef burn off some steam while I finish the job.

At least, that was my intention when I heard Chef go silent. I smile over my shoulder at him as I pull on rubber gloves. His eyes widen, his face changes from a mask of anger to an intense look, and a new string of filthy curse words flows from his mouth.

I recognize these words differently and feel my pussy clench, knowing that I’m good at my job.

“I just need to do these dishes. I’ll be with you in a minute.” I tease him nonchalantly and turn back to the dishes, leaning over at the waist, knowing that my skirt rises and exposes my ass. The way Chef’s angry breathing changes to something more familiar makes me smile while I get to work on the dishes.


8
HELPING CHEF




I keep my head down, focusing on the water rising in the sink. I know Chef needs me, but this is one of those times I’ve come to enjoy. I’m a freeuse slut, so he knows he can take me at any time. I hum to myself to distract me from the ache growing in my core. I don’t know what he’ll do to me, but I’m ready for whatever he gives me.

“Chèrie.” His voice is right at my ear. “Why do you tempt me so? I have to devise a substitute for dinner. The fish has gone bad.”

I click my tongue. “That’s too bad. I need to finish these dishes, then maybe we can brainstorm.” I turn to look at him for a moment and almost stop washing. His eyes bore into mine, no longer dark with frustration but longing for what only I can give him. I flick my head away and refocus on the dishes, feeling his presence slip behind me.

I inhale through my nose to keep from moaning when his deft fingers grip my hips. I hear him behind me, and the way his hands grip me has me spreading my feet apart and pushing my ass back at him. I pick up a plate and scrub in circles as I feel his hot breath against my ass.

“Mmm, you are always inspiring, chèrie,” Chef says in a low voice, sinking his teeth into my ass, gnawing like a puppy with a bone. His mouth shifts and I feel his hot breath flow over my bare pussy. “Such a delicious pink pussy.”

I focus on rinsing the dish in my hands, biting my lower lip as Chef’s tongue slides through my folds. His growl vibrates my core, and I set the plate on the drying rack with only a slight clatter. I try to restrain the moan of pleasure while Chef licks and sucks my flowing juices. Picking up another plate, I try to swirl the scrubber around, spread the soapy suds, and wash the meal’s remnants away.

I have to grab the edge of the sink with my scrubbing hand when Chef finds my clit and flutters his talented tongue over the sensitive bud. I rinse the dish with my free hand, then twist, placing the plate on the drying rack. I inhale my moan and feel my arousal swelling as Chef keeps licking at my clit and sucking my tender lips.

“Don’t stop your work, chèrie.” Chef growls and bites the inside of my thigh. “You have a job to do.”

My entire body flushes with heat and arousal. Being used like a sex toy is the greatest kink I have, and right now, that’s what I am. Chef curls two fingers inside me, twisting them inside my slick channel and pushing in deep. I huff out a moan as I pick up a new plate.

Through a fog of lust, I realize I am supposed to wash the plate after staring at it blankly. My hand splashes in the hot water as I mindlessly try to find the scrubber. When I grab it and start washing the dish, Chef’s fingers tap against the g-spot, and stars dance in front of my eyes when my legs shake.

“Fuck, Chef.” I sigh, holding the plate under the water to rinse. “That feels so fucking good.”

“I can’t wait any longer,” Chef says sharply, and I feel him move behind me, his fingers still tapping and swirling inside me. “I must be inside your needy little cunt, chèrie.”

“Please!” I whine with impatience. “Fuck me, Chef. I need it!”

“Such a slut,” Chef growls, and I hear his pants sliding down. I push back as he pulls out his fingers. “You fuck all day long, and you never tire of your duties, do you?”

“I love it!” The sink is a blur as I nod my head, feeling the illicit need in me rise. “I love it, and I love being your fuck toy and cum dump. Use me.”

“Good girl.” His voice surprises me as he growls in my ear.

He slides the thick head of his cock through my folds, then thrusts into me in one firm motion. When I toss my head back, feeling him fill and stretch my pussy, his warm arm wraps under my chin and pulls back. I shudder in the rigid arch he holds me in as he pounds into me, fucking me hard right from the start.

