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ABOUT FREEUSE SUMMER VACATION


Cast off on a sensual vacation through the tropical waters of the Caribbean Sea. The islands and beaches offer a tropical escape, complete with abundant sunshine, pristine beaches, and a hint of sensual adventures.

Freeuse Summer Vacation is a series of stories that includes the following ingredients:

	Start with a cocktail waitress in Key Largo with an adventurous heart who sneaks aboard a sailing yacht. 

	Add a new divorcée looking for a change in her life when she is gifted a luxury Caribbean cruise. 

	Combine with a collection of swingers from North Dallas, who love to share lovers. 




All of that is a recipe for steamy scenes of lust and passion, tangled with tropical adventure and cool sea breezes. You’ll want an icy cocktail nearby to stay cool while you indulge in these scorching stories.

This collection includes stories from two series:

Freeuse Stowaway Adventures

	Bon Voyage! - Prelude 

	Freeuse Stowaway 

	Day In Port 

	Christi Takes Control - Bonus story 

	Unlimited 

	Shakedown 

	All Hands 




Freeuse Caribbean Cruise

	Preparing for Paradise - Bonus Story 

	Embarkation 

	Fair Winds 

	Following Seas 

	Island Excursion 





MANIFESTS
CAST OF CHARACTERS



PURSUIT - CREW MANIFEST

	Captain Mike - captain of the Pursuit 

	Holly Thompson - freeuse stewardess 

	Liam - first lieutenant 

	Lilly - chief stewardess 

	Claude - chef, one Michelin star 

	Steph - second stewardess 

	Mario - deck hand 

	Andy - deck hand 





DALLAS HOTWIFE CLUB
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Many characters in this series originate from stories included in the Dallas Hotwife Club, which is available in a single mega collection

read.hankdolworth.com/dallas-hotwife-club

PURSUIT - GUEST MANIFEST

	Mark - CEO of Fantasy Unlimited 

	Kirsten - Trainer and freeuse hostess 

	Brandon - VP of Fantasy Unlimited 

	Meghan - Brandon’s wife 

	Will - Chrisi’s husband & swinger 

	Christi - Wife & swinger 





PINEAPPLE PRINCESS - CREW MANIFEST

	Captain Dick - captain of the Pineapple Princess 

	Emma - cheif stewardess 

	Isobel “Izzy” - freeuse stewardess 

	Britt - second stewardess 




PINAPPLE PRINCESS - GUEST MANIFEST

	Hailey Thomson - single, divorced 

	Jenny* - soccer mon, hotwife, swinger 

	Brad - Jenny’s husband 

	Felicia*- Craig’s fiancée, swinger 

	Craig - Felicia’s fiancé - soccer coach 

	Steven - Bachelor swinger 





BON VOYAGE!
FREEUSE STOWAWAY PROLOGUE
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ABOUT BON VOYAGE


Holly is working as a waitress in a cocktail bar in Key Largo, Florida

She needs something to change. She wants to find a man but is surrounded by boys. They grope her and molest her while she serves them drinks. Even the older men act like boys as she serves cocktails and dodges their greedy hands. They are all cut from the same cloth, but Holly wants to try her luck with a different breed of men.

The tall masts call to her as they sway in the harbor. Sailing. Adventure. Lust. Passion. All seem within her grasp when she decides to take her fate into her own hands and pursue a different life.

Is it a rash decision or a nudge from fate that pulls her onto the deck of the sailing yacht?


To the sirens of the seas, the mermaids of the tides, and the raucous waves of the seas. You’re wild and untamable passions call to us, but only a few of us are brave enough to pursue our passions.


I’m restless. Things are calling me away. My hair is being pulled by the stars again.

ANAÏS NIN


BON VOYAGE
FREEUSE STOWAWAY PROLOGUE



CHAPTER 1
DON'T GRAB MY ASS!



“Don’t grab my ass!” I smacked the cocky young frat boy’s hand away from under my miniskirt and sneered at him as I walked away.

I needed to find somewhere far away from these entitled fratboy Chads. That’s why I moved to Key Largo after Hailey married… uh, Chad. We were both living in Gainesville, Florida, the home of the University of Florida—Gators.

I thought Gainesville was the Hellmouth for these jerks who treated women like possessions, even if they were married. I mean, they had to come from somewhere. Hailey and ‘her Chad’ (gag me) moved to Jacksonville, another football town since the Jaguars started playing. Maybe that was it. Football made decent young boys into entitled fuck turds.

“I’m taking a break,” I say to my boss, Jerry. “Can you take care of table 12 for me? That fucker groped my ass—again!”

Jerry smirked, “Well, you know, Holly…”

“Boys will be boys,” I chime back in a syrupy sweet accent. “I know.” I bit back my sass, but I wanted to tell Jerry that his attitude was part of the problem. “It just gets to me; I need to cool down. Please?”

“Okay, take your break.” Jerry softens his smile. “Take a walk around the harbor, and chill out. I got you.”

I return his smile and bite back my retort. Jerry was a nice guy, but he didn’t have my back. He just placates the jerks who harass all of the women in town—dive bars, pubs, family restaurants—it doesn’t matter. I’d waited tables in all of them.

Dropping my try on the bar, I walk out the back. I’m angry, horny, and I’d hit my limit three tables ago. I wasn’t going to crawl into bed with any of those fuckers. Not after the last time, over a year ago. In a moment of horny weakness, I fucked some rando and ended up passed out in his messy bed. Only to have my red hair pulled by a screeching bitch that didn’t like that I’d fucked her boyfriend.

“Fucking ginger sluts, you’re all alike,” She muttered as she tossed my naked body out the front door of their seedy apartment and slammed the door. When she opens it again, and when I look up, my waitress uniform, panties, and bra are tossed at my nakedness before she slams it my face for the second time.

I dressed, sobbing before making the slut walk down the open breezeway while more of the fuckers sniggered and leered. “Never again,” I’d sworn to myself back then in a fit of pique.

I took the tip money I’d earned, still wadded in my purse, and went to buy a boyfriend at the Adult bookstore. He was long, thick, dark blue, with fantastic ridges around his shaft. He didn’t vibrate or make noise but silently and tirelessly stretched my needy pussy until I screamed into my pillow.

Thinking about that dildo, I realize it helps me control my neediness but also reminds me the problem isn’t my libido. It is the attitude of the fucking men—boys. They assume my smile means I’ve said yes to their come-ons and propositions. They believe as they smirk, fondling, and groping makes me melt with desire for their cock. It’s almost fair because my body responds to their unwanted touches and unsolicited advances with welling lust.

I’d exchanged numbers with one Chad, hoping I’d get to know him better, but his first text didn’t even have words, just a picture of his tiny dick. I’d left that on read, and an hour later, he sent me a video of him stroking his thin reed. Fuck. Well, if he didn’t need me to get himself off, then I didn’t need him.

Block. Delete. Move on.



I hit the gate that borders the docks and turn to walk along the harbor, still fuming. The boats on the other side are colossal luxury yachts, motor cruisers, sailboats, and even catamarans. They all catered to the wealthier set, who didn’t frequent dive bars like mine.

Instead, we get their servants—the crews who serve them first-class meals and cater to their desires. They, at least, were good tippers and didn’t bother trying to grab my breasts, ass, or pussy. The hefty tips I earned from the stewardesses and deckhands pay my bills, buy me dinner, and keep a roof over my head.

How does one get that job?



I knew the stews were the elite’s maids—they washed their clothes, cleaned their bathrooms, and made their beds. But they also made cocktails, served five-star food, and flirted with their customers to earn their exorbitant tips. They do my job but make four figures for three days of charter work. It takes me a month or more to make that much.

I can do everything they do on their exclusive boats.



Walking along the quay, I look past the fence and see swarthy men sitting on the boats. I knew from observation that most of them were the ship captains, staying on board while their crews blew their tip money on booze and fine dining. They didn’t come past the gates often, preferring to remain aboard their floating castles in peace and enjoy quiet while their staff hooted and hollered.

I hit the end of the quay, stop, and lean against the fence. My fingers curl through the chain-link fence, and I notice my chipped nails. I do them myself to save money—keeping them polished and trimmed short. Knowing I’ll strip, file, and reapply polish before my head hits the pillow, I sigh. It never fucking ends.

I look past the motor yachts and see the tall mast of a sailing yacht towering over the docks. A couple frequent this port, and I always wonder what it would feel like to sail on the wind. I shake the fence with frustration, and I feel it pop. I look down and see a split in the chain links—it’s small, but so am I. I carefully pull back, and the gap widens.

Fuck, I could slip through that, it’s even big enough for a small duffle bag. I pull a little more, and the split grows, the metal fasteners popping away from the pole I’m near. I look around, both inside and outside the fence. No one else is around.

I glance back at the tall sailing yacht and bite my lip. Once I’m through the fence, I can walk to it in the dark of night. It’s illuminated, but the overhead lights cast long shadows. I trace a trail from where I stand to the stern of the fancy boat. And I know what I’m going to do.


CHAPTER 2
PACKING MY BAGS



My anger is gone when I get back to the bar. I spent the hike back thinking of what I’d need. I have nothing with me, but my tiny, run-down studio is only a few blocks away. I have about two hours left before closing time, and I consider the shadows on the dock. The lights don’t move like the sun, meaning the shadows wouldn’t move either. I wave at Jerry and make myself a shot of rum, lifting it to him as a toast before tossing it back. The alcohol burns the back of my throat, but I bite back the cough and grab my tray.

I’m tossing little nips of rum down my throat for the rest of the shift. When Jerry isn’t looking, I hide the bottle behind some napkins. The rum is cheap, so it’s bitter more than sweet, but I need a little liquid courage to execute my wild plan.

It’s crazy, and I know it. The chances I’ll get caught are high. I’m unsure if it’s a felony or a misdemeanor to sneak onto the docks. Sneaking onboard that tall sailing ship could be a felony. But after I down shot after shot while endearing the gropes and pinches with a dazzling smile makes me horny and reckless. By the time my shift ends, I think my plan is a genius caper, and I collect my tips and hide the money in the bottom of my tote.

Four hundred bucks even, not bad. I know I have some cash and change back at my apartment. It’s not much, but enough to last a few days. Long enough for me to find another job wherever port the ship sailed. I wave at Jerry, keeping my scheme a secret, but blow him a kiss goodbye. Like I said, he’s not a horrible man, just comfortable as a white male of privilege. I might even miss him.

I hug Kari and Blair, my fellow waitresses, this shift. They are okay, but they party too much for my taste. If I get liquored up, I’ll make bad decisions and end up in another Chad’s bed. Not happening. I don’t tell them I’m leaving, and they’ll forget I was here in a few days.

The walk to my apartment takes a little longer, the rum making my steps wobbly. But I’m not impaired; I’m in full possession of my capabil… capaci… I can walk just fine. Opening the door and flipping on my light, I see Irdis lying on my bed.

What the fuck, one for the road, I guess.



I strip off my skirt and panties and slide beside him. Scooping him up and spreading my legs, I slide him through my pussy lips, collecting my slick dew on his silicone skin. The rum and the groping have me a little on edge, so I moan when I push his blunt tip inside and groan as he slides deep immediately. The stretch he gives me is why I bought the larger model after my first one started getting too sticky.

I feel frisky tonight, and Irdis is always up for whatever I want. Pulling him out, I lick my sweetness from his glistening black side as I turn over and rise on my hands and knees. With my flavor coating my tongue, I slide down until my face presses into my messy sheets, pulling Iridis under me and reaching to fit him back into my eager slit. I realize I don’t have to wash my sheets, even though by the smell I should, I’m not taking them with me.

I’m moaning into the poly-cotton blend linens as Irdis plunges in and out of my tightening channel. I control him by grabbing his heavy balls and pushing him in deep before pulling him out. He loves it when I take control; Iridis is the best. I move my free fingers to my clit, rolling and circling the stiff bundle of nerves as my head swims in bliss. I giggle because I’m drunk, and drunk sex is funny, with a rubbery black shaft bending in my clenching walls.

I close my eyes and imagine Irdis’s giant hands gripping my tiny waist and pulling me back into his urgent thrusts. I can almost feel his ebony hands smacking my tender ass as I push my hips back to meet his thrusts. His gruff cockney accent echoes in my ears as he uses me like a whore. Irdis likes it rough in the sack, but he’s a teddy bear once he pulls a few orgasms out of me.

After screaming through a few waves of bliss, I roll onto my back and pull Idris up to my mouth. Licking him as I imagine Idris Elba in my bed, letting me clean his magnificent cock. I settle into my sheets, imaging his fingers soothing my shivering skin. When I’m calm, I kiss the tip of his cock.

“Goodbye, Idris,” I say, then toss him back on my pillows. “You’re wonderful, but I can’t have anyone find you stuffed in my duffle.”

Feeling a little less loopy from alcohol and happy from my self-inflicted orgasms, I roll off my bed. Standing naked, I pull out my old olive green seabag and stuff it with my stuff. Putting my money in the bottom, with some of my girly things: a brush, hair ties, my small amount of makeup. Then fill it with clothes that I think I need.

My thoughts spin from the rum and orgasms, but I know I’ll need some panties, shirts, leggings, and shorts. My breasts as small, and I could go without a bra without many problems, but I stuff in a couple just in case. I set aside my comfy, oversized hoodie and yoga pants before stepping into my panties and fitting my worn-out bra over my breasts. My nipples are still stiff from Idris’s rough play, and I grin, thinking about our final time.

I turn around my tiny home in my bra and panties, thinking about what else I need. My brain thinks it’s all good, but can I trust it now? But nothing else comes to mind, so I pull on my yoga pants and drag the hoodie over my messy red locks.

I’m about to close it when I remember I should take some identification. Pulling out my bedside drawer and grab my passport. I don’t have a car, so I don’t have a driver’s license. I push the blue booklet down to the bottom of the bag, with my cash and girly essentials, then close up the old seabag.

Slinging it over my shoulder, I take one last turn. I leave my keys in the dish on my kitchen table, open my door, and step outside. I hear my phone buzz, roll my eyes, drop my bag, and flop back onto my bed, scrunching my nose at the mess Idris made of me puddling the sheets.

“Great, my sister.” I sigh and press the button to connect.


CHAPTER 3
HAILEY’S CALL



“Why are you calling me at this time of night?” I fake grumble sleepiness even though I’m hopped up on endorphins and adrenaline. I love my sister, but she’s never been a fan of me not going to college and casting my lot into the “working as a waitress at a cocktail bar” plan for a rich and rewarding life. I snort at the thought and giggle.

“Why are you giggling?” Hailey says in her ‘mom’ voice. She is older than me by a few years and assumed the role when our mother died of cancer a few years ago. She’s all I got, so I allow her to mother me.

“Just a funny thought,” I say. “Sorry, what’s up?”

“I…” she pauses, then sniffles.

“Are you crying?” I ask.

“I left him. I left Chad. It’s not going to work.” Hailey says in short staccato. “I’m fine. I’m at a friend’s, and they’ll help me find a new place. I’m going to get a lawyer. I’m divorcing Chad.”

“Wait, back up,” I say, my blurry mind trying to understand her words. “You’re leaving, Chad? Why?”

She’s been unhappy for a while, but I know the white fence, nuclear marriage was embedded in her brain at an early age. I despise Chad, but I knew Hailey didn’t need me to drag on her husband. She can live her life, even if it doesn’t match the fantasy in her mind.

“I saw him with her,” Hailey starts sobbing again. “Holly, they were coming out of a hotel. He had his arm around her!”

The motherfucker, I’ll shiv him.



“Hey, hey. Who’s she?” I say as she quiets, hoping my question doesn’t spin her up again.

“Gladys from church. The fucking First Grade Sunday school teacher,” She growls. “I thought we were friends. But she’s just a floozy.”

I almost laugh at her choice of words. She nailed it with ‘fucking’, which shocks me because she hardly ever curses, but the contrast with ‘floozy’ instead of ‘backstabbing cunt’ and I can’t hold back my grin.

“What a bitch,” I say instead.

“Yeah.” She goes quiet, and I frown. I don’t like her being sad. But part of me is happy that she’s dumped Chad. Now, she can start again, hopefully without her rose-colored glasses.

“He’s an asshole,” I say. “Do you need anything?”

“I just wanted to tell you, I know you’re going to sleep. You work so late, I took a chance you’d still be up.” Hailey says. “I’m keeping my cell number. Call when you can. I love you, sister.”

“I love you, too,” I say, wishing I was close enough to hug her. “It might be a few days before I call. I’m…” I stop. I can’t tell her my plan; that will spin her into tears again and fire up a lecture about my irresponsibility. “I-I got a new place; I’m moving tomorrow. So I’ll be busy setting that up, and work will be challenging.”

That wasn’t a full-out lie.



Her sigh isn’t angry, more resigned. “Okay,” she says. “I know you’re always busy. Take care, and call me when you can.”

“I will. I love you, Hailey. I’m sending you thoughts and prayers.

That gets a giggle out of her. She’s gotten jaded at the church-speak from living in the South. “Thank you. That will certainly help.”

I snicker, hearing her sarcasm-laced tone. We say goodbye for a third time, and then I disconnect.


CHAPTER 4
PURSUIT



Five minutes later, I’m walking past the bar. It’s slightly overcast, and it’s the new moon, so the only light is from the flickering street lamps. I turn and walk the path along the fence, and it’s even darker here. I find the break in the wall and pull it back, slipping my duffle through the opening. I take one more look around before I drop to my belly and push my way through the tight opening. The chain link snags my hoodie, and I stop and free it before worming the rest of the way. I crouch in the ground cover lining the fence and scan the harbor.

Some of the ships are dark and quiet. A few larger yachts are lit up, with people mulling around on deck. Sounds of dance music mingle, and I roll my eyes. The rich kids partying at 3 AM on their daddy’s boat. I should have factored that into my plans. I scan for a path that avoids the party and leads toward the tall sailing ship.

Sneaking out of the bushes, I steady my breathing and take it slow, limiting my movements so I don’t want to trip and splash into the water. I make my way from shadow to shadow. The dock is cluttered with electric boxes and miscellaneous gear I use as cover while I make my way to the back of the sailing boat. There are better words, but my mind isn’t clicking with the nautical jargon right now.

I’m on the edge of the dock, behind a pile of wooden pallets stacked near its little bridge thing that spans from the pier to the back end of the boat. I scan around, checking if anyone is watching from the dock, then scan the ship’s decks. Everything is quiet, and no one is patrolling. I inhale slowly, then release it in a smooth, soft blow.

Pursuit

Miami Florida

The ship’s name makes me grin, then frown. It has a double meaning. It could be pursuing a new future or chasing a dream. It also pings the idea of being a fugitive and staying ahead of the law. While the fantasy of Tommy Lee Jones chasing me down is nice, I’ve always had a thing for older men. I don’t want to poke my nose in the pokey. Biting my lip, I nod at myself.

Carpe Diem, Holly Thompson.

I crawl out from behind the pallets and swing over the edge of the dock, lowering myself onto the massive rubber bumper. I twist around carefully as it sways, floating in the water, then lean and touch the edge of the ship’s hull. I breathe, listening for anything that might tell me I’m cooked. Crawling over the bumper and onto the rear platform of the boat, I tip-toe to a hatch. With one last glance, I pull, and it opens silently, and I push my bag into the darkness inside. I climb through and pull the hatch shut, reaching out into the inky blackness until I feel my duffle.

My heart is racing, but I’m alone in this little compartment. I make myself a nest from some life-preservers, at least that’s what they feel like, and lean my head on my bag. I’m now a stowaway. I hope I didn’t make an impulsive mistake in finding a new home.


CHAPTER 5
THE THOMPSON SISTERS



I hope you enjoyed this quick tale of Holly Thompson’s search for happiness. There is much more to discover about her and her sister Hailey.

Holly has her Freeuse Stowaway Adventures, where she casts off to find her happiness in service to the crew. Hailey takes a chance after her divorce and wades into the exciting waters of freeuse, swinging, and ethical nonmonogamy in Freeuse Caribbean Cruise.

In their tangled stories, they encounter many more characters, discovering passion in these spicy nautical tales of adventure and romance.

Bon voyage!


FREEUSE STOWAWAY
FINDING HAPPINESS IN SERVICE TO THE CAPTAIN AND HIS CREW
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FREEUSE STOWAWAY
FINDING HAPPINESS IN SERVICE TO THE CREW



Hank Dolworth


To seafaring bastards, you horny lot make for good inspiration in sizzling stories of wenches and scallywags.


Why, there's a wench! Come on, and kiss me, Kate.

- William Shakespeare


CHAPTER 1
CAUGHT - AND A PROPOSITION



“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 castaway,” 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?”


CHAPTER 2
INTERVIEW WITH THE CAPTAIN



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 into 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.


CHAPTER 3
MEETING THE CHIEF STEW



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 woman 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.


CHAPTER 4
YES, CHEF



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.


CHAPTER 5
TWO DECKHANDS, ONE STEW



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.”


CHAPTER 6
THE FIRST MATE AND THE FORECASTLE



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.


CHAPTER 7
SECOND STEW WANTS A HELPING OF THE FREEUSE STEW



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.


CHAPTER 8
THE CAPTAIN'S MAST



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?”


CHAPTER 9
EPILOGUE: SUNSET



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 much to learn, but my uniform stayed in place 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, and then 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.


DAY IN PORT
FREEUSE STOWAWAY
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ABOUT - DAY IN PORT


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

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

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


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


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

BLAKE LIVELY


FREEUSE STOWAWAY
DAY IN PORT



CHAPTER 1
CATCHING UP WITH HOLLY



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

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

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

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

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

	09:05 Laundry 

	09:06 Railed by Mario 

	09:14 Steph cleans out his cum 




Yadda, yadda, yadda.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hailey’s D-Day!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, she asked a question.

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

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

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


CHAPTER 2
FORECASTLE FUN



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 3
CALL INTERRUPTED



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

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

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

“Is this for me?” I ask with a smile.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 4
TALE OF TWO STEWS



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s not funny!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 5
COMING CLEAN TO HAILEY



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 6
BETWEEN THE CAPTAIN AND LILLY



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 7
REST AND RECOVERY



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 8
HELPING CHEF



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 9
DOUBLE TEAMED



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

Right, I was supposed to eat.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“We did,” Alex says.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck us, slut.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 10
CAPTAIN RECLAIMS HIS GIRL



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

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

“Captain?”

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

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

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

“What happened to your top, Holly?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Here, stand up and turn around.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ll get a hotel room next port.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I love you, Holly.”

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHRISTI TAKES CONTROL
FANTASY UNLIMITED VACATIONS
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To my muse, who doesn’t let me rest sometimes.


Why don’t you put her in charge?

FROM ALIENS


PROLOGUE


Hi, I’m Christi. I’m best friends with Jenny, who’s earned her reputation as a hotwife soccer mom, and Felicia, a feisty yoga instructor. I’m married to Will, and we have a little secret: we’re swingers. We got started because I wanted to watch Will fuck other women. Some might call me a cuckcake, but I’m not pedantic about labels; I just love to watch my Will fuck sexy women.

I discovered Jenny’s hotwife ways by noticing her vixen-shaped anklet on her wrist. I worked it out with Jenny’s husband to let me watch Will fuck Jenny.

After that, my best friend launched into her hotwife era. After running through Brad’s friends, they invited a bunch for a weeklong fuck fest at Jenny’s beach house. That’s when I befriended Felicia, a willowy brunette who discovered she was a switch like me.

The three of us regularly meet for coffee in a coffee shop near where we live north of Dallas. We share stories and plan dates, and our tight circle has grown closer. Will and I still swing with a separate group who enjoy regular parties. A few months ago, we were invited to a posh new mansion that finished construction, and that’s where this story begins.


CHAPTER 1
CHRISTI



My body aches deliciously as I stir under the sheets. Twisting and reaching for my bedmate, I find only cool sheets. I remember fading into a blissful sleep with him beside me, but now he’s not there. Rising onto one elbow, I open my eyes, blinking.

“Hello?”

My voice is scratchy, and the ache in my throat reminds me of the fun I had last night. I hear nothing in my strange bedroom, and I sit up and push my fingers through my hair. I realize I’m naked when the soft, white comforter tumbles off my breasts. My nipples tighten from the cool air.

“Hello?”

My voice is a little louder, but there’s still no answer. Slipping out from the warm nest of covers, I stretch up on my toes and look around the room. I don’t see any clothes, at least not any of my clothes, but I spy a silk robe hanging off a hook on the back of a door. Grabbing it, I slip my arms in one at a time and pull the robe closed, tying a bow in the smooth silk tie.

The bedroom is huge, as is the bed I woke up in. I turn in a circle, admiring the luxurious bed linens, erotic paintings hanging on the wall, and leather chairs in a small nook in one corner. I pull open the door with the hook and reveal a huge bathroom with two open closets. I walk in, feeling sticky from last night’s activities. I want to find the silver fox I slept with before I shower, but that can wait until I look more presentable.

My reflection in the polished mirror shows my hair and makeup are messy. I have raccoon eyes, and some of my hair sticks out at odd angles. Turning on the faucet, I scrub the old makeup off my face using a bar of beauty soap on the counter. Looking at my reflection, I run my fingers through my hair, finding it sticky. Oh yeah, I’m going to need to shower soon. I fix it the best I can with just water from the tap, then leave and try another door.

It opens down a long hallway, and I hear voices at the other end. I silently close the door behind me and walk down the hall, trying to recognize the voices. The deep, baritone voice reminds me of the guy I hooked up with at last night’s swinger’s party. Was he the host? As I get closer, I hear the familiar sound of my husband, Will. I smile, wondering who he hooked up with; a few women at the party were his type.

I love watching him with other women. In the past, I picked who he fucked at parties like this and often didn’t engage with other men. But our relationship has changed since our group of friends got together for an orgy at Jenny’s beach house. I’m more willing to be with other men and let Will find his partner. I’ve never been jealous since Will has proven that he only wants me as his wife. He’s okay with my playing with other guys, and we enjoy sharing the details of our encounters with each other. The swinging life fits us well and has strengthened our emotional bond because it makes us more honest with each other.

“There she is,” Will says as I enter the expansive kitchen.

I smile at Will and walk to him, turning to see who else is in the kitchen. Oh, wow. It’s the silver fox from last night. When I smile at him, I remember his name.

“Good morning, Mark,” I say to him and continue and lean over the counter to kiss my husband. Will kisses back with a soft growl, so I know he knows I fucked Mark last night. I feel the hem of the robe rise as I lean over and feel cool air caressing my bare pussy. I pull away from kissing my husband and look over my shoulder at Mark. I thrill runs up my spine when I see where he’s staring.

Mark lifts his focus to me, a sly smile on his lips as he nods. “Christi.”

I twist around and stride toward him. “You left me alone.” I place my hand on his chest, feeling the heat of his skin through his t-shirt, then press up to kiss him with my husband watching.

“After our night, I thought you’d enjoy more rest,” Mark says when I pull back from the kiss. “Would you like some coffee?”

“Please, with some cream,” I say, walking around the island and lowering myself into Will’s lap. He’s hard as a rock, and I grind my ass against his cock.

“Who did you end up with?” I ask, pressing my forehead against his.

“Me.” A gorgeous brunette woman walks up to us, wearing a silk robe like the one I pilfered from Mark’s room, and slides onto the stool beside Will. “I’m Meghan, and you must be Christi.”

“None other.” I grin and nod, remembering her face from the party.

“Good to meet you,” Meghan says, standing on the rung of her stool, leaning over, and kissing Mark as he slides a cup of coffee in front of me.

“Same. That was a great party,” I say, realizing she lives with Mark. That doesn’t make sense because Mark’s married to a blonde; at least, I thought so. “Are you together?” I ask because, honestly, once I began flirting with Mark, the rest of the party faded into the background.

“You could say that,” Mark says, resting his elbows on the counter and leaning close.

He’s a little too cryptic, and I bite my lip to keep my mouth from getting me in trouble. That’s when his stunning blonde wife, who I remember from the party, walks in. She’s holding hands with another tall, handsome man, which piques my arousal. Mark looks over his shoulder as they enter, then stands and takes her hand, pulling her into a hug.

The dazzling blonde smiles and kisses him, lifting her hands behind his neck. I wrinkle my nose in confusion but smile at the warmth of their kiss, watching her finger caress the short salt-and-pepper hairs behind his head. Mark breaks from the kiss and turns to me, his hand gesturing to the new couple.

“Christi, this is my wife, Kirsten, and my business partner Brandon.” Mark introduces the pair. Brandon smiles, nodding at us before leaning over the counter to kiss the grinning Meghan. Mark continues, “You’ve met Brandon’s wife.” I flick my eyes between the four of them.

Behind me, Will coughs into his hand and chuckles before whispering. “They’re a polycule, babe.”

My eyes widen as I grin. I’d heard that there was a poly family in our circle but never met them. Mark grins knowingly and lifts his cup of coffee as he stares at me. Brandon pulls Kirsten into a cozy side hug, and I’m a little intimated by the four breathtaking people who hosted the party last night.

“Mark was telling me about his company,” Will begins, and Mark interrupts.

“Our company.” Mark gestures to his poly family. “We all work together in Fantasy Unlimited.”

“Sorry.” Will grins. “Their company. They own a chain of upscale bed and breakfast inns, with some unique privileges for their VIPs.”

“Oh? What kind of perks?” I ask Mark, and he tilts his head toward Brandon.

“We offer freeuse hostesses to our platinum club members during their stays.” Brandon grins and reaches out to Kirsten, who takes his hand, nodding in agreement. “We met when I was a guest, and she was my hostess.”

“I think I’ll need a drawing.” I smile and look at Will, then back at Mark. “Sounds exciting and maybe even illegal. Isn’t that prostitution?”

“Our hostesses aren’t paid handsomely for their personal services; they earn a salary as customer service experts,” Mark explains, sipping his coffee. “We don’t allow tipping, and personal services are negotiated between the guest and hostess.”

“Sounds like a fancy way to get around some legal technicalities,” I smirk but continue. “I think it’s genius.”

“Thank you. Our customers give us the highest marks in the hospitality industry,” Kirsten says with a knowing grin.

“They’re considering expanding into cruise ships and private islands,” Will continues.

“International waters and private islands afford unique opportunities that benefit our members,” Mark adds with a confident smile.

I melt a little as I understand the implications of his words. Naked bodies on boat decks and lying on white beaches fill my imagination. That idea is hot as hell.

“Why are you telling us?” I look at Mark, then back at Will.

“He wants to offer me a job,” Will says, sipping his coffee.


CHAPTER 2
LISA



Stepping out on my front porch, I bend and wrap my forearms around my calves, stretching my hamstrings. I’d slept fitfully the night before. The four of them had one of their pineapple parties, and I wasn’t in the mood to find a married fuck buddy for one night. I already have one.

Rising, I swing my torso, lifting my elbows to shoulder level. I move to some quad and calf stretches before stepping off my porch and doing dynamic lunges to finish my warm-up.

Checking my watch, I start the workout I’d planned. My earbuds play the music I selected to coordinate with the intensity. I start a slow jog, and the front gate senses my approach and opens automatically. Heading onto the paved street, I jog at my warm-up pace through our swanky neighborhood just north of Dallas. It was all new construction, with our house being the largest of the subdivision.

