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      To seafaring bastards, you horny lot make for good inspiration in sizzling stories of wenches and scallywags.
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      Why, there's a wench! Come on, and kiss me, Kate.

      
        
        - William Shakespeare - Taming of the Shrew
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      “Oy, what are you doin’ ‘ere?”

      The rough accent and deep baritone jerked me awake. The harsh tug on my red hair woke me up further.

      “Ow! Fuck! Easy on the hair, sailor!”

      I scrambled to my knees, then rose to my feet, but the fucker yanking on my locks didn’t let go. I craned my neck, tilting my head back to see who had snared me. Then I tried to make my blue eyes nice and big. I slapped at his hand with his thick fingers still tight against my scalp.

      “Let go, please.” I tried to add a seductive whine.

      “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.”

      I leaned and grabbed my bag. I knew I’d be caught, but stowing away on the tallest sailing yacht in port had seemed like a brilliant idea when my stomach was full of rum, and my facilities were a bit pliable. I was tired of this place and wanted to get somewhere different. I had a few hundred bucks stuffed in the bottom of my duffle to get a fresh start wherever I ended up next.

      I followed meekly behind the tall, burly sailor as he led me up a ladder onto the main deck. The sailing boat was rocking gently, and the engine noise bubbled up from below deck. The sails were stowed, and a small group of rich-looking people gathered around a table, feasting on a spread of fresh fruit and baked goods.

      “Keep yer mouth shut and stay close,” Mr. Friendly warned me. “Don’t be disturbing our guests.”

      I bit my lip and nodded. I wasn’t in any position to do anything but follow. I’d take my chances with the captain. I saw two women a little older than me dressed in uniforms and serving the people at the table. Then I swiveled my eyes forward as the boat rocked more severely.

      My nameless guide swerved, took a ladder from the lower deck, and headed toward an open area near the front. A large wheel was the focus of the space, and one man held on and looked over his shoulder. His eyes narrowed as he focused on me. I felt a little shiver at his intense gaze, and my free hand lifted to smooth my amber curls.

      “Found her below deck, Cap’n,” my guide announced to the man holding the wheel. “What do you want to do with ‘er? I can have the plank waiting for ‘er if you want?”

      The captain smirked, then nodded at me, holding out his hand with a nod to my bag. I wordlessly handed over all my possessions to the handsome man with captivating, stone-gray eyes. His gaze slipped to my captor.

      “Take over, Liam. We’re on course zero-nine-zero. I’ll take her below and discuss her options in my cabin. I’ll be on the radio if you need me.” He tapped a nautical chart by the wheel. “Follow the course plotted. I’ll be back soon.”

      “Aye, Cap’n,” Liam said, then turned his back to me and took the wheel.

      “Come with me….”

      “Holly,” I managed through a dry throat, swallowing. “Holly Thompson.”

      “You can call me Captain for now. Follow me.”

      He turned and walked away, and I scrambled to catch up to him, my bag, and the $432.45 sitting at the bottom of the duffle bag in his hands. He opened a door that led into the yacht’s interior and then down a set of stairs. I’m short, but I still had to duck my head to get through the door.

      “Mind your head on that hatch. The ladder is steep; use the handrails.”

      Right! We’re on a boat, so it’s hatches and ladders, not doors and stairs. You’d think some of the terminologies would have rubbed off if you’d served drinks for the past couple of years in a bar catering to the crews of these luxury yachts. Alas, most of the conversations I participated in were descriptions of obscure drinks my patrons had once in some port or listening to them telling me what a fantastic set of tits I had.

      I did have a great rack, and they were good for getting tips from the crew members, who were flush with tips from their multi-million dollar guests. I also tend to spend too much tip money on food, rent, rides, and stuff like that, so I only saved a little of my tip money. I wanted a new locale to get me a better return.

      “Ooof!” I grunted into the solid muscular back of Captain, who had come to a complete stop in the middle of the hall… passageway. He smirked at me over his shoulder, then stepped back and pushed a door open, waving me into the cabin.

      “Ladies first, Holly,” he said.

      Caught off guard, I curtsied first, then walked into the room. The cabin was small, with two bunks along one wall and a small desk beside them. The lower bunk wasn’t made, but the top buck was crisp and appeared unoccupied until my duffle bag soared over my shoulder and landed heavily on the bunk.

      “You can have the top bunk. Have a seat on my bunk.” His low, even tone brokered no argument, and I sat quickly. I was still in a pair of worn black yoga pants and an oversized sweatshirt. My bra wasn’t anything special, but it did make my breasts appear a bit perkier than their size usually allowed. His eyes noted that as he settled into his office chair at his desk.

      “You’re a stowaway,” he said. “I’m not turning the boat around. My clients have a deadline. I’ll take you to the next port, but you must earn your way.”

      “I have about four hundred dollars in my bag. How many days will that get me?”

      Captain looked at his watch, then back at me. “That ran out about the same time you entered my cabin, Holly.” His steady voice, showing no anger, was calming, but the fact that I was now utterly penniless made tears well in my eyes.

      “I’m a waitress. I can serve drinks. I can clean cabins.” I was grasping at straws.

      “I have a different idea,” Captain said. “Free-use slut for my crew and me.”

            “I’m sorry, what?”
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      I couldn’t believe my ears. “Say that again?”

      “Do you know the penalty for stowing away on a sailing vessel?” Captain didn’t repeat it, so I shook my head, trying to understand what was happening.

      “No.” I shook my head again. “Did you say free-use slut?”

      “Look. You’re now on a vessel in international waters, and I don’t know who you are except for your name. Do you have any documentation, a passport?”

      “It is in my….” I pointed up at my bag.

      The captain held out his hand, palm up. I blinked, stood up, turned around, and reached into my duffel. My back was to the captain, and I was acutely aware that my ass was at eye level with him in the small quarters. I swear I could feel his breath through my thin yoga pants.

      “It’s right here….” I lifted onto my toes and searched in my bag. I knew my ass was waving back and forth in front of his face. I also knew that him telling me I could be a free-use slut—completely ludicrous—had my pussy humming. “Aha, got it.”

      I turned around and slid back onto Captain’s bed, holding my passport and cash. I held out the passport. Captain took it and then curled his fingers, indicating my money. I pulled it back between my breasts. It was all I had.

      “I’ll put it in my safe. You can keep it.”

      I pushed the rubber-banded roll of bills into his hand. “Can I get a receipt?”

      His laugh made something in my belly release, but he nodded, pulled out a pad of paper, scribbled a few lines, and then looked at me with a raised brow. I glanced at his writing and added, “Four hundred and thirty-two dollars.” He scrawled the numbers and paused, looking at me again expectantly.

      “The change is still in my bag.” I turned and rose slightly, but he raised his hand, waved me off, and finished writing.

      He handed me the slip of paper, then turned and leaned close to a wall safe. I looked up at the ceiling and avoided watching him dial the combination. I wasn’t a thief; I was hitching a ride. I heard the safe creak open, my wad of cash plop inside, and then the slam of the safe closing. Captain spun the dial, then returned to me and opened my passport.

      “U.S. Citizen. Do you know the penalty for stowing away is five years in prison?”

      I shook my head, bit my lip, and looked at the faded chucks on my feet. Tears again rose in my eyes, and a lump grew in my throat. I wrapped my arms around my midsection and willed myself not to cry. With my arms under my tits, I was also aware that they were pressed together and exposed my deep cleavage in my scoop neck sweatshirt.

      What was the matter with me? I admit I was checking Captain out when he turned to put my money in his safe. He had broad shoulders and firm biceps as his arms moved to open and close the safe. His brown hair had slight flecks of grey, and I judged him to be at least fifteen years older than my twenty-five years. The distance between us was so close that I felt like I was breathing his air in short gasps.

      Suddenly, there was a box of tissues thrust against my arms. I looked up and stared into his gray eyes, now flecked with blue in the fluorescent light. He looked at me with a tilted head and nodded at the tissues as if he’d given me a gift.

      “Cry it out. Then we can talk.”

      With his permission, I soon bawled into a balled-up piece of tissue paper, my hands pressed into my cheeks. Fuck, I’d fucked up royally. I had no idea what I was doing. I was half drunk, tired of lousy tips and rude patrons. When I’d moved to that shitty island, I thought it would be a dream: sunsets, warm waters, cool ocean breezes. I learned the truth; paradise was made up of equal parts insects, stifling humidity, and the rudest, entitled people on the planet.

      Once I’d stopped crying and looked back up at the Captain, I noticed he’d leaned back against the bulkhead, his eyes were closed, and his breathing steady. I took a moment to appreciate his handsome shape again. His skin had that burnished tan tone from someone living in the semi-tropical sun. His hands were relaxed but easily twice the size of mine. My eyes found their way between his thighs and then widened at the shape of his cock. He was at least partly aroused, and it was evident that part of the reason was me.

      I knew I was attractive because half my time on shift was spent pushing unwanted hands off my ass, hips, thighs, and tits. I’m not sure why entitled rich people thought groping their servers was meant as some form of gratuity. I didn’t like to be touched without consent, so I was constantly on the edge of being rude to the people who would tip me handsomely if I allowed their molestation. I had lush, auburn hair that fell past my shoulders, generous tits, a slim waist, and a round, heart-shaped ass. Yet, I hadn’t had sex in a year, and I was horny as hell. I didn’t want to give in to the rich, entitled douchebags.

      Frankly, seeing an aroused male penis was making me wet.

      “Um,” I said, and the captain’s eyes fluttered open. He leaned forward, and his chair legs clicked against the deck. He blinked a few times, then focused on me. “Can we go back? Did you say free-use slut?”

      “Uh…” he paused and then nodded. “Yes. A stowaway causes many issues if I ever want to return to port and get through customs. I need to adjust the official paperwork so that it looks like you are a crew member. If I make you a crew member, I need a kickback.”

      “I’m still trying to figure out what that means. What is a free-use slut?” I asked again because I didn’t care much about whatever mumbo jumbo he was talking about. If he could make my infraction disappear, I was up for anything. I just wanted to understand what I’d be consenting to.

      “You would be freely available to use sexually by the crew and me in the crew portions of the ship. None of our guests would be allowed to touch you.”

      My mind flicked back to my colossal captor, Liam, with the odd accent. Then I looked the captain up and down and gave him a nod.