“Oh fffffuck!” I scream as his hard use pushes me to a peak, but I’m a needy slut, so I tell him I need more. “Fuck, don’t stop. Fuck my slutty pussy. Fill me with your hot cum.”

My voice gets thready as my body bends like a bow. Chef’s cock punches into me, his heavy balls swaying and tapping my over-sensitive clit. I whine, but in pleasure not protest. His free hand slides under my polo, gripping on swaying breast and squeezing.

“You feel so good around my cock, ma amour.” Chef’s accent is a like a song, and I feel my insides tighten as he fucks me hard. His strokes go out of rhythm, and I smile, knowing this is my true calling—driving my partners crazy with lust.

“Your cock is amazing, Chef,” I cry out as he grunts and slams in deep. I feel his response to my praise when his cock swells, his heat billowing into my core. “That’s it, fill me up. That’s all I am, your needy cock whore. Your cum dump.”

He growls as his hips smack into my ass with hard jerks. Knowing his cum is shooting deep inside me pushes me past the brink yet again. Everything goes white as my body stiffens, shaking uncontrollably in his tight grip. I scream a stream of nonsense curses, falling apart and feeling like my mind has been wiped clean.

When Chef slows, I push my hips forward, feeling his cock slide out. Then I twist around in his loosened grip and fall to my knees. His cock is slick, dark, and the veins are pulsing. My hand lifts his shaft, sealing my lips around his crown. I suck his dick like a straw. My vision goes dark as I savor his unique taste. His musk overcomes my senses, and the heat of his body arches over me. His cock throbs in my mouth as I drain his balls, squeezing his shaft and pulling out every drop.

I moan around his shaft, licking up the remnants of our impromptu fuck. Cleaning up my mess is part of my job, and I love the messes Chef leaves for me. Popping my lips off his crown, and swirl my tongue to collect his cream, then swallow it feeling my pussy clench in the aftershocks of my orgasm.

“Chèrie,” Chef says, lowering his arms to lift me from my knees. His arms surround me, helping me stand on shaky legs. His mouth finds mine, and we kiss. He doesn’t mind when I share his spunk with him. None of the crew does, and how they make me feel cherished is one of the best perks of my job. “You’ve calmed my anger. Now I can cook the best dinner for the crew. I’ll make you a special dessert, so save room, oui?”

“Yes, Chef.” My words slur as my head floats in bliss.

When he leaves, I rest my hands on the edge of the sink to catch my breath. What was I doing? I see the white china plates and silverware under the soapy water and reach for the next plate.

“No rest for the wicked,” I tell myself, finishing the mindless task of washing the dishes.
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DOUBLE TEAMED




I put the last dish in the drying rack then pull off the rubber gloves, hanging them on the edge of the rack to dry. My legs still tremble as I turn around and watch Chef. He’s working calmly, no longer cursing and throwing things. I see a plate beside his work area, and my tummy grumbles.

Right, I was supposed to eat.

“Is that for me?” I ask, resting my hand on Chef’s shoulder to let him know I’m behind him.

“Yes, ma amour. You need to eat, Captain always reminds me to make your meals. You must do your part. I can’t feed you like an infant.”

“My part?” I wrinkle my nose. Didn’t he use me just a few minutes ago? Didn’t I suck his cum from his dick?

“Oh, chérie.” Chef laughs when he looks at my expression over his shoulder. “Non-no, you must eat what I prepare. Take. Eat.” He points at the delicious-looking creole omelet dish.

“Right!” I say, giggling at my sex-addled brain.

Kissing Chef’s cheek on my tiptoes, I grab the plate, carry it to the crew’s mess, and sit at the empty booth by myself. Eating alone is normal since I’m always busy pleasing my crew mates. I must prioritize eating real food and sharing a meal with my shipmates around a table.

As I tuck into my omelet, moaning at the tasty mouthful of eggs, vegetables, cajun ham, and other spices, I hear a commotion from the passageway. It’s Alex and Mario making jokes, so I hurry to stuff more food in my mouth. I think I remember something about an anchor on load this morning, and they would’ve been a part of that exercise. They might need me to ease their stress.