After Mark met Brandon and Meghan last year, he and Kirsten joined the pair and formed their unique polycule. They’re smugly in love and don’t mind displaying it openly. Though Brandon and Mark weren’t engaging sexually, their respect for each other grew into an almost brotherly relationship. The four of them intentionally planned this mansion and the surrounding grounds to be a home, a working office, and a place to hold the type of parties they enjoyed—swinging parties and a home for me.

Mark is a billionaire. He made his fortune in the luxury hospitality industry before creating his chain of specialty resorts for mega-rich clients that expected perks most people don’t realize existed. Mark knows money can’t buy happiness, but he created a brand with Fantasy Unlimited where mega-millionaires can enjoy themselves and fulfill their unique sexual needs. When Brandon’s travel plans were disrupted, and he was given a free one-year membership to the Platinum Club for Fantasy Unlimited, he met Kirsten. Over three days, the two of them fell in love even while married to other people.

I met Meghan, Brandon’s wife, while the two of them were fucking around in Green Bay. No judgment—to each their own—and everything worked out for them. Meghan met Mark over the phone, and while I followed Mark’s instructions, giving her a new iPhone and the best remote control vibrator money could buy, I had little to do with their accelerated love affair. The four of them met at Brandon’s house and, in a frenzy, found they were inexorably bound together.

Grinning at the memories as I jog onto the paved path that winds along a four-lane highway on the outskirts of town, I pass by fields of wheat and corn. The memories of a year ago are still playing in my thoughts. I joined the foursome the next day when Mark asked me to change my weekend plans. As his personal/executive assistant, I was used to him assuming control of my calendar, and he respected my limit of not being sexually involved with my boss. I don’t believe in love at first sight, but when I met Brandon, I became a believer in lust at first sight.

Maybe it was his eyes that drew me in. Like Mark, he met my eyes and didn’t immediately check out my chest. He was kind and polite, and he listened as Mark and I discussed changing Fantasy Unlimited and added relevant context. I was surprised that merely his presence had my body responding. I don’t know—maybe pheromones. In a private side conversation with Mark, to whom I’d never felt any sexual attraction, I told him I’d join the team and keep everyone’s focus on the work that needed to be done on one condition. I would be Brandon’s freeuse slut.

I know. It sounds crazy. I can only say that working for Mark opened my eyes to how some people are more focused on their goals if they can indulge in no-strings, purely physical, sexual connections. Brandon agreed, and I moved into their house along with Mark and Kirsten, and we reinvented Fantasy Unlimited. Construction began on their estate and their huge mansion the following week. They designed a separate apartment for my privacy, but I knew I needed to be close to keep up the momentum of our new venture.

Otherwise, I was certain the four of them would fuck all the time while I watched the empire I’d helped build collapse. I’m happy I was wrong—the four of them are focused professionals most of the time, and I grew closer to Brandon. I don’t see how I couldn’t as his twenty-four-seven, freeuse slut. I thought being a third wheel, maybe a fifth wheel, with Brandon would give me a sexual outlet without having to find a man via a dating app, and it did.

Brandon is a sexual god in that he can recover quickly, even after fucking Kirsten or his wife Meghan—which he does daily. He mostly focuses on projects, but he’s only human. With Meghan and Kirsten nearby, he gets horny quite quickly. When he’s distracted, he needs a release before continuing his work, or the three of them would stop all progress to fuck like bunnies. I’m Brandon’s release—and fuck if I don’t love that I am his on-call slut anytime.

My route curves, and I take a turn to head back home. As usual, thinking about Brandon has my body responding, even as I jog through the fields and back into the ritzy subdivision. My nipples tighten in my sports bra, and my core wells with arousal. After a five-mile run, my tights wick away moisture from more than sweat pooling between my thighs, if you know what I mean. I’ll be a horny mess by the time I step inside the mansion, but I’m the submissive, so Brandon has to make the first move. He gets a sadistic thrill when he makes me simmer while I’m horny, the adorable bastard.

Pausing at our gate to punch in the security code and stretch from the last sprint, I continue to the house at a slow, cool-down pace. My breathing slows, and I check my heart rate on my watch. It’s a little elevated, probably from fantasizing about Brandon while I sprinted the last leg. I slowly walk the last hundred meters and think about the two women. I’m not bisexual, but they are fucking gorgeous enough that I’ve entertained the thought of experimenting. I mean, working in a sexually charged environment, it’s always easy to have wild fantasies. Usually, however, Brandon finds me and melts my brain before I go down the road of being trapped between Meghan and Kirsten.

Opening the door, I walk in and head to the kitchen. Our normal routine is to enjoy coffee together while Mark fills us in on what he’s devised while he sleeps. I swear the man is always plotting the next move and is agile enough to pivot when his intuition pushes him in a new direction. I’m kicking out of my running shoes when I hear new voices mixed with the familiar foursome I live and work with.

I’m slightly surprised to see an unfamiliar man sitting on the counter with a woman I don’t recognize tucked into his lap. Holy shit, she’s another knockout, and I’m rethinking both love at first sight and my commitment to heterosexuality in an instant.

“Who’s this?” I ask aloud, focusing on the new couple. When the pair both look at me, my body quivers, and I realize I’m in trouble. A thrill of desire shoots up my spine. While I’m a fucking professional most of the time, I feel an impulse to sink to my knees and pledge my devotion to the intriguing pair.

“Lisa, glad you’re here,” Mark smirks, putting his cup down. “Meet our newest teammate, Will, and his lovely wife, Christi.”


CHAPTER 3
WILL



Christi shifts on my lap, grinding into my erection as she has been since she climbed into my lap. She slept with Mark last night, and beside me was his lover, Meghan, who was my companion for the night. We’d accepted the invitation to the pineapple party not expecting much but a little fun, before returning home together. We didn’t expect to wake up in other people’s beds, but here we are. Meghan was by far the hottest woman at the party, but only by a degree. Megan’s housemate, Kirsten, is a knockout, on par with my friend Jenny. When she joins us, holding hands with Meghan’s husband Brandon. I’m already dizzy from thinking about the connections between the two couples.

I thought things were tangled with Brad and Jenny and her hotwifing with me and the rest of Brad’s posse. When Craig’s girlfriend, Felicia, added her submissive slut to their relationship, I realized our group of friends was as kinky as Christi and me. We’d started swinging months before Jenny explored Brad’s fantasy of watching her with other men. Christi is like Brad, enjoying their spouse with other partners. We’d kept it on the down low, not revealing our extra-marital proclivities, until Brad gave Jenny a vixen anklet. Christi recognized the symbol and coordinated a hotwife date with Jenny.

Months later, all of Brad’s friends, including Christi and I, gathered at Brad’s beach house for a weeklong orgy; I thought we’d hit peak freakiness. I was wrong. So wrong. Christi’s friendship with Jenny expanded to include Felicia in their weekly coffee meeting. Things began to change. Maybe it was the orgy that sparked Christi’s shift from limiting herself as an observer, watching me fuck other women, to seeking out male playmates when we went to a swinging party.

Rather than feeling jealous or threatened by her new interests, I thought it was the hottest thing ever, watching another guy fuck Christi hard. As we have all our marriage, we’ve adapted, communicated, and grown closer as we continue to explore our open relationship. Last night was another shift in our dynamic.

Meeting Mark over coffee was a revelation, too. I’d watched him disappear into his mansion with Christi while I was flirting with Meghan. When Meghan noticed me appraising their departure, she took my hand and led me to a different bedroom. When I woke beside her, quietly sleeping this morning, I slipped from her bed, looking for coffee.

I met Mark in the kitchen, and we hit it off. Neither of us minded that we’d fucked each other’s wife—well, I thought Meghan was his wife. Throughout our coffee discussion, Mark explained that he was in a polycule with his business partner, Brandon, and his wife—Meghan. The puzzle pieces all clicked when Brandon and Kirsten, Mark’s actual wife, joined us.

Before that, Mark told me about his venture with adult-only hospitality. I’d been developing nightclubs in and around Dallas for years, so his description of Fantasy Unlimited piqued my interest. He told me they wanted to expand into vacation destinations. I’d mentioned a small island off the coast of Belize where a buddy of mine had his wedding. Mark told me a story about a luxury sailing yacht he wanted to buy and use to charter adult-friendly cruises.

We bounced ideas off each other for a while. I thought he was fucking with me when he offered me a job to work with them, but he assured me he wasn’t and offered me a salary that pretty much sealed the deal if I could convince Christi.

When the kitchen filled up with Mark’s partners after Christi slipped into my lap, I saw an opportunity to tell Christi about Mark’s job offer. She was just getting over the shock of that when the six of us were joined by another fucking knockout.

She was in running garb, her tight curves encased in a thin layer of tights and a sports bra. Her black hair was pulled back in a ponytail that spilled out under the back of a ball cap. Her almond-shaped eyes and tawny skin tone took my breath away.

She says something, but I can’t tell you what it is. I’m usually cool when meeting gorgeous women, but this girl slides immediately under my skin. I couldn’t stop undressing her with my eyes, and my mind filled with the lusty vision of her on her knees, sucking my cock with that ponytail in my fist.

“Lisa,” Mark says, and I only connect with the name while missing the rest of Mark’s sentence.

“Oh,” is her response. This time, I’m the target of her eye-fucking assessment, along with Christi on my lap.

“Jesus, you’re beautiful,” Christi says while grinding on my cock as a way to let me know she’d felt it throb with Lisa’s introduction.

“What’s his position?” Lisa asks without taking her eyes off of my wife and me.

I twist in the stool, and Christi slips off my lap and stands beside me in her silky robe. I’m in my boxers and t-shirt, with my cock so stiff it’s tenting my shorts.

“I was thinking he could manage our island and sailing ventures,” Mark says offhand.

“I didn’t know we had an island or any sailing ventures,” Lisa mentions, giving a side eye to Mark. “But I can catch up later.”

She stares back at me, sweeping down my chest to my groin, and I can see her eyes widen as she focuses on the main attraction in my pants. Her white teeth dent her lip as she tilts her head. The way she looks hungrily at Christi, too, has my cock throbbing.

“I only have one question,” Lisa says, removing her cap, crossing her arms, and pulling her bra off. My eyes drop to the hard points of her nipples. “Can he fuck?”

“Oh, girlfriend,” Christi says. “Don’t you worry about that; he’s an awesome fuck. We both are.”

The things I love most about Christi are her confidence, intuition, and ability to talk frankly. Lisa snaps her eyes to Christi, almost as a challenge. I’m still eye fucking Lisa’s body, moving up from her breasts topped by rock-hard nipples to the flush of color darkening her cheeks and her exotic dark eyes. The other four people in the room fade as I watch Christi close the distance between her and Lisa.

“You want to fuck him?” Christi asks, slipping her robe off her shoulders, and it drops to the floor around her feet, leaving my wife naked between Lisa and me. “You need to be nice to me. I’m the one who tells him which slut to fuck.”

Goddamn, if my wife doesn’t make my cock throb even more as she establishes dominance over the object of my lust.

“How about you get naked on your knees and ask nicely—slut,” Christi purrs, then looks at Meghan before panning to Kirsten, who I’ve barely met. “You may need to get in line.”

Silence covers the room like a blanket until Mark’s deep chuckle gets Christi’s eye. Lisa twists to look at the man of the house, and he grins, nods, and waves his hand to Christi like she’s in charge. Without pause, Lisa looks back at Christi and pushes her tights down to her ankles, baring her tight, flexible body, and slips to her knees. Christi grabs her ponytail and pulls her between her thighs.

“Make me come, slut.” Her voice is low, a gruff dominant tone she uses for effect. “Then I’ll let you find out how well my husband fucks.”

They pause, staring at each other. It’s practically a showdown, but Christi isn’t backing down.

“It’s your choice, sweetheart,” Christi adds without contempt. “But I need to hear you ask first.”

Lisa’s head bobs, looking at my wife’s pussy, then back up. She licks her lips.

“May I lick your pink pussy?” Lisa’s body trembles, her voice lowering as she pleads with her eyes.

“That’s a good girl,” Christi coos, tugging Lisa’s head closer and widening her stance. “Yes, you may.”

Christi moans as Lisa dives between her thighs, her head falling back as she glances at me with her feline smile. I look over at Meghan, still beside me, and she’s watching the scene with palpable lust. Panning, I see all eyes are locked on my wife getting eaten out by the next girl I’ll fuck.


CHAPTER 4
KIRSTEN



The shock of Lisa stripping and then falling to her knees at the feet of Mark’s hookup last night lasts only a moment before my pussy clenches with desire. I’ve had a crush on Lisa for years, but she’s always maintained a professional distance from me as her boss’s wife. When she became Brandon’s freeuse slut, I thought there might be a chance to expand our relationship, but she kept reminding me she only wanted cock—no strings and no pussies.

I gasp at the scene playing out in our kitchen as Brandon’s hand tightens against my thigh. I don’t know anything about Christi, the striking brunette currently dominating my husband’s assistant and my lover’s slut. I glance at Meghan, who’s watching Lisa lean into Christi’s snatch. When she turns as if she feels my gaze and stares at me with dark, lustful eyes, I realize she wants to play, and I’m always willing to indulge.

I climb onto the counter, my thigh stretching against the cool marble as I pull myself up. My focus on Meghan has her licking her lips, twisting her stool to face me as I swing around and place my heels on the counter’s edge. Without saying a thing, Meghan leans in and covers my leaking slit with her mouth, and her tongue easily finds my throbbing clit. I moan at the hungry swipes of her tongue as I grip her hair and pull her tight against me.

I lower, resting on my back, and relax. My head hangs off the counter’s edge as I lock eyes with Mark and Brandon. They’re standing side-by-side, leaning against the opposite counter, staring at me like I’m prey. I grin, focusing on their cocks rising in their shorts, and lick my lips. I open my mouth in invitation as my hips rock and grind against Meghan’s hungry mouth.

“Oh, you beautiful bitch,” Christi says in the background as I watch Mark push down his shorts and fist his cock. “Right there, keep circling. You’re doing such a good job licking my pussy. It’s your first time, isn’t it?”

I imagine the scene playing out behind Meghan and bite my lip. Christi’s intuition is right on the money, making me shudder. I move one hand to my breast, pushing my robe off and pulling on my nipple. Mark grips his cock and teases the head around my lips. I lap at his crown; the taste of his precum coats my tongue. His tight grip on my hair thrills me. With a single thrust, my mouth is filled with my husband’s cock.

Holy fuck, how did we get here?

I knew Meghan and Mark had slept with the new couple; we all enjoy taking a variety of lovers to bed. Last night, the other partygoers paled compared to Brandon. When he didn’t find a playmate, I kept Brandon beside me. With Mark occupied, I took over as host and escorted the last attendees out the front door as the party ended. When the door clicked, Brandon pushed me against the door and kissed me deeply.

We found our way to a guest room, one of our favorites, and enjoyed a lovely romp in the sheets. Brandon never fails to hit my buttons with his confident dominance. He wears like a second skin, and I lost track of the orgasms he gave me. When we woke up, he was curled around me, my favorite big spoon. We both heard the voices and slid out of bed to join our guests in the kitchen.

I’d hardly been introduced to the captivating Christi when Lisa showed up. I’d barely seen Will sitting behind her, holding her lap.

Mark’s thrust into my throat brings me out of my musing as I gurgle around his thick shaft. Two more thrusts, and he moves to the side. I lock eyes with Brandon and then focus on his swollen cock in time to lap at the pearl of precum dripping from his tip. I moan at his taste, and he takes over, immediately fucking my throat. All my thoughts evaporate in a bonfire of lust. Curling one hand around Brandon’s thigh, my other reaches for my husband. Gripping his cock, still slick with my spit, I jack him off. The flash orgy in our kitchen overwhelms me, and I sink into slut mode.

My body has been molded to please my husband, and he made it my job to please other men while I worked as a Fantasy Unlimited hostess. When Brandon collided with me in the Green Bay bed and breakfast, I thought he would be just one more faceless man with a needy sex drive. He proved me wrong as he bent me over the reception desk, fucking me and pushing me into bliss three times before we made it to his suite.

My thoughts of my lover, part of my poly family with my husband, and Meghan Brandon’s wife slip my mind when he pulls his cock out. In a moment, my mouth fills with my husband’s familiar taste, and I suck him easily into my throat. These two men drive me crazy, and I love every moment.

“That’s my girl.” Mark’s growl of praise sets my mind right, and I focus on pulling cum from his balls. My body buzzes with lust as my husband uses my mouth. I scream around his cock as Meghan’s tongue pushes me into orbit. I hear another scream, and my mind works to place the voice.

“Oh, you’re a delight,” Christi coos, helping me connect the dots as I imagine her juice coating Lisa’s cheeks.

Meghan pumps two fingers inside me, pushing me to another crest. Mark pulls back just enough for me to seal my lips behind his ridge and savor the hot pumps of his cum onto my tongue. I swallow it all down before he steps back.

Brandon reasserts his dominance, and my throat burns from the hard use he delivers. He firmly thrusts into my throat while his wife’s terrific tongue propels me into mindless bliss until his hot cream fills my mouth.

“You want his cock in your cunt? You need to show me you can handle it down your throat.” The words tangle in my brain as I clean Brandon’s cock, then recall our house guests.

Christi’s a delightful domme, and I wonder what her dynamic was with my husband last night. Is she a switch? Meghan pulls her mouth away and licks my joy juice from my thighs. Brandon helps me sit up, and I finally see the new couple bracketing my husband’s assistant.

Lisa is on her knees still. Christi’s hand fists around her ponytail as she guides her mouth to Will’s cock. His boxers are kicked aside, and his impressive cock rivals that of my two lovers. Christi lets go, and Will takes over, gripping Lisa’s head to hold her still as his mouth fucks her.

Christi looks up, smiling at me as I’m spread on the edge of the counter, pussy glistening from Meghan’s eager tongue. She walks around her husband and then around the counter until she’s behind me.

“Did you enjoy the show, beautiful?” Christi asks. Her warm breath behind my ear has me shivering. “I enjoyed watching you shatter against her mouth.”

“Meghan loves my pussy,” I say, staring into the eyes of my poly playmate, still cleaning between my thighs. Meghan blushes and nods, acknowledging the truth.

“Do you fraternize with your coworkers often?” Christi cups and squeezes my breasts, pulling a moan from my lips when she tugs and twists my sensitive nipples. “May I enjoy the company benefits if my husband is hired?”

“God, I hope so,” I answer, tilting my head back. When Christi kisses me, I practically melt.


CHAPTER 5
MARK



Pushing my cock back into my pajamas, I observe Meghan’s eyes fog over. It’s been a familiar sight since the four of us admitted the truth of our love for each other. Brandon watches my lover of last night, Christi, French kiss my wife, Kirsten. She’s lying across the kitchen counter, legs akimbo, unaware she’s the focus of Meghan’s lustful stare.

When Meghan pans and sees my smirk, she slips off the stool and walks around to sink to her knees in front of her husband and me. She’s always an eager slut, and that’s only one of the many reasons why I love her. My cock grows inside my pajamas as she palms me through the cotton, her other hand doing the same to her husband.

I glance past the counter between the kitchen and the small lounge. Will pulls his cock from my PA’s mouth, smearing her drool and his precum over Lisa’s glistening cheeks. I’ve never seen her naked, let alone in full submissive, freeuse-slut mode for a couple she’s barely met. Something about Will and Christi must have hit her in the right spot. I nudge Brandon, tilting my head at the show. He looks up from Meghan, fitting his cock between her lips, and then looks at me.

“How do you know this stuff?” he asks, his eyes fluttering closed as he moans from his wife’s sucking one of his balls. He doesn’t seem to mind another man using Lisa as a fuck toy.

“Intuition,” I say with a shrug. “I can’t explain it, but I tune into something beyond the physical. Lisa’s attraction to you is the same as their instant connection toward each other. It’s not just Will she wants.”

Brandon shakes his head in amazement. “What else do you sense? I think you’re not telling the whole story here.”

I glance down as Meghan lowers my pajamas and grabs my cock, locking eyes with me. I nod, granting permission, and she starts sucking, moaning with hungered lust. I take a moment to enjoy her talents while collecting my thoughts about Brandon’s observation.

My mind is always working, able to carry on a conversation while designing new business plans in the background or having my cock swallowed. The only person who has ever been on my level with multi-tasking has been Lisa. But I doubt she’s thinking about business plans right now.

Will pulls her to her feet, then bends her over between my wife’s legs. Kirsten moans, breaking her sensuous kiss with Christi, whose skills between the sheets I enjoyed last night. Lisa looks up at Christi, who’s fondling my wife’s full breasts. Christi takes charge, granting permission with a simple nod, and Lisa dives into Kirsten’s pussy like she’s dying of thirst. Christi’s transition to a domme is a delightful difference from the submissive partner she was last night.

“These two,” I say to Brandon, looking at Christi, then pointing at Will. “They’re tangled up with another group of friends. It’s faint, but I sense it strongly. The more I’m around them, my mind will assemble the pieces.”

“Oh-my-fucking-GOD!” Lisa screams out, and I look up as Will pulls her head back with a tight grip on her black ponytail. He’s rutting into her from behind, his hips piston like a machine.

“You like that, slut.” His voice is low, completely different from the affable man I shared coffee with. “You like getting fucked by my cock. You’ve been drooling over it since I first saw you.”

I realize I’m staring raptly as Will’s words growl over several punches of his hips and punctuate his grunts and Lisa’s moans.

“Fuck yes! I love it. Fuck me! Harder!” My quiet professional assistant is coming apart around Will’s hard pounding.

“I’ll make you our fuck toy,” Will continues, then flicks his eyes up to his wife across the counter, currently fondling my wife’s tits. His grin reflects she’s on board with his plan.

“Please, please,” Lisa begs, her usually placid face tight and pained from Will’s hard use. “Anything. I’ll do anything.”

I chuckle loud enough for Lisa to hear. When her eyes dart and register my stare, I’m treated to the sight of her eyes rolling back as her body stiffens, her mouth wide in a silent scream. She comes apart beautifully around Will’s continuous fucking.

Lisa has always been composed and professional. Even being Brandon’s stress-relief freeuse slut—she’s treated it as a duty at first but has slowly allowed her mask to slip. Her mask of cool decorum is completely obliterated as her body vibrates into another wave of bliss.

“Fuck!” Will growls, and I watch his jaw tighten. “You’re cunt feels so good when you come.

“That’s it, baby. Ruin our slut.” Christi coaches from behind my wife.

Lisa’s eyes open and she looks blearily at Kirsten with her legs spread out in front of her. When my wife reaches out for her, Will pushes her head down into my wife’s cunt. Kirsten moans and arches back, her breasts lifting. Christi’s fingers pull on her nipples, and Kirsten grips Lisa’s head, smearing her arousal all over my assistant’s cheeks.

Will tightens his grip on Lisa’s hips, shifts into a higher gear, and groans in lust.

“I’m going to paint her pussy, baby.” He glances at his wife for a moment, and Christi’s head nods.

“Do it. Claim our slut,” Christi growls right beside my wife’s ear; she’s taken charge of this scene like she was born for this role.

Will slams in deep, and Lisa nearly collapses as her body twists in ecstasy. Kirstin cries out as her pussy gushes, squirting all over Lisa’s lust-contorted face. Will pumps into Lisa several times, then pulls her away from Kirsten. He slides out of her as he holds her in his arms, looking back and sitting on the ottoman behind him in the adjacent sitting room.

Lisa sprawls backward over Will’s body. Her thighs twitch as her body goes slack. Will leans and kisses behind her ear, whispering something I can’t hear. Christi moves away from Kirsten, walking around the island to join her husband and Lisa. I’ve been so focused on the scene playing out that I’ve lost track of what’s happening near me. Brandon has Meghan bent over the back counter, and she’s begging to come while he fucks her from behind. I step behind my wife, pulling her closer, and she relaxes against my chest, breathless, on the counter.

“Mark,” she says, looking up at me wide-eyed. “I think we need to review our hiring practices.”

Her wink has me laughing. Meghan screams out behind us as Brandon pushes her past her peak. His grunts tell me he’s hit his peak, emptying into his wife. Christi and Will bracket Lisa in the other room, soothing her with soft kisses and caresses.

“Come here,” I tell my wife, picking her up. I kiss her as she drapes her arms around my neck while I leave the kitchen. Kissing her forehead, I settle into the sofa adjacent to the threesome on the ottoman. We kiss softly, unhurried, as we reconnect. I smile into her eyes.

“I know,” I say, referring to Will’s impulsive hire. My mind is working on how Christi will fit in with our enterprise. I was unsure initially, but I know her talents will fit our dynamic. I smile at Lisa; she’s content. Her face relaxes into an expression of bliss as her two new lovers soothe her. It looks like she’s finally found her place, too.

“We’ll need them, though. We have work to do.”


UNLIMITED
FREEUSE STOWAWAY
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ABOUT FREEUSE STOWAWAY–UNLIMITED


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

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

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

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

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

I love to help Captain work out his frustrations.

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

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


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


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

HOLLY BLACK


FREEUSE STOWAWAY UNLIMITED


CHAPTER 1
PROLOGUE
FANTASY UNLIMITED CHARTER CRUISES



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 2
A NEW TASK



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 3
DRESSING UP



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

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

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

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

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

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

“You look beautiful.”

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

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

“Perfect.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His question makes me blink, and my head spins.

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 4
COMMON GROUND



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Who are these people?


CHAPTER 5
DEAL PROPOSAL



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Black-balled from what, exactly?”

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

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


CHAPTER 6
TOASTING



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 7
ALL OF THAT



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you okay with this?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 8
SLUTTY STEWS



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You good?” I wink.

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

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

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


CHAPTER 9
MEET THE NEW BOSSES



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Chef!” we say in unison.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 10
ON YOUR KNEES
STEPH



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I’ve won the fucking lottery.


CHAPTER 11
SHE'S IN CONTROL
HOLLY



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No, ma’am. I understand.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You want to come, sweetheart?”

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 12
A NEW DAY



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We’re in for a three-day cruise, and I wonder what the guests will want from us. Whatever it is, Steph and I are up for it.


SHAKEDOWN
FREEUSE STOWAWAY
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ABOUT FREEUSE STOWAWAY–SHAKEDOWN


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

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

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


To those who pursue pleasure beyond typical hedonism and find the bliss of becoming one with our soul mates.


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

ROBERT BROWNING


CHAPTER 1
MORNING PLANS
HOLLY



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 2
SHE'D BETTER BE
HOLLY



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What were we doing just before this surprise spit roast?


CHAPTER 3
STRESS RELIEF
STEPH



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I’m just a toy.



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

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

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

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

Oh shit. Things are getting interesting.




CHAPTER 4
STEPH ROASTED
STEPH



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Will’s gonna take over your throat fucking now.”

I lose track of whose hand is at my throat as I angle my neck back and open my mouth wide. I see Will stroking his thick cock as he slides in front of my head, kneeling on the bench cushion. My vision fills with the sight of his cock and balls, and I inhale his intoxicating musk. When a mouth sucks one of my hard nipples, I arch my back. Was that Christi, Meghan, or Kirsten? I’m lost in the barrage of hands caressing me as two men tease my mouth and cunt with their massive dicks.

“Fuck me,” I manage to plead just before Will plugs my mouth with his thick crown.

My tongue wags and curls, collecting his sticky precum and swirling my spit over his crown. I try to move my arms, but small, strong hands hold them to the table. I’m helpless and give myself over in sinful submission to the five people around me. I shudder as Brandon’s cock slides deep inside with one firm thrust. He grips my hips and starts to fuck my aching cunt in long, full strokes.

Two sets of lips suck my aching nipples before two tongues swirl around the stiff tips. Lips run along the base of my neck next to the soft hand holding the sides of my throat. I gasp for air every time Will pulls out, only to moan around Will’s thickness as he slowly pumps deeper into my gullet. I recall Meghan’s coaching and swallow as I sense my gag reflex threatening to take over. My body shakes as Brandon slams into me, and Will’s cock stretches into my throat.

I grind my hips automatically as Brandon fucks me hard, and one of his hands wraps around my thighs. Two sets of nimble fingers run down my belly, then trace along my stuffed pussy lips, taking turns circling my clit as I start to see stars. My mouth empties of the heated cock, and cum-flavored drool spills down my cheeks and over my eyes. I’m blind to sight, but my body is alive with the sensations of this spit-roasting by two men while three women caress and encourage my sluttery.

My mind blanks as I surrender to the tightening coils of arousal, working my throat around Will’s cock and wanting to blow his mind with pleasure. I tighten my core, squeezing my juicy cunt around Brandon’s pole as he greedily uses my pussy to release his stress. My core tightens as my orgasm coils inside me, wanting to prolong the bliss of riding this intense edge. My body is being used for pleasure, and how feral and aggressive they are in seeking their release only has my mind melting.

The soft lips and limber tongues work my nipples, and gentle hands knead my tits, making my body writhe, seeking more. More tongues. More lips. More cock. More fingers. I’m dizzy with lust as I gasp for a breath when Will pulls out of my mouth again. My face is covered in drool, and his precum and I lift my neck to rub my face against his stiff cock and heavy balls. Scents of sex and musk swirl with the slick friction of the two men fucking my throat and cunt.

I want to hold the heads of the women working my aching tits, but I’m still held tight to the table. Dark words growl out as the two cocks move like pistons in and out of my body. They grunt, and I struggle to decipher their unintelligible words from the daze of sensations flooding my senses.

“That’s it,” a soft feminine whisper drills into my brain. “You’re taking their cocks so well, slut. Do you want to come around them?”

I whimper around Will’s staff as it probes my throat; when I try to nod in answer, my mind spins as I inhale the sweat of his musky balls. My hips lift in time with Brandon’s steady thrusts. I whine when he quickens his pace, snapping his hips to drive his cock to the hilt. My nerves are overloaded with sensations, and my mind floats in bliss.

“Come for me, sweet girl. Come so hard around my husband’s cock,” Meghan moans in one ear.

“Swallow my husband’s white-hot load, little cum bucket,” Christi gruffly coaches in my other.

I fall apart as I feel the two cock swell and then pulse. Will’s hot jizz fills my mouth, and my core jolts as hot spurts of Brandon’s cum fill my pussy. My body bucks against the hands still holding me. The firm grip on my hips is an iron vice, and I see white stars when I shatter into shards from the bliss I feel.

Will pulls out, and I swallow down the load in my mouth before gasping for breath. My hips buck and grind into Brandon’s slow strokes, my pussy clenching and milking him dry. Lying back as my body stills, two sets of hands cradle my braided hair, then tug me off the table and into the warm thighs of someone’s lap. Soft lips kiss me, one after another, as fingers slide over my eyes, clearing the mess of drool and cum from my vision. I float along until my body slumps against the body holding me. Hands guide and turn me, laying me back until my head rests on the cushions of the bench as I blink up into the brightness of the day.

The two men stagger back, then drop down into chairs after they pull up their shorts, tucking away their cocks which are still gleaming from our spontaneous sex. The women gaze down at me, and I know I’m a mess of cum, sweat, and tears.

“Come with us,” Kirsten says. Christi is at my side helping me sit up, and Meghan helps me slide off the cushion, my bare feet warm on the teak deck.

The trio of women, still dressed in the clothes they wore to work on their projects, huddle around my body, naked save for the thin coil of my skirt bundled around my hips. Cum slips out of my cunt and dribbles down my thigh as they help me into the interior of the ship.