      “How many are on the crew?”

      “Me, of course. My first mate, Liam, you met,” the captain said. “Claude is our chef, two deck crew, Alex and Mario, and the chief stew, Lilly, and her assistant, Steph.” My eyes must have widened a bit with each name because the captain chuckled. “We could negotiate some limits. I also want to assign you some duties to assist with the interior. You’d bunk with me, but not in my bed. And you’d work for Lilly. She’s the chief stew, and currently, she’s a crew member down.”

      “I don’t know what half of what you said means,” I said. “But I’m a fast learner, so I’m sure I can help with the official duties as a crew member. I’m still confused about why you need me to be a free-use slut?”

      “I don’t want any crew getting romantic ideas,” he said. “We’re in close quarters, and the crew is young and horny. A free-use slut comes with no strings. You belong to the ship, not a crew member. So, they can freely exercise their sexual needs without the mess of a relationship.”

      “So, I’d be the crew’s whore?” I said flatly.

      “Basically, yes,” the captain said as he stood up and pushed his shorts down. His cock sprang free and bobbed in front of my eyes. “And you’d stay out of prison.”

      I licked my lips. I couldn’t help it. The first cock I’d seen in far too long was right before me. I could smell the captain’s musk, and my eyes focused on a pearl of precum that oozed from the tip.

      “Okay,” I said, leaning forward to lick the glistening drop. “Deal.”

      I pushed my mouth over his crown and closed my eyes at the taste of him on my tongue. I felt his fingers press into my hair and tighten into a fist. My scalp tingled from the pull of his fist, and I followed his wordless direction and sank my mouth deeper onto his cock. My tongue slashed along the bottom of his thickness, and I pressed as deeply as possible.

      “Yeah,” Captain growled. “That’s good. You’re a good cocksucker, Holly.”

      My brain melted a bit at the praise. I sucked his cock eagerly, giving myself over to the arousal of sucking the captain’s cock. I’d be the best cocksucker I could if it meant avoiding prison. Maybe if I showed my worth, I could land a spot on the crew after the next port. Fuck, I’d do anything to land a job on a fucking sailing yacht.

      I giggled at the thought because if I was this ship’s free-use slut, that was what it would become–a fucking sailing yacht slut. I opened my eyes and stared at the captain. His mouth was open, and I could tell from his shortness of breath that he was on edge. I pulled my mouth off and lifted my hand to stroke his cock.

      “Come in my mouth, Cap’n,” I said, hoping he didn’t mind the informal use of his title. “Seal the deal by shooting your load in my mouth. Just swear you’ll make this right for me.”

      “You have my word.” Captain gasped, his fingers tugged my hair, and I dropped my mouth onto his cock. My hand dropped to his heavy balls, kneading them, then giving them a gentle tug. Then my mouth was filled with his salty spurts. I concentrated on sucking and swallowing as he pumped his cream into my mouth.

      My pussy was on fire by the time his cock stopped spurting, and I hoped that he might want to continue his free use of every part of me.
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      I leaned back on my heels after cleaning the captain’s cum off his shaft. I sucked at his head and lapped at the tip to ensure I’d captured every drop. Then I licked my lips and opened my mouth to show him I’d swallowed everything. I felt like a filthy whore, and my pussy throbbed, ready to be filled by the captain’s rigid rod.

      “How’d I do?” I asked as I rubbed my hands up and down his firm thighs.

      “Very good. You’ll be a good free-use slut.” He stepped back and bent to pull his Bermuda shorts back up and stuff his cock inside. His uniform was simple: khaki shorts and a navy-blue polo with the logo for the sailing vessel embroidered on the breast pocket. “C’mon, I need to introduce you to Lilly, and she can set you up with a uniform and give you the tour.”

      I blinked as the captain was suddenly all business—as if he didn’t just have his cock stuffed down my throat. I swallowed my frustration. I didn’t want him to think I was ungrateful. He still held the upper hand and could turn me over to the maritime cops or whatever entity handled stowaways.

      God, I didn’t want to go to prison.

      I stood up and plastered on my fake smile. “Thank you, Captain. I know I messed up, and I want you to know you won’t regret it. I’ll work hard to be an asset to your team.”

      “You’ll have to earn it.” His smile was sincere. “You’re not out of trouble yet. This is probation. Do you understand? You are consenting to be the bottom bitch to my entire crew. You don’t have the option of saying ‘No’ to anyone of either sex.”

      I blinked again. It hadn’t occurred that I’d be sexually servicing other females. The thought wasn’t offensive. I’d fantasized about being with another woman more than once but never had the opportunity to act on those fantasies. My pussy pulsed again after being denied by the captain; maybe I’d get a chance with a female crew member. I took a deep breath and nodded.

      “Aye, aye, Cap’n!” I gave him a saucy salute, and he grinned and shook his head. “C’mon, Holly, Lilly is probably in the Crew Mess.”

      I followed him out his door and back into the passageway. We passed a few more doors like his before the hallway ended in an open room with a large table and booths along one side. A petite brunette was sitting on one side of the booth and folding napkins on the table. She looked up as the captain entered.

      “Lilly, this is Holly. She’ll be your third-class stewardess.”

      “Oh, I didn’t see her come aboard before we left port,” Lilly said as she put aside the napkin she’d finished folding and slid out of the booth.

      “She… didn’t embark the normal way,” Captain smirked. “She’s also going to take the role you recommended.”

      Lilly’s eyes widened. “The free use thing? Captain, that was a joke.” She gave me a side eye but took time to rake her blue eyes up my body. I wished I had worn something other than the shapeless, oversized sweatshirt I had on. I pressed my shoulders back to accentuate my tits without thinking about it. I watched her eyes linger on my chest.

      “Yeah, I gave it some thought,” Captain continued talking to Lilly without paying me much attention. “Your idea about no-strings sex has merit, and Holly can’t argue the point. She’s happy to be an experiment. Aren’t you, Holly?”

      “Yes, sir!” I said and grinned the fake-happy grin I’d perfected as a waitress.

      Lilly grinned and nodded. “This might be an interesting charter, Captain.”

      “Only crew,” Captain said shortly. “To our guests, Holly will be an interior crew member. You can bury her in the laundry and room cleaning. She was a waitress—she could help with service. Whatever you think is best. I need to get back up to the pilothouse.”

      “Yes, Captain,” Lilly said and reached for my hand. “I’ll get her all setup. Do you want me to introduce her to the crew?”

      “Get her squared away with a uniform and her duties.” The captain waved as he turned back towards the passageway. “I’ll introduce her formally to the crew at dinner. I need to think a bit about some boundaries and expectations.”

      “Yes sir, but….”

      “You may,” he said over his shoulder. “Just you, for now. See if she works out for your needs. The others can try her out later tonight.”

      I felt a twinge of humiliation at the dismissal but was also aroused at how he saw me as a sex toy to help crew morale. If that were my role, I’d reshape myself into the perfect free-use slut, the ideal stewardess. Anything to keep me out of more trouble.

      Lilly took my hand, and we followed behind the captain, who walked quickly back down the passageway. Lilly stopped at the door opposite the captain’s, opened it, and pulled me inside.

      “Strip, slut,” Lilly said with a wicked smile.

      I shrugged and pulled my sweatshirt over my head. When my head was clear, I saw Lilly had pulled off her uniform polo and unfastened her bra. I reached back and unsnapped mine, and my breasts sagged slightly. I watched Lilly’s breasts bounce, unencumbered by her bra and licked my lips. I pushed at my yoga pants, and Lilly pushed down her skirt, catching her panties with it, and then we stood opposite each other, completely naked.

      We stood still, examining each other. Lilly was a couple of inches taller than me, with honey-blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail, bright blue eyes, and impeccable but muted makeup. Her breasts were lifted high and round, and perfect, pink nipples pointed out stiffly. She was thin and fit with a tight abdomen, and her pussy had a blond tuft of pubic hair trimmed short in a little inverted triangle. I felt my tongue slip over my lips as I inhaled.

      “Some ground rules,” Lilly said, putting her hands on her hips. She was nodding approvingly at my appearance, which made me grin back.

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      “When you come in here, you strip. Naked. First thing. Even if you’re here to clean and make our beds–you’ll do it in the nude.”

      “Okay.” I nodded, which seemed appropriate for my station.

      “Second, I tell you what I want, and you do it, no questions.” She lifted her brows, stepped to the side, and slid into the lower bunk. “Now crawl between my legs and lick my pussy until I come.”

      “Yes, ma’am,” slipped out of my lips without thought, followed by my tongue wetting my lips. I crawled onto the bed on my knees as Lilly stretched her thighs open and pressed her heels against the edge of the mattress. I looked up at her and lowered my head to look at her bare, open pussy.

      I’d never tasted another girl. I’d never even kissed a girl. But her pussy looked shiny, and her labia were fully aroused. I knew mine were, too. I wanted to touch myself so fucking bad. I forced myself to focus on Lilly, and when I lowered down and inhaled her fragrance, I shuddered at the sensation. Without thinking, I dropped my lips to her pussy and slid my tongue between her glistening labia.

      “That’s good, pussy licker,” Lilly crooned, and I shivered at the praise.

      I moved my tongue up and down, tasting her arousal. She moaned, and I felt her fingers push through my loose, red curls. Her fingers tightened, and I flashed back to the feeling of the captain’s fingers in my hair as I sucked his cock just a few minutes ago.

      “Lick my clit,” Lilly said with a growl. “Is mine your first pussy, sweetheart?”

      I nodded and eagerly followed her direction, moving with her tugs until my tongue circled her clit. My hands dropped and slid under her ass as she pressed her hips. Her pussy pressed into my cheeks, and my senses were filled with the scent of her cunt and the taste of her arousal. I lapped hungrily, exhilarated at the feel and texture of licking another girl’s sweet juices.

      I pushed my fingers into the warm flesh of her ass and concentrated on using my tongue along her clit and down between her folds. Lilly sighed and let go of my hair. I peeked up to look at her. She gripped her breasts and pulled at her stiff nipples, then nodded at me. “You’re a quick learner. You’ll be a good pussy pleaser for Steph and me. Now slide a finger inside and fuck me, you eager slut.”