As I chew, swallow, and drink some cold water. I hear them talking in the passageway. It sounds like Captain is telling them something, so I keep forking in my lunch to be done when they enter the crew mess. I scrape the last morsel into my mouth, sliding out of the booth to return my plate to the galley.

Their bawdy whistles alert me to their presence, and I grin at them over my shoulder at the pair of hunky sailors. “Have you boys eaten lunch?”

“We did,” Alex says.

I’m still wearing my uniform polo and skirt, but the way his eyes drift over my body with a different type of hunger in his eyes has my pussy and ass clenching.

“We need dessert,” Mario says as he pushes his pants down, releasing his cock. “Captain says you’re still on duty.”

I slide the plate I’m carrying on the counter to the galley while watching the pair of swarthy sailors strip. Alex strokes his shaft as he looks at me and then at his cock. I lick my lips and hurry to kneel at his feet, and Mario turns so his cock is poised at my mouth level.

“I do love treating you boys to dessert,” I say, grabbing Mario’s cock, while sliding my tongue around Alex’s crown. Moaning like a good cock whore as I taste the salty tang of his precum and inhale the musk of his balls. I twist toward Mario, pushing my lips over his crown while stroking my little hand down Alex’s cock coated with my saliva.

I swap between them, loving their different tastes and textures. They are both well-equipped, but Alex is slightly thicker. With as much practice as I’ve had the past six months, I readily take them down my throat. I hope this is a warm-up and not a quick pump and dump.

Their expressions tighten while I look up, savoring their cocks. I feel each stiffen and strain as my cock-worshiping ministrations bring them to full strength. I watch as they trade glances, then nod.

“DP!” Their voices are deep, and I know exactly what they want.

Pushing my mouth down Mario’s shaft, I gag and choke, feeling my thick drool coat his cock. I pull back and then swirl my hand up and down his shaft, making sure he’s nice and lubed.

“Good girl,” Mario smirks as I pull off his impressive dick. His hand takes over and strokes his cock as I look up at Alex.

Alex grins as he moves away, sitting on the end of the bench alongside the table. The bench is wide enough for him to recline with room to spare. I follow him, climbing over him and straddling his thighs. With my thighs spread over his waist, I lean down to kiss him. He fists his hand in my hair and thrusts his tongue between my lips.

Moaning into his mouth, I reach between my thighs and grip his stiff shaft, lifting my hips and aligning his head with my dripping pussy. He pulls on my hair and tugs my mouth away, his eyes dark with lust. We stare at each other as I slide down his shaft. My vision blurs, and I know my eyes are crossing from the sensation of Alex’s cock stretching inside my cunt. I rock my hips, lifting up and down, then sliding down, taking him deeper inch by inch. His cock throbs when I settle against his thighs, my clit buzzing as I grind against Alex.

He drops his hand from my hair, then uses both hands to push my polo up and expose my breasts. I lift and cross my arms, pulling the top off and tossing it on the table beside us. I twist my head to look at Mario and lean forward, feeding Alex one of my stiff nipples.

Alex moans around my sensitive tip while I reach back and spread my ass cheeks apart. Mario takes my cue and spits in his palm, adding to the slickness of my drool and spit. He knees up behind me, one hand gripping my hip. I can’t help grinding on Alex’s cock as Mario gets in position. When Mario pulls at my hip, I rock back, tossing my head to watch as he presses his tip against my tight muscle.

“Fuck my ass, Mario,” I urge him, feeling the spiral of arousal spin inside me. My cunt is stuffed with Alex’s cock, but I can’t wait to feel Mario take my ass.

“That’s not going to happen,” Mario says with a smirk, and his hand smacks my ass. My eyes widen when I feel his cock press against my pussy. He’s sliding along Alex’s cock, and Alex’s moan around my tit only makes this hotter.

“Fuck.” I shiver as I realize they meant double penetration of my needy pussy.