CHAPTER 5
CALMED AND CLEANED
HOLLY



My knees wobble as I stand in the pilothouse, looking at Captain and Mark, who just finished using me to satiate their desires. I grin as I remember leaving Steph alone with our five other guests and hitch my thumb over my shoulder.

“I should get back in case Steph needs help putting away breakfast.” I shrug and twist at the waist, making my skirt dance around my thighs; the motion eases out a slick stream of Captain’s cum that dribbles down my thigh. I’ll have to scoop it off discreetly in a bit.

“I’ll follow,” Mark says, grabbing his satphone off the desk. “I’m still unfamiliar with how this ship is laid out. I’ll talk to you later, Mike.”

Captain nods, scans the horizon out the pilothouse windows, then checks the radar display and the navigation screen. “We’re on schedule and should arrive at Playa Cabana the day after tomorrow. If the wind picks up, we might lose some time if we decide to sail.”

“Understood. I’d love to see how she sails, but I understand the schedule is tight,” Mark says, using the satphone antenna to salute.

“I’ll see you later?” I ask quietly, leaning to kiss Captain’s cheek.

He smiles and pulls me into a quick hug. “You will when things slow down some. I need to talk to the engineer officer and check on the status of things.”

I nod happily, still filled with yummy endorphins from the double stuffing. Captain turns back to his console, picking up the phone to dial the engineer. I look over at Mark, who is watching me with a slight grin, and I wave for him to follow, then head out the bridge wing to walk aft.

“Are all the mornings at sea like this?” Mark asks as we stroll along the main deck. The sun is shining, and there is a slight breeze; the water is like glass, with minor swells that slowly make the ship rock. It’s unclear if he means the salacious sex we just enjoyed or the beautiful weather.

“Most of the time,” I say, smiling at him and deciding to talk about the weather. “It can also be ugly if there is a storm. Today looks like it will be nice, at least in the morning.”

“I can see why you enjoy living on this ship if most mornings are like this.” Mark twists his head, looking out to the horizon. “I don’t see a cloud in sight.”

“They mostly build in the afternoon, I’ve noticed. I can do little to affect the weather, so I just ride it out.” I consider adding that’s how I handle my freeuse duties, too, but by his grin, I think he’s tuned into the innuendo of our conversation. Looking ahead as we move aft, I see our wake extend into the calm water, then turn back to Mark. “Captain keeps up with weather news. This time of year requires that mariners stay abreast of possible tropical depressions. Or, at least, that’s what he tells me.”

“Right.” Mark tightens his jaw. “This is early hurricane season. I’m glad the captain is cautious. I’m trusting him with a significant investment.”

I smile at him, then see the table we’d set for breakfast is a complete mess. The plates and serving trays are scattered, and food and drinks are spilled over the surface. Brandon and Will sit on deck chairs past the table, slumping down and trying to catch their breath. Brandon is the first to notice us and stands with shorts undone, the tip of his cock peeking out of the waistband.

What have they been up to with Steph?



“Oh, Mark. I’m glad you’re back; I need to call Lisa to ask some questions. Can I use the phone?” He’s entirely at ease even though it’s evident that he just finished having sex, probably with my best friend. Mark steps past me, and I turn, walking toward the open glass door leading into the interior. Steph is sitting slumped in one of the white leather loungers. Her face is a mess of gleaming juices, and her eyes appear glassy, only focusing when she notices me.

“Oi, Hols,” she says with a sparkling grin. I notice the three stunning female guests turn to watch me as they comfort my best friend. “Got spit-roasted like a proper slut, babe. I need a minute, then I’ll help you clean up from brekkie, yeah?”

I smile and lean over to kiss her forehead. I feel the hands of the others run along my sides, cupping my ass as my arousal builds. “Take a breather,” I say as I pan to smile at our guests. “I’ll get something to clean you up. A tray of hot towels should do the trick.”

“Thank you, Holly.” Kirsten meets my eyes with a smile. “We know you two have other duties, and we’ll let you get back to it after we care for Steph.”

The galley has a keep-warm drawer where we stock hot, rolled washcloths for guests as they arrive or return from an off-ship excursion. I gather a bundle of steaming washcloths, piling them on one of our silver serving trays. A dribble of Captain’s cum slips down my thigh, reminding me that I could use a little clean up too. I hold out the tray to our guests, who take two a piece. Christi turns and cleans Steph’s face while Meghan kneels, mopping up between Steph’s legs.

“I’m a little speechless,” I admit to Kirsten. “We don’t often service our guests, so this is new. I hope we met your expectations?”

“Yes, very much.” Kirsten tilts her head, then leans and wipes along my sticky jaw and down the V of my polo shirt, which is still slick from being used by her husband. “I guess Mark is satisfied, too?”

My cheeks heat, and I feel embarrassment rise as I shyly grin at the gorgeous blond. “I was delighted to serve Mark and Captain in the pilothouse,” I admit proudly. “I’m glad Steph and I are meeting your expectations.”

“I can speak for all of us; we feel refreshed and relaxed from your attentive service.” Kirsten smiles.

Christi approaches, placing the towels she cleaned Steph with back on the tray. I turn and collect the other towels. I still need to clean up between my thighs. Christi grins knowingly and takes a clean cloth, slipping into a crouch and lifting my tiny skirt.

“Mark?” she asks as she mops up the dribble of cream seeping out of my tender lips. I shake my head.

“Captain. I took Mark’s load down my throat.” It doesn’t seem odd at all to tell her about my shenanigans. I’m surprised by Kirsten’s kiss but sink into the softness of her lips and the tease of her tongue with a soft moan. Christi cleans up the mess between my thighs, and Meghan takes the tray of rags out of my hand.

As much as I want to sink back into the bliss of being a fucktoy for these stunning ladies, I know I have my regular duties to attend to. Parting from the kiss, I blink at Kirsten and her bright, blue eyes.

“I should clean up from breakfast, then see what’s on the schedule.” I nod as Lilly approaches us. “We need to get lunch service prepared.”

Lilly leans over and whispers in Steph’s ear. A bright red flush heats Steph’s cheeks, now clean from Christi’s washing, as she nods and scrambles to her feet. I shift to gather the rest of the wash clothes and return to the table outside the glass doors. The air seems hotter as the humidity increases, and I set my tray on the surface and start bussing the table.

Steph steps beside me after pulling her tight polo shirt back on and helps. Together, we carry the dishes inside and down to the galley. I notice Lilly speaking with the other ladies, but I’ve lost track of the three men. Maybe they went somewhere else. Steph works beside me, her lips curling into a smile.

“Let’s get this done,” she says, her eyes sparkling. “Lilly says we can have a break once everything is put away and stowed. Captain wants to sail, and we must secure all spaces for sea.

“A break?” I ask, grinning at her and biting the corner of my lips. “We’re freeuse sluts at all times.”

“I know. I hope they take advantage of us during our downtime,” Steph says quickly, and I match her intensity. We know how to do our jobs efficiently, but it seems to go a bit smoother and quicker this morning.


CHAPTER 6
WE'RE JUST TOYS
HOLLY



Steph and I work in the galley, helping Chef secure his space for the rocking we’ll encounter while under sail. Lilly joins us, leaning against a counter to talk to Chef while Steph and I continue putting everything in its proper place, securing cabinet doors, and leaving nothing on the gleaming stainless steel counters.

“I think we should make lunch a picnic style,” Lilly says. “We can lay out the lunch boxes and drinks on the sun deck so the guests can enjoy their meal while under sail. What did you have planned?”

“Oui. I was thinking the same thing,” Chef says. “I could make up some lunchboxes so we don’t have to worry about trays and plates sliding around and crashing to the deck.”

“Perfect idea,” Lilly says before turning to Steph and me. Technically, Steph outranks me as the second stew, but Lilly always treats us as a team focused on excellent service to our wealthy guests. “The girls will help with setup and packing up the food. We’ll need some water bottles and other things. I’ll get the deck crew to help carry that up top.”

When Steph and I finish securing the galley, Lilly waits for us with arms crossed over her ample breasts. I tilt my head, waiting for her to say what’s on her mind. Steph shifts on her toes, antsy to keep working like she knows there will be a reward for us when we’re done.

“I took care of the guest staterooms,” Lilly says with a knowing grin. “I swapped out the sheets in two cabins and moved laundry along. It looks like only two beds were slept in?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I say, nodding. It’s better to admit what happened than to try and deny it. “I slept with Mark, Will, and Christi in the primary.”

“I cozied up with Kirsten and Meghan in the large guest stateroom,” Steph adds. “Brandon slept on the pullout; there just wasn’t enough room for four in the bed.”

“I see,” Lilly says, tapping her bottom lip. “I suppose it’s hard to slip away from the guests to sleep in your bunks when you finish freeuse slutting for the night. I appreciate that both of you rose early to ensure breakfast was on time. Is there anything else that I should know about?”

“How’s the rest of the crew?” I ask, biting my lip. “I’ve had to pause my normal duties to please our guests, and I feel like they may be upset⁠—”

Lilly silences me with her forefinger against my lips and an odd grin on her face. Blinking, I nod as I realize I have a new set of duties and shouldn’t question my superior. She pulls her finger away, then presses her forehead to mine, staring into my eyes before she presses her soft lips to mine.

“I’m taking care of the men, Holly,” Lilly whispers against my lips. “They’re being good boys and know not to disappoint me. I’ll take care of their needs during a cruise. Liam and I talked it through. Your primary job is servicing the guests. We’ll support you both so you can focus on pleasuring them. We think it will mean better tips if our five-star service continues.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I say, the heat of her lips on mine pinging in my senses.

I don’t know the details. I don’t need to know the details. Lilly knows I care about my shipmates and my dedication to their morale. It’s only for a few days. I nod and step back, returning to continue preparing for sailing in the galley.

Chef starts putting food out on trays while I step beside Steph to pack the food into the cardboard lunch boxes we use for beach excursions for our luxury guests. It’s a familiar routine, and Lilly helps by filling some serving thermoses with water and iced tea. When it’s all been packed, we all share the load to carry everything up to the sky bridge.

The sky bridge is the uppermost deck on the ship in the shadows of the masts. Forward is a large wheel where the captain can control the rudder. It also hosts a large control panel for the electronically controlled sails. I remember when Liam caught me stowing away and took me to the captain to report me.

The memory has stuck in my mind, but this open space to the blue skies and swelling seas has become a place of good memories. I’ve spent nights lying on this deck looking at the stars in Captain’s arms while the crew is out on liberty. When we have a break in our cruising schedule, I stay aboard with the captain, and we’ve enjoyed every inch of his ship in very satisfying ways.

There are two lengthy cushioned benches along the sides of the deck, and it’s there that I see our guests again. The men wear shorts but are bare-chested, while the women are in skimpy bathing suits, ready to bake in the sun. They must be on a work break to relax in the tropical sun while the captain demonstrates how our ship sails.

Captain is forward with his hands on the wheel while Liam manipulates the control board beside him. The whine of the electric motors hauling up the sails is barely audible in the stiff wind coming from astern. Andy and Mario are further forward operating the bow stations and looking up as our sails rise majestically above us. We’ve done this many times, but each time, my gut tightens with the excitement of being propelled by the power of the wind.

We arrange the trays on the non-slip pads that line the counter with low rails to keep things from sliding off and crashing against the teak deck. We line the boxed lunches along the rail while the beverage containers fit into snug holders. Chef and Lilly make final touchups as the sails rise to the top of the mast.

“Enjoy some time entertaining the guests. But you must remember to get some rest, ladies.” Lilly winks at us as she turns to walk toward our guests.

“How should we do this?” Steph asks as she looks me up and down.

“Tops off.” I shrug and pull my low-cut polo up and off, baring my breasts, and Steph quickly follows, then stuffs our tops into a nook under the serving counter.

“Fuck, we’re doing this, aren’t we?” Steph asks, glancing down at our guests as they listen to Lilly as she gestures back toward the food and the pair of us.

“Nervous?” I ask.

“Fucking horny, love.” Steph laughs, then leans forward and cups my breasts.

I lift and squeeze hers, my thumb brushing over the tips of her nipples. My lips mute her sigh of pleasure as I kiss her lightly. My groan of excitement joins hers as she kneads my breasts, pinching my rigid nipples and making them hard. I take her hand as we part from the kiss, turning to see our six guests rising and walking toward us. We sink to our knees, knees open, shoulders back, heads bowed as we wait for them.

“We’re just toys,” I whisper, a reminder for both of us as my breath shortens and arousal coils in my core.


CHAPTER 7
AIRTIGHT
HOLLY



The engines cut off, and the sails billow out and snap tight as the wind pushes against the canvas. The deck tilts slightly as the captain adjusts course to take full advantage of the wind. The sudden silence only raises my awareness of the six people walking down the deck toward us. Steph whispers something, and I glance to the side to see her shivering, a flush of arousal coloring her cheeks.

The heat of the sun and the anticipation make me sweat as I hold my submissive pose. I see the feet of the three men, and then their shorts drop to the teak deck in unison. I want to peek up and see if our posture and willing availability to their lust has made them erect, but I wait with my hands on my thighs.

I’m just a toy.



My mantra runs through my head as my body heats up. I sink into the submissive state that my posture and words encourage. I am a willing, submissive fucktoy for all, and the fact that I’m now servicing guests only makes the draw of the sensual sensations more intense. My own body and mind pull me deeper into my submission, and I emit a soft whine as my nipples tighten and my pussy weeps with need.

Shadows surround me, and I notice the men’s bare feet encircle me as I kneel, trying to keep my impatience at bay. I’m just a tool for them to satisfy their lust—a fuck doll in the flesh. Fingers press under my chin, compelling me to lift my head and watch the slate gray irises of Mark’s eyes flare as I make eye contact. I drop my mouth open and extend my tongue out, offering my mouth to him.

“You’re such a willing slut, aren’t you?”

Mark’s voice echoes in my ears as I nod. My reply is unspoken as he traces the tip of his cock along my open lips. My tongue flicks up, capturing a tangy drop of precum as I close my lips around the spongy tip and suck. The feel of another blunt crown presses against my cheek, and I raise my hand to the shaft, tighten my grip, and stroke. Another cock prods against my ear, and, just like that, both my hands and my mouth are filled with steely shafts, and I sink into the bliss of pleasuring these virile men.

I blink as I pull off Mark’s cock, glancing at Brandon as I shift my torso to suck his cock into my mouth. I catch a glimpse of Steph on her knees with her face pressed between Christi’s thighs, lapping at her pussy like she was born for it. I redouble my efforts, pulling Brandon’s cock deep into my throat, swallowing him down as my nose presses against his trimmed patch of hair.

I love every second, but I gasp in surprise when fingers tighten in my hair and firmly yank my head off Brandon’s cock. I glance up in surprise, then smile as Will pulls my open mouth against his swollen crown. Sucking eagerly on his tip, tasting his excitement, I stare up at his lidded eyes as I work his cock like the good, cock-sucking whore I am. The men take turns grabbing my tits, squeezing them, and using their fingers to pinch and tug my hard nipples, and I moan at the twinge of discomfort. Endorphins well up inside me and morph that pain into pleasure as I twist and bob my head on one cock after another, my hands stroking the other two shafts as my head swims with sinful needs.

“I need to be fucked,” I manage as I shift between the three meaty cocks. When I blink my eyes and look up, I see only Brandon and Will staring down at me. I keep working their cocks, while I try to piece together why Mark disappeared. Two cushions plop on the deck beside me. Then Mark sits on them as he reaches for me, lifting my body and pulling my drooling pussy over his mouth. I manage to keep a cadence with my hands, then continue my oral pleasuring of his friends as his mouth surrounds my pussy lips and licks hungrily.

“We’re going to make you airtight,” Brandon growls as his hand grips the back of my head and pulls my mouth deeper down his cock. “You want all your slutty holes filled, don’t you? Such a needy whore.”

“God, yes,” I manage to whimper when I feel Mark’s tongue slide around my ring, rimming his tongue around my tight orifice. Shifting my hips to give him a better angle, I hear him spit against my anus, and I close my eyes when he presses his thumb against the tightened muscle. My mind blanks as I keep switching between sucking on two cocks and rocking my hips on Mark’s face and fingers.

Mark grabs my hips and pushes me down his reclined torso. My mouth stays open as the two beautiful cocks sway further away from me. I hesitate as Mark moves my willing body where he wants me. When one of his arms wraps under my breasts, I lean back against his chest.

“That’s a good girl,” Mark growls in my ear. “Lift your hips.”

I shift my feet to the ground and angle my hips up, feeling Mark’s cock slide between my ass cheeks. His hips cycle, and I try to hold still as he works his cock into position against my anus. My mind flicks back to when we were in port, and Mario and Alex double fucked my pussy, and I shake my head to clear that intense memory. When Mark grinds his hips, his cock pressing against my ring, I whine at the pain of him penetrating my ass.

Blinking back the tears as the first bite of pain fades into an ache of want, I watch Brandon drop to his knees beside me. I turn my head, licking my lips as he presses his cock against my mouth. I distract myself by sucking Bandon with gusto while Mark’s cock sinks further into my ass. I pull my mouth back and wrap a hand around Brandon’s shaft, then spit on his crown and stroke him as his dark eyes stare into mine.

Glancing down, I watch Will sink to his knees and grab my ankles. I open my thighs as he pulls me open, pressing my knees back towards my breasts. Mark is fully seated in my rear, his hands gripping my breasts and holding me against his chest. I suck Brandon back into my mouth with a hungry slurp while peeking down at Will as he positions his cock at my aching, slick opening. I close my eyes as he slides his crown along my tender lips, finds my opening, and thrusts into me. Brandon grabs the back of my head, pulling my mouth deep onto his cock, as Will cycles his cock deeper. When Will’s fully seated, the three men pause long enough for me to savor the feeling of my three holes filled with thick man meat.

I’m just a toy



That thought echoes in my lust-addled mind as the three men cycle their hips, pushing and pulling their thick tools in and out of my fuck holes. Their cocks are hot, and I can feel them throb as they use me for their pleasure. I let go and let them use my body, feeling my core coil from the intense pleasure building inside me. Their tempos ramp up, and I hear their labored breaths as they plumb the depths of my needy cunt, ass, and throat.

I gasp around Brandon’s cock as my body tightens suddenly. My mind blanks as I crash into orgasm. Will curses, gripping my hips tighter and rutting his cock into my clenching cunt. I pull back from Brandon’s cock, spit and drool spilling out of my mouth as I gasp while shuddering in bliss. I twist and lean, needing his cock back in my mouth. I hear the men grunt as they push to find their peaks, using my holes with lustful abandon.

The fact that these virile men use me to satisfy their passion pushes me over the edge, and my body shudders as their grunts and groans grow louder. Their hips flex in sync, pushing their steely shafts deeper as I moan around the throbbing cock in my mouth. I lose track of where I am and who’s doing what as I crash into another mind-blanking peak, my vision turning white.

Then, in a series, their cocks throbbing, they release inside of me. Brandon’s cock pulses his thick cream into the back of my throat, and I suck and swallow, loving the taste of his spunk. When Mark erupts inside my ass, Will follows and fills my pussy with bolts of his cream. The men under and around me are growling and cursing as they chase their orgasms. I use everything I know to prolong their bliss, grinning wildly as I flow into another shaking peak.

When we all slow, the men wrap their arms around me. I tilt my head, and Brandon kisses me first. Then Will pulls his cock out from my clenching cunt and knees forward to kiss me with a growl of thanks. All while Mark slowly cycles his hips, moving his cock inside my ass while I moan into each of the kisses. Then, feeling Mark’s hand press against my back, I bridge my hips to pull my ass off his softened cock. He twists me into his arms until I can focus on his slate-gray eyes. He grins as he kisses me deeply, pulling his arms around me.

I sink to the sun-warmed deck between the three virile men, and it takes a moment before they slide their muscular bodies alongside me. I hear the voices of the four women beside us rising into a lustful crescendo and wonder what Steph is enjoying.


CHAPTER 8
EVERYONE
STEPH



Holly’s head is bowed as she kneels, waiting to be used. I try to mirror her provocative pose, but my hips wriggle, seeking some friction against my slick pussy lips and aching clit. I hear myself whimper when I notice the three handsome men encircle Holly, drop their shorts, and slowly stroke their stiff cocks.

My whine betrays my need as the three curvaceous figures of our female guests encircle me. I don’t know what to do with my eyes. Should I look up, look down, or freeze and wait for what’s next? The three women push down their shorts and peel off their bikinis until they are completely bare, and I wet my lips, wanting to taste each of them.

“You’re shivering,” Christi says as she crouches before me and then leans back, placing her hands flat on the teak deck and angling her body while keeping eye contact with me.

“I’m just anxious to serve you,” I say, meaning every word.

She smirks at me as she spreads her thighs, revealing her bare pussy, which gleams in the midday sun. I hesitate just long enough for her to lean and grip a hank of my dark hair, and then I’m leaning forward as she pulls me between her thighs. I inhale the musk of her arousal as I kiss her lower lips. When I sink my tongue between her petals, she moans deeply.

“Good slut, I want you to make me come all over your pretty face.” Christi’s tone melts my insides as I moan and savor her musky flavor. I’ve lost track of the other two women until their hands run down my sides; one set plays with my tits swaying under my torso while another pair slides over my ass, parting the cheeks and exposing my dripping pussy. I can feel how slick I am and wonder if I’m making a puddle of desire on the teak deck.

“You’re hogging our toy,” Kirsten says, and I can tell she’s the one behind me.

“Roll her onto her back, then we can ride her face.” Meghan joins in as she pinches both nipples sharply.

I moan as Christi pushes back, and without prompting, I roll onto my back. My shoulders press into the smooth, warm teak as I bridge my back, arching and presenting my breasts to the trio. I glance at Kirsten as she winks at me, her hand reaching to cup my wet pussy. I barely have time to moan before Meghan sucks one of my aching nipples, and my body tightens with lust. When I toss my head back, Christi’s pussy is hovering over me, and I rise, encircling her cunt with my lips.

“She’s a good pussy licker,” Christi moans. Her thighs tighten against my ears, muffling the sounds of the sea and the rising moans from the eight-person orgy in the bright Caribbean sun.

Two fingertips slide up and down my slippery folds, then tip into my opening. I rock my hips, encouraging Kirsten to press deeper. I reach and grip Christi’s ass, pulling her against my mouth with one arm while searching for Meghan’s body at my side with my free arm.

“You’re dripping, slut,” Kirsten says, her voice muffled by Christ’s thighs as my hand runs along Meghan’s thigh.

I can only nod as I keep slurping Christi’s pussy, lapping at the juices sliding into my mouth. My knees are spread, and I pull back, offering my cunt for Kirsten’s pleasure. My fingers trace Meghan’s smooth thighs and drift up to her apex as her lips suck on my rock-hard nipple. Christi’s hips rock and grind her pussy against my mouth as I lie prone underneath her. I stick out my tongue as she rides that ridge of muscle, pressing her clit against the tip. My fingers slide along Meghan’s pussy, and I curl the tips against her opening.

“Oh fuck, yes. Finger my pussy, you slut,” Meghan encourages me, licking my nipples and then moving her mouth to the other one.

I fit two fingers inside her, then twist my hand palm up. I swipe my thumb over the firm tip of her clit as my fingers curl and circle the tender spot inside her tunnel. Kirsten’s hand presses against my thighs, rotating my hips and exposing my pussy and ass for her attention. I barely feel the heat of her breath before her mouth seals around my tender folds, and her tongue slides in deep.

“Fuck, she tastes good too.” I hear her moan, and then her tongue swipes through my lips before fluttering down and rimming my ass.

The filthy feeling makes me groan into Christi’s pussy as she grinds her hips, riding my mouth. My body coils with tension as my orgasm builds. Kirsten’s tongue performs magic around my rim, and I feel a finger wriggle inside my tight ring. More fingers press against the top of my pussy and strum over my hard clit. The four of us work in sync as we mewl louder, shifting into needy moans, then shrieks of pleasure. I scream into Christi’s pussy, and my pussy clenches, gushing against Kirsten’s mouth. Meghan’s fingers keep flexing against my overwhelmed clit, and my hips buck as I ride a wave of orgasms.

Christi leans and grips my tits as she presses me down, her hips rocking frantically before her juices squirt and gush, flooding my mouth. I can feel her thighs trembling as they clench around my head as she comes hard. I slump against the teak deck, coming down from my peak, and Christi’s warm body covers me, stretching her naked body until her mouth kisses my clenching cunt.

We lie there, recovering, and when she moves off of me, I can look around. Kirsten and Meghan are tangled together, hips scissoring each other as they stare into each other’s eyes. I glance to the side and barely see Holly’s body surrounded by the three men. I am captivated, and it takes me a moment to realize they have her airtight, each of her holes filled with cock. I gasp as a rush of arousal wells from the scene and a building desire to experience the same thing.

I look back at Christi, who’s twisted to sit on her ass with her legs spread. I quickly mirror her, and she curls a finger at me. We crab across the deck, legs spread wide as she shifts one thigh over mine. When our pussies mash together, I groan a loud moan of passion, tossing my head back. Nodding back and locking my eyes with my partner, I lean toward her. Our mouths collide, tongues tangling in a passionate kiss as we rock our oversensitive pussies against each other.

“Oh fuck, fuck!” Meghan suddenly rejoices.

I pull away to watch her convulse, her hips bucking into Kirsten’s core. Kirsten smirks at me when she notices me staring at her and flexes her hips against her partner, who has her eyes closed. Then Kirsten’s head rocks back, groaning as her tanned body clenches and releases as the pair, slick with sweat and other juices, tremble in waves.

Christi leans into me, pushing me against the deck, her hips rocking and sliding her pussy against me with frantic thrusts. My mouth falls open, and my vision goes blank as I crash into a wave of bliss. I feel my pussy flood with Christi’s gushing cum as I fall apart under her. We tangle together, kissing deeply, and slowly catch our breath.

When I pull away from Christi’s lips and look around, all eight of us are sprawled on the deck. Full sails ripple above us as the sailboat cruises through the waves toward our destination. I see the captain, Holly’s boyfriend, standing at the wheel, looking back at us with a grin as we all shift closer together.

As we all join, I find myself staring into the slate-gray eyes of Mark, the new owner of my ship. I bite my lip, looking into his eyes as his lips curl into a smile. His arms wrap around my slick, sweaty skin, and I melt into his possessive kiss. My hand drops between his thighs, wrapping around his cock and feeling it swell in my fist. He pulls back, eyes smoldering.

“Insatiable, just like your shipmate,” he growls.

I nod at him as the others pair up. Holly shifts next to Christi, with Will on her other side. Brandon is spread over Meghan and kissing his wife slowly. Then Kirsten settles beside me, kissing me as I stroke her husband to full strength. I shift to my knees, and we move in concert, Mark sliding behind my ass while I lower my mouth to Kirsten’s pussy.

As I sink back into the sensual bliss of our ongoing orgy, my mind flashes a reminder from my boss, Lilly. I’m supposed to rest, but all I want to do is keep fucking these six sexy charter guests.


CHAPTER 9
REST AND REALIGNMENT
HOLLY



“Hols,” Steph’s voice cuts through the blackness. “Captain wants us up in the main salon before we serve dinner.”

“Right,” I say, rubbing my head. My hair is a mess. I sit up, still naked in Captain’s bed, and look up at Steph.

“C’mon, luv,” she says, holding out a skirt, white blouse, epaulets, and my single stripe. “We don’t have much time.”

My body aches, but I don’t show it as I slip off the bunk onto my bare feet. Steph holds my skirt as I step into it, then helps me wrap the blouse over my bare breasts. I’ll have to go braless, but our guests will enjoy my boobs bouncing under the thin material. I button up my blouse, and Steph corrals my wild, red tresses into a ponytail and wraps a white scrunchie around it.

We look each other over, and then, with a nod, Steph opens the door, and I follow her out, down the passageway, and up the crew stairs from the galley to the main salon dining table. Our guests sit around the table. Captain is beside Mark at one end, and Lilly smiles at us as she fills Kirsten’s glass with water.

“You two get enough rest?” Mark asks, and we nod and smile. I’m at a loss for words. I fell asleep thinking of how in love I was with the captain; now that I’m awake, I can’t help but be aroused by the gazes of the six guests and what we had done on the sailing deck only a few hours ago. My cheeks feel hot, and I have to press my thighs together.

“Yes, we did,” I finally answer after a prolonged silence. Steph outranks me, but I figure I have the longest tenure as a freeuse slut, so I answer for the both of us. “We’re fully ready to continue our duties, s-Mark.” I feel another flash of heat when I almost slip and call Mark, “sir.”

“Tonight, you two need to sleep in your bunks,” Captain says, in a tone that brokers no argument. “I can’t have you exhausted with the guests if an emergency occurs. I’m calling a curfew of 1100 hours and expect you both in your racks then.”

“Yes, sir.” Steph’s voice is automatic, and I glance at her, seeing her eyes drop.

“The purpose of this shakedown,” Mark interrupts, “is to determine a repeatable schedule with future guests. The captain is correct; as an interior service crew, your job is to ensure the safety of the guests at all times.”

I stand at attention and look at Captain. Are we getting dressed down because we followed orders? My mind is swirling with feelings that I’ve let him down. Endorphins are still racing through my bloodstream, but I’m so confused about the sudden change that I start to cry.

“I’m sorry. I only wanted to please our guests,” I choke out, staring at my feet.

“You did, babe.” Captain stands, walks to me, and wraps me up in a hug. I stand stiffly, confused thoughts streaming through my mind. “Take a breath, and you’ll know this is right. I want you to enjoy being a slut, but there are still responsibilities. If a fire should break out in the engine room, could you guide our guests topside to safety?”

I’m quiet as I consider his words. His caring embrace and warmth help to settle my frayed nerves, and I start to see his point. This is different than with the crew, who use me more to burn off stress. I feel safe with them because they keep my safety paramount. Steph and I are more important than serving drinks, making beds, or even pleasuring our guests. I start nodding into my boyfriend’s solid, warm chest.

“Yes, sir,” I say, then look into his eyes, feeling the warmth and love in his gaze. My mind quiets, knowing he will always take care of me. “Thank you.”

“Permission to speak, sir?” Steph asks sharply. I look at her. This sudden military bearing isn’t like her. I reach out and take her hand, squeezing her fingers, and she looks sideways at me before jerking her fingers out of my hand.

“Hey, I’m…”

“Oh yeah, it’s fine for you,” Steph spits out, turning to look at me. “You can be comforted in the arms of your boyfriend. You’ll still sleep with him. You’ll fuck like you do every night.”

Lilly clears her throat as she steps between Captain and me to focus on her two stews. She doesn’t say a word, just crosses her arms and levels her gaze at Steph. When Steph drops her head, Lilly glares at me until I look at the floor.

“This isn’t appropriate in front of guests,” Lilly starts in a low tone. “I’m giving some latitude because this is a unique situation. You don’t question orders in front of guests.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Steph and I say together.

The room is uncomfortably quiet. Everyone at the table has stopped eating. I don’t look up, but I know they are all shocked by what’s happened. I shift on my bare feet, unsure what to say or do. I could laugh or cry with the flood of conflicting emotions.

I hear a spoon clinking on a glass, but I don’t dare look up after Lilly’s dressing down.

“Ladies,” Mark says, his commanding tone lower. “Please take a seat, all three of you.”