      Fuck, I was an eager slut. My pussy was on fire, and I wanted to press a finger inside my needy hole. I forced myself to focus on Lilly’s pleasure, slid one finger down, and pressed into her opening. My tongue followed and lapped at her leaking juices. I pumped my finger in and out, then pushed a second finger alongside the first. Lilly moaned deeply as my fingers stretched her tight hole and tossed her head back.

      “That’s it, fuck me, you sexy slut. Lick my clit and fuck my cunt. You filthy fucking whore. Fuck. You’re going to make me come. Are you ready for your first taste of girly juice?”

      “Yes.” I pulled my mouth back to reply, surprised at how eager I sounded. I sealed my lips against her mound, lifting to flick the tip of my tongue across her clit. My fingers curled inside and stroked behind where my tongue pressed. I felt Lilly’s thighs tremble then they tightened against the side of my head. My mouth and cheeks were bathed with a warm flood of fresh juices. I lapped hungrily, my fingers pumping and pulling, rewarded with pulses of her juices as she moaned through her orgasm. I sealed my lips around her clit and flicked my tongue, and she squealed and then pushed my head away.

      “Fuck, you’re a fast learner,” she panted. “You sure this was your first pussy?”

      I nodded, licking my lips and catching my breath. I felt like my cheeks were glazed with a film of her essence. My pussy was on fire, but I looked at her for direction. She rested for a few breaths with a mercurial smile on her blushed face. Then she rolled off the bed and stood, leaning down to get her uniform off the floor.

      “Get up, slut,” Lilly said. “Let’s get you a uniform, and I’ll show you around.”

      My pussy wept as I felt my arousal drip down my thighs. I slid out and stood, plastering my fake smile on my face. It didn’t feel as artificial anymore. I was enjoying myself, even if I hadn’t orgasmed. I had pleased two crew members and couldn’t wait to be introduced to more.
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      My pussy was still tingling, and my clit was throbbing, even after putting on my new uniform. As a lower-class stewardess on this luxury sailing yacht, the uniform was simple: an unbuttoned polo shirt to display some of my ample cleavage pushed together by a black bra, a short, hip-hugging black skirt, and a pair of matching panties.

      “You must remove those in the crew quarters,” Lilly reminded me. “Topside and in guest areas, you must remember to put them on. Your pussy isn’t freeuse for the guests, only the crew and Captain.”

      I nodded and looked at myself in the small mirror in Lilly’s cabin. The door suddenly popped open, and a perky redhead with freckles stuck her head in and looked at Lilly.

      “I need you topside,” she said to Lilly, then, noticing me, she stepped inside and held out her hand. “Steph. You are?”

      “She’s the freeuse slut, Holly,” Lilly smirked, and Steph let her eyes drop down and back up, then grinned at Lilly. “Aye, that’s why you’re late. I’d enjoy a turn, but the charter guests want to discuss the schedule, and the captain wants to set the sails.”

      “Oh, I’d better go,” Lilly said, then looked me up and down. “When was the last time you ate, Holly?”

      “Well, besides the captain’s cock and your sweet pussy, it was last night,” I smirked.

      If Lilly referred to me as the freeuse slut, I may as well lean into the role. Besides, I needed to come badly. More than my rumbling stomach needed food. The ship lurched to the side, and all three of us used our arms to hold onto something and keep from falling over.

      “Shit,” Lilly said. “The captain’s putting us to the wind. Let’s go, Steph.” They headed out the door, and Lilly turned and pointed in the opposite direction. “Go ask the chef for some food. I’ll come to find you after I’m done topside.”

      I nodded, then took a moment to check myself out in the mirror and adjust my hair. Satisfied, I gathered my clothes and some extra uniform items Lilly had given me. I carried them across the passageway, letting myself into the captain’s cabin and tossing my things on the top bunk. My stomach gurgled, and I decided getting food would be a good option. I had no idea what else to do.

      I turned down the passageway and back into the crew mess where I’d met Lilly. The table still had a pile of unfolded napkins, and I decided that I could help my new boss by finishing the task first. Then the table would be clear if I needed to eat something sitting down. I slid into the booth and picked up a folded napkin to see how Lilly was folding it. It was a simple pattern, and I picked up an unfolded napkin and mimicked her folds. After about five, I got into a rhythm, and the rest of the pile was folded and stacked quickly.

      Maybe the Chef would know where these were stowed. It was good to put things away correctly, like in a bar. Since this would be my new home and responsibility, I wanted to make things easy on myself. The more I kept things tidy, the more I could enjoy my more pleasurable responsibilities. Tucking the towels under one arm, I slid out of the booth and walked further into the space. I heard some commotion that was like walking into the bar’s kitchen, so I thought I was headed in the right direction.

       I walked past a counter and saw inside a tight galley kitchen with a large, tall, black man hovering over a counter, cursing to himself.

      “Fucking hell,” he grumbled.

      “Hi,” I said cheerily. “Do you know where I should put these napkins?”

      He twisted around to look at me, “Who the fuck are you?”

      “Third stew?” I said, hoping I got the title right. I was still slightly foggy-brained when Lilly told me my title and job description.

      “You don’t know?” He lifted an eyebrow while also eye-fucking me and giving my body a look.

      “The third stew,” I tried more confidently. “And the free-use slut.”

      He tilted his head at that and then scratched the back of his head. I held up the towels and tilted my head to the side. “Where do these go?”

      “Oh, come around.” He waved me around the end of the counter, and I stepped through a cutout in the counter and into the kitchen.

      “Lilly keeps them here,” he said, pointing to a cabinet over the counter.

      I pressed up on my toes, opened the cabinet, and then slid the folded napkins on top of a smaller pile. Then I felt Chef’s hands on my hips.

      “Freeuse slut, huh?” His growled question made my pussy clench tight, and I nodded. “So, the captain agreed to Lilly’s plan?”

      I froze, still stretching towards the cabinet’s shelves, and turned my head. “I’m Holly, and yes….”

      “Call me ‘Chef.’”

      He lifted my skirt with one hand and pulled me back by the waist with the other. I felt his growing erection pushing against my ass and moaned at the feeling.

      “Yes, Chef.”

      I rolled my hips, pushing my ass into this thick cock. I moaned at the feel of his length. His cock was bigger than anything I’d felt before. I closed my eyes. I leaned over, put my hands flat, and rested my elbows on the counter’s edge.

      “So, anything I want?” His fingers pulled my black panties to the side, and I felt his fingers brush up and down my slit.

      “Yes, Chef.”

      I let out another moan as I pushed back into his fingers. Then I whined when he pulled his fingers away. He grabbed the waist of my panties and pulled them down over my ass.

      “I didn’t think the free-use slut was supposed to wear panties in the crew areas,” Chef growled.

      “You’re right, Chef. I forgot. I’m a bad girl.”

      I stepped out of my panties as he pushed them off my feet. His hands gripped my ass cheeks, then smacked one firmly.

      “A little punishment to remind you of your place.” He smacked my other cheek, and the pain sank into my flesh, mixing with the arousal from my busy morning. I wanted more.

      “Yes! Chef! Punish me!”

      He rose and placed one hand on my shoulder, holding me against the counter, then smacked my ass again with his large hands.

      “Count for me, freeuse slut Holly.” He had an accent, like from the islands. Not Jamaican, but it flavored his words and only made my pussy clench.

      “One,” I whined. “Please, another.”

      “Good girl,” Chef said.

      His hand on my ass filled the galley with echoing slaps against my increasingly tender ass. I grunted, counting his blows that shifted from whimpers to whines to cries as tears flowed down my cheeks. The spanking made my pussy clench, and clenching my core made my clit ache. The tears and cries were cathartic. My impulse to stow away required that punishment, and slowly the spanking turned from pain into something else.

      He stopped when I screamed out, “Ten! Thank you, Chef!”

      His fingers cupped my pussy, and I pushed back, needing more contact. “You’re drenched,” he said with a growl.

      I nodded against the counter and sniffled a breath. His hand left my back, and I twisted to look at him. My eyes dropped to his waist, then widened as his large hand surrounded his thick, black cock. I shuddered. I’d never seen such a large penis. Would it even fit?

      Chef looked at me and nodded as if he’d been asked my unspoken question plenty of times. He fit the bulbous head between my ass cheeks, and I felt it press against my slit. I moaned as my pussy stretched around his head, then his cock slid inside.

      “Fuuuuuck,” I groaned and tried to push back for more.

      Another smack on my ass kept me still, then his hands gripped and pressed me against the counter’s edge. The ridge pressed against my clit as his hips cycled back, then another slow thrust. More of him fit inside, and after a few more strokes, I felt the heat of his pelvis press into my ass.

      “There we are, little lady,” Chef taunted. “All of me stuffed in your tight, wet pussy. Now we can fuck, yes?”

      “Yes, Chef!”

      He fucked me steadily at first, with long full strokes that had my pussy stretching with each thrust. Then he went faster and harder, punching his hips to drive his thick cock into me. My clit tapped against the counter's edge, and arousal spiraled from my core.

      “Fuck, Chef. Make me come, please!”

      His hand gripped the back of my hair and pulled me back. My back arched as he railed me against the counter. I squeezed my core, my walls clenching around him as he used my cunt for pleasure.

      “Come for me, slut!” he grunted.

      “YES! CHEF!” I shouted and dissolved into cries as I exploded. My juices gushed over his cock as he just kept fucking me. One orgasm after another, his thick cock wrung them out of me until I lost track of where I was. I was crying out lewdly and didn’t notice that Steph was on the other side of the counter until she leaned over and kissed me.

      My eyes widened as I focused on her, then closed as I met her kiss breathlessly. Chef hammered into me hard and released a flood of his hot jizz inside me as I locked lips with my coworker.

      Steph pulled away with a smirk, then looked past me. “Lilly needs the orders like ten minutes ago, Chef.”

      “On it.” Chef nodded and pulled out of me like he hadn’t just bathed my womb with his cum.

      I collapsed against the counter. The sudden emptiness brought out a whine from my lips, and the feeling of his cum dripping out of my swollen pussy lips turned the cry into a moan.

      “C’mon, Hols,” Steph said. “Get your knickers on. I’ll need your help carrying this out to our guests.
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      I bent at the waist to pick up my panties that Chef had dropped on the floor, then stood up and looked across the counter at Steph. My mind wasn’t wholly syncing after the series of orgasms Chef’s cock had pushed me through, so I just held the panties dumbly in one hand and placed the other on my hip.