I moan as Mario thrusts slowly, stretching my opening even more. I grind on Alex’s, hoping I’m helping, as Mario’s starts with slow, short thrusts. I drop my head, and Alex pulls back from sucking on my tits to capture my mouth. I whine against Alex’s lips as Mario’s cock slides deeper. Alex moans against my lips, and I know he feels the slick heat of Mario’s cock as much as I do.

Mario grips my hips, punching deep inside me, and I arch back with a loud moan. I’m stuffed full of cock and right at the edge, staring sightlessly as the intensity overcomes me. Mario holds still, letting me adjust to the extreme penetration of their two thick cocks. When my breathing slows, Mario gives my ass another firm smack.

“Fuck us, slut.”

Oh, that’s fucking hot. “Aye, aye—iee!”

I shift my hips forward, feeling the double thickness slide out. Dropping my head, I thrust my hips back, losing my breath as my pussy stretches around the two cocks. The pair hold still as work my pussy along their paired shafts, shuddering as I feel my orgasm spiral.

“Fuck!” I say, speeding up. I’m overwhelmed with lust, and the only thing I want is more. The boys are moaning and cursing, and I feel both pairs of hands at my hips when they start thrusting into me in tangent.

“Oh my fucking god!” I scream as shatter around them.

I feel my pussy contracting around their cocks, and they lose it. They stab their cocks into my throbbing pussy, and their shafts pulse as they pump me full of a double dose of seaman cum. Our bodies jerk against each other, completely out of control. My body spasms, my hips twisting and grinding. It’s too much friction on my clit. Another orgasm sweeps through me as I shudder and go stiff with two cocks spurting hot cream inside.

When I open my eyes, Alex is stroking sweaty hair from my forehead, watching me closely. He smiles, nodding over my shoulder, then kisses me. Mario’s cocks slides back, and I feel a gush of juices streaming from stretched opening. I moan at the feeling of emptiness as Alex grabs my hips and pulls my body forward until his cock slides out.

“You okay?” Alex asks against my lips. “You blanked for a moment.”

“I’m fucking great.” I smile and kiss him again, then turn and crawl toward Mario, wrapping him in a tight hug as we kiss.

“Go clean up and rest,” Mario smiles at me, waving at the mess we’ve made of the cushion. “Alex and I will clean this mess up.”

I nod and blink, standing on wobbly knees. My hands press against the bulkheads as I sway down the passageway. I twist the door handle to Captain’s stateroom, grinning wildly as I take two steps and fall onto his mattress. I lie still, but my thighs still shake with the overwhelming bliss cycling inside me.
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CAPTAIN RECLAIMS HIS GIRL




I am floating in a midnight sea of bliss without a care of my own. Part of me knows I’m face down on Captain’s bunk, but I can’t rally myself to move. Sticky fluid is sliding out of my well fucked pussy, and my clit is still sensitive, but I can’t seem to find the willpower to move my hand under me. So I float happily with a silly grin plastered to my face.

A door opens, but I can’t turn my head to look. My breathing is slow and steady, but my nerves are still overloaded. I hear the door close, and then the deadbolt locks. I put together the only person that locks the door.

“Captain?”

What I hear doesn’t match the sounds I’m trying to make. I hear my voice slur the words and try to force myself to roll over.

“Rest here,” Captain orders me with his endearing smirk. “I’ll get the shower going.

I hear water running in the tiny head from the shower. Hands press into my sides, and I’m rolled over, my breasts shaking as I lie on my back. I want to cup them, but my hands are still useless.

“What happened to your top, Holly?”

“Alexio,” I giggle, waving a hand toward the crew mess. Fantastic, I can move my hand!

Blinking, I look up and smile into the stormy gray eyes of my lover. “Caaaaaptaain!” I slur, feeling my lips curve into a smile. “I wash just need to...” I wrinkle my brow. That wasn’t what I wanted to say.

I blink my eyes, watching Captain strip out of his uniform. He’s so muscly, and I want to wrap myself around him. Dropping my chin, I see his cock thick and ready. Oh, yeah! He’s going to fuck me. I love when he fucks me.

“Come on.” His voice is loud in my ear, and his arms wrap around me.