I hear Lilly gasp, and Steph and I turn to look at Mark at the head of the table. The rest of his party stands and heads down the stairs to the guest staterooms. Kirsten stays by the top of the stairs with her hands behind her back, leaning against the bulkhead. She nods and smiles as Steph, Lilly, and I sit on one side of the table. The captain is at one end, and Mark is at the other as we get comfortable.

“This isn’t unexpected, given the abrupt change in your duties,” Mark begins. “We had to work through this when we started with freeuse hostesses in the bed and breakfast. Everyone had difficulties with boundaries and had to be mentored and counseled to work through their emotions. It’s expected in the sex-work realm, though there is no formal training. We have experience, but no one is an expert.”

“There are two things we need to be aware of,” Captain continues. “First, the safety of our guests and crew. Unrestricted freeuse on a ship at sea is at odds with proper safety and discipline, which is why we’re on this shakedown. With as much pleasure as you’ve had, your mind and emotions might be unbalanced. You both are very good at that part of your assignment. We want to help you find a proper balance.”

I feel a flush rise up my cheeks, and Lilly’s hand pats my thigh affectionately. I look over and see she’s doing the same to Steph. I catch Steph’s eye, and she frowns, mouthing an apology to me for her outburst. I nod, then turn back to Captain.

“Your shipboard duties are essential for your safety and that of our guests.” the Captain reiterates. “You need rest and aftercare, both of which have been forgotten. I’m at fault for not seeing it sooner in the rush to try a new experience.”

“I am, too,” Mark replies. “At a bed and breakfast, the guests usually work outside at a client site, so sometimes they aren’t in their rooms. The hostesses get to come down from the sexual highs and have time to connect with coworkers, their support teams, and loved ones. When we first started, Kirsten and I discussed her emotions regularly.”

“It’s part of who we are as humans,” Kirsten says, sitting in the empty chair beside Mark. “Sex is fun, but it always stirs up emotions, which is why people in kinky lifestyles stress the need for aftercare. You both are probably experiencing a bit of a sub-drop, and we need to address that. You are both truly loved and valued by your shipmates and leadership. All of us included.”

She nods to her husband, who smiles at the three of us. “I understand, Lilly, that in trying to lessen the impact of the change on the crew, you’ve taken on some of Holly’s duties.”

“Yes,” Lilly sighs. “I did, and now I see what you mean. I’m not fully functional after the changes to routines.”

“That’s why we’re here,” Captain said. “I want to assure you that you’ve done nothing wrong. All three of you are important and treasured by the crew and me. At least platonically.” Captain’s wry grin and wink make me smile, and I feel a swell of love for my steady-handed boyfriend.

The atmosphere in the room lightens, and the five of us take turns talking about our experiences so far. It feels good to unburden myself of my unspoken worries. Steph and Lilly’s smiles reappear as the conversation lulls.

“Okay, we need to unwind some after dinner. We will arrive at Playa Cabana in the morning,” Captain continues. “I want you both to rest after dinner service. Remember the curfew and sleep in your rooms, as normal. Until then, you can enjoy the guests.” Captain winks at me as he speaks. “It will be a very active weekend when our sister ship moors later in the day. We will welcome non-embarked guests to the island this weekend, and Mark and his team will brief you in the morning.”


CHAPTER 10
HOT TUB HEAT
HOLLY



After the captain’s kind admonishment, Steph and I refocus on our regular duties. We serve our guests a first-class meal while sharing smiles. The guests hear everything; I understand they are part of our team. They listen intently to the captain’s directions and better understand the crew’s responsibilities. With his unwavering commitment, Chef prepared a delicious surf-and-turf meal, and the dessert was a delicious-smelling creme brûlée. Our six sexy guests relaxed as they finished their meal. Dedicated to our dinner service duties, Steph and I cleared the table as they walked out into the aft deck.

“Are you okay?” Steph asks as we bus the table.

“I’m fine.” I smile back at her. “I was just overwhelmed, I think. How are you?”

“Okay.” Steph frowns, then smiles. “I get it. We had a lot of fun, but if we can’t remember that the safety of our guests is paramount, we may have gone too far.”

“Yeah, it’s easy to get lost while fucking.” I shrug and gather up the tray to return the dishes to the galley.

Steph joins me as we move down the ladder to the lower deck. “He didn’t say we did anything wrong,” Steph replies, “He’s just establishing a limit. It’s what these shakedown cruises are for. After we clean up, we can entertain them all on deck. Lilly told me she’s doing turn downs in their cabins, so we have some free time before curfew.”

“You mean freeuse time?” I grin and nudge her as we pass the dishes over the counter.

Mario and Alex, members of the deck crew, are washing the dishes, and Chef is busy cleaning the galley. I smile at the boys, and they grin back.

“You two had quite the time,” Alex says to Steph and me.

“You guys watched?” Steph asks, a blush building up her neck to her face. “I guess I should expect that.”

“It was scorching,” Mario says with a knowing smile. “We support you. If the new owners want this, the two of you will be great at it.”

“Are you calling us sluts?” I ask with a giggle and a teasing grin.

“You know you are, Holly. But Steph kept up with you like a pro,” Alex says with a tone of respect. “I guess we’ll adapt.”

“Lilly says she’s taking care of you?” I ask with a raised eyebrow.

“With the both of you taking care of the guests, she’s without stress relief, too,” Alex explains. “We all understand; after all this time with you, we’re not getting attached. There isn’t any romance, not like you and the captain.”

“Believe me, she won’t let us take advantage of her. She’s still in charge, and Liam told us to adapt,” Mario continues. “We miss you, but we’ll figure it out. It’s just a new way of doing business.”

“Lilly mentioned that some charters might want to have freeuse of the male crew.” Alex beams and winks at us. “So we want to keep that option open. You’ve seen some of our past guests, and the chicks are almost as hot as you.”

“Flattery will get your dick sucked.” I laugh, smiling at him. “Speaking of, we need to check on the guests.”

I lean over the galley to kiss both the boys, then make room for Steph to do the same. This surprises me because, usually, Steph is a bit standoffish with affection for the men of our crew. She notes my raised eyebrow and shrugs as we leave and return to the guest quarters.

“I don’t mind kissing boys.” Steph grins when we’re alone. “Maybe I’m more bisexual than I thought? I don’t know. They’re good kissers.”

“They’ve gotten better.” I wink. “I had to teach them how to kiss like men and not boys.”

“Well, it’s worked.” Steph grins as I step off the last step and into the empty salon.

We hear some music and splashing and walk aft past the table where Steph broke her freeuse cherry this morning and see all six guests relaxing in the hot tub. If we join the party, there won’t be much room in the small tub, but we continue out on deck smiling at our sexy guests. The sky is dark, and the stars are brilliant in the middle of the gulf.

“The view is amazing, isn’t it?” I ask as we lean against the side of the tub.

“It truly is,” Mark says, leveling me with a gaze without looking up at the starry night. “Are you two set to join us until curfew?”

I nod, biting my lip. I can’t seem to look away from Mark when he levels his eyes at me. Steph pushes down her skirt, then turns and pushes mine down. Then we take turns pulling off each other’s tops. I glance back at the people in the tub; this time, my eyes stay with Kirsten and her bright, blue eyes. They haven’t shifted to make room for us, so Steph and I stand beside the tub, waiting for directions.

While we sway against each other, Steph starts squeezing my ass, and I return the favor. The guests are looking at us and then back at each other. Brandon breaks the impasse by pulling Meghan into his lap. She leans back against him, resting her head on his shoulder and turning to kiss him. They’re all nude, and Brandon cups his wife’s breasts and slowly pulls at her nipples as they languidly kiss.

Kirsten glides over the top of the water directly toward me and holds out her hand. “Come join Mark and me. “

“You’re with us,” Christi tells Steph, who steps toward her and climbs into the tub beside Will.

Taking Kirsten’s hand, I crawl to the tub’s edge and sink into the hot water. Kirsten holds out her arms as I slide into the tub and wraps me in her arms. She’s stunning, with perfect curves and sexy lips that curl into a smile. I’m stunned that she’s looking at me instead of her husband. His gaze locks on mine when I glance at him, and I feel my core clench. I don’t expect Kirsten’s passionate kiss, but I can’t resist sinking into her body. Our breasts mash together as she swirls us in the water until my back is toward Mark.

“I want to watch my husband fuck you,” she says matter-of-factly. I feel his hands on my hips as she nudges me back into his lap. “I want you to watch me while he rails you from behind. Can you do that?”

I can only nod, feeling mesmerized by her attention. Their whole party is full of sensual, sexy people, and I can’t understand why they are enamored with Steph and me. The intensity of their gazes is arousing while I lock my eyes on Kirsten’s intense blue eyes.

“What are you going to do?” I ask softly, hearing the rest of the party start moaning and kissing. “I am meant to please you, not vice versa.”

“I like watching—you most of all. You remind me of myself when I was younger.” Kirsten smiles at me as we stare into each other’s eyes. She stands up just before me, water running down her bare skin. The water comes up midthigh, and I dip my eyes, looking at her bare pussy. Her hand grips my jaw and tilts my head back so I’m looking at her. “Just me, little slut. Focus on me, and let my husband play with you. That would please me so so much.”

Mark’s hands glide around my waist, pulling my back against his chest. I feel the heat of his erection under my thigh as he pulls me into his lap. Staring at Kirsten, my breath catches as her hands cup her breasts. Mark’s strong fingers mirror her motion, lifting and squeezing mine. I settle against his chest, my bottom lightly pressing against his stiff shaft as I float slightly in the bubbling water.

“There, that’s good,” Kirsten says, leaning back against the far side of the tub.

Her body is fully exposed, but I can only look at her eyes. I can track her hands only via my peripheral vision, and Mark matches her movements. The mesmerizing slowness of touching herself is an illusion; she’s touching me through her husband’s hands. My nipples tighten as my breathing shallows, and the rest of the pool fades into the background.


CHAPTER 11
STEPH IS SHARED
STEPH



I eagerly climb naked into the hot tub when Christi looks at me and invitingly says, “You’re with us.” Her husband, Will, holds his hand to help me float across the water into Christi’s open arms. I straddle her hips as Will stands up and moves behind me. I glance at Meghan, worming her hips into Brandon’s lap, then twist to watch Holly enter the pool with eyes for Kirsten.

Christi’s fingers stroke my cheek, and I refocus, staring into her mischievous eyes.

“Good girl,” she coos as her hands pull me into her. “Don’t get distracted.”

I shake my head as she leans into me, dipping her head to my breasts while looking up at me with her heated stare. Will’s fingers grip my hips, pushing me firmly against his wife and moaning as she pulls a hard nipple between her lips, sucking on it with steady pulls that make my pussy clench. She shifts her legs from between my thighs up to her chest.

“I’m yours,” I say, staring at her smirking face.

She wraps her legs around me, her heels digging into my thighs as she slumps further into the water. I lean into her as she settles against the underwater seat, looking down at her as her legs pull my core into her, pressing against her bare pussy. She nods at me as her hands cup my breasts, her lips tracing across my skin to suck my other nipple while we stare lustfully at each other.

Will grips my ass, pulling my hips back, then pressing me forward until I arch my back to drill my core against Christi’s rocking pussy. I grip the side of the tub to anchor myself as her husband uses my body to tease her with grinding presses of my cunt against hers. The hot water shifts between us, and our bodies’ suction pulls a current across our sensitive folds.

“Fuck,” I say, looking down at her as her husband manhandles my body. She grins then arches up, her breasts breaking the surface as her mouth opens and she licks her lips.

I bow down towards her enticing mouth, and our lips meet softly before our tongues press together. Will’s cock is like a hot rod rubbing along the curve of my ass, the angle of my body keeping him away from my aching pussy. He grabs one of my thighs and pulls it out of the water, then shifts my foot between Christi’s hips and Meghan’s leg beside us. I grind forward, instinctively seeking friction, then toss my head back as my sensitive lips slide against Christi’s spread pussy.

We lose ourselves in the heated kiss as our hips rock under the water. The hot tub is a tight fit for eight adult bodies, even with three of us sitting on our partner’s laps. I glance out of the corner of my eye to watch Meghan grinding her ass back into Brandon’s lap. When my focus drifts to her face, her eyes bore into mine with evident lust.

Blinking, I can’t pull my eyes away even while French kissing Christi. I watch Meghan lift her arm behind her and press her fingers through Brandon’s hair, gripping and moving his head over her shoulder. Brandon kisses the nape of her neck before his eyes meet mine, and his lips curl into a sexy smirk.

“Fuck me, baby,” Meghan rasps against his ear while staring at me.

Christi pulls her lips away, and we press our cheeks together to watch the pair beside us as our hips rock, grinding our pussies together. Brandon lifts his wife out of the water; his biceps and forearms ripple, refracting the light of the spotlights focused on the hot tub. Meghan’s reaching behind her head, anchoring her arms on Brandon’s broad shoulders as she spreads her thighs apart.

“Aren’t they sexy?” Christi says, turning her head to kiss my ear before shifting back to watch her friends.

I breathlessly nod, staring at the tip of Brandon’s cock, raising out of the foamy water. When his arms lower Meghan’s ass, her hand drops down to his cock, angling him to fit against her open pussy. My tongue wags out, wanting to be right there, licking both his cock and her pussy as they merge. When Brandon’s cock penetrates her dripping slit, Meghan moans loudly while staring at Christi and me. As the pair beside us start to fuck, Christi slides up, lifting her arms to the edge of the tub.

“Silly slut, you’re supposed to be focusing on me,” she says when my attention returns to the bawdy brunette.

Christi pulls her legs between us, presses her feet on the bench under her, and lifts out of the water. Water sluices over her smooth mound, and I focus on the glistening moisture. Then she reaches up, pushing her fingers along my braids, and pulls my head between her spread thighs. I don’t hesitate to suck her distended lips into my mouth, lapping the tip of my tongue along her folds. I savor her taste and sink into enjoying her musky taste, focusing on making her moan.

In my mind’s eye, though, I’m picturing Meghan with her back arching against Brandon’s chest as she rides his cock. I hope she’s watching me as I feast on her friend’s succulent slit. However, my focus pulls to the pussy grinding against me. My nose shifts over her firm clit, making Christi moan. I move my hands, sliding up her toned abdomen and filling my hands with her round, firm tits.

I gasp as I feel hands grip my ass, and it takes me a moment to recall Will is behind me. Shifting my feet along the bottom of the hot tub, I push my ass back into his grip. I moan when a firm smack rewards me, and then his fingers cup my pussy. My ass is out of the water, my pussy slick with hot water, leaking my arousal. I want to turn and tell him to fuck me.

“Fuck her, babe,” Christi commands her husband as if reading my mind.

Will doesn’t hesitate and wedges his broad crown against my flowering pussy. His hands grip my ass, keeping me from pushing back. I want his cock deep inside, hard and fast. He must sense my eagerness and does the opposite, easing himself into my pussy with aching slowness. My low moan vibrates against Christi’s clit as I suck and lick her. Will indulges himself with his firm grips, sliding into me inch by inch and pulling back only to edge inside me again.

I pant against Christi’s fragrant folds as I lap breathlessly along her pink petals. My pussy aches as it’s stretched slowly open under Will’s careful thrusts. When his thighs compress my ass, he leans forward over me, and I feel Christi curl. I can only imagine them kissing deeply as my pussy ripples around Will’s thickness.

With Christi spreading her thighs wide and pulling her knees back, I can hear the cacophony of cries as the eight of us settle into a sensual pace.

“Fuck, baby,” Meghan cries. “Your cock fits me perfectly. I love riding you.” Her moans grow louder as I sense Brandon’s hands stirring the water between us. “Oh yeah, baby. Squeeze my tits,” Meghan encourages breathlessly.

I shift back to watch them, then twist my head to the other side. Mark is ramming his cock into Holly beside me. Our bodies are like mirror images as we bend in service to our guests. I crane my neck, panning to see Holly holding herself up, gripping Kirsten’s shoulders. They stare at each other as Kirsten’s husband pounds relentlessly into my friend. Kirsten bites her lip, and I know by her flexing shoulder that her hand is playing with Holly’s clit.

“Back here, bitch.” Christi’s teasing tone accompanies the grip of her hands. She tugs on a set of my braids and pulls my mouth back to her pussy.

Her hips lift, grinding her needy snatch against my hungry lips. Her free hand ducks down, sliding along my mound that ripples under her fingers from Brandon’s hard pounding. When her fingertip brushes over my clit, my core tightens. I close my eyes, savoring the sensations of skin rubbing against skin, accompanied by cries and moans.

The sounds rise to a crescendo as we all push over the edge. Christi bucks her hips as her hand holds my mouth tight against her pussy, and I lap eagerly as she gushes against my lips. Holly’s familiar scream of passion assures me that she’s peaking at the same time. Will’s cock slams in, and I shatter, screaming into Christi’s pussy.

When the sounds of our orgasms quiet, Will’s chest pushes me against Christi, his tongue teasing my ear. Holly shifts forward off Mark’s cock, and I watch her wrap her lithe body around Kirsten on the other side of the pool. I glance at Mark, then slide away from Christi and Will to kneel between Mark’s thighs. I bow near the surface of the water and clean his cock of the remnants of his cum and Holly’s familiar taste.

“Such a good girl,” Mark says. “I think it’s almost midnight. You girls return to your bunks. Captain and Lilly are waiting for you.”

I smile softly and nod, excitedly thinking of returning to Lilly’s arms. We’ve become so much more than roommates. We need to talk after this shift in our duties. For all of the orgasms I’ve enjoyed with the guests, my feelings of attachment to Lilly have only strengthened. Holly crawls out of the tub, and I follow, picking up our discarded tops before heading to our quarters.


CHAPTER 12
NEW DIRECTIONS
CAPTAIN



Holly shifts against me, curled into her familiar shape as we spoon in my cabin. Lilly and I waited for them in the crew mess and hugged them before helping our two tired sluts down to our respective cabins. Lilly and Steph’s growing relationship mirrors my deep feelings for the randy redhead in my arms.

I love her. I’ve known that for almost a year and enjoyed watching her sexual awakening in serving my crew, even as our relationship deepened. I’ve always been polyamorous, as being the captain of a cruise ship meant more time at sea than in the harbor. Making Holly mine fit my lifestyle, and she thrived on the demands of serving my crew and me. The shift in our routine by opening up her duties to include guests hasn’t fazed her.

When I run my hand down her arm, she emits a soft moan as she presses her ass against me while dozing. The past two days, she’s played hard, throwing herself into her new role as a freeuse stewardess. She and Steph have exceeded expectations, and I’m proud of their efforts. Mark’s comments to me throughout the cruise have been enthusiastically positive.

“I’m going topside,” I whisper into Holly’s ear. “Rest and recover. You and Steph can wait until lunch service.”

Her lips curl into a smile, and she curls tighter into the covers. “Love you, Cap’n,” she slurs in her sleep, and I smile as her body slumps into relaxation.

I ease myself out of our bunk so I don’t disturb her, then dress in my familiar at-sea uniform of a polo shirt and a pair of Bermuda shorts. The fine teak decks are easily scuffed, so going barefoot at sea is common. I open the door quietly and smile at Lilly as she exits her stateroom.

“Let them rest until noon,” I say, and she nods brightly.

“Good plan. They’ve earned extra rest,” Lilly says, then walks behind me as I climb the ladder and head back to the table on the open-air deck at the stern. “Let me get you some coffee and baked goods. I’m sure Chef has freshly baked pastries. I’ll join you in a few.”

“Take your time. It doesn’t sound like anyone else is up.” I say, turning toward her

“I’m two stews down for service, so it’s up to me to keep things going for our guests,” Lilly reports as she walks backward towards the galley.

“Let’s take time to discuss with the team. We’ll need to evaluate if this is sustainable with paying guests.”

“Of course, Captain.” Lilly smirks and heads to the galley.

The sun rises over the Gulf of Mexico as I stride onto the sun deck, turn to walk towards the forecastle, and inspect the topside spaces. The deck crew has kept up with the new routine, and I am evaluating whether we can have Mario and Alex help Lilly with the interior and service. I know they’ve lost access to Holly’s services, but Lilly’s admission that she’s been caring for their needs is a surprise. I can’t afford to hire another crew member under our current contract, but it’s something for Mark to decide.

When I make my rounds and return to the table on the aft sundeck, Lilly has set out a coffee service as Chef slides his tray of fragrant pastries onto the counter. I notice the two are more affectionate than usual, and I wonder what’s happened between them. I know they work closely on meals and service, but I rarely see Chef’s hands lightly caressing her neck. I’m about to ask when Mark walks beside me.

“Good morning, Captain,” Mark says as I watch Chef turn, blushing before walking quickly past us back to his galley. Lilly twists and leans her elbows against the counter, then casually relaxes and crosses her ankles, smiling at Mark and me. “Morning, Lilly, I hope you slept well.”

“I did, thank you,” Lilly says, pushing off the counter and turning to the coffee service. “Your usual, gentlemen?”

“Please, and some for yourself,” I say, glancing at Mark. “The three of us should talk.”

Mark moves to the table, taking his place at the head while gesturing to the chair at his right. I pull out the chair and scoot in as we regard each other. I’m confident he’s pleased with how the shakedown has progressed, but I also know he needs to listen to my concerns about safety and crew morale.

“Last night’s intervention seems to have helped,” Mark begins. “I know your operation has had to shift suddenly. After a night of rest, do you think it will be sustainable with your current crew?”

“We’re on the same wavelength,” I say, taking the cup of coffee that Lilly slides across the table. I nod at her as she sets the pastry platter on the table, then passes plates to Mark and me. “I want to hear Lilly’s thoughts because her department has taken the brunt of the new normal.”

“Before you start, I must say normal service has been exemplary. Tell me how it’s going for you?” Mark asks Lilly.

“It’s different,” Lilly begins, then sips her coffee, looking at me. When she shifts, I know she will be direct with us, which is why she’s my chief stewardess. “I have housekeeping concerns, especially if the crew sleeps in guest quarters. Meal service has been acceptable, but we need more time to prep for true first-class dining. I’ve been busy trying to take on the excess, but I’ve also enjoyed getting closer with the other crewmembers.”

“Is that what you’ve done since Holly has new duties?” I ask and then knit my brow. “I didn’t ask you to take on her responsibilities.”

“It’s something the crew has come to expect and keeps their morale high,” Lilly says evenly. “I enjoy the boys, but we should try to find some rotation. If this continues, my leadership as a department head might erode. Liam and I have discussed it at length in the rope locker.”

That raises my eyebrows, as Holly has explained what Liam likes in his small space. I hadn’t considered that Lilly was into the darker play that Liam enjoys.

“The six of us have enjoyed the girls; they are energetic and eager. Our team is very close, but some guests might want male companions. Have you considered that?”

“I haven’t,” I answer. “We’d need to discuss this with my department heads, but we can have a rotation to serve different tastes.”

“Your flexibility is appreciated. I know we’ve taken two of your steady crew for extended periods. We might consider a single freeuse person for a cruise instead of two. Holly and Steph are amazing, but they and the six of us are drained after two days.” Mark stretches as he speaks, then smiles. “I‘m not complaining. But I want us all to consider the long term. This has been a good test. We must ensure it’s sustainable before marketing these types of cruises.”

“I agree.” I nod and sip my coffee. “We need to establish clear protocols and acceptable times for freeuse. Navigation and ship safety must be paramount. One slip of attention from distraction or exhaustion could be a calamity.”

“Dick said the same thing.” Mark nods. “The two of you can discuss on the island. I’d like you both to stay with my team for the three days to plan while my extended team monitors the freeuse festivities. You can bring a companion. I assume you’ll bring Holly. Lilly, please invite Steph as well. Her voice is important to consider.”

“Thank you,” Lilly and I say, smiling as I continue. “I think that will work better. With the complication of Hailey on Dick’s boat, keeping Holly separate during the freeuse period would be best.”

“Excellent. Today, we will return to normal operations,” Mark says. “You’ve more than shown us your talented crew. We have enough knowledge to think about limited freeuse times in the schedule for future guests.”

“We’re due to be moored at the pier on Playa Cabana later this morning,” I explain. “Taking a day to rest and reset expectations is a good idea.”

“The girls might not agree,” Lilly smirks. “But they’ll follow orders, and they need to rest. I’ll talk with them. All of the crew needs time to sort out a shift in duties. I think there is an opportunity to make everyone happy if we organize it well.”

I finish my Danish and the rest of my coffee before pushing back from the table.

“I’ll break the news to Holly,” I say, thinking of my rambunctious redhead tucked into my bunk. “My regards to the rest of your team. We should have dinner tonight to review the shakedown and plan for the island tomorrow.”

“Agreed,” Mark says, standing. “I’m going back to bed with Kirsten. I don’t expect the others to be up until noon.”

Lilly stands with me, and we walk down to the crew quarters. The engineer is driving the boat, but I’ll need to relieve him in a couple of hours. I’m thinking through the operations coming up when Lilly squeezes my hand.

“I’ll talk to Steph,” Lilly says as she opens her stateroom. “She’s done remarkably well, but she needs her rest.”

“Enjoy,” I say with a smirk. I’ve known of her attachment to Steph for a long time. “I’ll see you both at lunch.”

“Aye, aye.” Lilly smiles. “We’ll have service ready for our guests. Holly needs to be on deck ready by 10.”

“Roger,” I say, then turn into my cabin.

Holly’s eyes open as I slide into the stateroom. She rolls onto her back, exposing her naked body and playing with her nipples.

“You okay?” she asks me as I crawl over her.

“I’m wonderful, Holly. I love you,” I say as we kiss.

I never expected a sexy stowaway to change my life. Holly and I just fit, and when our bodies connect, the stresses of our active life fade away. We make slow love until we both enjoy a sensual peak, then curl into each other, close our eyes, and fade into sleep.


ALL HANDS
FREEUSE STOWAWAY
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ABOUT FREEUSE STOWAWAY — ALL HANDS


We made it to the island early, and my sister will arrive tomorrow.

It was so good to hear Hailey’s voice, and I’m so happy she’s enjoying her gift and making new friends. Captain is pleased with the shakedown cruise, and Mark and his Fantasy Unlimited team had a wonderful time. Steph and I are proud of ourselves for stepping up to the challenge to serve our guests.

The freeuse excursion will start midday tomorrow on the island, and Hailey’s ship is due in the morning. I trust Captain and Mark to make things run smoothly. The crew is abuzz with thoughts of lusty liberty, but they’ve told us we have some new duties to attend to.

All hands are required to make this party work, but can it last forever?


To the manic pixie dreamgirl muses that dance in my mind. To sunsets and sunrises. To ocean swells and crashing waves. To a tall ship and the vast number of stars to sail them by.


I must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the sky,

And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by;

…

And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-rover,

And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick’s over.

JOHN MASEFIELD - SEA-FEVER


ALL HANDS


CHAPTER 1
ISLAND ARRIVAL



Steph and I are standing at the aft starboard rail as the deck crews toss lines from the fantail to workers lining a small quay wall jutting out from a small island off the coast of Belize. Captain has swung the ship’s bow away from the pier, and Liam rushes back from the forecastle where he’d dropped anchors as part of this maneuver. Captain calls it a Med Moor, which I suppose is some fancy nautical term. We’ve moored this way plenty of times, but Steph and I are usually busy preparing for our guests to disembark. As with the rest of the shakedown cruise, our usual routine has been disrupted.

Lilly and Chef come up on deck and join us as we watch the crew work to pull the mooring lines taut. The captain reverses the ship until the stern rests against gigantic bumpers lashed to the quay wall. We all lean over the rail to see past the busy seamen on deck and examine the small island.

“Stand by to stand by,” Lilly says as we wait for the ‘all secure’ signal. “Mark hasn’t told me if his team is disembarking. They may make our ship their command center.”

“I hope the stores we ordered are here,” Chef says. “We’re running low on fresh fruits and vegetables. The amount of seafood, cheese, and meat in the galley is also low.”

“I gave all our supply requests to Brandon, who told me he’d pass it along to Lisa, who runs the logistics for Fantasy Unlimited. Kirsten speaks highly of her professionalism.”

The engines shut down, and the deck crew finishes with the final dressing of the lines. Captain is moving aft from the pilot house and pauses to talk to our new bosses on the port side. The Chef’s face lights up as golf carts line up along the dock.

“Oh, excellent,” he calls and walks aft while the deck crew starts securing the gangway to the stairs on the edge of the quay wall. “We’ll need all hands to carry the supplies on board.”

It’s SOP—Standing Operating Procedure—and Steph and I are wearing our working uniforms and ready to pitch in I even have on a bra and panties per the captain’s orders.

The weather is pleasant, but the tropical humidity is constant. I’m already glowing with perspiration just from standing for the last thirty minutes. I’ll be one sweaty girl by the end of onload. Our uniforms are new, with Fantasy Unlimited logos emblazoned on the UPF-protection spandex material. The long-sleeved rash guard tops and the boy-short swim bottoms are stylish and practical, protecting our skin and wicking away moisture so we stay cool in the tropical sun. Overall, I’m impressed with the team’s attention to detail.

When Captain whistles, we all gather on deck between the hot tub and the exterior dining salon. We’d staged trays for food on the table earlier for the crew to grab breakfast during the busy mooring exercise. Now, the crew grabs fresh bananas, wedges of melon, and baked pastries to snack on before the work party starts.

“Okay, thank you for being flexible on our shakedown cruise,” Captain begins. “The team compiled lessons learned and other information to help us transition to offering full-service adult cruises. We will be pier side on this island for the week. I’ll let Mark brief you on the details.”

Captain steps forward, walking toward me as Mark comes to the center. The crew stands at ease on one side while our new bosses line up behind Mark. Captain walks beside me and then holds my hand. I shiver from the contact because we usually don’t display affection outside his cabin. I grin up at him as I entwine my fingers with his. He smiles back with a wink.

This new organization has made our affection for each other seem more acceptable. It feels like we’re more of a couple instead of me being his secret slut. Sure, that’s always hot as fuck, but being open with the crew and guests makes our relationship more real.

“The shakedown cruise exceeded our expectations.” Mark’s deep voice snaps me back to the present. “You’ve shown you’re true professionals with exemplary service and a demonstrated incredible ability to adapt and change. I think it’s only going to get better.”

He and his team give us a round of applause, which makes me blush. I don’t need accolades for what I do. My service is its own award. But I clap along with them because my team kicked ass the last few days. Mark holds up his hands, smiling at us as we quiet down.

“The shakedown cruise was the easy part,” he continues as his expression turns serious. “We have many Fantasy Unlimited Platinum members arriving over the next few hours, along with the cruise guests on the Pineapple Princess who will arrive tomorrow morning. Both groups will have freeuse privileges during the designated excursion times. They will lodge in our new facility onshore or in the cabanas on the beach.”

He waves behind him to the three-story building set back from the pier and then to the island’s lush vegetation. I’m excited to explore the new location. From the bits of scuttlebutt I’ve heard from Captain and Mark’s team, this will be a regular port of call on future cruises. If the behavior of new Platinum-level Fantasy Unlimited guests is anything like Mark’s team, our cruises will be exciting.

One thing that impressed me during the shakedown was their conduct and how they made consent and safety high priorities. Our usual guests are all wealthy and often exhibit an attitude of privilege that reminds me of the rich trust fund kids I used to serve in bars on Key Largo. Mark’s focus and plans seem to ensure that his service teams are treated with respect first, even as they engage in salacious, freeuse sex.