      “Why do I need to put these back on?” I asked. “Some other crew member will pull them off again the first time they get me alone.”

      “Put them on to keep Chef’s cum from running down your thighs, Hols,” Steph smirked. “You’ll serve our guests for at least a moment or two.”

      I grinned and winked at Steph. “Maybe you could clean me up quick,” I said, trying to sound sultry.

      “Love to, Hols, but we need to get up on deck with Chef’s food,” Steph said, emphasizing the last word as Chef scrambled on the opposite side of the galley, plating some delicious-smelling dishes. “We’ll have plenty of time to fuck around when the guests are passed out drunk later tonight.”

      “I’ll look forward to it.” I bent at the waist and pulled my panties on, shifting my ass side to side to pull them snugly against my sloppy pussy. Then I smoothed my skirt and tucked my polo shirt back in. I looked at Steph and shrugged my shoulders.

      “Come around here, Hols,” she said, motioning. “Let’s fix that ponytail so you look a little less like you’ve just been fucked.”

      I walked around, and Chef started lining the counter with trays filled with delicious-looking morsels. Steph quickly pulled my ponytail out and handed me the scrunchy. “Put that around your wrist. You can put it back up later. We need to go!” She fluffed my red curls and gave me a quick appraisal, then pulled two trays off the counter and handed them to me.

      “Just follow me.” Steph continued pulling off two more trays. “And for fuck’s sake, don’t drop a tray.”

      I rolled my eyes. I was used to slinging trays full of top-heavy tropical drinks. These were low-slung trays of delicate-looking bites of deliciousness. I wasn’t worried about dropping anything. I followed behind Steph as she led me back down the narrow hallway and past the crew quarters. Carrying trays up the steep ladders was challenging, but I made it easy. Then we were topside with a bit of a breeze, and the bright sun made me squint to see where I was going.

      We made it along the deck beside where Captain and Liam talked at the giant wheel. I looked up and noticed the sails had been raised and were stretched tight by the wind. The deck was angled lightly, another challenge while carrying trays, but I managed okay. Steph walked up a couple of steps into a large area with a long table where rich-looking guests were seated. Lilly took the trays from me while Steph bent over to slide the trays of food onto the table.

      Steph came back to stand with me, and I mimicked her pose. Standing with ankles together, toes pointed slightly out, and hands clasped behind our backs. I looked around the area and saw a small counter with an array of liquor bottles. Steph, catching my look, leaned and whispered, “You worked in a bar. Did you mix drinks too?”

      “The simple ones.” I nodded. “I can follow a drink recipe.”

      “Aces,” Steph said, standing back up but whispering down in my direction. “The guests will want to drink as soon as lunch is over. You can help.”

      “Love to.” I nodded, hoping to demonstrate my worth to Lilly and the captain and maybe get promoted to a real crew member.

      Lilly had finished serving the guests and turned and walked towards us. I stiffened up a bit, and she looked up and down at me.

      “Fucked the Chef?” She nodded, and I returned the nod.

      “Okay, stay here in case they need anything. I need to ask the captain something,” Lilly said, then walked past me toward the captain.

      I looked around more since we didn’t have any immediate tasks and took in the blue skies, azure seas, and the white wake of water streaming from under the hull. The ship rocked gently, and I noticed I didn’t hear the engine’s drone. We were sailing freely through the seas. I had little understanding of direction but guessed we were headed east. The ocean surrounded us, and I saw no hint of an island or the mainland.

      I heard footsteps and looked over my shoulder to see Lilly approaching. She smiled at me as she swung around to face me. I looked up at her and wondered why she was smiling.

      “The captain is pleased with your enthusiasm for your new role and has told me you have permission to continue as the ship’s freeuse slut.”

      “Oh?” I said and felt my pussy clench while butterflies swam around in my belly. I wondered what my next assignment would be.

      “Steph, look after the guests,” Lilly continued. “I’m going to take Holly to the fantail to meet Alex and Mario.”

      “Sure thing, Lil,” Steph said, walking towards the guests.

      Lilly grabbed my hand and started walking to the side, then down the steps to the main desk passage. We got to the end of the deck, and Lilly turned and led me down a tight, winding stairway that emptied into a larger room, which was open to the ocean in the back. The room was filled with watercraft and inflatables, and many things were stacked in neat piles or hung on the bulkhead. In the middle of the room were two swarthy young men, and I licked my lips as we approached them.

      Lilly pulled my hand, slid behind me, and rested her hands on my shoulders. She let out a shrill whistle that got the attention of the two boys. They turned their heads, then walked towards me when they saw me. Holly pressed me forward, and I felt like a piece of meat being dangled in front of a pair of rabid dogs.

      “Is this her?” the large, blonde-haired, muscular man asked, nodding toward me.

      “’Tis indeed.” Lilly winked at him.

      “The freeuse slut?” asked the darker-haired, olive-skinned man that stood a couple of inches shorter than the swarthy, blonde Adonis.

      “Say hello to Holly, boys. Be nice to her. She still has duties to perform. I need her back topside in ten. The guests will be down here in twenty.” Lilly smacked my ass. “I think you should start on your knees, Hols. They don’t have much time.”

      I sank to my knees and looked up at the blonde man.

      “I’m Alex,” he said, pushing down his shorts as he stepped beside me. “He’s Mario.”

      “Hi,” I said, then reached and gripped Alex’s cock, feeling the steely smoothness in my palm, “How do you want to do this?”

      Mario had dropped his shorts, and I felt Alex’s fingers pulling my hair to direct me to his cock. I leaned toward Alex with my mouth open, swirling my tongue around his crown while I reached my other hand toward Mario. I felt Mario’s heated shaft fit into my grip and gave him a stroke as he stepped closer. I pushed my mouth onto Alex’s cock, moaning at the taste.

      “This is fucking wild,” Mario said as I pulled my mouth off Alex’s cock and shifted to push my lips over Mario’s uncut tip.

      “She’s a greedy cocksucker for sure,” Alex said.

      He leaned down, grabbed my polo shirt, pulled it out of my skirt, and tugged it above my tits. His hands reached into my bra and scooped out my breasts, his fingers and thumbs pulling on my stiff nipples. I groaned at the feeling as my pussy started to hum, eager to get in on the action. I switched to Alex’s cock, my hand pulling on Mario’s stiffness. My brain buzzed with lust from the two thick, young cocks, hard in my grip. Mario leaned down and lifted my skirt, exposing my panties.

      “Hey, I thought she wasn’t supposed to wear panties?” Mario said, then gripped the sides and gave a firm tug. I yelped in surprise as my panties ripped in two at the seams. My hands were busy stroking two cocks, so I appreciated Mario pulling my tattered panties away and tossing them to the side.

      When I shifted my mouth to Alex’s cock, Mario moved behind me and pushed his fingers into my sloppy pussy.

      “She’s a fucking mess,” Mario said.

      I pulled off Alex’s cock to say one word. “Chef.”

      “Shit,” Mario laughed. “I don’t mind fucking Chef’s cum from your juicy quim. Let’s spitroast her.”

      “Good idea,” Alex grunted as he gripped my head in his hands and rutted into my mouth.

      I shifted slightly forward as Mario slid down to his knees. I pushed back towards him and was rewarded with his cock stretching my juicy pussy. He gripped my hips and punched deep inside me. I saw stars from the sparks of arousal shooting through my nerves. I relaxed my jaw and steadied myself between the two muscular men railing me at either end.

      “Up here, slut,” Alex said, tilting my head.

      I opened my eyes wide and tried to focus on him as Mario rutted into me from behind like a beast. The fucking was filthy and rough as they took me hard and fast. It wasn’t long before my pussy tightened, and a tornado of electricity shot through my nerves. I grunted into Alex’s cock, as he pushed into my throat. I felt Mario’s cock swell and then pump, jetting his heat into my cunt. I looked at Alex, and my eyes rolled back, crashing into another peak as I felt him release his cum into my throat.

      They kept fucking me through the orgasms, and I felt like a needy slut, wishing for more time smashed between these two men. But Alex pushed my head back as Mario slipped his cock from my rippling pussy. I sprawled onto my ass, breathless. My tits bounced as I tried to catch my breath.

      “Well, back to work, Mario,” Alex said, tucking his cock inside his shorts. “You can freshen up in the head over there.”

      Was he talking to me? I looked where he was pointing and saw the sign with a unisex bathroom symbol, then nodded to Alex as I pushed onto my knees and stood on shaky legs.

      “Chop chop,” Alex said. “Lilly is expecting you back topside in two minutes.”
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      I stood on shaky legs and walked towards the small door to the unisex bathroom. The sign on the door said ‘Head,’ and I snickered. I still had the salty taste of Alex’s cum on my tongue and found humor in the nautical terminology and the task I’d just completed. It wasn’t that I wanted to be spit-roasted by two beefy cocks; that wasn’t on my to-do list when I woke up this morning. On the other hand, however, I was already wondering when there might be another opportunity.

      I slid into the tight space, which smelled like disinfectant and was almost strong enough to cover the pipes’ stench and the holding tank for the waste tank below. I expected this to be in the same shape as the men’s room in the bar I’d run off from, yet it was sparkling clean. I reasoned that it was more guest space than crew.

      I looked at myself in the mirror. My curly, red hair was a mess, and I still felt the tingles of Andy’s grip on my hair as he used my mouth. I combed my hair back, collected the strands into a ponytail, and utilized the scrunchy that Steph had put around my wrist to secure the ponytail. Then I quickly washed my face with water from the tap and used a damp paper towel to scrub any mascara off my face. I examined my face and saw my freckles across my nose and a smile on my lips. Maybe I enjoyed being a free-use slut. I should have stowed away months ago!

      I knew I needed to be back on deck, so I slid out of the room and headed back to the main deck. I realized as I walked that I wasn’t wearing the panties I wore when I came down. I vaguely recalled them being ripped off me before two of my holes were stuffed with cock. I had no idea where they were. I’d have to face the music and remember not to bend at the waist around the guests.