I’m lifted, and I swing my arms around his neck and lift my thighs around his waist. My fingers comb through his hair as I look at his handsome face. I make a kissy face and am rewarded with his warm lips against mine. We’re moving, and hot water scalds my back when he bends into the stall.

“OWWW!” I say and arch away from the stinging spray.

“Here, stand up and turn around.”

My feet hit the rough, non-stick surface along the bottom of the shower, and I straighten my legs. They shake as I try to find balance, but I’m spun around. The hot spray is hitting me between my breasts. Spluttering from the hot spray, one of Captain’s arms wraps around me, just under my boobs.

“Mmmmm,” I say, leaning back into his warmth and feeling safe in his arms.

He keeps me anchored to his chest, his cock thick and hot against my ass. He grabs a bar of soap with his free hand and starts rubbing it all over my torso. Feeling my mind and body reconnect, I spread my feet apart. The water hits my breasts and flows over my belly and between my legs.

“You’ve had an exciting day,” Captain says as he cups between my legs and uses the hot stream of water to help clean up the mess from fucking both Alex and Mario.

I moan with pleasure from Captain’s thick fingers, recalling that my pussy was filled with two big cocks. Grinding my hips against his hand, I reach behind me to grip his stiff cock. I stroke it, rubbing soapy suds along the thick shaft. Arousal well ups inside me as I picture Captain pushing me against the wall and re-claiming my pussy as his.

“Mmm, I love that you’re such a needy slut,” Captain says with a low growl. “I know what you want. But I want more than just your holes, baby.”

“You have all of me,” I say, turning in his arms to blink into his eyes. My breasts are still slippery from the soap, and I rub my torso against his chest. My fingers return to stroke his cock. “I want to please you.”

“You do more than please me, Holly.” Captain’s voice is warm and deep, soothing me more than the hot water. “I need you to rinse so we can dry off. We can’t stay in the shower all night.”

“But that sounds amazing, though,” I giggle.

“I’ll get a hotel room next port.”

He focuses on rinsing both of us, using the sprayer handle to wash away the soap remnants. When the water cuts off, he reaches and pulls two towels out. The routine takes over, and I wrap my red curls in one towel and then my body with the other. Captain grabs another towel and dries himself, then leaves his towel hanging on a hook.

He lowers to a crouch and pulls the towel from around me. I use the other towel for my hair while he dries my torso and legs. A sharp smack on my ass has me moving out of the tiny head and into his stateroom.

“Are we in a hurry?” I tease, scampering to the bed.

I crawl up to the top before twisting onto my back to watch him. He is naked, his cock stiff when he swings onto the bed from the side, fitting between my spread legs. I take him in my hands, loving how hard he is for me.

“Welcome home, Cap’n,” I say, fitting him inside me.

I moan like his whore as he slides home, arching at the perfect ache he brings to my pussy. He kisses me, and I wrap my arms around his neck. Our hips flex apart and then press together in a sensual dance that feels so wonderful. His hands reach and take hold of my wrists. I stare into his stormy eyes as he pushes my wrists above my head. I wrap my feet around his thighs.

We go slow, but the intensity rises as our bodies respond to each other. All through my day, this is what I dream about—being in his arms, feeling him stroke inside me, feeling our passion swirl together in a maelstrom of passionate lust. Breathless from the physical sensations swirling in my body, my mind explodes when he growls against my lips.

“I love you, Holly.”

“I love you too, Mike.” Naming each other makes the back of my head tingle.

Linked together, we race towards bliss. Our bodies tighten as we rut into each other. When I tense and fall apart, his rough growl accompanies the burst of heat invading my core. Pulse after pulse, paint my clenching walls as we enjoy our orgasm. Nothing else compares to feeling my Captain pressed against me.

“You’re mine,” he says in a low voice before biting my ear lobe.

“All yours, Captain,” I say and look into his eyes. “I’ll do whatever you want. Always”

“Good, because I love how you keep my crew happy.” He smiles, and I beam back.

It’s true; I’d give it all up if he wanted me to. But we both love what I do for the morale of the crew. We turn in concert, and I shrink into the little spoon. He envelops me, and soon, we’re relaxed and quiet, resting together, content and in love.
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