“I know you need to reprovision,” Mark continues, looking along our ranks. “Once that’s complete, we’ll meet at the resort lodge. From there, we’ll tour the island. My team and I need to meet with our advanced team to review some details. Thank you again for your excellent service.”

Mark winks at me before turning to Kirsten and chatting with her and Brandon. Will and Christi are already heading down the gangplank, waving at a woman on the pier. She’s short with Asian features, and her lengthy, black hair is tied back in a low ponytail. They greet each other with hugs and indulgent kisses. She must be Lisa, who they’ve been communicating with daily over their satellite phone.

The captain squeezes my hand, and I turn and rise to kiss him and wrap my arms around his neck. His smile settles my anxiety about the change in routine, and I rest my head against his chest. When he pops my behind with a smack of his hand, I squeal and then laugh.

“Lots to do, Holly.” He winks as I nod back. “I’ll catch up with you after the onload.”

“I’m excited,” I say, looking at him. “It feels like everything is changing.”

“It certainly does, but it doesn’t change our relationship. Love you, babe.”

I blink, hearing him, as it’s yet another change. “Love you too,” I quickly reply, still pleasantly shocked at the outward affection. Things are in flux, but it makes me trust my stalwart sailor even more.

“Are you coming, lass?” Liam’s rough brogue calls. “Shake a leg, all hands on deck to load stores.”

I hurry to catch up with Steph as we cross the gangplank and line up to onload stores with the rest of my crew.


CHAPTER 2
CABANA TOUR



After unloading and stowing all the stores and supplies, the captain tells everyone to freshen up and change into a new uniform. Boxes of uniforms with Fantasy Unlimited logos are part of the onload and stacked in official duffle bags for crew members to stow in their quarters. The uniforms are made of the highest-quality materials and include various coordinating working uniforms, like the ones we wore for the onload.

After a quick shower, I put on a new, neon-orange rash guard with coordinating black bottoms. When we all gather topside, there are a variety of colored tops. The guys look hot in their skin-tight tops stretched over bulging muscles. It’s been too long since I’ve been with the boys, and my core tingles as I take in the eye candy.

Steph and I trade a look, and then, as if we planned it, we unzip the front of our tops in tandem until we’re showing off our cleavage. It has the desired effect, and we preen a bit while Liam and his crew ogle us and adjust their bulges. Steph and I ogle in turn, trading lustful gazes with our shipmates.

I’m going through some withdrawal after the intensity of the shakedown cruise and the new distance between the crew and me. I’m used to serving them and their sexual needs, which scratches my submissive service itch. Part of me wants to kneel for my shipmates as I did for our new bosses, but we’re on a schedule and need to tour the island.

We file down the gangplank onto the pier and then walk toward the three-story resort lodge, taking a wide path to avoid crews still working on the exterior entrance. Inside, the lodge has the air of a luxury resort hotel, with an expansive lobby and reception area that includes a convenience store and a restaurant.

Kirsten waves at us from the front of the reception desk, and we walk up and circle her. She smiles and takes a moment to greet each of us. As she wraps up her friendly greeting, Mark joins us and claps his hands.

“Welcome to Playa Cabana Resort.” He scans us to ensure we’re all listening before continuing. “This island is an exclusive location focusing on a first-class beach resort with all the VIP entitlements our customers expect. Our top-of-the-line cabanas, which Kirsten will take you to shortly, will be for exclusive guests.”

“We’re so glad you’re here.” Kirsten stands beside her silver-fox husband. “Tomorrow will be a wild, freeuse event for our VIPs and guests. They’re already arriving on the island, and our second yacht will arrive tomorrow morning. Let’s start our tour, and I’ll explain your roles during the festivities as we walk through the cabanas.”

She turns and starts walking back out of the entrance, and we walk behind her in small groups. Lilly leads Steph and me while Liam, Mario, and Alex follow us. They’re probably enjoying our asses swaying, so I give my hips a little more sway. Captain and Chef will enjoy my flirty strides as they bring up the rear.

Kirsten leads us down a neat path of smooth stones through lush, tropical foliage. The path twists as we move past the fragrant flowers and shrubs and see a clearing ahead. The beach’s fine sand is nearly white, and I have to shade my eyes as we leave the dark shadows behind. In the middle of the clearing is a ring of cabanas raised on wooden posts, with the largest in the center.

“This is what this island is named for—this ring of cabanas. Let’s look at this first one.” Kirsten grins as she waves us on and climbs a set of stairs. A large deck surrounds the cabana with wooden chairs and lounges spread around the surface.

The door to the cabana has glass panes and stark-white painted wooden trim, and Kirsten holds it open for us to file inside.

The main room is split into three sections. Off to one side is a small kitchen nook, a table for two, and a small closet. An extra-large, king-sized bed is in the center of the room, with a chair and a loveseat along one side. A large door on rollers opens to an expansive luxury bathroom with a glass shower. Opposite that, a large bay window opens to the deck outside and delivers unobstructed beach views surrounding this ring of cabanas.

I spin around, taking in the incredible room. Everything in it is of the highest quality. The bed is covered with a high-thread-count white comforter, and pillows are piled against the headboard. The bathroom is stocked with new towels, and two robes hang on hooks by the door.

Kirsten walks in front of the glass window and presses a button. An electronic whir is barely audible as the window panes turn opaque, lighting the room without the beach view.

“We designed these spaces to have adjustable privacy. You can leave the windows clear, allowing the view of the surrounding beach while exposing your room to any passersby,” Kirsten explains. “Our clients are a mix of voyeurs and exhibitionists who enjoy this feature. But, if that’s not your kink, a flick of the switch returns the cabana to a private space.”

Seeing the luxurious bed, I immediately imagine using the expansive space with Captain. This wouldn’t be in tight quarters like every interior space on the ship. Aside from the shakedown cruise, I’ve rarely played outside on the decks. My mind spins with the options for couples or groups inside this single cabana.

“These smaller cabanas will be assigned to our VIP guests, including those arriving on the cruise tomorrow.” Kirsten turns to me. “Your sister, Hailey, and her cabin mate will be assigned one for the freeuse excursion.”

“Okay, that might be awkward,” I say, feeling my cheeks blush.

“We have a plan. Follow me.” Kirsten opens the sliding door to the exterior deck and climbs down the wooden steps to the sand. Turning away from the beach, she strides to the largest cabanas in the center. We all follow behind, and I’m amazed at the views of the gulf from this circle in the sand.

The deck of the large, central cabana encircles the building, and it’s slightly higher than the surrounding cabanas. After following Kirsten up two flights, she pauses at the top for everyone to form a circle around her.

“We will use this cabana as the center of operations during the excursion. It will have a medical team on-site and plenty of water and refreshments. Our team will switch off observing for safety while our guests play in the surrounding cabana areas.” She focuses on Steph and me and smiles. “You two will be the freeuse sluts for our team’s stress relief if they get too worked up watching our guests.”


CHAPTER 3
STRESS RELIEF



Steph and I are resting on the large bed in the main suite when Brandon and Will return from watching the freeuse fun outside. We are unable to watch with our opaque windows, but we can hear the sounds of lust and joy from the ongoing orgy happening around us. Brandon makes a beeline for Steph as I smile up at Will.

“Having fun?” I ask, shifting to my knees at the edge of the bed. His cock is tenting the front of his shorts, and I reach to pull the waist out as he shoves them past his hips.

“Fuck, those guys out there have a lot of stamina.” Will grunts as I lean and suck the tip of his cock into my mouth. His fingers shift through my messy hair and grip my head as I stare into his eyes.

Without breaking eye contact, I focus on taking him deep as he bucks his hips and his cock slips into my throat. My eyes water as he throat-fucks me with his cudgel of a cock, and I hope I’m doing an excellent job of relieving his pressure. He steps back, and his cock slides out of my mouth.

“Turn around. Ass up, head down,” Will growls as his hand grips his cock, spreading my spit down his thick shaft.

I eagerly twist, face the opposite direction, and smile at Steph on her back below me. Brandon is gripping her ankles as his body flexes, pounding his cock into Steph’s slick pussy. Shifting back to make my ass easy for Will to grip, I sway my hips.

“Hey, babe.” I smile, leaning down to kiss her upside down.

“Hols… oh, fuck. Brandon!” Steph moans encouragement to her lover as I slide my tongue across her lips.

I moan against her mouth as Will slides his cock deep inside me. “Fuuuuckkkkk…”

I back away from her intense eyes, keening as Will slams into me, his strong fingers digging into my hips to pull my ass back to meet his thrusts. We’ve been at this since just after noon, taking the edge off the assigned safety observers like Will and Brandon. I moan, feeling my pussy start to clench around Will’s pounding cock.

“Harder, Brandon! Please. Harder,” Steph pleads, looking up at Brandon. I glance up to see him smirk as he slams his cock in deep before he jackhammers his hips hard and fast into my fellow stewardess. She whines like the needy slut she is as Brandon wraps his arms around her knees, leaning over her and dropping his hands, gripping her breasts, and pinning her down as he fucks her in a heated frenzy.

The door opens to our room, and I see Captain come in, closing the door behind him. I stare at him as my pussy ripples around Will’s dick, and I moan louder when my boyfriend leans against the wall, staring at me. A shiver zips up my spine as my back arches, and I wail as my orgasm overcomes me. The room goes bright, and I close my eyes as I shake.

When I blink my eyes back open, feeling Will’s cock pulse his load deep inside me, I lock onto Captain’s stare. He loves to watch me; it’s not the first time he’s found me getting plowed by another man’s cock. His cocksure grin captivates me as Will pulls back and smacks my ass.

Brandon passes behind Will as I turn and watch them leave. Steph is panting, trying to catch her breath beside me with her eyes closed and a dreamy look on her face. My mind is a blur of lust as I swing my attention back to Captain. He’s dropped his shorts and is fisting his hard cock.

“Is that for me?” I ask, licking my lips and staring into his dark eyes.

“Only you,” Captain growls, reaching to grip a handful of my rusty locks.

I shift toward him; my mouth opens eagerly as I swirl my tongue over his head, tasting the salty stream dribbling from his tip. I bob my head down, sucking on the tip as I steady my trembling body. Gripping his cock in one hand, I pull off and look at him.

“Enjoying the festivities?” I ask, teasing my tongue along his shaft, then slurping his cock back between my lips.

“It’s fascinating,” he groans as I push my lips to his root. “Watching it makes me think of you. My good girl freeuse slut.”

I moan at the truth of that as his fingers grip my hair, thrusting his cock deep, then pulling out. I relax my throat and sink into a submissive state that overwhelms me when he takes possession of me. My pussy is still buzzing from Will’s railing, but I know I’m always ready for my Captain.

He pulls back and looks to the side. Steph gazes at us, then shifts on her back to get close. “I want to watch him fuck you,” she says, glancing at Captain.

He nods and slaps my ass. I scramble to find the best position, letting Steph stretch out and hang her head off the edge of the bed. When I straddle her head, she runs her fingers along the outside of my thighs, then grips my ass and pulls me down to lick up Will’s cum, still dripping from my pussy.

I look over my shoulder at Captain as he strokes his cock. It gleams from my spit and drool as he steps closer. Sensing his shadow, Steph pulls away from my needy pussy and then guides his thick cock to my opening. I lock eyes with my lover as he sinks himself into my depths, my eyes closing as I moan at the sensation. Steph licks at my clit, and I feel her fingers slide against my thighs to cup Captain’s balls.

I’m overcome by lust as my two lovers push me toward another peak. Steph and I rarely play with others. At least, we didn’t until we served Mark and his team during our shakedown cruise. I hope we can team up often; I love how in sync we are.

Captain grips my ass, his fingers digging into my hips as he ruts hard into my needy cunt. Steph runs her fingers along my side, then reaches down and cups my breasts as they bob over her abdomen. She pulls and twists my nipples as I whine in need.

“Please. Can I come?” I beg, my head twisted back to stare into the captain’s storm-gray eyes. They are dark with lust as he fucks me hard. I know by how his forehead creases that he’s close, and I nod at him. “Fill me up. I want to feel you come.”

His short nod in response is all the permission I need, but I hold off until I feel his cock throb where it’s buried inside me. When I release, my entire body shakes, and I feel my juices gushing around his pulsing cock. Steph’s tongue laps at his base, slurping up my streaming juices. The waves of intense sensations prolong my bliss until my vision fades to black.


CHAPTER 4
FRESHEN UP



My eyes blink open, and I rest at an angle on my back with my legs wide apart. Beside me, Steph’s head rests on one of my thighs, her warm breath caressing my skin. I glance up to see Captain looking down, his face etched with concern, and I smile tiredly to reassure him. After Captain made me come so hard I blacked out, I must have rolled onto my back on the mattress.

“Mmmmm,” is all I can say when he leans down and kisses me softly. His fingers comb through my sweaty hair as we kiss.

The indulgent moment passes, and he draws back. “Are you okay, baby girl?”

“More than okay.” I grin, shivering as my memory stitches back together. “You always get the best of me.”

Steph stirs to our voices, and she shifts up, crawling closer and resting her head between my breasts. Her hands run along my side as she relaxes, and we all take a break to enjoy our closeness.

The door opens, and Lilly slips inside and sits beside Captain on the bed. Steph smiles, then kisses between my breasts before shifting to wrap herself around Lilly. I twist around, then lay my check against Captain’s shoulder, kissing under his jaw and inhaling his comforting scent.

“I think there is a lull in the action,” Lilly reports as she looks at me and winks, then presses her lips to the top of Steph’s hair. “Have you two been able to manage the stress levels of the observers?”

“Think so,” I say, wrinkling my forehead, thinking back on the day. “Brandon and Will were the third pairing. Before them were Meghan and Kirsten, with Mark and Christi beginning the day. What time is it?”

“Close to dusk and dinner time. We need to fuel you two,” Lilly says, squeezing Steph tight before twisting to stand beside the bed. “I think everyone is taking a breather because the afternoon start of freeuse time was so intense. The hotel is serving an extended dinner as people rest.”

I’m curious to know if my sister is enjoying her excursion experience. I shake my head—I don’t want to hear the nitty-gritty details. I hope she’s having fun. Captain squeezes me, leaning to kiss the top of my head, and I tilt my head to smile at him.

“We’re having dinner brought over to the four of us, so just relax,” he says, running his hand along my back. “It should be here at any time.”

“I need to shower,” Steph says with a soft moan. “I always feel a bit more energized once I’m clean. Join me, Hols?”

I look up at Captain, who nods and smiles. “Go on. I’ll help Lilly set up for dinner.”

I twist and slide to the edge of the bed while Steph sits up and swings her feet off the mattress. Together, we stand and then groan from the delicious ache from a morning of decadent stress relief. I wrap my arm around her side, and she drapes her arm over my shoulders as we sway together and move to the cabana’s expansive bathroom.

I look over my shoulder and watch Captain strip the sheets from the bed before I disappear into the bright, white bathroom. The tile is shiny, and a glass partition divides the shower area from the twin sinks. Inside is another space with a door, toilet, and bidet. Outside the glass partition, a shelf with fluffy, white towels is within easy reach from inside the shower.

Steph walks into the shower to start the water, and I detour to the sink to grab a wide-toothed comb and a pair of washcloths. By the time I step inside the shower, Steph has her eyes closed with a stream of water soaking her red hair and then rushing over her pert breasts. Our physical similarities in looks strike me; we could almost be sisters. That has me thinking again of Hailey, and I shake my head—she can tell me about it later.

I step close and place the comb on the ledge with the body wash, shampoo, and conditioner bottles. They are some expensive brands and labeled with the Fantasy Unlimited logo. I grab the bottle of body wash and push one washcloth against Steph’s chest. The hot water soaks the rag, and Steph’s eyes blink open to grin at me. I hold up the other cloth to get it wet, then offer the bottle to her.

“Good thinkin’, Luv.” She grins, holding out her washcloth. I pour some pearly white bath gel on it. “Body first, then hair?” she continues. “We should do pigtails again, I reckon.”

“Yeah, that’s a solid plan,” I say, pouring some of the gel into my washcloth and then setting the half-empty bottle on the shelf.

I scrub the cloth together in my hands, generating generous suds. The shower fills with a sweet, vanilla fragrance with a hint of lavender. We watch each other start soaping our chests, then switch with a wink and a nod. I’m washing her, and she’s mirroring my movements. The suds smell lovely, and the sensation of a soft cloth soothes my slightly aching muscles.

We twist and turn in the rush of hot water, enjoying the almost scalding temperature, and our skin turns rosy from the heat under the sheen of the soapy suds. We wet our hair one at a time, then use shampoo to clean our messy locks. I know I had at least one cum shot blast into my hair when Mark shot his load in my face earlier.

When our hair is clean, we start with conditioner and let it stay in as we return to using the washcloths on our skin. We tend to ourselves, and I scrub between my thighs. The drenched cotton slides over my smooth petals, and I’m grateful that the resort spa treated Steph and me to a full waxing before Hailey’s arrival. I quickly wash my nipples once more before I drop the washcloth on the shelf and turn in the spray until all the suds and soap wash down the drain.

Steph grabs four towels and hands two to me. Together, we use one to dry our hair, wrapping the damp strands in one towel and quickly drying them off. We then pull the other around our breasts, tucking the end into our cleavage. When we’re back in the bedroom, the bed has been freshly made, and we remove the towels from around our hair, spreading them over the top of the bed and sitting on the edge.

“Normal French style?” Steph asks as I turn my back to her and brush my hair over my shoulder.

“Yeah, but leave the ends with a little bit of a tail,” I say, closing my eyes as her sure fingers comb through my hair and start dividing it into segments for braiding.


CHAPTER 5
REST PERIOD



After Steph finishes my braids, I quickly braid her hair into a similar style. When we’re done, matching braided pigtails hang past our shoulders. Mine are a little longer, and my hair is a touch more crimson than Steph’s more amber tone. She’s slightly taller, and her breasts are a bit plumper, but we are so similar that the devil is in the details. When she’s tired, her Aussie accent makes an appearance, while I slip into more of a lazy Southern tone from growing up in Florida.

Skipping bras and underwear, we pull on the teal, half-sleeved Lycra rashguards before shimmying into tight black shorts with each shade of our new uniforms. We look almost like twins as we enter the main living space. Captain and Lilly sit on either sofa and smile as we enter the cozy space.

“Beautiful,” Captain says, staring at me, then nodding toward Steph. “Both of you. We have dinner on the table. Ready to eat?”

He stands, and I slide against him, wrapping my arm around his waist and leaning to kiss his cheek. “I’m starving,” I admit, looking into his storm-gray eyes. “Thank you for arranging delivery.”

“Gotta keep you well-fed,” he says with a wink.

The four of us walk into the kitchen. A table is set for four along one side, with covered platters lining the middle. We sit down, Captain and me on one side and Lilly and Steph across from us. The four of us have become a small family since Fantasy Unlimited bought the ship and made Steph a freeuse stewardess like me. Sharing a meal with them feels cozy and safe, but I wonder how the rest of our crew is holding up.

“What are Liam and the boys up to?” I ask, trying to catch up with the flurry of activity since the day started.

“They’re also on the safety watch team,” Captain says and glances at me. “Dick’s team is taking care of their stress relief.”

Lilly pulls the covers off the trays, and the scent of freshly roasted fajita steak and chicken fills the air. Another tray has small plates of condiments for fajitas tortillas wrapped in paper for each of us. I look at Captain, waiting with my hands in my lap.

“We’re not on the ship, Holly. You can start eating. You and Steph deserve to go first. I don’t need the customary honors.”

I nod before nervously reaching for my plate and serving myself heaps of meat, onions, and peppers. Steph serves herself with me, and when we’re loaded up, we grab a plate of cheese, sour cream, pico de gallo, and a package of tortillas. I’m glad he mentioned that we don’t need the formal honors he expects as the captain of our yacht at sea. I grin at him as he loads his plate alongside with Lilly.

“Thank you, Mike. You take such good care of me wherever we are.”

“I don’t think I met the other team,” Steph says between bites of her food. “Outside of the quick introductions, there wasn’t much time for socializing.”

“Isobel, or Izzy, is like Holly—their first freeuse slut.” Captain chews carefully as he fills us in with the details. “Britt is their second stew, like Steph. Their chief stew is Emma, who has been helping with the demand necessary for the observers.”

“They’ve been doing great, but the team was talking about moving Izzy and Britt over here with you guys to centralize things,” Lilly says, as if it’s as simple as putting people in the right blocks.

“We all know there is a need to relieve the pressure from watching the ongoing orgy, but we also know you all need some aftercare along the way, so Lilly and I will also stay here to keep the flow moving,” Captain explains. “We’re building this ship while sailing it, and everyone needs to be flexible.”

“Good thing Steph and I are nice and bendy.” I laugh at my joke, and Captain snorts.

“Mark seems to think that after this lull for dinner, things will ramp up after nightfall, and they may pair up for sleeping. I think everyone realizes this is a marathon, not a sprint. A full-on thirty-six-hour fuck fest isn’t sustainable,” Captain continues.

“When things start winding down at night, we’ll send shifts of observers back to the inn for a rest period and maintain a smaller watch rotation as the participants rest,” Lilly explains.

“We’re delighted to help. Aren’t we, Hols?” Steph says, nudging my shin with her bare feet.

“Totally.” I nod as I finish the food I’m chewing. “I can’t believe I’m admitting this, but I’ve missed ornery ol’ Liam.”

“I’ll pass that message along,” Lilly says. “With only one relief station, I’m sure you’ll see him soon.”

“Your sister is having fun,” Captain whispers in my ear. “I know you’re concerned, but she always has her protector near.”

I smile at him with a nod, thinking back to when Hailey’s boat moored earlier this morning. She introduced me to Steven first thing. He is a tall blonde with a surfer vibe, broad shoulders, and a confident smile. They seem very comfortable with each other, and I’m dying to know more about their relationship.

She also introduced me to the people sailing with her and Steven, who, by coincidence, are friends with Christi and Will on our boat. She didn’t seem to know the rest of the Fantasy Unlimited crew. I was surprised that after she met Mark, her eyes snapped back to check in with Steven. I hope this isn’t just a rebound after her divorce.

“I really can’t think about her right now.” I sigh. “She needs her freedom for this experience, and I’ll check in with her after it’s over. I appreciate you for keeping an eye on her. I worry it might be overwhelming.”

Captain and Lilly share a look, then nod at each other before she picks up the strand of the conversation. “Hailey is having a great time,” Lilly says. “Her friends are also ensuring she has a fun time. I look forward to meeting her after the excursion is over. We’ll have some time before they need to sail back to Houston.”

“Will Houston be our new home port?” Steph asks, and I smile at her, glad for the change in conversation.”

“Yeah, I think so.” Captain rubs the scruff of his jaw. “With Fantasy Unlimited based out of Dallas, having both ships in Houston makes sense. I think Lisa is still negotiating with some of the harbors to find a prime side-by-side location.”

“I’ll be happy wherever. As long as I’m with you, Mike,” I say, squeezing his hand.

Dinner passes with light conversation as the skies outside darken. We’re about to head into the night, and none of us know if things will continue to go smoothly.


CHAPTER 6
WARMUPS



Steph and I clear the table and wash the cabana dishes. Plates, silverware, and glasses aren’t difficult to clean, and we’re both used to the process as part of our usual duties. Captain and Lilly continue to discuss things while we are busy with this familiar task.

“What do you think?” I ask as I wash the last glass, and Steph adds a stack of clean and dry dishes to a shelf.

“Oh, it’s bonzer!” Steph grins excitedly. “I mean awesome, sorry. The Aussie in me comes out when I’m tired.”

“Will you last through midnight tomorrow?” I grin, recalling the finish time tomorrow night.

“I’m excited. I’m sure we’ll have a couple more rest periods,” Steph says, stepping close and grabbing some of the dried glasses. “Mark runs an efficient operation, and he’s stressed the need for aftercare. If I get a little nap while cuddling, I’ll be ready for more.”

I reflect on the past year and how I adapted to being a full-time freeuse slut. The crew realizes I have a higher sex drive but also need to rest to recuperate from the physical exertion. Captain’s limits require that I’m unavailable for playtime after the dinner hour, and he ensures I rest while sharing his bunk. This isn’t much different, and the experience of the Fantasy Unlimited team shares the same type of ethos.

“It’s nice to have you serving beside me,” I admit, drying my hands on a towel. I turn around, lean against the counter, and glance at my shipmate’s alluring curves. “It helps more than I realized. Besides, we can feed off each other when we have multiple partners.”

Steph twists to face me and then grins as she preens for me, arching her back to jiggle her breasts at me. I cross my arms and peel off my rash guard as steel drums echo over the loudspeaker.

“That’s the signal,” Steph says as she admires my smaller bust, pulling her rash guard off. “We have some time before the observers will need relief.”

“We will,” I grin as a thrill of arousal climbs up my spine.

The door to the cabana opens, and we hear new voices as three women enter our cabana, followed by the broad-shouldered captain of our new sister ship.

“Dick, come in and meet my crew,” Captain says, striding to the door and grabbing his hand to shake, then pulling his friend into the one-handed back-slap thing he does with other men. “I’m sure you heard their introduction this morning, but it’s been slightly busy since then.”

As the two men talk, I focus on the three other women. I know their names, but there is little else I’m familiar with. Emma is the tallest of the trio and is already hugging Lilly as they laugh with familiarity. Izzy’s blonde hair is worn loose around her shoulder, and she grins at me like we’re old friends. Britt has dark hair pulled back into a messy bun, and she smiles nervously at me, then glances at Steph.

I nod at Steph, and we approach our counterparts together. They glance down at our bare breasts and then pull off their teal rashguards to match. Their tennis skirts are white, in contrast to our black mini skirts, and I know they are probably bare underneath like Steph and me. When we reach the pair, we lean in and hug, and I softly kiss Izzy as our breasts squish together.

“It’s so good to meet you finally,” she gushes as I lean past Steph, hug Britt, and kiss her cheek. “You are such an inspiration!”

“Um, thanks,” I reply, glancing toward Captain, grinning as he leans against the wall, talking to his friend. “It was all Captain’s idea.”

Lilly coughs lightly, then steps forward to get everyone’s attention. Steph takes my hand as I step back, turning to face our chief stewardess.

“Okay, we’re going to limit the destressing, if that’s the right word, to only the main space. The bedroom is off-limits until midnight and will be reserved for resting and sleeping.” She waves her hands at Emma and the two men before continuing. “We are observers, primarily. However, we are also going to need to burn off arousal now and then. We will work in pairs so there are always two people watching. Everyone knows the rules. While we’re all comfortable with each other, I want to hear all of you state the agreed upon safeword.”

“Windlass,” I say when Lilly nods at me. I guess I’m the senior freeuse slut, since I think I recall Captain saying that Izzy was newly hired for the role, and Britt only joined her for the cruise down from Houston on Hailey’s ship.

Steph states the safeword clearly, followed by Izzy and Britt.

“Good, all the observers know that if they hear the word, they are to stop and check in with their partners. To maximize safety, we think it is good that everyone stops and repeats the safeword until things have settled down.” Lilly waves to Emma for her to continue.

“We’re excited to meet everyone and look forward to learning more about each of you as we perform our duties,” Emma smirks as she crosses her arms under her full breasts, and I can’t help but notice her nipples poking through her rashguard. “Let’s keep things safe, but enjoy yourselves.”

The two captains nod at us, and the room quiets. It will be a little while before we have observers to care for, so an awkward silence settles in the room. I take the lead, grabbing Britt’s hand to lead her to one of the two sofas in the room. As we sit, I notice Steph leading Izzy to the other sofa. Both sofas are leather and set at angles to a wide ottoman.

I turn my attention to Britt, who looks at me with wide eyes as she nervously licks her lips. I lean and kiss her, tracing my tongue across her lips and coaxing her tongue to tangle with mine. With a soft moan, she leans into me, her hands tracing lightly up my side. Deepening our kiss, I drop my hands and run the backs of my fingers over her stiffening nipple. She cups my breast, squeezing firmly enough for me to moan encouragement against her lips.

Glancing at the other two, Izzy is on her back, legs spread open with one off the edge, her foot barely touching the floor as Steph nuzzles against her bare petals. I groan at the sight, knowing how talented Steph is at licking pussy. Britt parts and leans back, looking at me with dark lust in her eyes. I smirk, leaning back against the arm, and spread my legs showing her my pussy as I play with my smooth lips.

She gets the hint and lowers down to press a kiss to my vertical smile, and I comb my fingers through her hair as her tongue slides between my lips, seeking my clit.

“That’s it, sweetie,” I moan as my fingers tighten behind her head. “Warm me up, and then I’ll warm you up.”

“I’m new at this.” She glances up at me, holding eye contact as her mouth continues to pleasure me.

“So was I at first.” I moan and use my fingers to direct her head to my favorite spots. “Just relax and enjoy, sweet girl.”


CHAPTER 7
LIAM'S LUST



With four freeuse sluts warming up, the room fills with moans of encouragement. I enjoy watching Britt get into the flow of pussy pleasing and the occasional glance at Izzy when she moans at Steph’s talented tongue. The dark, stormy eyes of my Captain watching me help put my mind into the proper zone. I’ve always liked performing for him, even before the new normal of serving guests; Mike has scratched his voyeurism itch watching me service his crew.

I flick my gaze at his friend, Dick, and notice they both are tenting their white Bermuda shorts as they watch the four of us warm up. A peek at Lilly finds her pressing against Emma from behind as she watches us over her shoulder. I can tell by Emma’s posture, resting her hands on the sofa behind Izzy’s head, that Lilly is enjoying her assets.

I slide my fingers through Britt’s black bangs and tug to remind her to look at me, and her eyes close as she moans into my mound. Another tug and her eyes flash open to stare at me.

“That’s it. Good girl,” I praise, remembering that the best form of training is to reward good behavior. That’s the captain’s ethos, but Liam encourages compliance with some impact play. I bite my lip as I grind my hips into Britt’s beautiful face, thinking of Liam binding my hands behind my back to teach me how to suck cock with just my mouth. “Play with yourself,” I say to the slut between my thighs.

Watching her adjust on her knees, keeping her mouth moving on my needy cunt, I know she needs a little relief from the growing lust. Her eyes shift closed as she retracts her hand and slides it under her body. I tug again at her hair, and her eyes blaze as we reconnect. “You keep your eyes on me,” I command. “That’s to remind you are the giver, not the taker.”

She nods and redoubles her licking, and I watch her hips cycle in circles as she rubs herself against her fingers. I bite my lip, holding off the moan I want to express, watching her eyes haze over with lust. I’m about to tell her to finger me when the door opens suddenly, and Liam’s bulky body crosses into the room.

“Aye, there she is.” Liam’s lips curl into a smirk as our eyes meet. “Oi, Holly, I require yer services.”

Britt shifts onto her knees, her fingers still strumming her clit, as I scramble off the sofa and onto the ottoman on my knees. Waving at her to join me, I nod at Liam. “Aye, Liam. How do you want me?”

For as many times as Liam and I have played, he’s always been in charge, and his needs shift like the winds and currents. Straightening my back, I slide my tongue out of my open mouth and clamp my hands together behind my back. Liam stalks toward me, his thick cock straining against his swim trunks.