      I popped my head up the stairway to see what was happening before taking the last few steps and started walking down the teakwood decks. I headed to where Lilly and Steph were chatting. They turned and smiled at me as I approached, and I lifted my hand to my shoulder and gave a little wave. The guests were gathered, talking to the captain by the giant wheel. He was looking up and pointing at the sails. I figured he was entertaining the guests with some nautical tale. I stepped beside Steph and stood in a similar posture with my hands behind my back.

      “Oy, how was it?” Steph asked.

      “How was what?” I blinked, trying to look innocent.

      “Did you give them both a blowie?”

      “Not both.” I shrugged.

      “So, who shagged you then?”

      “Mario,” I admitted giving up any attempt at modesty. “Andy used my mouth at the same time.”

      “Lucky lass,” Steph laughed.

      “No rest for the weary,” Lilly interrupted, holding an earpiece to her ear, “Liam needs help in the rope locker, and the boys need to tend to the anchoring. Off you go to the fo’c’sle.”

      “The what-sle?”

      “The pointy end,” Lilly said, waving me along. “Hurry. Liam has a nasty temper.”

      I walked briskly up the centerline of the deck, then turned to the right to walk along the narrow deck along the edge of the main cabin, and finally made it to the ship’s bow. At least I’d always called it the bow. Apparently, there was an even more nautical term for the pointy end. Liam was standing near the anchor and looking up at the mainsails. I stopped, looked over my shoulder, and saw the sails coming down slowly.

      “Aye,” Liam’s voice was loud, and I swiveled my head back. “C’mere, lass, you need to come down ‘ere while we anchor, yeah?”

      Shrugging, I walked in the direction Liam was pointing and was carefully walking down a steep ladder when Liam’s shadow loomed behind me. I looked back, alarmed, and his hand grabbed the back of my ponytail and pushed me deeper into the narrow opening.

      “Hurry, now.” Liam muscled me up against a bulkhead. “I don’t got all day. Gimme your hands.”

      Gulping as I looked up into Liam’s face, I lifted my hands, keeping my wrists together. Liam sneered at me and swiftly lashed my wrists together with rope. I barely had time to gasp in shock before he lifted me by my waist and hooked my bound wrists over a hook.

      “’Tis for your safety, lass,” Liam smirked, then swung a small rope knot around in front of my face.

      “What are you going to do to me?” I asked in shock.

      I could barely rest my toes on the deck, and my arms were stretched high above my head. I was acutely aware of my breasts pushing out toward him. I was utterly at his mercy, yet my pussy clenched in arousal. I had agreed to be the bottom bitch, and I could tell by the gleam in Liam’s eyes that he was a sadistic son of a bitch.

      “This here’s a monkey’s fist,” Liam said, catching the knot of line. The knot was structured with the rope wrapped in a tight structure of four strands. It appeared like a tiny fist, so I nodded.

      “Monkey’s fist, made of rope, got it.”

      “I need you to open your mouth,” Liam growled, hovering close to my face. He gripped my ponytail and yanked. I yelped, opened my mouth wide, and felt the knotted rope press between my lips and past my teeth.

      “I need to get us anchored,” Liam explained with a cocksure smile and shrug. “I don’t got time to explain, and I don’t want you wandering up or screaming out, distracting us. Just be a good girl and hang there quietly, and I’ll be back in a little while.”

      “Mmmnnnshfffffs.” I tried to curse at his retreating, but the rope knot was an effective gag. I helplessly watched him exit the hatch and close the door, leaving me hanging on the wall like a piece of meat in pitch-black darkness.

      I shifted my wrists, but most of my body weight was hanging off the rope. I couldn’t lift high enough to push my hands over the hook. After struggling, I stopped and felt wetness drip down my thighs. My pussy was throbbing, and I remembered that it was only a few minutes ago that I was on all fours getting pounded by Mario’s cock. Now I could feel his jizz, and probably some of Chef’s, dribbling out of my clenching cunt.

      Fuck, that thought sent a zing to my clit. All my filthy abduction fantasies started firing in my brain, and I felt how rigid my nipples were in my thin bra. I shifted my thighs together while clenching my inner muscles and whimpered as arousal swirled in my core. I didn’t want to get aroused from hanging by my wrists in a musty room filled with different types of rope, but here I was, bound and horny. I felt like a slab of meat and hung my head as my body shifted and swayed. Every small motion only stimulated my nerves and drove my arousal higher.

      I didn’t know how long I hung there, scissoring my thighs to press and apply friction to my hard button. I was lost in dark fantasies, only heightened by how many times I’d been fucked in the last hour or two. I gasped when the darkness was pierced by light when the door opened. I squinted into the light, watching it darken from Liam’s looming silhouette.

      “Cap’n told me you’d accepted his terms, lass,” he said in his odd accent as he approached.

      He’d left the door open, but my eyes were still squinting after getting accustomed to the darkness. I looked at him, and he held what looked like a miniature baseball bat, but it was sharpened to a point at one end. Liam gripped the pointy end and smacked the thick end into his fist.

      “You snuck on my ship and made me look like a fool, lass.” Liam’s growl made my skin ripple in waves of goose pimples. “You need to learn yer lesson, and then I’m going to take yer ass in payment.”

      Why did I like the sound of that? Fuck, my mind was getting fucked up. Everything felt blurry from my dark fantasies and the arousal swimming through my nerves. I grunted into my gag and shook my head. I wanted him to take out the gag so I could tell him that I was indeed a bad girl and needed punishment. He mistook my gestures as reluctance because he grinned maliciously and gripped my hips. He lifted me off the hook with his powerful arms and dropped me back on my feet.

      Before I got my bearings, I was twisted around, hoisted back up, and dropped back on the hook. Liam’s rough hands gripped my skirt at the waist and yanked it down, exposing my bare ass. He growled as my skirt fell to my feet, and his hands grabbed and kneaded my cheeks.

      “Where are yer knickers, lass?” His voice was like iron and whiskey in my ear. “You lose them in a tug of war between Mario and Alex? They told me they shagged you and came down your throat and cunt.”

      I nodded and tried to look over my shoulder to look him in the eyes and confess all of that was true. I was amped up with adrenaline and endorphins. I didn’t know what he’d do to me, but I knew I was somewhat under the captain’s protection. I ended up pushing back and trying to rub my ass against him.

      His deep laugh sent another shudder of fear and lust. My mind was feeling every dirty fantasy and twisting the fear in my veins to arousal in my cunt. I was dripping and hoping he could tell I was a willing prisoner.

      The first smack of the bat against my ass made me see stars. I cried out into the monkey’s-fist gag as the pain shot through my flesh and bloomed in my core. I pushed back, seeking more, like the helpless fucking whore I’d become. He laughed and pulled my top up, exposing my bra, then pulled that down roughly, tearing the straps. My tits bounced free, and Liam grabbed one, squeezing harshly.

      “Slut likes the rough stuff, don’t ya, lass?” he taunted as he pulled at my rigid nipple.

      I screamed into the gag with the second smack of the bat, then again for the next series of smacks. Liam was holding back; he wasn’t trying to break bones or leave welts. The smacks were harsh, and the pain blunt. The sound of wood smacking into flesh echoed in the small space and mixed with echoes of my muffled screams and moans.

      The whole experience—pain from the bat and pleasure from Liam playing with my tits—had my body buzzing. I squirmed helplessly, letting Liam have his fun because I was having fun. The rope at my wrists no longer hurt, the strain in my calves from standing on my tiptoes faded, and the sexual heat in my core bloomed larger.

      I heard the bat clatter to the ground, followed by the sound of a zipper. I turned my head, blinking the tears from my eyes as I looked back and saw Liam stroking his long, thick cock in his mighty fists. I shuddered; he was bigger than all of them, and I wanted to feel him stretch my pussy.

      “Cunt first, lass.” Liam’s confidence was as arousing as everything else I was buzzing from. “Get my cock nice and slick. Then I’m fucking that fine ass ‘til I fill it with my cum.”

      I nodded and grunted into the gag. I was ready for that, even if his size made me shudder. He pulled my hips back from the wall, and my toes left the deck. His cock notched into my cunt as Liam held me off the ground, then he drove his cock deep. I screamed into the gag. His cock stretched me so suddenly that I was sure he’d tear me apart. My pussy clenched around him as he buried himself deep in my cunt.

      Liam gripped me around the waist, reaching and unhooking my wrists from the wall. He pulled out of me long enough to shove me onto my knees on large coils of rope. I rested my knees on the strands of rough-hewn hawsers while Liam grabbed my hips and pressed his cock back into my dripping snatch.

      “Fuck, you’re tight but also fucking wetter than a swamp, lass.” He complimented me as he stroked his cock deep. I pressed back into each one of his thrusts, eager for each stroke. Then I was empty as he pulled out.

      I pushed my ass back and dropped my head down. My wrists and hands cupped my cheeks as I submitted to Liam and offered him my ass. His hand slapped one of my red cheeks, pulling it open. Then his cock, wet from my juices, pressed against my tight ring. I groaned into my hands as I felt my ass stretch around his hot cock until his thighs compressed against my ass.

      He gripped my hips with both hands as he was buried to the hilt, then sawed back with a long stroke. I felt every inch of his cock as he drew back slowly and slammed in deep again. Then Liam tensed, his fingers holding my ass in that spot, and went to town. I shrieked into the gag. Drool was dripping out of the sides of my mouth. I was crying from pain and moaning from pleasure. Liam rutted into me like an animal. Hard, fast, relentless. With a jerk of his hips, I felt him explode, heat blooming in my depths as he bathed my bowels with his cum.

      My body jerked as another wave of bliss shot through me, my thighs clenching as Liam started to slowly fuck me, milking his jizz into my ass with each stroke. When he pulled out, I slumped into the nest of ropes and closed my eyes. I was expecting to be left in a puddle of my spending, my ass distended by Liam’s monster cock. I closed my eyes, waiting for the darkness.

      Liam’s muscular, broad chest against my back shocked me. Then his arms wrapped around me, and he pulled me back against him as he rolled us both to our sides. I groaned at the feeling of his arms around me. His hands lifted my breasts and squeezed them softly, and I melted. My mind was mush, and I felt the safety of Liam’s strong arms and warm chest.

      “Aye, lass,” he said almost tenderly, pulling the gag from my mouth. “You’ll be a good little fucktoy for Liam, won’t ye?”

      “Aye,” I giggled. “Liam and all the other swinging dick on the crew.”