“That’s a good lass. Who’s yer friend?” Liam mutters as he shoves his shorts down, grabs his cock, then taps the broad crown against my outstretched tongue. “Yew her mentah? Gonna teach how to suck cock, are ya now?”

The splat of his shaft against my tongue sends a spray of my spit onto my cheeks, and I crane my neck, focusing on the bead of precum oozing from his tip. I only nod at the burly sailor that often invades my darker fantasies. His lips curl into a smirk again as he presses his tip down, and I engulf the smooth tip, swirling my tongue and savoring his salty flavor. His musk overwhelms me, making my pussy clench with desire.

Sensing Britt beside me, I stare up at him, wanting to demonstrate to her how a good cock whore acts. He grips my red pigtails and hauls my head forward as I swallow to pull his shaft into my throat. He holds my nose against the scruff of his pubic hair, and my senses fill with his unique musk. Staring up at him, I see his eyes shift to Britt, and he licks his lips.

“That’s a good girl,” Liam says to Britt. “Learn from Holly, lass. She’s the best cum slut I’ve evah had.”

My skin ignites as goosebumps spread over my chest at his praise. I nod at him, unblinking with his thick cock lodged in my throat. I show off by pressing forward, wanting every inch of his massive cock. I whine when he pulls free and waves his cock at Britt.

“Be a luv, Holly, and clean my balls while I show yer friend here what a real cock feels like.”

I twist to look at Britt, whose mouth is hanging open from watching my cock gobbling, then she focuses on Liam’s log. She swallows nervously as Liam paints her lips with his oozing stream of precum. I shift and turn, trying to watch his cock disappear between her lips, but I need to suck his balls first. I only hear her moan interrupted by a gag, then a pant and a shriek of lusty pain. I shift to his other full sac of cream, sucking and licking to savor his musk as his thighs shift with the flexing of his ass.

It’s cramped between his muscular legs, with Britt sucking and moaning just above me. Her breasts press and slide over my shoulder as I work Liam’s balls. Then I shift up beside her, craning my mouth open to offer it to Liam’s lust. He grips my hair with one hand, then shoves his cock into my mouth and down my throat. I hear Britt’s exhale as she presses her cheek against mine, keening for another taste of Liam’s cock.

He takes turns, throat fucking me, then Britt. Our hands meet, cupping and pulling on his balls. I want all of his cum for myself. I know it’s selfish and greedy.

“Fuck me, lasses,” Liam moans, and I can tell by the tightening of his balls that he’s on edge. “Lean back, gurls; I’m gunna coat your tits with my cream. I gotta git back on station.”

I lean back, arching my back, with my hands clenched just above my ass, looking up at Liam’s tight features while his hand jerks his junk in a blur. Britt leans against me, and I peek at her full rack as she cups her hands under her boobs to present them to Liam as his prize. I quickly follow her example, pressing against her soft curves to give Liam a massive target of tit flesh to decorate.

He growls as his spunk shoots out in creamy ropes to splatter against our breasts. Missing the feel of him releasing his load down my throat, I lick my lips as I watch in awe as he coats our tits in ropes of his thick, pearlescent cream. He shakes off the last drop and offers me his flared crown, oozing the last of his cum from the slit. I hungrily suck the bead of cream, then push my lips over his head and clean his cock.

“Atta girl,” Liam says, stepping back and tucking his cock away. “You girls enjoy my snack, yeah?”

He laughs as Britt and I twist, facing each other. She pushes up and crawls over me, twisting and dangling her cum soaked tits over my face. I moan as I lick up Liam’s lust, sucking and cleaning his cum from Britt’s fleshy mounds while she returns the favor.


CHAPTER 8
UNCONVENTIONAL PROPOSAL



After Liam left, the rest of the day went by in a blur. With four sluts serving twelve observers, the rotation of horny watchers ready to relieve pressure was steady but not overwhelming. They came in as pairs or singles and the traffic didn’t taper off until almost midnight.

I met the crew of the Pineapple Princess one at a time. While recognizing Izzy and Britt, they chose either Steph or me to ease their pent-up lust. When we weren’t fulfilling their randy needs, we would watch or play with each other, and it felt like an eight-hour orgy by the time Mark called a timeout for all parties to rest and recover.

I’m cuddling with Kirsten on the large ottoman after Mark finished inside my slick pussy and before he made the announcement over the loudspeakers. The other observers left with Mark to go police the circle of cabanas and make sure everyone was comfortable. Kirsten is behind me, and I’m enjoying being her little spoon. Steph has latched on to Britt on the other sofa, and they’ve gotten increasingly cozier throughout the day.

“You’ve done this for a year?” I flutter open my eyes at Izzy’s voice, my lips curling into a smile. I have to think back to when I first stowed away on the captain’s boat before I nod. “That sounds right,” I agree, inviting her into my cuddle pile with Kirsten.

“Do you mind sharing your story?” Izzy says, and she curls her shoulders under my breasts, her head resting over my heart. “I’ve only heard rumors.”

“I didn’t know there were rumors about me,” I state and turn to look over my shoulder at Kirsten. Captain is leaning against the wall a few feet away, and he gives me a comforting smile as he chats with Lilly. “I just wanted to get away from a shitty job as a cocktail waitress at a marina bar in Key Largo.”

I sigh and cradle Izzy’s head, fingers combing through her hair as I continue. “I didn’t like how the customers just assumed that I was there for their ogling and molesting. They never pushed for more than a grope of my breast or ass as I walked by, but it was how they made me feel that got to me.”

“And now you’re a full-time freeuse slut?” Izzy giggles, and I snort quietly.

“Yes, I am, but it feels different,” I admit.

“It’s because you’ve consented,” Kirsten says, kissing behind my ear and reaching to stroke her fingers along Izzy’s side. “I started as a cocktail waitress in a gentlemen’s club in Houston. Most customers were respectful, and I didn’t mind their ogling; I was proud of my body and knew I was showing it to them for better tips,” Kirsten explains. “It was touching without consent that gave me the icky feeling. When I began dancing, it didn’t change much, other than enjoying my control over the audience when I danced. The bouncers were always protective, but the groping never stopped.”

“I didn’t know you were a dancer?” I say quietly and turn to face her—Izzy shifts around until we’re cheek-to-cheek, watching Kirsten. She smiles and rises to kneel comfortably.

“Okay, let’s have a little story time,” Kirsten begins. “I never wanted to be a sex worker. I wanted to finish school and do something different.” She takes time to make eye contact with both of us. “When I became an escort, I knew what I was choosing. I wanted to control who became my clients. It was a lot of work to screen and select customers, and I had help from more experienced escorts.”

“I just discovered that I’m a slut,” I admit with a genuine smile. “I wasn’t promiscuous before I stowed away. Captain seemed to understand me intuitively before I understood that about myself.”

“Yes,” Kirsten replies with a nod. “Same with Mark and me. He was one of my first clients, and he gained my trust by listening to me. He heard my worries about safety but understood who I was deep down. A slut, like you.”

“I knew I was into sex before I applied to be a stewardess,” Izzy confesses. “When Captain Dick wanted to try a freeuse stewardess as a service, he explained what it meant. I’d heard about Holly, mostly from scuttlebutt at the bars in ports we visited. So I already had an idea of my duties.”

“You both ended up choosing freely,” Kirsten says, reaching to grab each of our hands. “That’s where you take control, giving you power to enjoy your choices. That’s what Fantasy Unlimited explores with our clientele, a safe and enjoyable experience from girlfriend-type interactions all the way to freeuse sluttery. Our hostesses are in control, not our clients.”

Captain shifts off the wall, walks around the ottoman, and sits beside me. I instinctively move to my knees, turn, and climb into his lap. He wraps his arms around me and kisses the top of my head. A comforting warmth runs up my spine from being in his arms. I turn and lift my chin, kissing his jaw. Kirsten hums as she watches us.

“You two remind me of Mark and me when I was an escort,” she says, nodding at me. “He was always my safe spot, and when he asked me to marry him, I accepted eagerly. Even knowing that I would continue as an escort, he accepted my choice and made it part of our lifestyle.”

I glance up at Captain, and he meets my stare as his lips curl into a smile. “Funny you should mention that, Kirsten.”

He chuckles as he stands beside the ottoman, and I twist around on my knees to face him. He reaches into his pocket as he looks down at me. “I think we have our positions backward, but I want to ask you an important question.” He pulls out a diamond ring and extends it to me.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m asking you to marry me,” he says as I hold out one shaky hand. “I want to spend the rest of my life caring for you, supporting you, and keeping you safe. I want you to explore your wildest desires and return to me. Please accept this unconventional proposal.”

My eyes fill with tears as I look at the sparkling gem on my finger. I have to blink to clear my blurry vision when I look into Mike’s eyes. “Yes, Mike. I accept. I love you so much.”

I’m suddenly swept into his strong arms and curl my head into his chest. He carries me into the bedroom and closes the door before he sets me on my feet. He shows me his loving care with an indulgent shower. We slip into the bed together when we’re both dry and warm. I fall asleep, nestled in the arms of the captain of my dreams.


CHAPTER 9
CELEBRATION



Even I have to admit that this is weird. I’m on my knees on the ottoman, slurping Captain’s cock, while getting pounded from behind by his boss, Mark. I’m still buzzing from Captain’s proposal and dreaming of the day I’ll become Mrs. Mike Weaver. A dream I never thought would come true. The feel of two cocks robbing me of my breath as the two virile men fuck me hard is a dissonance to the love I feel for the man throbbing in my throat.

Kirsten is under me, her lips and tongue teasing my clit, pussy, and then swiping along the junction of my clenching cunt and Mark’s stiff rod. It’s been a wild morning and, surprisingly, the perfect way to start the next facet of my life. My first orgasm rips through me as my three lovers take pleasure in my body, leaving me breathless.

When Mark flips me over and drags the head of his cock over my open lips, I suckle automatically, then moan as Captain plunges into my dripping fuck hole and starts propelling me to my next peak. Kirsten’s lips, at least I think they’re hers, tighten around one nipple, and her fingers tighten around the other after she moves from under me to over me.

I’m dizzy but flying high from the sensations of being a willing fucktoy to these fabulous people. Kirsten’s confessions of her life resonate with me as my mind dwells on my unexpected fortune. I shatter again, then moan as Kirsten’s lips pull from my breasts as both cocks slide out of me.

My eyes drift open as I clean the drool pooling in my sockets to see Kirsten on her knees, arms stretched out to either side and stroking the cocks of her husband and my betrothed. It’s not long before both spray hot, white streams of cum over my chest and belly.

Kirsten pulls the last of Captain’s cum from his shaft, then leans and takes his cock between her lips to suck him dry. I smirk as I twist onto my knees, looking up at Mark as I lap the last drop from his tip, then suck him clean. I feel a tap on my back and look over my shoulder to see Kirsten crawling toward me. I get the hint and twist around to finish cleaning my fiancé’s glistening tool. I even suck his heavy balls clean of any stray juice.

We all curl around into a warm pile of satiated flesh in the middle of the bed. I was supposed to be servicing the freeuse excursion observers when Mark strode into the cabana, saw my ring, and nodded to Mike and Kirsten to join him in the bedroom with me. Steph, Izzy, and Britt can handle the needs of the observers, and I think I was the type of relief that Mark needed after watching the freeuse orgy start fresh in the morning.

“Congratulations to you both,” Mark says, looking at me before glancing at Mike. “Kirsten and I were wondering if you’d tie the knot, and I’m happy to see you take this step. Tomorrow, when the excursion ends, I want to have a ceremony to re-christen the two new ships. I can’t think of a better way to complete the weekend than to celebrate couples making loving commitments.”

“Couples?” I ask, wrinkling my forehead. Maybe I heard him wrong.

“Craig and Felicia, guests on Dick’s boat, are also engaged. They’ve asked if Captain Dick could officiate their vows. They don’t have any immediate family but want their friends to be present. Do the two of you have guests you’d want to invite?”

Mike and I share a look, then he shrugs. “It’s just us,” Mike says.

“Hailey,” I say quickly. “I want Hailey to be my witness.”

“Of course,” Mike says, smiling at me. “We’re lucky that she’s already here.”

“Felicia wants one person in attendance who isn’t here already,” Mark says with a grin. “Lisa has dispatched the jet to pick them up, so we should be ready for tomorrow. Noon, on the beach?”

Things are moving quickly, but I’ve been going with the flow all year. I never considered what my wedding would be like, but now it seems that all the stars have aligned. I glance at Mike, and my heart speeds up at our connection. I nod at him, and he grins before leaning and kissing me.

“Sound perfect,” Mike says, “Count us in.”

“I’ll work with Felicia and Craig to ensure we have everything they need,” Kirsten smiles, then turns to me. “Do you have a dress?”

“Just the one Captain—Mike bought me for dinner in Key West,” I say as my cheeks heat up in a blush. “I don’t have an abundance of clothes.”

Kirsten glances at Mark, and they nod before she turns back to me. “I’ll get Christi on it, and she can forward any needs to Lisa to get while she’s in Dallas. Don’t worry about a thing.”

“I haven’t worried since Captain claimed me,” I admit, grinning at him. “I know you guys will take care of me.”

The four of us relax. The fact that we’re still nude doesn’t faze us as we discuss this weird change in the course of my life. I hear a knock at the door, then Steph’s loud shout.

“Hols, I need some help out here, babes. There are five of them.”

I grin and slide to my feet as excitement spins in my core. Kirsten kisses Mark before standing and joining me. I take her hand as we open the door to join Steph, Izzy, and Britt as they try to satisfy five horny guys. After blowing a kiss at Captain, I lock eyes with Liam, who smirks in return.

“I hear congratulations are in ordah, lass,” he growls, pushing down his shorts and gripping his cock. “Hows about yew celebrate by giving ol’Liam one of your famous blowies?”

I grin as I kneel at his feet, grabbing his cock while the diamond ring on my finger shines in my vision. “Sounds like the perfect engagement present—a mouthful of your cum.”

“Oy, that’s a good girl,” Liam groans as I take him deep into my throat.


CHAPTER 10
FOUND FAMILY



The rest of the day goes by quickly as I’m visited by the crews of both ships and the leadership of Fantasy Unlimited. I don’t play with all of them but smile as they nod at me when I flash my ring. The minutes tick toward midnight, which marks the end of the excursion. The tempo has slowed since dinner. I’m lying on the ottoman with Christi as she smiles at me, combing my sweaty hair out of my face.

“I knew you two were in love in Key West,” Christi says, kissing me softly. “Congratulations, slut.”

We laugh together, and I’m overcome by the emotions of this wild day. My eyes fill with tears of joy, and Christi wraps her arms around me. Our breasts press together as she rubs my back, soothing me. I pull back and look at her, my brow wrinkling.

“I haven’t told my sister yet,” I explain. “Do you know where she is?”

Christi nods and brushes the tears from under my eyes. “She’s fine. She had a wonderful time. She’s with Steven now in one of the other cabanas. They called it quits at dinner time. She said she wanted to spend the last segment with him.”

“I want to see her,” I say reflexively. “I’ll shower and get dressed. Do you mind checking with her to see if it’s okay?”

Christi slides off the ottoman and walks naked to the kitchen, returning in a few moments with her phone. “Let’s send them a text.”

Christi: Hey guys, Holly wants to visit. Are you decent?



Steven: It should be okay. Let me wake Hailey.



“I’m sure it can wait until morning,” I say, suddenly nervous when I see Steven’s text.

“Tomorrow is going to be a big day, love,” Christi says with a slight grin. “One less thing to worry about on your wedding day.”

I sigh, then blink when her phone buzzes.

Steven: Give us five to get dressed. Hailey is excited to see her sister.



Christi: Right on. We’ll shower quickly and be right over.



Christi grabs my hand as she presses send and drops the phone. Then, she pulls me into the bathroom and starts the shower. As I’m washing my hair, I remember I only have my rashguard and skimpy swim bottoms, probably covered with unmentionable stains.

“Can someone get my dress from the ship?” I ask, knowing it’s not that far away. “The blue-and-white striped one; it’s under my bunk.”

“You got it; I’ll tell Steph to grab it.”

Christi grabs a towel and leaves me in the shower. I hear her call for Steph, then a rumble of feet and the closing of the outside door. Taking a deep breath, I finish washing my hair, pulling at bits of goo and sticky stuff and untying my braids with my fingers. Grabbing the last towel, I dry off and check the mirror. My eyes are bright as I smile at my reflection. My belly fills with butterflies as I think about seeing my sister.

I bite my lip, thinking about her experience. By her admission, she enjoyed the cruise, but the last thirty-six hours were completely different than her cruise. Truthfully, the last thirty-six hours have also taken a toll on me. Not only the demands of taking care of horny men but also accepting my lover’s ring. I hold up my hand and watch the diamond sparkle.

When the door opens, Christi and Steph are holding my dress. They even brought back a bra and underwear, even though I hardly ever wear them. I start with a pair of panties, and Christi helps me with my dress after I struggle to put on my bra.

“Okay, let’s go,” Christi says while Steph fluffs my hair. “It’s been ten minutes, and you need at least some beauty sleep before you walk down the aisle.”

I hug Steph, then follow Christi as she leads me down the stairs to a small cabana on the opposite side of our deck. As we approach, the door opens, and Hailey appears with Steven beside her. I cry joyfully and leap up the steps, wrapping my arms around my sister’s body and leaving Christi to follow.

As I step back and hold Hailey’s hands, I notice four other people leaving her cabin. I vaguely recollect who they are—Hailey’s cruise mates, all friends of Steven’s. I lift my hand between us and hold it with my palm facing me to show her my ring. Her eyes widen as she smiles, then pulls me into a hug—the rest of the people around us all clap and cheer. Even if I don’t know them, it feels like a family. A found family.

“When?” Hailey finally asks as she releases me from the hug.

“He asked me last night, and I accepted.” My mind spins with the speed at which things are happening. “We’re getting married tomorrow.” I turn, looking at the others, and find the taller woman, Felicia, grinning at me.

“With Craig and me,” she says, beaming at her fiancé. “He just told me tonight. You’d think he’d give me some notice.”

“Hey, Mark only told me about the beach thing yesterday,” Craig complains with a smile.

“I only wish that Nat could be here,” Felica says.

“Who’s that?” I ask, realizing I have much to learn about my sister’s new friends.

“She’s her submissive,” Christi says, standing behind me and rubbing my back before speaking to her friend. “Lisa is getting her, babe. She’ll be here in the morning.”

“Oh, that’s incredible!” the blonde—Jenny says, clapping and bouncing on her toes.

Felicia’s eyes gleam, and she steps close and hugs me. “I don’t hardly know you, but if you’re Hailey’s sister, then you’re mine too.”

I glance at my sister’s beaming face and feel the love of everyone I’ve just met surrounding us. I turn and see Mike climbing the stairs, and I reach for him to pull him beside me. He wraps an arm around my waist as we all re-introduce ourselves. Hugs and kisses shift between everyone on the porch. Lilly and Steph join us. I’m overcome by the feeling of my found family and the adventures I’ve had that led me to this perfect point.

“I love you, Captain,” I whisper in his ear. “Will you take me to bed? Christi thinks I need beauty sleep.”

“You need your rest, but you’ll always be beautiful to me.” Mike squeezes me, then waves at the circle of smiling faces and takes me back to the middle cabana and our bed.


CHAPTER 11
SAFE HARBOR



The captain wakes up early and kisses me after he puts on his white uniform and before he leaves the cabana. He must do something on the ship to prepare for today’s rechristening.

I’ve been so distracted the last few days I forgot that our ship is tied to the pier just down the way. This has been my first time ashore for two consecutive nights since I stowed away over a year ago. I’m still reeling from the physical intensity of the freeuse excursion and the emotional intensity of accepting Captain’s ring with a promise to be his bride.

What the fuck is my life right now?



“Holly, are you up?” Kirsten taps on the open door, and I turn and nod.

“I can’t seem to sleep without Captain beside me.” I push myself to the edge of the bed and stand, stretching in front of my boss’s wife, fully naked and feeling no shame.

“Get dressed, please,” she says, though not in a judgemental tone. “We have an early spa treatment for you, your sister, and Felicia. We want to pamper you before the ceremony.”

“I think I’m just going to go with the flow today. I trust you guys with everything. I have no idea how to plan a wedding.” I grin, but going with the flow has been my motto since I started servicing the captain’s sailing yacht crew. I pull an orange rashguard over my head, then pull up the black skort and turn to Kirsten. “Is this okay?”

“It will suffice for now,” Kirsten says, offering her hand to me. “Lisa will be here later with a new wardrobe for you. You can still wear your uniform for now. But you need better casual clothes as a ship captain’s wife.”

“That’s going to take some getting used to,” I say, feeling my cheeks flush. “I’m used to being the lowest on the totem pole in many ways. Becoming the captain’s wife is a little intimidating.”

Walking through the sand to Hailey’s cabana, I fiddle with my ring. Even wearing it all day yesterday, I still haven’t gotten used to the feel of it. The stone is small but dazzling. It seems like something I’m borrowing.

“I understand,” Kirsten says, “I hid that my husband owned Fantasy Unlimited from my coworkers at first. I didn’t see my importance in his business. Working with Brandon, Meghan, and Mark over the last year has shown me I bring a unique perspective and experience to the boardroom. I’m confident you’ll do the same with how our yachts will operate.”

“But I’m just a poor cocktail waitress who blew up her life to the point that the only job I’m suited for is sexual service.”

We walk silently, and then Kirsten tightens her grip, pulling me to a stop. She then twists to face me, her brilliant blue eyes holding mine as she curls her lip into a tight smile.

“It’s a new day, Holly. I want you to understand that what we do is a noble profession. We continue the line of temple priestesses who ensure good harvests, camp followers who encourage legions of warriors, and high-class escorts who make the men of an industry confident and steady.”

I blink at her as her words sink in. Chewing my lip, I nod.

“I never thought of it that way.”

“They never want you to, but it’s true. It’s the oldest profession, and they label what we do as prostitution to shame us. Fuck them.” Kirsten’s voice is full of contempt, making me glad she’s on my side. “It’s more than sex work, Holly. It’s embracing the power of the divine feminine. Even in this modern age, I genuinely believe what we do is essential.”

After she stops speaking, she waits, watching me with her gorgeous smile. I see her point, and part of me wants to believe every word. I shift my eyes between hers and steady my focus. She nods and then winks.

“We’ll work on this together, Holly. I’m invested in seeing you blossom and embrace your unique strengths.”

I don’t joke and ask if that was my extraordinary skill at draining a man’s balls. I admit I deal with uncomfortable feelings with humor. But by Kirsten’s tone, I can tell she’s being honest with me. Maybe there is more to what I’m best at than just the physical sex acts. Maybe my effect on ship morale is more complex than I realize by providing care and comfort to my shipmates.

We knock on the door to Hailey’s cabana. Jenny opens the door with her stunning smile and waves us in. Felicia and Craig are in the kitchen talking with Brad. Across the bar, Will and Christi are chattering with my sister’s friends.

Seeing Kirsten, Christi disengages from the group and hugs her.

“Is it okay if Jenny and I tag along to the bridal spa treatment?” She grins and winks. “Hailey has become close with Felicia and the gang, and I want to be a part of their vibe.”

“That won’t be a problem,” Kirsten says, winking at me. “I already invited Meghan so she wouldn’t be alone with Brandon. Not that she’d mind spending time with her hubby, but I like the idea of a girls’ day.”

“Will the spa be able to handle all of us?” Christi pauses to count on her fingers. “That makes seven of us. You made reservations for just the three of you.”

“They’ll manage. We need manicures, pedicures, massages, and exfoliation; they can cycle us through,” Kirsten confidently says. “Besides, I warned them that we might add more. Are we ready?”

“Just waiting for Hailey.” Christi looks toward the closed door to the main bedroom.

As if on cue, the door opens, and Hailey steps out, with Steven following behind her. “Sorry, I know you’re waiting on me.” She blushes. “I was helping Steven with something that came up.” When she notices me, she bites her lip, smiles, and hugs me close to whisper. “Forget I said that.”

“What?” I laugh and squeeze her. “You’re allowed to enjoy time with your boyfriend and do all manner of fun adult things.”

My wink and nudge make her face darken even more, but she laughs and nods. “I’m getting more comfortable with how this lifestyle works. I’m so glad you decided to gift me this trip.”

Kirsten claps her hands, “Say goodbye to your men, ladies. It’s time for us to spoil ourselves a little. Mark told me he would try out the new driving range on the far side of the resort. I’m sure he needs company.”

Brad, Craig, Will, and Steven perk up at her invitation and talk between themselves as we girls wave goodbye. I wonder if Mike will join them? I know he said he needed to do something with Captain Dick and the two sailing yachts at the pier. Maybe after they’re done, he’ll meet them there. It’s slightly odd to think of what Mike will do when he’s not with me. We are always so close; why haven’t I ever considered whether he enjoys golf?

Hailey and I walk side by side, trailing the other girls on the way to the resort building and through the jungle trail. “This is an incredible island,” she says offhand, looking around. “Will you visit here often?”

“Yeah, Mike told me this would be a standard port of call for all Fantasy Unlimited cruises. I think they’re building an amazing resort.”

“I’d like to come back someday,” Hailey says wistfully before dropping her eyes and looking at the trail we’re walking on. “I just need to remind myself to take it day by day. Things with Steven are wonderful, but it’s still new. I don’t know if we’ll stay together after the cruise.”

“Has it gotten that serious?” I ask, looking at her. “I can tell the two of you are close, but is that what you want? You just got out of a horrible marriage.”

“Steven is nothing like him,” she says, referring to her rotten ex-husband. “He’s hinted that he wants to be together. I was overwhelmed with the freeuse excursion, and we hardly had time to discuss details.” She waves her hand like it’s trivial.

“Are you okay?” I ask, reaching out to take both hands to stop her. “Did something happen?”

“Yes, and no. It wasn’t anything bad,” Hailey says, then bites her lip. “Steven stepped in at one point. He could tell I was about to tap out and use the safeword. He didn’t think the guy would stop, even if I used it. He stood up to him to protect me.”

She shrugs like it is no big deal, but I look her in the eyes as she avoids my stare. She sighs, then wraps her arms around me.

“It’s fine. Steven was there, and we’ve sorted it out,” Hailey explains. “The guy was getting mixed signals from me. He came and apologized later when things cooled down.”

“I’m glad Steven was there. But if it was bad, we need to report it to Mark,” I say, still looking at her. “I get the feeling he doesn’t stand for any kind of nonsense at these events.”

“He knows,” Hailey says with a shrug. “Brad took it upon himself to tell Mark about what happened. Craig sat with the guy until he calmed down. Craig can be intimidating. They all had my back—Felicia and Jenny, too—until everything calmed down.”

She blinks her eyes, looking up into the canopy of tropical trees. “Holly, I’ve never had a man stand up for me. God knows he never took my side in anything.”

“You mean your fuck-head of an ex, right?”

She nods, then wipes the tears from her eyes. “Yeah. Steven and everyone I’ve met are so different. This experience has shown me a different side of swinging and the lifestyle you’ve adopted. Thank you for inviting me.”

“When you’re ready, I will listen and answer questions,” I say and hug her tight. “Captain and my shipmates are always honest with me. Mike forces me to communicate better with him, even if I’m upset with something.”

“Felicia says the same thing. Is it a sign that you’ll both be married on the same day?” Hailey asks, then shakes her head and kisses my cheek. “Today is about you, not me. Let’s get you beautiful for Mike, okay?”

“Right!” I grin as we enter the spa at the hotel. My mind spins at the idea of standing beside Mike and becoming his wife.


CHAPTER 12
NEW HORIZONS



The spa day went by quickly. Thanks to acrylic tips, my usually short-trimmed nails are now longer than ever. My fingernails match my toenails, the bright white polish a stark highlight with my lightly tanned skin and freckles. Before today, I’ve only worn nail polish to complement my uniform since I’m always using my hands for service and… other things.

After the vigorous activity of the past two days, the relaxation from the skilled hands and fingers of the masseuse who found and released every knotted muscle feels marvelous. The only spot of discomfort was the brief, touch-up Brazilian waxing, but it was swift and gentle.

My hair was styled into an intricate updo, with whips of red curls bordering my face and complementing the muted cosmetics highlighting my features. Hailey sat with Jenny and Christi, watching the stylists work their magic on Felicia and me. It was great chatting with them, and I’m happy that Hailey has found such wonderful friends.

I look down the rows of white wooden chairs and see an arch of tropical flowers in front of a beautiful view of the softly crashing waves. At the front, Captain Dick stands proudly at the podium. Liam and Chef finish escorting Lilly and Steph up the aisle, and they turn to smile at me as I stand nervously beside Hailey. A tingle runs up my spine as I spy Mike walking in from the side in his sharp, white uniform.

“It’s time,” says Esme, the resort manager, and Hailey squeezes my hand.

“Let’s do this,” I say, trying to sound confident as my body tenses with nervous energy. We start walking as the calypso drums start playing their version of a wedding march, and I can’t stop the tears from falling as I walk into my future.

The crowd in the chairs all stand, and I nod at the faces I recognize—the crews of both ships, Hailey’s cruise mates, and the Fantasy Unlimited leadership that made the shake-down cruise so exciting. Other VIP club members watch as I walk barefoot through the sand. The time it takes to walk to the altar seems to pass by in an instant.

Hailey kisses my cheek as she takes my bouquet of tropical flowers, then whispers, “I love you, sister. Go marry that man!” She holds my jaw and uses her thumbs to brush fresh tears away, then steps to the side and faces Captain Dick. I turn to face the love of my life, smiling happily at Mike’s grin while we stare at each other.

I space out, staring at Mike while Captain Dick talks to the people behind us while I hold both of Mike’s hands. He has to let go to take the ring Liam gives him to slide on my finger. He pauses, looking at me, then tilts his head. Am I supposed to do something?

“Do you take Mike to be your—” Captain Dick repeats.

“I do!” I interrupt him and giggle as Mike slides the ring on my finger until it rests beside my diamond engagement ring.

“Here,” Hailey says, touching my elbow. I turn, and she holds out a silver ring that is too big for me. I look at her with confusion until she points to Mike.

“Oh, right,” I murmur, then snatch the ring and twist to face Mike.

Captain Dick says more words I don’t hear, then Mike says, “I do.” He raises his left hand, and I push the massive ring onto his thick finger. I pause, holding his hand with my left hand, burning the picture of our joined hands into my memories. When I look up, Mike runs his hand behind my head and kisses me.

Oh, this is the good part! I lose myself in the kiss as our lips open and tongues tangle as the crowd cheers and applauds. “Ladies and gentlemen, I present to you, Captain and Mrs. Michael Weaver.” Captain turns, I take his arm, and he escorts me back up the aisle, both of us grinning and waving at the happy crowd.

I smile at Felicia and Jenny, then turn and wink at Craig and Steven, standing where I was only moments ago. There is supposed to be a festive reception at the resort for both couples, but Mike detours toward the dock.

“Where are you taking me?” I laugh as he helps me cross the threshold and climb the steps to board the newly re-christened Fantasea I.

“Our stateroom. Now!” His deep, commanding voice makes my core clench, and I turn automatically to head there. “The dress stays on.”

I giggle as I hurry through the passageways, glad I’m barefoot and not trying to rush in heels. “But it’s all I have to wear to the reception? I’m stripping,” I sass back at my husband.