      Liam laughed and kissed me behind my ear. “Rest a bit here, lass. Chef will be serving dinner soon, so when you’re back together, get some grub, yeah?”

      I nodded, then closed my eyes as I felt Liam slip back and off the bed of ropes. His rough fingers tenderly worked the rope knots to loosen and free my wrists. I heard him get dressed, and then I listened to the buzz of fluorescent lights before he closed the door. At least he didn’t leave me in the dark. I relaxed and breathed and fell asleep.
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      My eyes blinked awake and then closed into slits at the fluorescent lighting flickering in the rope locker. I inhaled the scent of hemp from the pile of rope I was lying on. I was warm in the small space I’d been tucked into. My body was sore in a delightful way that surprised me. I hadn’t been precisely sexually active when I decided to stow away on a luxury sailing yacht, so the last few hours had muddled my mind and nerves with pleasures I’d only vaguely remembered.

       I shifted, and my nipple twinged as it brushed over the rough texture of the rope. I sat up and pulled away the tatters of my bra, which Liam had left still wrapped above my tits, then tugged my polo shirt back down over my bare breasts and stiffened nipples. I looked down and realized they’d be clear as day until I found a new bra–if allowed. I blinked, still adjusting to the stark lighting, and looked around, spotting my skirt in a heap near the bulkhead.

      I pushed myself off the coils of rope and leaned to pick up my skirt. I leaned against the bulkhead I’d been dangling from earlier and stepped back into the skirt, pulling it up my bare thighs. I felt a dribble of Liam’s spunk run down my thigh, and I bit my lip at the thought of his cum trapped in my ass. I shook my head, amazed and amused at the drastic shift in my fortunes. Being a free-use slut might be better than being a starving cocktail waitress; at least I was getting more than a grope and a shitty tip.

      My stomach grumbled, reminding me that I hadn’t eaten. I couldn’t call two mouthfuls of cum and the flavor of Lilly’s spending on my tongue nourishment. I wished I had a mirror to check my hair. My red curls felt like a mess. I smoothed it out as best I could and tightened my ponytail, then went to the door and cracked it open to check if anyone was around. Seeing no one, I felt for the light switch and turned off the fluorescent lights, darkening the interior of the rope locker. I stepped out into the sea breeze and turned to walk aft.

      The sails were down, and the sound of our engines was a quiet background to the rush of the hull through the waves. The boat swayed back and forth as I held onto the lifelines and paced along the narrow part of the deck alongside the cabin. Reaching the main deck, I turned, walked down the steps, found my way back to the long passageway, and headed toward the crew’s mess.

      As I got close to the crew cabins, with my stomach grumbling, I saw Steph walking toward me. She lifted her hand and shook her finger at me. I paused and looked at her quizzically. She pushed open the door to her cabin, flipped her hand, and crooked her finger at me.

      “I need to use your services, Hols.”

      “But…”

      She shook her head as she stepped out of her skirt and panties before I was entirely in the room.

      “Eat my pie first, and I’ll return the favor,” Steph said, pulling her top off and exposing her bra. “You can eat food afterward. I need to be quick to serve the guests in ten minutes.”

      I shrugged. It wasn’t like I could refuse. I pulled off my top and exposed my bare breasts. Steph lifted a brow as she reached behind her and unsnapped her bra.

      “What happened to your bra?”

      “Liam tore it off me.” I pushed my skirt down, exposing my bare pussy.

      “Your panties too?”

      “No, that was Mario.” I shrugged.

      We looked each other up and down, then Steph turned and climbed into the top bunk. I waited until she was lying down before following her up and crouched at her bunk's foot. Steph looked at me hungrily as I shrugged. I wasn’t sure what she wanted, and everyone else had quickly assumed control of me. It was a little awkward as we measured each other. We were both aroused. I knew I reeked of sex, and my pebbled nipples betrayed my desire. I looked at Steph’s bare pussy and wondered if she’d taste different than Lilly.

      “Best you turn around and slide back,” Steph broke the standoff. “I think on our sides, yeah?”

      “Yeah, sounds good,” I said as I spun around, then crawled backward until my head was even with the juncture of Steph’s thighs. I lowered my mouth and gave a quick lick to her glistening lips. “Mmm, you taste good. What made you so wet?”

      “All of your adventures have riled me up, Hols.” Her fingers pressed my thighs open, and she licked along my bare lips. “You’re all sticky, and you have cum leaking from your ass.”

      I closed my eyes as I felt the tickle of her tongue swirling around my anus. “Liam’s,” I moaned, then flicked my tongue across her swollen clit. “Mario came in my pussy.”

      “Delicious.”

      Then we both stopped talking. She licked around my ass, then along my lips. Her moans were eager as she pressed her tongue into my pussy. My hips flexed to grind into her mouth. I was just as insistent. Her flavor was tart and sweet. Her skin was tanned and smooth, and the soft brown hair of her pussy glistened with her arousal. I lapped and sucked, savoring her flavor, teasing her lightly. Her hips flexed, then I felt her fingers in my hair.

      “Gotta be quick, luv.” Her low voice was insistent as she darted her tongue across my clit. “I need to get back to the guests, but I want to paint your pretty face with my cum first.”

      I nodded and got to work. I didn’t consider myself a professional at pussy licking. My first was only a few hours ago. I recalled what Lilly had liked and repeated the same things. Steph lapped at my clit, then pushed the fingers of her other hand into my oozing slit.

      I moaned and rocked my hips, then did the same in return. I curled my fingers inside her as she shuddered.

      “Yeh, babe, right there.”

      I lapped at her clit while circling my fingers inside her, then hooked my fingertips and drug them up and down over the rough texture that seemed to make her shudder.

      “Oh fuck, Lilly was right! You’re a natural pussy licker, Hols.”

      I enjoyed the praise but ground my hips, pressing my sex into her mouth. She got the hint and doubled her cunt munching, and soon we were moaning into each other’s pussies. She shot off first, bathing my cheeks with her hot juices as her thighs clamped around my head. That set me off, and I felt my cunt clench as I pushed down, releasing a stream of girl juices that coated Steph’s cheeks.

      I closed my eyes and concentrated on cleaning up Steph’s juices and savoring the fresh taste of her sweet cum. Steph hurriedly did the same. I rolled onto my back against the rail of her bunk. Steph moved and rolled over me, dropping onto the edge of Lilly’s bunk. She leaned down and kissed me.

      “That was just what I needed, Hols.” She hopped down and started redressing. “Hope we don’t have to rush so much next time, yeah?”

      I nodded. “I would like to go slower with you.” Steph was fun and wasn’t as dominant as the rest had been. I felt like we liked the same things. I’d enjoy spending more time with her.

      After dressing in a more formal uniform, she rose to give me a quick kiss. Then she was out of the cabin in a flash. My body was still quivering from the orgasm as I lowered myself to the floor. I gathered my skirt and top and redressed. My stomach gurgled again, and I was reminded of dinner in the crew’s mess. I was starving, and I hoped I would get a chance to eat before my next run-in with a crew member.

      After a quick check of my reflection and fixing my hair, I left the glistening of Steph’s girl juice on my cheeks and left the cabin, heading to the galley. I hoped I could get some food soon. Pussy, cock, and cum were all lovely, but I needed some calories.
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      I pulled at the hem of my skirt. The lack of panties had cool air flowing over my sticky thighs. My nipples hardened and were poking into the form-fitting polo shirt. My lack of a bra had my tits bouncing while I walked, and the friction made my nipples tingle. My mind wasn’t tuned into reality when I walked smack dab into the back of the captain.

      “Oof,” I said as I bounced back from Captain’s firm, steady body.

      “You’ve been busy,” Captain said, turning to face me with a mysterious grin, “You need to eat, shower, then remain in my stateroom. We need to talk.”

      “Aye, aye, Captain!” I said, feeling slightly salty with the nautical terms flying from my lips.

      “Good girl,” Captain smirked, and I felt more wetness ooze down my thigh.

      I turned sideways to fit my tiny body alongside the captain’s sturdy frame, slid onto the bench seat, and scooted further into the booth. Lilly was at the far end, and Steph was finishing her bowl of a rice dish across from me.

      “Gotta run, Hols,” Steph said, standing up as Lilly scooted the opposite way and slid out the other side of the curved booth. “We gotta go serve our esteemed guests and show them the first-class service we’re known for, ain’t that right, Skipper?”

      “You know it, Steph.” The captain made room for the pair to step into the passageway and head back toward the guest quarters, the one part of the ship I’d not visited yet.

      The captain nodded to me and then to the tray in the center of the table. “Jambalaya, one of Chef’s specialties. Make sure you have some with the garlic bread; it’s top-notch.” He nodded to a tray of toasted, split French rolls. “Take your time. I’m going to be a little bit checking on the guests. Finish your meal and then take a shower. Please don’t leave my stateroom. I’ll meet you there.”

      “Yes, sir,” I said, then continued. “Am I in trouble, sir?”

      “No. I need to make some calibrations. I want you to relax for the rest of the night. Do you think you can do that?”

      “I’ll try my hardest!” I grinned and got a genuine smile from the captain before he turned and left.

      I grabbed a bowl and scooped up a double serving of the Jambalaya. While scooping with one hand, my other hand held a slab of garlic bread and stuffed it in my mouth. My eyes rolled back as I had my first taste of food since the night before. I shoveled a big mouthful of the main dish into my maw and then focused on eating.

      I sensed someone sitting in a chair across the table, but I was too focused on my meal to look up to see who it was. The Jambalaya was delicious, with spicy sausage, chicken, shrimp, and the standard Creole diced vegetables in a rich roux gravy with fluffy rice stirred in. I couldn’t eat it fast enough.

      I needed water as the spicy heat started warming my mouth, so I finally looked up at the person across from me. Chef’s smile was broad, and he slid a large glass of water across the table. I took it in both hands and guzzled. I hadn’t realized how thirsty I was.

      “It does my heart good to see you enjoy my dish, chérie,” Chef said in his low voice. “Eat as much as you want. Everyone else has been fed.”

      I wiped my hand across my lips and picked up my spoon. “Thanks, Chef,” I managed before the shovel exercise kicked back off again. I slowed down quickly, though, after the second bowl, and leaned back and rubbed my tummy.

      “Don’t let me go without food again, Chef.”

      “I promise, chérie, you’ll be well fed.” Chef winked, took my dishes, and headed back to the kitchen. “I’ll clean up. You’ve had a long day.”

      I took three long, cleansing breaths and took inventory of my body. My thighs were sticky, my face felt like a glazed donut, and my ass ached delightfully, as did my pussy. My hair felt tangled beyond repair, and while I’d seen my reflection in the mirror, I recalled that my face was probably smeared with smudged makeup and dirt.

      “Yep, shower time!” I thought to myself and slid out of the booth more energized than when I slid in.

      I hadn’t had time to reflect on my day as I opened the door to the captain’s stateroom and stepped inside. Closing the door behind me, I pushed my skirt off my hips and pulled my top off. I tossed my clothes in the webbed laundry bag hanging off the end of the bunk I shared with the captain. His bed was slightly mussed, and I wondered if he’d taken a nap while I was getting used by my shipmates.

      I stepped into the shower and turned the water to full heat, then stepped out and waited for the hot water to start flowing. I stepped up on the captain’s bunk to search through my duffle and find some shampoo and body wash. I flipped open the lid and inhaled the strawberry scent. It was always a pleasant scent, and I felt myself relax.

      I took my time under the steamy spray, letting it soak into my curls and sluice down my skin, warming me. My ass was still a bit raw from Liam’s spanking, but the sting of the heat soon had my body responding. As I recalled my surprising day, I lathered up my hair to distract myself from the increased arousal.

      As a waitress in the bar, I learned to avoid unwanted gropes and pinches. I flirted only because it would help me with tips. The thought of intimacy with the rich assholes that hassled me was revolting. In having to submit to a freeuse arrangement to ensure my freedom, I allowed myself to enjoy the raunchy exchanges I’d had with my coworkers. I liked them all, even grumpy Liam, who showed me a softer side after he’d used me for his sadistic pleasure. Lilly and Steph treated me like a friend, as did Chef. I hadn’t interacted much with Andy and Mario, but after a good spit roasting, I expected we’d be cool with each other.

      That left the captain as the only crew member I needed to evaluate. I’d sucked his cock and tasted his cum, but that was so long ago that it almost seemed like a dream. I recalled bumping into him before dinner, and his solid, muscular body was a turn-on. His grey eyes and ready smile made me smile. I wondered what the rest of the night would hold.

      “You have 30 seconds to rinse and get out of the shower.” Captain’s loud voice broke me out of my reverie. “This is a fucking boat. We don’t have unlimited fresh water!”

      Oh fuck, he was irritated. Why did that turn me on? I quickly ensured all the shampoo and conditioner were rinsed, then turned in the spray one more time before shutting off the water.

      “Sorry, Captain!” I called.

      I opened the door to get a towel and felt one shoved into my hand.

      “One for your hair.” He’d quieted his voice and was standing just outside the frosted glass. I leaned over and wrapped the towel around my hair as it hung upside down. I reached outside again.

      “For your body.” I could hear his smile in his voice as I took the offered towel and wrapped it around my body, tucking the end between my breasts.

      I stepped out of the small bathroom—head. I kept forgetting the nautical terms. Captain was sitting at his small desk, leaning back against the bulkhead. My bra and panties were on his desk, and my eyes widened.

      “Captain, let me explain.”

      “I know what happened,” Captain said. “The crew has your back. They brought them back to give to you. You shouldn’t leave your underwear scattered around the ship, Holly.”

      “I know, Captain.” I bowed, afraid I’d be cast off at the next port. “I’ll do better. I want to be a part of this crew, Captain. What do I need to do to stay?”

      “No one is saying you have to leave,” he said, then leaned forward so all four chair legs rested on the ground and patted his thighs. “I need to attend to a small amount of discipline, so you’ll remember to keep your underwear on.”

      My eyes widened, then I grinned and lowered myself over his thighs. “I submit to whatever punishment you think is fitting, sir.”

      I let my towel fall to the ground and rested my bare breasts on the far side of his thigh. Captain spread his thighs open, and my hips rested against his leg. My clit swelled as I felt his hand rub over my ass and his cock thicken against my abdomen.

      “Looks like Liam already had his turn on your pretty little ass, Holly,” Captain growled as his fingers pressed into my flesh. “This may be more tender than usual. Do you know what they call Captain’s punishment in the Navy, Holly?”

      “No, sir,” I said and ground my hips into his thigh.

      “Captain’s Mast.” He growled, then smacked my ass with the flat of his hand.

      “One sir, thank you, sir,” I grunted, remembering Liam’s spanking instructions.

      “It is an informal punishment.”

      Another smack and I counted off again. He kept talking, punctuating his sentences with smacks to my already smarting ass.

      “Nothing in their permanent record.”

      “Three, sir. Thank you, sir.”

      “An effective way of discipline.”

      “It resulted in higher loyalty.”

      “And increased morale.”

      “The crew always stayed on task.”

      “Captain’s word is the law.”

      “His justice maintains discipline.”

      “Nine, sir!” I was crying from the pain, and my pussy leaked on the captain’s shorts. “Thank you, sir.”

      His fingers cupped my sex and spread my lips apart, and then he pressed a finger inside my clenching pussy. I moaned as he started fucking me with his fingers. Did I miscount? Was he finished? Was he going to spank me again?

      “I always thought there was a balance between negative punishment and positive reinforcement.” He lectured while pounding my pussy with two thick fingers. “I think you respond well to both. Don’t you?”

      “Yes, sir–fuck. May your freeuse slut come on your fingers, sir?”

      “Yes.”

      My back arched, my pussy convulsed, and I drenched the captain’s shorts in a gush of fluid. He kept pulsing his fingers, pulling more and more bliss from my core, then stopped and slapped my ass once more.

      “On my rack, on your back, legs spread.” His growl brokered no argument.

      I obeyed instantly, moving on shaky legs to his rack, falling on my back as the captain rose. He pulled off his shirt, unbuttoned his shorts, and pushed them down. I licked my lips at his rigid cock, knowing he was throbbingly erect from what he’d done to my body. His eyes betrayed his lust for me as he crawled between my legs.

      “I sentence you to be my whore, Holly,” Captain whispered, gripping his cock and pushing it into my dripping slit. “You’ll spend your nights in my bed.”

      Then he kissed me deeply while, at the same time, his cock pressed deep inside me. I ground my hips up, eager for more. He stroked in and out of me while kissing me deeply. The swirl of lust from my pussy mixed with a different coil of arousal at the captain’s lips and tongue possessing me. Something had shifted between us. I felt connected deeply to him as his fucking became something more. We spiraled higher together. My legs lifted around his hips, my heels digging into his thighs. My hands gripped his ass, pulling him into me with each thrust.

      Our lips parted, and our eyes met. My brain swam in lust and other foreign feelings. “You’re mine, Holly. I’ll share you with the crew, but you’re my good little slut.”

      “Aye AAiiiiiiye.”

      I screamed as I shot into another orgasm and felt his hot cream shoot into my pussy. We flexed against each other for endless, lust-filled moments. Then he kissed me, and my fingers combed his short hair behind his neck. His heavy body rested against me like a weighted blanket. It felt right; it felt like home.

      “Does that mean I can stay?” I asked when he pulled back and looked down into my tear-filled eyes.

      “Yes,” Captain said. “Don’t you know what ‘mine’ means?”
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      The next few days went by in a blur as we continued our sail to Bermuda. The guests had a deadline for their arrival, so sailing the entire distance would have taken too long. He managed to make way with engines at night, then sail during the bright and sunny days. We made it to Bermuda around noon after two nights at sea. I spent both nights tucked beside Captain’s big spoon, enjoying the comfort of his body and being secure in his arms.

      The next day was more routine, as Lilly and Steph taught me how to be a proper stewardess. I had a lot to learn, but my uniform stayed in place for most of the day. I took up the role of service to our guests in typical sailing yacht fashion. Chef cooked five-star meals while I helped Lilly and Steph serve the food and prepare the drinks.

      I learned how to do laundry and realized that would be how most of my days would be spent. The amount of laundry produced daily was staggering, but I soon had a good routine and caught up from being behind after my first day was spent—not doing laundry.

      That’s not to say I didn’t have other duties as the bottom bitch on a boat full of horny seafaring crew members. They all stopped by, and I’d do my job between loads. Sucking, licking, and bending over, they were courteous of my time, and I learned how to pleasure them quickly. Being crew on a luxury yacht meant there was always something and, in my case, someone to do.

      There were more incidents, usually quick, and sometimes I could keep performing my duties. I’d fold and iron sheets, towels, and napkins in the laundry room. Since I was in the crew area, my panties were off, and in my short skirt, any male crew member could just lift my skirt and use my pussy. The first time was a bit of a shock, and the arousal I felt skyrocketed immediately. Liam, for example, would see my ass halfway out of the small laundry room, and he’d take a moment and lift my skirt. The first time I sensed him behind me, I turned to look at him. He had hitched his shorts down and was stroking himself to stiffness. He grinned at me and shook his head.

      “Lass, keep doing your work, there,” He’d growled, dropping his hand to my bare pussy and spreading my lips apart. I was in constant arousal, never knowing when someone would come by and use me. Liam grunted, feeling how ready I was. Then, after I’d turned my focus back to folding, I’d feel his cock slip between my lips, and he thrust in deep.

      “Oh fuck!” I cried because Liam’s size always stretched me with his first stroke. Then his hand smelling like grease and hemp would cover my mouth to keep me quiet. He’d fuck me hard, and I felt those spirals of lust rise in my core. Then I’d feel his cum deep inside, and his hand would pull away from my mouth.

      “Carry on, now, lass,” He would say with a slap to my bare ass.

      I’d bite my lip and continue, just on the edge of orgasm, that would dissipate until Mario, Chef, or Alex would pass by, and the routine would start over again. I was perpetually on the edge of orgasm, constantly playing catch up with my work.

      Steph was always busy, but she took pity on me, and when she swung past the laundry, she pulled me back, and push her hand around my thigh, and circled my clit.

      “You’re gonna be a good girl and come for me, Hols?” She would ask.

      I’d nod, and it wouldn’t take long until my knees and thigh shook, and my juices would gush under her delicate fingers and drip onto the spotless tiled floor.

      “Don’t forget to clean up your mess, Hols.” Steph would say on her way back topside.