“Fine, have it your way, brat.” Mike laughs as I open the door and back into our familiar nest.

Pulling off the linen white sundress that fits me perfectly, I hear buttons popping across our room. I blink in surprise but enjoy Mike’s broad chest as he works his white Bermuda shorts down his muscular thighs.

“Do you have another shirt?” I giggle. “We still have to make an appearance at the reception.”

I fall back into Captain’s bunk and run my hands along the fresh linens. I look at the stateroom decorated for the occasion with a sign that says, “Congratulations, Holly and Mike!” I tremble as I look back at my husband crawling into our cozy bunk.

“I can’t believe I’m your wife,” I say, reaching for him, cupping his jaw, then kissing him deeply.

“Believe it, Holly,” he says, then starts kissing down my neck, lowering his powerful shoulders between my spread thighs. “I told you your first day that you’re mine. You still are and always will be. I might share you, but you’re going to be the hottest hotwife around.”

“Sounds like a dream come true,” I say, then moan as his mouth covers my pussy, and he slides his tongue through my drenched lips. “Oh fuck, that feels so good.”

The day’s surprises fade as I sink into the bliss my lover spoils me with. He makes me come on just his tongue, then with two fingers sliding in and out. When he shifts to his knees, looming over me to press his cock into my clenching channel, I stare into his eyes. “I love you,” I say as he teases his tip across my clit.

“I love you, too, Holly. My lover, my wife, my slut.”

He sinks inside me, and my legs wrap around his thighs, my heels pressing into his ass,. He sets the tempo, starting slow until my moans grow loud, then hard and deep as he drives me over the cliff and follows me into bliss. Feeling his essence fill me as we shiver in each other’s arms is perfect as we relax in our bed together.

“Is this what forever feels like?” I ask, combing my fingers through his hair.

“I don’t know,” Mike says, his lips tickling my jaw. “I’ll just have to keep doing this until we find out.”

When he kisses down my chest and latches his lips around my hard nipple, I arch and nod. “Yes, please.”

I never expected forever when I hid in the stern of Mike’s ship. I didn’t think about forever when Liam’s fist grabbed my ponytail when he discovered me hiding. I didn’t recognize forever when I first met Mike’s stormy eyes in his stateroom. But I’ll be happy to keep seeking forever with the man who possesses my heart and soul.

Fin
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I’ve been writing Holly and Mike’s story for over a year. It started as a fun project that mixed my love of erotic romance with my experience as a sea-faring officer. I’ve enjoyed meeting the mix of characters in Holly’s world, and combining her story with many of my other characters in this series felt like the perfect direction to take her story.

Don’t miss Holly’s sister Hailey’s Freeuse Caribbean Cruise story, which parallels this tale. Plenty of fun with Steven, Felicia, Craig, Jenny, and Brad to be found in reading their side of the island excursion coming soon

Thank you for reading, and please consider leaving a rating and review.

- Hank


PREPARING FOR PARADISE
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PREPARING FOR PARADISE


CHAPTER 1
PRELUDE: MILE HIGH CLUB
TIFFANY - FANTASY UNLIMITED FLIGHT ATTENDANT



I stumbled out of the back cabin and closed the door behind me. It was fun being the bottom bitch in the room with my billionaire boss Mark, his high-class freeuse escort wife Kirsten, and Kirsten's new boyfriend, Brandon. I had a bird's eye view of Brandon's cock pumping Kirsten's pussy full of his tasty cum. I knew it was delicious because all I had to do was lift my lips and tongue and coax out the copious combined cum as it dripped from Kirsten's pulsing pussy.

However, when she collapsed to my side, I knew I needed to leave them alone. I needed cock, and the two high-priced cocks in there were spent. I'd had a mouthful of Mark's cum earlier before we took off, and I'd seen Brandon's cock fill Kirsten's mouth across the aisle at the same time. I also figured Mark had filled Kirsten's mouth while I was licking her pussy clean of Brandon's cum for the second time since he boarded the executive jet in Green Bay, Wisconsin.

I leaned against the door, and only then did I realize I had left my clothes on the floor. I'd stripped on Kirsten's command and had only my pair of pumps on my sexy feet. The rest of me was bare. Without Kirsten's naked flesh pressed against me, I shivered in the cooler air of the main compartment. The jet was Mark's. He flew everywhere as the CEO/COO/Head of everything for the Fantasy Unlimited Bed& Breakfast hospitality empire. We were flying south to Dallas, Texas - Brandon's home, so Mark and Kirsten could stay with Brandon and his wife for the weekend.

Fuck, what was her name?



My pussy was buzzing because while it was my job as the plane's freeuse bottom bitch to ensure the needs of the passengers were met, my personal needs were not a priority. Kirsten was friendly enough to finger my pussy while getting railed, but she was distracted. I had an orgasm, but it didn't begin to touch the need in my core from sucking Mark off for the better part of an hour.

"Just edge me, Tiffany." He'd growled when he pulled my mouth onto his cock.

I had to be reminded more than once of that task. I was an impatient cock sucker, and I loved the taste of cum, and pre cum was just as tasty. Sucking a meaty cock excited me, and my pussy was a mess. I knew I needed a lot more practice, so I was glad to learn on my knees before Mark. He was a kind boss but had an alpha vibe that made my pussy clench. He didn't like titles or honorifics. He'd fucked me on other flights, but today he held himself back.

"It's going to be a long weekend," he said. “I need to keep my strength for meeting Meghan."

That's Brandon's wife's name, now that I remember. She was a lucky bitch; whoever she was. I'd seen both their cocks up close and personal, and I shivered at the thought of taking them both as I'd just witnessed Kirsten do.

I rubbed my bare arms, walked naked up the aisle to the flight deck, and knocked on the cockpit door. That was an apropos name for the two cocks belonging to the flight crew. Just slightly less prominent than Brandon and Mark's, they'd suit my purposes if they'd toss the plane on autopilot and plow me bent over the galley counter.

I heard Ronnie yell for me to open the door, so I turned the knob and pushed the door open inside the tight space of the cockpit. Caleb was the captain and sat in the lefthand seat, while Ronnie turned to look at me from the co-pilot seat on the right. Seeing my state of undress, his eyes widened.

"You lost your clothes!"

"Duh, I need your cocks." I sassed back, I might be a bottom bitch to my well-off passengers, but as part of the flight crew, the three of us enjoyed fucking around. Literally.

"Let me put her on autopilot," Caleb said, "you go get her warmed up."

"Deal," Ronnie said, pulling off his seat belt and climbing back towards me.

I backed away. Ronnie pulled me tight against his chest and lowered to give me a searing kiss. I smiled even while his tongue was tangling with my own. I pushed his chest.

"Did you watch?" I asked, taking his hand and walking to the nearest chair.

"Of course, it's flight safety 101 to keep an eye on all the passengers."

I lowered my hand and cupped his cock. He was hard and tented his uniform trousers. I gripped him through his pants and looked up at him with a smile.

"I want you in my cunt and Caleb in my ass," I said, "I still gape from the layover in Minneapolis."

We'd stayed in Minneapolis while Mark indoctrinated one of his new employees last week. During a long layover, fully paid, of course, there was little to do but fuck around. So both Caleb and Ronnie had taken turns ass fucking me. It hardly hurt at the beginning anymore after getting stretched continuously by thick meaty cocks.

"Yes, ma'am," Ronnie said and gave me a little salute, "Why don't you kneel on the edge of the chair, and I'll rim you just to get you nice and lubed up."

"Deal," I said and kneed up on the leather seat. I leaned my elbows on the back of the chair and pushed my ass back.

Ronnie kicked off his shoes and pushed his trousers down and off, then knelt behind me, gripped my ass cheeks, pulled them apart, and pressed his tongue in between. I groaned when his tongue circled my tender ass, and I felt him lick and spread his spit around that tight rose. He cupped my pussy, and I moaned and pressed back into his fingers.

"You're fucking wet, Tiff," Ronnie growled, "You like sucking the boss's cock?"

"I like sucking cock, period," I corrected, "you know I have an oral fixation!"

Ronnie lowered his tongue to lick my pussy, lapping up my leaking juices and humming at my taste. Fuck, I loved getting eaten by a man that knew what he was doing. Just as my core clenched and my need spiraled higher, Ronnie smacked my ass.

"Swap, slut." Ronnie commanded, and as he stood back up, I stepped back down.

Ronnie slid past me and stroked his cock as he settled into the chair. He slumped and slid his ass to the edge. I climbed aboard and pressed my knees outside his thighs. I gripped his cock and guided the flared head to my drooling opening and watched Ronnie's eyes lid half shut as I lowered myself onto his rod. My moan of delight as my pussy sank onto Ronnie's stiff rod made me feel so slutty. I rested my hands on his shoulders as I rose and slid down, feeling the friction from the first penetration get slicker the more I ran my cunt up and down his cock.

"Stay still, Tiff." Caleb's deep voice resonated in my ear.

I sank onto Ronnie's cock as deep as I could. When I tilted my ass slightly, Ronnie moaned at the shift of his cock inside me. One of Caleb's large hands gripped my ass, and then I felt a cold dribble of lube slide between my cheeks. As the plane soared on autopilot, my moans echoed as Caleb worked his fingertip into my ass. He quickly added a second, and my ass accommodated both with just a twinge of pain.

"You're such an eager ass slut, Tiff." Caleb notched the tip of his cock against my gaped anus, then drove steadily.

"Oh fuck, oh shit," I moaned as he filled me up. The feeling of two cocks stuffing me had me on edge. When Ronnie pulled me against his chest, his hips rolling to drive his cock inside me, he gasped while I felt his cock sliding along Caleb's inside my ass.

"Fuck, yes… Kiss me," Ronnie said, looking past me.

Caleb's firm chest pressed against my back as he leaned over my shoulder and lip-locked Ronnie right in front of my face. I licked my lips as the two men drove their cocks deeper into me, angling their thrusts to rub their cocks together. I watched as they passionately kissed. It was almost like I was a spectator again. Just as I felt watching Brandon railing Kirsten right above my eyes. The two cocks driving in and out of me reminded me I was more than an active participant in the delightful debauchery.

Caleb's hand ran along my side, gripping my breast, pulling at one hard nipple. He drew from the kiss and pushed his other hand into my back, holding my chest against Ronnie. Ronnie looked at me and winked, then pressed his lips to mine. I kissed him deeply and passionately. Being fucked hard by my bisexual flight crew was thrilling when we were tucked away in our hotel suite, but getting double penetrated a mile high with nobody at the controls was like fucking heaven.

I fucked as best I could, trapped between two thrusting hips, their cocks rubbing in deep. I broke the kiss with Ronnie as I crested into an orgasm. My cunt clenched around Ronnie's shaft, and he jammed his hips up and then tossed his head back.

"Oh! FUCK!" He grunted, and I felt his cum shoot deep inside me.

A few strokes later, while Ronnie's cock throbbed and pulsed inside me, Caleb slammed his cock deep, slapping his thighs against my ass and shifting my cunt deeper onto Ronnie's spasming cock. The heat of Caleb's cum bloomed in my bowels, and I tossed my head back and screamed, shooting through another peak.

We writhed in bliss, and then I was smashed between the two men inside me as they locked lips for another soulful kiss, resting their firm bodies against mine. I caught my breath and kissed Ronnie's neck. My hands stroked his sides as we drifted.

Too soon, Caleb pushed against my back, and I felt his cock slide out. A dribble of his cum trickled from my ass and along my distended pussy lips, still wrapped around Ronnie's cock. I moved my mouth to Ronnie's lips and kissed him, thanking him for his part in our mile-high fuck fest. Then I pushed my hips up, and Ronnie's cock slid out. Caleb patted my head as he turned back to the cock pit, and I looked at him with a grin when he winked at me. I turned back to Ronnie and sucked on his cock.

A good freeuse slut always cleaned up her messes. I knew that Caleb wanted to get back to the controls. I hoped I could get Ronnie hard again. I wanted him to fuck me, leaning against the galley counter before we had to get ready to land. The in-flight entertainment on these private jets just couldn't be matched!


CHAPTER 2
LISA - INFLIGHT



I’m on my own for the first time in a few months and enjoying the silence of Mark’s private jet. The flight crew consists of the pilot, co-pilot, and stewardess, and I’m more familiar with them all from when I traveled on special projects for Mark. Living on the same property with Mark, Kirsten, Brandon, and Meghan is always fun. Although Mark never touches me respecting our professional roles. I like keeping it that way, preserving professional distance from my boss.

Brandon isn’t quite my boss, and my role is more of a team player, encourager, and stress reliever for him. It’s not like he’s without options in their polycule, but he tends to use me when he needs rougher, edgier play. I’m all for it.

When Christi and Will showed up, it became even wilder trying to stay focused while six horny adults fuck around. It’s not that I don’t mind a raunchy romp; it’s just I’m very purpose-driven. Their addition to the team did bring a fresh idea to Fantasy Unlimited—luxury sailing yachts and a tropical island location for exclusive adult fantasy vacations. Yeah, I climbed aboard that train.

I also climbed aboard Will at once, along with Christi, who puts the “oh-mmm” in domme. She’s a delight to please, and she directs the men like the girl boss she is. She only tops me and sometimes Meghan. Between the sheets, she’s submissive to the men, and I enjoy watching her fall apart. Kirsten is in her category, in love with Mark, her husband, and submissive to Brandon when they tangle—which is often.

Leaning back into the plush leather of the jet’s oversized chairs, I uncross then recross my legs. Thinking of my six teammates affects me, and my thighs are wet and sticky. Going without panties has its challenges when, more often than not, my body wants to fuck. I lock eyes with Tiffany, our flight attendance slash freeuse slut. When she feels my eyes staring at her, she lifts her head, and we lock eyes. I hike up my short skirt and spread my legs, exposing my bare pussy to her. She lowers her knees and crawls down the aisle, fitting between my spread thighs.

“That’s a good slut,” I moan, gathering the sheet of black hair she wears loose down her back. I twist the tail, then wind the length around my hand. “I need you to make me cum.”

I didn’t need to explain as she already had her nose sliding up and down my slick lips. Her tongue extends, and she slurps up my dripping arousal. I toss my head back as I slump to the edge of my chair. The early flight out of the executive airport north of Dallas interrupted our routine; most days, Brandon would have fucked me at least once by now.

To Tiffany’s credit, she pushes me to the edge quickly. I yank on her tail slightly to slow her down. I know I told her to make me cum, but let me savor this a bit. She’s such a horny slut; I know she has a thing going with the bisexual men in the cockpit. She gets the idea and teases her tantalizing tongue along the sides of my drenched slit, slurping up my juices like a good whore.

The slower build to my edge is delicious, and my eyes close as my free hand grips my breasts one at a time, and my hips grind into Tiffany’s face. Her big brown eyes stare at me when I open mine back up, and I nod at her. Tugging on her hair, I can feel her smile as she eagerly dives into my muff.

“Fingers,” I command with a huff. “At least two.”

The tiny Asian girl laps at my clit and fits three of her slim fingers inside me. She curls them up and circles my g-spot lightly as her tongue teases my clit. My body shivers as my release dangles just out of reach. Her delicate touches hold me right on the edge until I yank on the leash of her black hair.

“Now!”

I groan as she gets the hint and jabs her fingers in and out furiously. My back arches as I press my cunt against her eager tongue. My thighs shake, then lock against the side of her head as I crash into an orgasm, gushing my release all over her pretty cheeks. I moan as she slows her fingers, hooks them against that magical spot, and drags a series of orgasms out of my bucking body. When my muscles relax, and I slump against the leather, she slides her fingers out and sucks them for my viewing pleasure.

“Strip,” I pant, working the buttons of my blouse and whipping it off.

Tiffany grins, pulling my skirt off before stripping from her micro miniskirt and pulling her polo off. Her tiny nipples are hard as rocks. I lick my lips, staring at her and crooking my finger. She crawls into my lap, her knee pressing against my throbbing cunt as I pull her nipple into my mouth. She drops down slightly, grinding her wet slit against my firm thigh as I suck, lick, and bite her nipple.

The thrill of topping the willing slut has my body riding another wave of arousal, and I tip the armrest up, then push her down on the leather bench. Swiveling my legs until our pussies mash together, we enjoy a round of tribadism at 15,000 feet over the eastern Caribbean Sea. By the time Caleb flashes the seatbelt light a few times to get my attention, we’ve both come countless times.

She slides off and helps me redress, and then I smooth her skirt and top, pinching her sensitive nipples. We share a short kiss, and I’m not sure who’s more appreciative of our mile-high romp. I have to close my eyes and will my mind to focus on business as the plane lines up for a landing at Belize City.

Tiffany returns with a steamed washcloth, gently cleaning the mess she made between my legs. Her touch soothes my mind, and I can return to the business at hand— making arrangements for guests and the freeuse excursion on our new island just off the coast.


CHAPTER 3
ANDI & JASON
ANDI



Where is Belize?” I ask, looking at my handsome fiancé. “Is that near Belgium?”

Jason laughs, pulls me into his lap, and points to his huge computer monitor. “It’s on the Yucatan peninsula, bordering Mexico. We’re going to an exclusive island off the coast of Belize. Right about here.”

I lean to look at the speck, and he switches to another tab on his browser. “We’ve been invited to a freeuse weekend.”

“Can we afford that?” I ask because the photos of the island look like a tropical paradise. “We had to cancel our All-Star weekend getaway.”

“I made a deal; it’s free with a few conditions,” Jason says cryptically. “They’re even providing free airfare from Dallas to Belize, and a private helicopter will ferry us to the island for the weekend.”

I narrow my eyes as I turn to look at him. “What are these conditions?”

“Well, we have to have our wedding on the island and pose for promotional photos.”

“Really?” My voice rises with excitement.

Jason proposed to me when we visited his old teammates at Spring Training in Arizona. We tentatively planned to be married during All-Start week in Dallas but had to reschedule. Budgets were getting tighter, and people weren’t buying new cars, so Jason’s income had shrunk.

“What’s the catch?” I ask, sensing that he is keeping something back.

“You might like this,” Jason smirks. “A freeuse weekend before our wedding.”

“Freeuse?” I ask, scrunching my nose. “With you, or who?”

“Anyone on the island,” Jason explains. “If you want to play, you just have to wear a colored wristband to your consent.”

My pussy tightens with excitement, but I narrow my eyebrows again.“You want me to fuck people I don’t know?”

The taboo thought excites me, and I know that Jason can tell when he cups my breasts and plays with my traitorous hard nipple. I’m an exhibitionist, so the thought of being naked, used for pleasure publically, is turning me on. I want my fiancé to be completely clear because while he enjoyed me fucking his buddies, I still want to marry him. I love him; he’s my soul mate. That he even thinks of a wild weekend like this is fantastic.

“Oh yeah,” Jason says, then leans to kiss me. I deepen it immediately, breathless with arousal. “I want to watch my sexy bride-to-be getting freaky on a tropical island before I marry her.”

“What about you?” I ask because the math of a freeuse weekend means other women will be there besides me. “Do I get to watch you with another slut?”

“Is that what you want?” He turns the question back on me, and I bite my lip. When I nod, his eyes widen while his cock thickens under my ass.

“I think that sounds hot, babe.” I’m breathless thinking of my hunk of a boyfriend screwing another woman. “No matter what, though, we’re getting married. You know I enjoy sex. You’ve watched me enough with other guys. I only love you, babe.”

“I know, love.” Jason’s voice deepens, and he kisses me again. “We’re forever.”

I’m looking forward to another flight with Jason. Playing on a plane triggers memories of our trip to Arizona. We joined the mile-high club while a flight attendant watched. Then his two buddies, professional baseball players, fucked me in a torrid threesome while Jason watched. My pussy is pulsing as I remember the wild weekend.

“Do we have enough to buy some new bikinis?” I ask him because I know we’re still tight with money.

“Yeah, do it.” He says, grinning. “The freeuse portion is clothing optional, though. You get to pick a colored wristband to indicate your consent.”

He points to the screen where some details are listed, and my eyes focus on the picture of a green bracelet.

“What should I pick?” I breathe, knowing what he’ll say.

“Green, definitely,” Jason growls in my ear.

I’m grinding on his lap at this point, and he suddenly wraps his arms around me and lifts me until I can stand. Then he twists me around and bends me over his large deck. In a flash, he’s inside me, fucking me hard, and I’m screaming in delight. My imagination is filling with unknown men, maybe some women, using me for pleasure. I crash into a string of orgasms as Jason continues to pound me.

By the time we’re done, we curl together on his office carpet, catching our breath. Jason caresses me as I swim in the bliss of our lovemaking. The idea of the upcoming weekend will be running through my mind until we step on the plane south.


CHAPTER 4
LISA - LOGISTICS



Once we land, I task the two pilots, Caleb and Ronnie, to find the helicopter we bought to transfer guests from the airport to our island. The hour-long boat ride between the mainland and the island took too much time. A helicopter could make the round trip in a quarter of the time it takes a boat.

While the boys find our bird, Tiffany and I meet our agent, Albert, at the terminal. He is a portly older man who gives off kind grandfather vibes. I immediately distrust him; scams in Latin America are frequent, so I double-check everything he tells me. However, he’s on the up and up, which helps me relax. I’d need him for more jobs working in a foreign country.

I’d shipped many things so they’d be pre-staged before our arrival. Albert promises to arrange cargo flights to the island and has a large boat ready to take the bulky items. Tiffany is our advance agent when we fly to various Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfasts, so I turn over the cargo logistics to her and Albert. A text from Caleb tells me they’ve located our new bird, so I find my way to the hanger.

Given the locale, the helicopter is in excellent condition, and the interior meets our quality standards. Ronnie takes the controls as I climb into the back and pull on a set of headphones when Caleb points to them.

“Take me to the island,” I say, handing over the coordinates for the landing pad Albert gave me. “I need to do a walk around and meet our staff.”

“Roger,” Ronnie winks, and the rotors start to turn.

I survey the interior to ensure we can handle six passengers per flight. There is seating for seven, so I’m happy. I wanted to send an escort with each flight to help on the short hop between the airport and our island. Satisfied with my plan for transferring quests quickly, I relax and close my eyes.

“I see the island,” Caleb says over the intercom. “The pad is off to the side of the main building. I can see the pier as well.”

Leaning to the side and looking out the window, I see a white line extending from the island into the azure blue of the small harbor. We’ve already planned for our two sailboats to moor stern to the pier, and the main building acts as staff quarters and overflow for guests.

Panning to the other side of our helicopter, I see our signature cabanas in a broad circle across an expanse of white sand. Playa Cabana is an apt name for the island, given the cozy beach huts where most of our guests will stay. I spy a tall, dark-skinned woman in a long, flowing skirt standing on the edge of the landing pad. When she waves, I wave back, but I’m not sure she can see me inside the helicopter.

She must be Esmerelda Hernandez, our resort manager. She has been with Luxury Suite since we started, working in the southwest region and moving up the ranks. She knows the role of a hostess as well as a location manager. She’s going to be perfect running our island resort.

As the rotors slow to a stop, Esme walks toward the aircraft. I open the door, and a ladder extends so I can step on the cement pad. I turn as smile as Esme and greet her with a hug, and we kiss each other’s cheeks.

“How was your trip?” Esme asks with her welcoming smile.

“Long, but not horrible. I have Tiffany to keep me company after I left the boss and his team at Key West.”

“That must have been fun,” Esme giggles. “I’d like to fly on Mark’s jet someday. I’ve heard some wild stories.”

“Probably true,” I grin in confirmation. “Mark and Kirsten got to know Brandon on a flight from Green Bay. Tiffany loves to tell the story.”

“Sounds wild, the four of them will be joining us?” Emse asks, waving me toward the path approaching the three-story building set back from the landing strip and pier.

“Yes, and another couple has joined us,” I grin cryptically, not wanting to expose all of our secrets.

“Right, I’ve spoken to Will. He has some good ideas.” Esme opens the door to the reception area, and switches into tour guide mode. “We will repurpose this as a reception area for initial check-in. Will told me we’ll expect groups to arrive not solo guests like we do at the B&Bs.”

I look around and see the almost completed work: a reception desk with three stations stretched along one wall. Love seats and couches cluster in intimate circles around the rest of the lobby. Different signs point to essential locations on the ground floor: a coffee bar along one wall and a convenience store beside it.

“We will provide meals, of course, using the dining room in this building, but guests are free to purchase snacks and refreshments here to return to their cabana,” Esme explains. “We will monitor any alcohol consumption, as in our resorts.”

I make a slow turn, taking it all in, then nod at my friend. “Looks amazing, Esme. You’ve got a lot done in a short amount of time. What are you concerned about?”

“Supply logistics: If we have a full house of guests, we’ll need boats running twice daily.” I nod, having already factored in the logistics. “After that, we will have the usual headaches with laundry and housekeeping.”

“Of course,” I nod. “We’ll have two supply trips through the next few weeks. We want to build up resources should there be a weather-based interruption. We’ve procured a boat exclusively for logistics; the helicopter will ferry guests. Six people per trip. Did you get the guest list?”

“Yes, I have the girls looking it over to assign cabins.” Esme waves toward the hallway, and I follow her past the reception. “The hostesses will have to be flexible; I don’t think assigning one hostess per cabana is possible. Won’t the guests want to enjoy themselves and their guests in their cabanas?”

“Yes, you’re right.” I nod as she pushes open the door to an office with beautiful girls gathered around tables. “The hostesses will be more concierge but should also be able to multitask. They are still freeuse positions. Gratuity rules apply, no tipping, we’re full service.”

“That’s how I explained it. Many have transferred from other locations. The northern resorts need to hire more hostesses.”

“We always need more ski bunny types,” I nod. “This type of work doesn’t go well with icy weather.”

I look around at the women gathered around the tables. They’re scanning the guest profiles and preference sheets for the grand opening weekend. I’m pleased with Esme’s operation, just one more thing to see.

“Take me to the cabanas.”


CHAPTER 5
EMMA & JONATHAN
EMMA



“A freeuse weekend?” I ask my handsome husband. “Tell me more!”

“Fantasy Unlimited owns it.” Jonathan grins, his eyebrows lifting. “Remember the place we stayed in San Diego?”

“The one with the hunk of a host that railed me while you watched?”

“That’s the one. But you’ll be freeuse this time instead of their hosts or hostesses.”

“Wait, do we know who will be there?” I ask because while Jonathan allows me to play with other men, it’s usually his close-knit business partners.

“I’m keeping that a secret,” Jonathan says with a smirk. “Guests are all Fantasy Unlimted members, so I’m confident whoever is there will be trustworthy. I wouldn’t risk my girl with just anyone.”

My mind swirls as I put together the pieces of the puzzle. Before our trip to San Diego, we had to apply for membership to Fantasy Unlimited and remember the rigorous screening process. We maintain a membership because of the fun weekend and usually vacation in their expensive bed and breakfast locations.

It was a wild week. Jonathan now plans business trips to FUBNBs and sometimes takes me along to enjoy their freeuse hosts. He’s told me stories of trips when I’m not with him, and he enjoys his time with the hostesses.

“Where are we going?” I ask excitement in my voice.

“Playa Cabana.” Jonathan grins.

“Really?” I try not to screech in excitement, playing it cool. “That’s going to be amazing.”

I remember the weekend we tied the knot with fondness. All of our guests stayed on the island until the wedding was over. Before I walked down the aisle, Jonathan challenged me to fuck each of his best friends while the rest of the guests enjoyed our engagement party. I had to duck in and out of the party, dodging conversations with relatives and family to visit each of their cabanas for a quick fuck. I wore a buzzing vibrator to let me know when the next groomsman was ready for me.

After it was over, Jonathan and I were married with our feet in the white sand of the small island. For the rest of our honeymoon, we had the island to ourselves. Jonathan loved hearing about my experiences with his friends while we made love all over the small island and in many cabanas.

“So, I’m up for grabs for just anyone?” I smirk. The idea of getting grabbed, pushed against a palm tree, and fucked by different men made my core clench. “You want me in full slut mode for strangers?” I try to appear like I’m worried about it, but I can’t hide my excitement with my nipples are nearly poking through my tank top.

“That’s the plan,” Jonathan pulls me into his lap, and I straddle his hips.

He’s rock hard at the idea, and it doesn’t take long before he pushes his trousers down, and I’m guiding him to my dripping opening. I ride him while kissing him frantically. He always surprises me with fun ideas. I may have been worried about my over-the-top libido when we were engaged. But since he put a ring on my finger, I’ve embraced the hotwife lifestyle.

When I come around his cock, Jonathan leans and stands up, carrying me with my legs around his hips. He takes me to our bedroom, and we start again. I suck his cock while he fills my mouth with his seed. He plows into me from behind, stinging my ass with firm spankings, calling me a slut. I love every moment, and I can’t wait to show him how wild I am when we’re on the island.


CHAPTER 6
LISA - PLAYA CABANA



Esme guides me through the cabanas, which are all immaculately clean for standing on a sandy beach. The beds are crisply made with white linen sheets and puffy down comforters. The bathrooms have multiple shower heads and are large enough for more than two people.

The cabanas are set in a large circle around a central unit big enough for six or more people to live in. The unit has the same luxury amenities, but it can easily be shifted to a party room for more than six guests.

“This is where I figure Mark will stay with his guests,” Esme explains. “He’ll have a close-up view of the weekend for him and the rest of the crew.”

Tapping my finger on my lip, I nod. “He’s also entertaining the new sailing yacht crews. They can live on their ships most of the time, but we might use this for planning before the weekend.”

“We’ll make it happen,” Esme nods, then bites her lip. “How long until they get here?”

“It’s a three-day sail,” I say, unbuttoning my blouse. “We’re so far ahead of schedule, and I think we deserve a reward. Is Carlos here yet?”

“Got in this morning,” Esme says, pulling out her phone from a pocket in her skirt. “Here?”

“Yes, you’re invited, of course.” I pull off my blouse and skirt, folding them neatly before putting them in the closet.

Esme taps on her phone and then watches the screen. She smirks at me when I hear it vibrate. “He’ll be here shortly.”

She pulls her loose dress over her head, revealing her dark brown skin and luscious breasts. Like most of our hostesses, she’s not wearing any panties, and her breasts stand out from her chest, her dark nipples hard as she stands looking at me.

I nod, walking toward her. Esme is taller than me, but I twist her around, push her onto the bed, and crawl up her body. She stretches her thighs apart as I fit between them, lowering my mouth to her thick buds, sucking and licking them. Her fingers comb through my hair as she arches, offering her tits to me.

“You’ve done such a good job,” I purr, kissing down her toned abdomen. “We can have some fun while we wait for the others. Still a lot of work to do.”

“We’re good at multitasking,” Esme moans as she pulls her knees up and spreads wider for me.

I stare at her, admiring her curves, lowering my mouth to her dark petals. I moan my agreement as I taste her, lapping through her lips and savoring her slick juices. I hear the door open and close and footsteps as I lick Esme hungrily. I wait for the sounds of our partner to quiet then look over my shoulder at the handsome face of Carlos.

Wagging my ass at the hunk of a security guard, my pussy clenching as I watch his impressive dick thicken between his meaty thighs. I tip my head at him, then return to feasting on Esme’s fragrant flower.

Carlos is the strong, silent type, which is why I invited him. His strong hands grip my ass, pulling the cheeks apart as I shift my hips. His hand smacks my ass, and I moan into Esme. She grips my hair and grinds herself on my mouth. When Carlos plows into me, I see stars and toss my head back, moaning.