      So my days were busy. After dinner service, when I would help with service—wearing panties, I would entertain Steph and Lilly in their stateroom—naked. Then when I had satisfied them both, I’d shower in Captain’s stateroom before crawling into his bed. Captain would ask about my day and get my read on the crew’s morale. Then after he was satisfied that I’d done my duties to the best of my ability, he’d reclaim me as his whore and fuck me through multiple orgasms until he blasted his hot cum inside me. Then we’d fall asleep entwined until it was time to wake up and do it again.

      We were anchored now, and the rest of the crew, save Captain and me, were on shore dining and drinking at a restaurant. Captain made me a simple meal, with food in the galley, then we took it topside to have a picnic on the forecastle. He brought a bottle of champagne, toasted my first trip, and recognized me as a full crew member. Then he surprised me.

      “Holly, I’m glad you decided to stow away on my boat.” He began. “Are you happy with what’s happened and your position?”

      “Yes, Cap’n,” I said, “I hadn’t ever imagined I’d find myself in this position or enjoy it so much. I especially enjoy sleeping in your arms.”

      “I must say it’s the same for me, Holly.” He looked out where the sun was approaching the horizon. “I don’t mind sharing you with the crew, and I’m glad to hear you’re enjoying servicing them. I consider you mine, though.”

      “What does that mean?” I asked. “How am I yours.”

      “My girl. My lady. My woman.”

      “I thought I belonged to the ship and crew,” I said with a tilt of my head.

      “Me first,” Captain said and then looked at me. “I want you to be more than just a freeuse slut to me, Holly. I want to see if we can have a relationship, more than physically.”

      “You said no emotional attachments, Cap’n.” I reminded.

      “No emotional attachments to the crew, Holly.” He said and smiled. “I must admit I’ve developed an emotional attachment to you.”

      “Oh, “I said.

      Captain pulled me into his arms, and I shifted and wrapped my arms around his neck, and we looked into each other eyes. He kissed me, his lips pressing softly and tenderly before deepening the kiss. I felt all the usual pangs of arousal, then, under the surface, a warmth that resonated in my core. His hands ran up and down my back, and my body responded by crawling deeper into his lap.

      He parted the kiss and smiled as he again looked into my eyes. I stared into his sea-grey irises and smiled as I understood his meaning.

      “I feel the same way about you, Cap’n.”

      “Mike,” he said, “When it’s just us, Holly. My name is Mike.”

      “I like you… a lot, Mike.” I felt my eyes widen cautiously, feeling suddenly vulnerable.

      “I like you a lot too, Holly.” He kissed me again, soft and sweet. “I want you to stay with me. Nothing else changes. I like how I can share my sexy girl with my crew. It’s good for their morale.”

      “Okay, Mike,” I said tentatively, though thrilled at being called his sexy girl. “So long as I’m with you when the day is done. I’ll be whatever you want me to be.”

      “Good girl, Holly.” Captain smiled.

      We kissed again and didn’t stop until the sun was down, and our bodies were entangled and relaxed, watching the stars twinkle in the sky. I had illegally stowed away on a luxury sailboat and found someone I could finally trust and possibly more. I couldn’t wait to discover what Mike and the future had in store for me.
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      After Emily paced down the hallway towards her bathroom, I exhaled. I pushed my hand through my hair, wondering what I'd gotten myself into. I stood up from the sofa, walked back through the kitchen, and looked for a door to the basement. After finding the pantry and the water heater, I struck gold on the third door and found a set of stairs. I flipped the light switch and stepped down the steep, narrow staircase.

      I got to the bottom and looked around. Various things were strung around the room, including an old steel-framed bed with a twin-sized mattress. Rows of ropes hung from the wall. There was a workbench with many drawers—kinky toys and bondage implements scattered on the top.

      I looked a bit closer, and the floor was studded with folding tie-down spots neatly embedded in the concrete floor. The ceiling was similarly arrayed with eyebolts and even an industrial chain hoist. Various benches and tables lined up neatly along the side of the large room, and the light was stark from a couple of single light bulbs, casting long shadows into the corners of the room.

      "Whoa," I said aloud, "a dungeon."

      I'd heard of such things but had never thought it was more than bragging.

      Do people enjoy being tied up, whipped, or tortured?

      I felt a chill run up my spine as I remembered why I was down here and looked for a black duffle bag. Her kisses’ promises overridden the uneasy sense that I might be a bit over my head. I found the bag and picked it up. It was heavy, substantial—consequential, like a professional kit or something a SWAT team would take with them to carry gear to a hostage rescue.

      With a deep breath, I carried the bag to the main floor and found my way to the hallway Emily had vanished into. I paced down the hallway, heard the sound of water, and reached for the door handle to open it.

      Candles lighted the room, the large tub was filling, and the warm steamy feel of the room was palpable. Emily was naked, her back to me, and bent over lighting a candle on a shelf behind the tub. Her body was flawless, fit, trim, and muscular. Her bottom was round and firm. Her light brown hair was pulled back into a simple ponytail that flung around as she turned to see me come in.

      "Oh, I see you found it,” she smiled, putting the candle lighter down.

      "Umm, yeah," I said, as I closed the door, "... and a few other things?"

      "Oh?" she asked curiously, not at all embarrassed that I'd found her dungeon, "What do you think?"

      I ran my finger through my hair and exhaled, then looked down at her.

      "I think I'm in a bit over my head. I’m not much one for inflicting pain."

      She smiled and slid across the room to me.

      "I enjoy pain, it's true," she said, "but it's not all I am."

      I dropped the duffle bag and pulled her back to me. I didn't know what would happen next, but I wanted to pull her close and feel her against me. I leaned down and kissed her lips, ran my hands down her flanks to her bottom, cupped the round firm cheeks, and squeezed as she kissed me back.

      She pulled back and asked, "Do you like my ass, Richard?"

      I nodded and spoke huskily, "Yes," before pulling her back to me and kissing her again.

      I reached my hand up, cupped one of her small pert breasts, and squeezed firmly, my fingertips sinking into the base. I felt her hard nipple compress against my palm.

      She slunk back with a hiss of arousal, then pulled her hand up and grabbed mine with surprising strength, pushing it away from her breast.

      "Richard?" she asked conversationally. She lifted her eyes to mine, not retreating and not advancing.

      "Yeah?" I asked, my eyebrow raised in curiosity.

      "Do you mind if I top from the bottom a bit? Ask for things?" she asked with a soft, breathy voice.

      "No, I don’t mind,” I admitted, “actually, I'd like it if you helped me find out where I'm comfortable."

      "I'd like you to tie my arms behind me. It’s called a box tie," she said.

      She turned around and placed her arms behind her above the small of her back, wrists against her opposite elbows. Her shoulders rolled back, exhibiting her flexibility. Her breasts pressed forward, but opposite of the direction I was hoping. I nodded and understood a bit more of what she desired.

      I pulled a length of rope from the duffle bag and ran it through my fingers. It was sturdy nylon, with some teeth to the round edges, flexible but with little stretchiness. I was familiar with some nautical knotting techniques from my time in the Navy, so it felt familiar in my hands. I doubled the line, pulled the ends through, then laid the bight of the rope around her wrist and wrapped the doubled line around her opposite forearm. Drawing the line through the bend and securing it with a knot, I pulled the length across her forearms, wrapped another loop through the center, tied it with a half hitch, and then finished with another wrapping around her opposite wrist and elbow.

      "There," I said and let go of her arms.

      She pulled with her arms, the sinewy musculature of her shoulders rippling as she tested the knots, then relaxed with her shoulders pulled back. I looked at her in the mirror and saw her arched shoulders invitingly presenting her small breasts. Her nipples had become hard as rocks as I had secured her arms. I lifted my eyes to hers in the mirror and saw her feline-like grin.

      "Very good, Richard," Emily said with a grin, "Do you like how my ass looks?"

      I let my eyes drift past her bound arms lying horizontally at the small of her back, then shifted to the curve of her round bottom. She wriggled her bottom in a slow circle and leaned into the counter as if offering it to me. I slid my hand over the smooth skin, then pulled my hand back and smacked one cheek firmly, and lifted my eyes back to the mirror.

      I heard her gasp, and her head flipped around as she moaned from the sting of the slap. Her eyes found mine for a moment before I lowered my own to focus back on her bottom. I shifted my hand and swatted the other cheek a bit harder. I saw the flesh redden under my fingertips then her feet turned simultaneously with another breathy gasp.

      She settled against the counter and asked softly, "Was I bad, Richard?"

      "You teased me all damn day," I said, looking back up to her as my hands rubbed her bottom, becoming familiar with their curves.

      "I had to!" she said with a bright grin, "you kept walking away!"

      "What made you set your sights on me," I asked, lifting my hands to her bound arms and lifting. Raising her arms stressed her shoulders and levered her body further over the sink.

      Exhaling a bit at the new strain on her shoulders, Emily said, "It was pure whimsy to start. I liked how you thought and figured you were worth a chance as we talked more.”

      I looked down at her, bent over the bathroom counter, her legs spread apart and her ass pressed back invitingly. I lowered to my knees to kiss and nibble on her bottom.

      "So you're a bit of a sapiosexual?" I asked as I kissed and bit at her round cheeks.

      "I suppose," she laughed, bent into the backsplash, "dullards bore me."

      I grinned at that remark and leaned over to grab more rope. I figured I could do something to keep her in this position, then find something new to apply to her backside. I wasn't sure what, but I figured I'd find something in the duffle bag to try.

      I stood up, looped the line through the center, wrapping it between her elbows, and pulled it tight. I looked up and drew the rope around a sturdy-looking lamp above the mirror, doubled line and pulled some tension. The result of the pull lifted her arms and applied more stress to her shoulders.

      "That should keep you... positioned." I said in a low confident voice.

      I pinched her bottom, moved to the duffle bag, bent over, and started searching through it.

      I heard her say, "Keep me—my ass," as I turned my back and heard some scuffling sounds behind me. I smiled to myself, sure that she was just testing my work. I found a leather-handled flogger with sturdy leather straps bundled at one end, pulled it from the bag, and turned around. I found her standing on the counter, the rope I had tied lying slack from the lamp and still connected to her bound arms behind her back.

      "Silly man," she said with a mischievous smile
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