“Oh fuck,” I cry, glancing at him. “Hard, Carlos. I need it hard.”

God bless the man; he didn’t need to be told twice. I hold on to Esme’s thighs as he punches his massive dick into me. I squeeze my cunt around him as Esme starts to whine while I devour her pussy. She goes wild, rolling her hips and grinding against my mouth and nose. When she comes hard, I lap at her gushing release, then climb up her body, kissing her passionately, sharing her sweet nectar.

Carlos adjusts himself as I settle over Esme, staring into her eyes as she grips my breasts, molding them in her warm palms. Carlos begins fucking me again, and Esme’s features blur as my body rocks from his hard rutting punches. I come hard, spraying my joy over Esme’s throbbing core.

Carlos is relentless, fucking me until I cry out and come, then roll off of Esme and hold my pulsing cunt. Carlos winks at me, then moves between Esme’s spread thighs. She reaches and grabs his cock, stroking her hand over my juices, then fits his tip into her leaking slit. Her head tosses back as Carlos slams into her. Her hands reach back and grip the sheets while Carlos holds her down, squeezing her full round tits.

When Esme comes with a shriek, Carlos pulls out and tips his head at me. I squirm over beside Esme, cupping my breasts while he jacks his rigid shaft. I turn to Esme, kissing her while keeping Carlos in sight out of the corner of my eye. I pull away from the kiss when he breaks his silence with a moan.

“Oh fuck,” He growls, his fist a blur.

Esme and I watch as his cum shoots out in thick streams over our sweaty bodies. The white streams combine with our sweat and run in rivulets over our breasts. When he’s done, pulling the last drop to the tip of his cock, I crane forward like a hungry bird. He feeds me the last drop, and I suckle on the tip, draining him completely. Then, turn and grin at Esme.

It takes a while for us to clean all of Carlos’s cum from our skin. By the time we’re done, he’s stiff again. Esme kneels with me to take turns sucking his thick cock, getting ready for a second round. Everything is set for the Freeuse Weekend, and I’m excited to watch what happens.


EMBARKATION
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ABOUT EMBARKATION


The heat of the summer is just beginning when my younger sister calls me to celebrate my divorce. My ex wasn’t horrible; we fell out of love and lived parallel lives. It took a few years to realize it his nonchalance was emotional abuse, and I grew tired of the distance. Now, I’m alone and unprepared to dip my toe in the dating pool.

I’m fine—really, everything is fine.

My sister Holly is a stewardess on a posh luxury sailboat hosting über-rich billionaires in the Caribbean. It’s sweet that she calls, but she seems so busy. When she forgets to end the FaceTime call, I see what she’s been doing—namely her stewardess crew mate. After that eye-opening and core-clenching revelation, Holly calls back with more news.

She’s bought me a ticket on a sister ship for a two-week cruise along the Yucatan peninsula. Her boyfriend, the nameless captain of her ship, paid for all expenses. It sounds fun and includes a five-day stay on a private island for a “freeuse excursion.” I’m not sure what that means, but Holly thinks it’ll be just what I need to break the ice on my sexless existence.

My temperature rises when I start researching what freeuse means. It’s some BDSM thing. It’s not the whips and chains type, but a type of dominance submission game between consenting adults. It’s completely foreign to me, but I’m tired of being alone, and the idea of a hedonistic vacation sounds incredible.

What the hell? Right? Little sisters always seem to have the most fun. Why can’t older sisters bend the rules, too?


To those brave enough to forget the past and journey on wherever their heart leads


It's remarkable how quickly a good and favorable wind can sweep away the maddening frustrations of shore living.

ERNEST K. GANN
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CHAPTER 1
PROLOGUE: INTRODUCING HAILEY



The morning is quiet, and the songbirds greet me when I open the screen door to my patio. My fingers tighten around my cup as I close the door and sit at my table to enjoy my morning coffee. My first morning as a divorcee is off to a fine start. I slide my phone on the table and inhale the steamy aroma of the cup from the first pot of coffee I wouldn’t have to share with my ex-husband. The phone buzzes on the table, saving me from ruminating about my ex. I pick it up as the screen lights up with the smiling face of my little sister, Holly.

My smile grows as I pick up the phone and press the button to answer the FaceTime call. I haven’t spoken to her as often since she began working as a stewardess on a sailing yacht. After a short delay, the call connects, and Holly’s tanned face, a beacon of joy, appears.

“Holly! It’s so good to hear from you.”

“I wouldn’t miss your first morning of freedom, Hailey Thompson!” Holly grins. “How are you doing, sister?”

“Oh, I’m fine,” I lie by omission. “We agreed to split up because it wasn’t working anymore. Chad and I are still friends.” I lie again, never wanting to be in the same room as the jerk. Reverting legally to my maiden name was part of the deal to free myself from his influence completely.

A large, handsome face appears over Holly’s shoulder, and I hear his heavily accented English voice call out, “Oi! Holly! I need yer services in the rope locker in five!”

Holly’s blush darkens at his voice as she turns and calls after him. “Aye, Liam. I’ll be there in two shakes!” Then, facing the camera, her eyes brighten when she responds. “I need to go. Duty calls. I’ll call you back in… an hour?”

“That’s fine.” I shrug. “I don’t have any plans. Are you getting underway?”

“No, we’re at the pier for some small repairs; Liam just likes my help with his projects.”

“Okay.” I crease my brow. It isn’t like her to leave a conversation, but she’s changed since she started sailing on the yacht. “I’ll talk to you soon.”

She smiles and waves then the call ends. I put the phone down on the table and lift my coffee. Leaning back to enjoy the morning sun and the chirps of birds in my trees, I start going through my mental to-do list. Settling my mind, I finish the cup, then grab my phone and tap on a checklist of today’s tasks. The phone vibrates in my hand, and Holly’s name appears, so I answer and smile into my sister’s eyes for the second time this morning.

“That didn’t take long,” I say, noticing Holly’s face is scarlet, and her hair is out of place, one braid canted out at an odd angle. “Is everything okay?”

“Oh, it’s great!” Holly gushes, a little out of breath, and takes a lick of something off her thumb. “Liam just needed a quick hand. Anyway. I wanted to tell you about the divorce day present I’ve sent you.”

“Oh, you didn’t have to do that; I know money is tight for you.”

“It’s gotten a lot better since I got a job on this yacht; the tips are incredible!” Holly wipes her cheek, licks at the dollop of something from her cheek, savors the taste, and then smiles as her eyes lose focus for a second. Then she snaps her attention back to the phone. “You’re going on an all-expenses Caribbean cruise this weekend. Hope your bags are packed!”

“What!” I blurt out, sounding shrill. I’ve never expected my always-starving cocktail waitress sister to be able to afford such a luxury. “Stop it.”

“Nope, you deserve this!” Holly grins. “Captain helped me set it up. It’s on the same line as our boat, so it wasn’t expensive. He also paid for your plane ticket. I’ll send you the details.”

“Does your Captain have a name?” I ask. Since Holly started on her ship, she’s been much happier, and she always mentions this Captain person in our short calls. It seems the life of a luxury sailing yacht stewardess is busy.

“Yes, but he doesn’t like me using it,” Holly says after an awkward pause. I hear tapping, and she looks at someone off to the side. “Oh, I need to go! Steph wants to have some pie. I’ll send you all the details. You’re going to love it! I signed you up for the Freeuse Excursion as well. You’ll have so much fun! Love ya.”

Holly taps something on her phone, and I notice her smile and lick her lips as she walks towards this Steph person before the image scrambles. She sure looks like she’s having fun in her new career. I rise from my chair, leave my phone on the table, grab my coffee cup, and open the screen door to go back inside to refill my cup.

When I’m back outside, I freeze when I see the video feed on my phone. The display shows Holly on her back, her face flushed and her chest bare. A woman is sucking one of her rigid nipples. The picture is at an odd angle from the side, and I’m unsure if Holly knows I’m on the line.

“Oh fuck, Steph,” my sister moans through the speaker, and I turn down the volume. “Right there, circle your fingers right there.”

“Mmm, I want to taste you first, Hols,” says an Aussie-accented female voice. “I know Liam left me a little gift in your sweet pussy.”

My mouth opens, but no words come out as I watch my sister curl forward to kiss her bedmate. When they part the kiss, my sister pushes her fingers into Steph’s hair, guiding her lower down her body. The picture cuts off when the phone tumbles, but auto-focuses back on Holly. My sister stretches, and her back arches as she spreads her thighs for her friend. There is little doubt about what is happening.

I want to hang up. I want to yell, scream, and demand answers to my growing list of questions. But I can’t help but stare at my little sister as she enjoys whatever her friend does to her. I feel arousal swell inside me, and I’m torn between hanging up or slipping my fingers under the waistband of my panties.

This is wrong, but it’s been so long for me that I’m horny enough to keep watching. Amid their tryst, Holly’s head turns, and I watch her eyes widen when she sees the shock on my face in her phone. She screams and scrambles as the picture tilts, then goes dark as the call is cut off.

“What the hell is Holly up to?” I ask, looking out into my verdant backyard.


CHAPTER 2
HOLLY'S SURPRISE



My phone buzzes with an email notification from Holly. It’s been about twenty minutes, and I open the email. It has a link to the cruise reservation and a note from Holly that she’ll call back. I pace my living room, still in my pajama tank top and soft cotton shorts. My mind is cycling through what I saw—my little sister having sex with her female friend. I knew she’d been seeing this nameless Captain, but I’d never expected to see her naked with another woman.

I’d gone through an experimental phase when I was in college, kissing and making out with other girls. I knew how good it felt to be kissed while slim fingertips teased my pussy. Women are softer and slower but also more direct. Other women have an innate knowledge of how to touch a woman. Seeing Holly and her nameless counterpart flooded my mind with memories.

What I saw fills me with equal parts arousal and confusion. I haven’t had sex in a long time, waiting for the divorce to be final before dipping my toe into the dating pool. It’s been a long dry spell. I’m ready to get back into the game, but I have no idea where to start at my age. I’m skeptical about dating apps, but maybe that’s what I need—no tangled feelings, just a hookup.

My phone buzzes in my hand, and I stop and lift it to see a FaceTime notification with Holly’s smiling face. I click the button anxiously, then get frustrated as FaceTime takes time to connect. But when I see Holly’s apologetic expression and her blushing but mischievous smile, I return the look with a soft smile.

“I’m sorry,” she says when she sees my face. “I’m not sure how that happened.”

“I think we have much to catch up on, sister.”

She nods and curls one of her red tresses behind her ear. I tilt my head, curious. I hope I’m not showing any disapproval or judgment. Holly and I are all we have for family. I need her, and I miss her. When my marriage blew up, she was on her sailing ship adventure. I felt so lonely.

Holly starts telling me her story. “It happened so fast. I didn’t know how to tell you at first. I was tired of being a waitress at bars along the waterfront and seeing all these rich people sailing off on cruises. One night, after I’d had enough drinks to give me courage, I just stowed away on one.”

“I thought you got a job as a stewardess, or whatever they call it?” I ask, sitting on my sofa and lying back. Holly’s face blushes as she fills in all the blanks she’s left in the past year.

“I had no money, so the Captain offered me a deal. I would grant the Captain and his crew freeuse of me sexually, and he wouldn’t tell the authorities about my stowing away.”

My mouth opens in shock. “Holly! Isn’t that extortion or something? I don’t know! It sounds illegal!”

“Well, it may have been.” Holly shrugs and grins. “I ended up liking it. I guess I’m submissive, and I like being a slut for the crew. They all support me, and we’ve bonded as a team. And Hailey—I’ve fallen in love with Captain, and he loves sharing me with his crew. It’s been a win-win for me.”

I’m speechless as I look at her through the phone. She squirms a bit, then tilts her head. “You saw me with Steph, who is another stew like me. I’m also intimate with the head stew, the first mate…” I shake my head as she starts listing everyone she’s been fucking for the last year.

“So, you get paid for this? Holly, are you a prostitute?” I don’t like how shrill my voice sounds, so I apologize immediately. “I’m sorry, this is a lot to process.”

“I get paid the normal rate for a third-class stewardess and keep my share of the tips from our wealthy guests. What I do with my crew mates, I do willingly and consensually. It’s good for the ship’s morale!” Holly’s forehead creases betray her defensiveness. Then she smiles at me and clears her throat. “Did you get the details for the cruise?”

“Are you trying to change the subject?” I ask, but my body is responding to her story with a strange arousal. The way she’s explained her arrangement sounds like she’s some sex slave. But her eyes are bright, her smile broad, and I can’t say I remember seeing her as happy as she appears.

“No.” Holly shakes her head, and her mischievous grin returns. “I know it’s a lot, and it sounds strange. You can ask me anything, but I thought it might be better if you experienced it yourself.”

There is a long pause as her words sink into my thoughts.

“Sorry, what?” My forehead tightens, and my brow lowers. “You want me to experience what exactly?”

“Look, I know your sex life dried up even before you began having marital trouble. I’m sorry it ended in divorce. That doesn’t seem easy. But looking on the bright side, this is the perfect time to experience something you’ve never imagined. Would you give it a chance for me?”

“What are you talking about?” I stand up and head to my office as I’m talking. “What did you sign me up for?”

“Did you even look at the itinerary?” Holly asks with a huff of frustration. I huff back because it feels strange to be prodded by my little sister. Shouldn’t I be the one instructing her?

“I’m bringing it up now,” I tell her, sitting at my desk and putting my phone in a holder. I open my laptop and read the email, feeling like she’s watching me while I read the cruise details. “Okay, it says we’re leaving from Galveston this Thursday. Holly! That’s in two days!”

“I know, and you’re welcome,” she says. “I don’t want you to mope around in your apartment, and your job will give you time since you just got divorced.”

I frown at her, then go back to reading the details. “Whatever, I didn’t want to work this week anyway.” She bounces and claps while I roll my eyes. “Going to Costa Maya, Cozumel, and Belize before returning to Houston.”

“Yes! You’ll love those ports,” Holly says. “Look at the excursion in Belize.”

“Enjoy a five-day cruise, including a freeuse excursion on our exclusive island,” I read, then glance at her, scrunching my nose. “What does that mean, exactly?”

“The cruise line’s parent company owns an island off the coast of Belize, and it has a special arrangement for people who want to get wild!” My stomach tightens.

“What have you signed me up for?” I ask, trying to mask my dread.

“It will all be explained, but you’ll need a blood test before you go.”

“Why would I want to do that?” My confusion and frustration are in a war for supremacy in my mind.

“So you can pass the STD screen and health exam.” Holly shrugs like she’s explaining this to a child. Her eyes flick up, and then she starts talking much faster. “They’ll have condoms, of course, but freeuse is so much more fun when you can go without them. Oh, sorry. Captain just texted. We’re leaving in an hour. I need to get ready. Relax and have a great time! I love you.”

The screen goes blank. I close my mouth once I realize it’s been hanging open. I’m confused. I feel like I’ve lost my breath as I rewind everything she said. Holly looks so happy, and her smile tips the scales as I weigh things in my mind. I pick up my phone to call my doctor’s office. I’m throwing caution into the wind, taking a chance on this outrageous idea. After getting through the voice message menu, I make an appointment for an STD screen and blood test. With my head still spinning I go to my room to get dressed to visit the minute clinic a few miles away.

“Holly, what the hell have you gotten me into?” I wonder as I look at myself in the mirror.


CHAPTER 3
EMBARKING



I drag my roller bag down the cement quay, my heart pounding with excitement and anxiety. It’s Thursday, and soon, I’ll board the tall sailboat at the end of the pier. It’s tied up at the stern with portable stairs leading up to the deck at the ship’s stern. It’s massive, looming larger with every step,

This is a new adventure for me: a luxury yacht, an overnight cruise, a foreign country. I’ll experience all of it in a fortnight, from boarding this sailing yacht in front of me, sailing a round trip to the Mexican Riveria, and with five days on an exclusive island resort and the mysterious freeuse excursion..

Holly and I communicate regularly by email. Since her ship is away from port, she doesn’t have cell phone access. However, her ship does have internet, so she’s been sending me details about the ship, the crew, and the cruise I’m about to embark on. I used her message to research ships and cruises. I’ve become familiar with a lot of jargon and nautical terms.

I packed my wardrobe according to a few lists I found in my research. Embarking is usually a casual dress, so I’m wearing a light-blue romper with a button up front; it’s not too revealing with all the buttons buttoned. The bottom is like a pair of shorts, so there’s no chance of a wardrobe malfunction. My white rubber-soled sneakers are comfortable.

As I get closer, I see a gaggle of people standing at the end of the pier. They must be the other guests. I take a mental inventory of the two other women’s outfits. The tall, willowy brunette is wearing a purple sundress with a modest bodice, the skirt fluttering against the middle of her shapely thighs. The striking blonde has her hair in a ponytail. She’s wearing a tank top that’s stretched across her ample breasts and a tennis skirt that shows off her amazing legs. The two stunning women have incredible bodies compared to my softer curves. I’m here for fun, so I shake off envy as I realize my outfit will fit right in.

The blonde woman breaks away from the pack and walks in my direction, waving. “You must be Hailey?”

“None other.” I smile as we meet and shake hands. I stiffen when she leans and hugs me, but I can’t help but relax into the warm, friendly embrace.

“I’m Jenny.” Her face beams as she smiles, and her eyes sparkle with a mischievous glint. She’s bubbly, bouncing up and down and making her ponytail swing. “I guess Jenny is a nickname, short for Jennifer, but I never liked three-syllable names. Come on, let me introduce you to the rest of us.”

She takes my hand, and we walk together. I pull my roller bag with my free hand. Four other people are present: three men and one woman. I scan their faces as they turn when Jenny calls out.

“I found Hailey, guys,” Jenny says, leading me to a tall man who reaches out his hand.

“I’m Brad. Jen’s my wife. Welcome to the group.” His voice is deep but kind, and his grip is firm and warm. He has short, greying, windblown brown hair. His kind smile draws me in, but he looks me in the eye instead of dropping to my cleavage, as most men do. I grin in return, feeling comfortable after meeting two new people.

“I’m Hailey,” I say, groaning at the reflexive introduction because Jenny already told them my name. “Nice to meet you.”

“He’s my stag, and I’m his vixen.” Jenny laughs and kisses her husband’s cheek before leading me to the next pair. I’m about to ask what that means, but she’s already introducing me. “Our next couple is Craig and Felicia. Craig coaches my daughter’s soccer team, and Felicia has the best yoga studio.”

Felicia smiles, taking my hand in both of hers and bowing slightly. She is a willowy brunette with a warm smile. She is tall, and her breasts are small compared to Jenny’s full, rounded ones. Craig lets go of her to offer me his hand.

“Glad to meet you.” He blushes as his eyes rake over my body before returning to my eyes. I feel a swell of arousal as I enjoy his attention, noticing Felicia smiling as she takes in my curves. Their thinly veiled attention feels different; outright ogling usually offends me. I feel my cheeks flush from their attention.

“You two are married?” I ask, unsure what Jenny means by describing them as a couple; Craig is nearly devouring me with his gaze.

“No,” Craig says with a comfortable smile as he glances down at my body again before resting back on my eyes. “Not yet, anyway. We’ve been together for over a year, and she lives with my daughter and me. She just accepted my proposal a few days ago.”

Okay then. Should he be eye-fucking me like that? So I glance at Felicia, and she holds up her left hand, the glint of a diamond on her ring finger. She smiles, leans against Craig, and wraps her arm around his waist as she leans into his side. Craig turns and pulls her into his arms, squeezing her with his large hands.

“We’ve only tested our open relationship with our small circle of friends. We’re still exploring, and this trip sounds exciting.” Felicia shrugs as she explains.

I’m about to ask what she means by exploring when Jenny tugs me in front of the tallest man in the group. “Finally, we have our other solo guest, Steven.”

I look at him, tilting my head back to see his eyes. They are a striking storm gray, and I smile at him. His body is muscular but trim and lean. His shirt is loose and hangs outside his knee-length shorts.

“Wow, you’re tall,” I blurt, blushing with my hand extended. He focuses on my face, takes my hand, and kisses my knuckles, which puts me at ease. Although I wouldn’t mind if he checked me out like Craig and Brad. The two men talk with each other, glancing over at me while Felicia listens. She keeps watching me, too, as their conversation continues.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Hailey,” Steven says, and I titter a nervous laugh.

“The pleasure is mine.” I smile back and decide to give him my full attention.

Steven takes my bag from my other hand. “I’ll put yours over there with ours. The crew will load it into our cabins as we embark.”

“This is my first cruise,” I confess, walking with Steven to the rows of suitcases. They seem to have much more luggage than I have, and I worry I might not have packed enough.

“Oh, you’re a virgin?” Steven chuckles and winks. “I’ve been on three. This is the first adult cruise, however. The freeuse excursion will be different, don’t you think?”

“I’m still unsure what will happen on the excursion.” I notice Steven looking at my wrists and ankles, and I scrunch my nose, feeling like I am missing something. “What are you looking for?”

He straightens up and examines my expression before looking at the others talking a few steps away. When he focuses back on me, his smile eases the tension I feel, and I linger, looking at his eyes.

“You are new to this, aren’t you?” He looks down at me, crossing his arms over his broad chest, and I take a moment to sweep my gaze over his masculine frame.

“First cruise. I said that already.” Didn’t I? I’ve lost track of what I’ve told this striking group of strangers.

“First time with an adult-only theme too?”

I blink again, unsure how to answer. “Pardon?”

My thoughts are foggy, but I connect his questions to random phrases Holly used to describe her gift to me. Is this an adult-only cruise? I don’t remember that from when I read all the literature. I turn to look at the group of four people—two couples, then back to peer up at Steven.

“Oh yes, of course.” I try to recover, but I feel my cheeks heat. “Yep, first time for that too. I’m not sure what that means…” I’m interrupted by loud music from the stern of the boat.

“Come on. I think we’re boarding,” Steven says, offering me his arm.

I slide my hand into the crook of his elbow since it seems appropriate. Shifting my tote on my opposite shoulder, we walk toward the ship. The backpack contains everything I need, plus an additional set of clothes. My mind is still spinning with the talk of adult-only cruises and Holly’s explanation of the freeuse excursion.

Holly has told me of her freeuse role on her ship, but part of me still thinks she’s pranking me. Normal people don’t just give blanket consent to the sexual use of their bodies, do they? My core hums as I consider my questions and sweep my gaze across my companions. The four of them appear healthy and active, smiling as they wander comfortably ahead of Steven and me, approaching the steps at the rear of the yacht.

The ship’s crew appears in casual but matching uniforms, walks down the stairs, and stands in a line. A tall, rangy man with a bald head and a full beard smiles as he walks past the file of crew members and approaches the six of us.

“Good morning. I’m glad y’all made it.” He says with a deep southern twang. With his hands on his hips, he exudes confidence as he addresses us in pressed, white Bermuda shorts and a crisp button-down, short-sleeved, white shirt. “I’m Captain Johnson, and I’m happy to welcome you aboard the Pineapple Princess. Let me escort you to the main deck for a glass of champagne. Then you’ll be escorted to the club room for crew introductions.”

He’s very businesslike yet charming. His bronze skin betrays a life spent outdoors in the tropics. I like his smile and feel safe when he surveys me as we shake hands.

“You’re Holly Thompson’s sister, right?” he asks, cocking a bushy eyebrow.

His question comes out of nowhere, and I can do nothing but nod.

“Yes, my younger sister. She’s told me about her life on… is it a sister ship?

He nods before he answers. “Yes, but it’s complicated. We do a slightly different type of cruise than Holly’s ship. Last I heard, their captain is considering joining the FU collective.”

I’m about to ask what FU stands for when he waves everyone up the stairs, and I follow him, swallowing my question, and sense the rest of the group behind me. On the main deck, he stops and nods towards a tall blonde in a similar uniform as the rest of the crew files past us and into the ship’s interior.

“This is Emma. She is my chief stewardess and will act as your host for this cruise. Please take a glass of champagne.”

Two other women come from inside the ship carrying two trays of champagne flutes filled with bubbly. A buzz of excitement fills the space as we all take a glass. The captain makes a toast, and then Emma waves for everyone to follow her. I start to follow when the captain reaches out and grips my hand.

“Come with me, Hailey. I have a few questions I need to ask you.”

A flutter erupts in my core at his firm grip, and I follow meekly behind him.

“Have I done something wrong?” I ask.

My question isn’t answered, and he’s become stony silent as we walk past the others down into the core of the yacht, turning at the bottom of a narrow staircase. The captain opens a narrow door and waves me inside.

“You haven’t done anything wrong, but I sense you don’t know entirely what your sister signed you up for.”


CHAPTER 4
DEBRIEF WITH CAPTAIN JOHNSON



As we descend the ship’s winding stairs, the interior unfolds before me, a labyrinth of corridors. Each passageway looks similar and features oval-shaped doorways. These are not your typical doors but are about a foot above the floor. The captain opens a hatch-like door, inviting me inside.

“What’s this?” I ask as I step over the edge and into the room.

“This is my stateroom, and it doubles as my office,” he declares, striding past me to a compact desk. He gestures to the other side, a plush bench that spans the length of the wall.

“I’m sorry, I’m unfamiliar with ships,” I say, lowering onto the cushion and holding my tote in my lap.

“It’s my room, where I stay. Nautical term, I suppose. I tend to slip into the vernacular since I’ve lived at sea since I joined the Navy at eighteen.” He grins, his weathered face lighting up, then flips through papers with practiced ease.

I look around. Apart from his desk, chair, and the bench I’m sitting on, there is no other large furniture. The wall alongside the portal door has a low cabinet with a countertop. Books, charts, and clipboards filled with paper are cluttered on the top.

“Did you say you sleep in here? Where is your bed?” My nose scrunches as I blink at him, confused.

“I do, right where you’re sitting. That bench is a fold-out bed.” He smiles kindly, and I enjoy looking at his tanned face. “Space is at a premium, even on these luxury yachts. Especially in the crew quarters. The guest staterooms are much larger and include full-sized beds; some are even king-sized for the hosts.”

I nod and cross my hands over my purse. He looks at me curiously, so I smile at him. “What can I help you with, captain?”

“Please, call me ‘Dick,’” he says calmly.

“I don’t think you are. You’re very pleasant to talk with.” I replay our conversation; my forehead creased with concern.

He laughs softly. “No, it’s my name, short for Richard. Most people call me ‘sir’ or ‘captain’, though. It’s up to you.”

“Okay, Dick.” I try to smile, but I’m nervous about why he wants to talk with me.

“Did you know you were signing up for an adult-only, clothing-optional cruise?” he asks.

“I did not,” I say, lifting my eyebrows. “Holly gave me this trip as a gift. I’ve only seen the itinerary. It made no mention of—what did you say? Clothing optional?”

Dick nods, folds his hands, and places them on the desk. “The line that owns this boat is part of a large corporation that caters to the alternative lifestyles of the upper class in America. Specifically, the adult-oriented couples that enjoy non-monogamous activities that don’t require clothes.”

“You mean—sex, right?” I blink, then look down at my hands.

“Yes, Hailey. I mean sex. We can’t use that word or other words in our official communications. We exist in a gray area between the laws on land and the laws of the sea. We must couch our language or endure closer scrutiny from the authorities.

I play with my purse strap as I process this new information. The puzzle of Holly’s licentious behavior makes more sense. She did say it was consensual what she did with the rest of the crew. But I thought she told me it was only the crew.

“You mean the passengers are free to engage in adult-oriented activities at sea? Not just on the excursion?” I ask, with a tilt of my head.

Holly’s mention of freeuse made me curious, so I researched it. I found several sites with information about BDSM. After pushing into that dark corner of the internet, I read about domination and submission. I understood that freeuse fell under the broader world of the BDSM kink, with submissive people consensually entering freeuse agreements where they give complete autonomy over their body to their dominant partner.

The whole thing seems unreal but exciting at the same time. I decided I could endure being freely used for a limited time on an island. I hadn’t considered consenting to the same on this week-long cruise.

“I knew the excursion was going to be freeuse but had no idea it extended to the cruise itself,” I say, chewing on my bottom lip. Dick nods at me, and I feel my cheeks warm. “Does this cabin have air conditioning? I’m suddenly a bit warm.”

He flips on a fan sitting on the edge of his desk and turns it toward me, which gives me a faint breeze that doesn’t help the rising heat.

“The ship is not a freeuse zone, so it’s not the entire cruise. We get a variety of people on these adult-themed cruises: kinky couples, swingers, ethical non-monogamists—all enjoy the freedom a ship on the open seas allows,” Dick explains.

“You mean they’ll be having sex on the boat while we sail?” I ask, feeling a flutter of arousal.

“Yes. Consensually, of course. Ships outside of territorial waters are not subject to the same laws of their countries. So, once we’re outside twelve miles from shore, we’re out of the jurisdiction of the U.S. Coast Guard. That means nudity is allowed on deck at the discretion of the ship’s master—me.” Dick examines me as he explains the details. “I’m responsible for everyone’s safety and comfort while at sea. I want to know if you’re okay with the explicit nature of this cruise.

I’ve never watched people have sex outside of the few pornographic videos I watched with my husband earlier in our marriage. The thought of being in the same room or outside on deck while people… fucked was oddly arousing. “I didn’t know that, but I’m not against it. I’m just not attached to anyone. Will that be a problem? I looked forward to going away somewhere after my divorce was finalized.”

“Did you make your reservation?” Dick asks.

“No, it was my sister, Holly. She made it and gave it to me as a gift to celebrate my divorce.”

“An odd gift to grant you if you didn’t know the details.” Dick combs his fingers through his beard. “Cruises like this usually have people experienced in various alternative lifestyles. It calms things, as they are usually less judgmental than traditional marriages or conservative religions. I can’t have passengers opposed to open marriages, alternative lifestyles, or other arrangements.”

“I’m not judgmental, Captain Johnson,” I say with an even tone. “I may not have known in advance about the nature of this cruise, but I’m not going to break down in a fit over people having sex. I’m hoping to end my dry spell, if you must know.”

I can feel my nipples tightening as I speak frankly, and a well of desire pools in my core. I wet my lips as they feel extra dry. I try to steady my gaze and appear confident.

“So, you’re aware of the excursion? Do you know what will happen on the island?”

“I do.” I nod, then wonder if that sounds too eager. “My sister, well, I’ll just say she opened my eyes to what that term means.”

“Freeuse.”

“Yes, that’s the one.” I nod again.

“Indulge me. What does it mean?” Dick asks in an even tone.

I close my eyes, thinking back to my call with Holly. I look straight at the captain. “It’s a consensual agreement where the submissive partner agrees for her partner or partners to have free use of their bodies for their sexual enjoyment.” I recite the definition I found online and feel another jolt of arousal thinking about what Holly told me about her shipboard lifestyle.

Dick leans back in his chair and crosses his muscular forearms across his chest, looking me up and down like he’s considering something. Then he grabs a tablet, turns it on, opens an app, and taps a few times. When done, he turns it around so that I can read it. It’s the disclaimers I signed when I confirmed the reservation.

“These are your signatures, and you’ve read these documents?” Dick asks, and I nod as I swipe through the pages on the tablet.

“Those are indeed my signature. And these are my test results.” I confirm as I swipe to the last page. I inhale, then exhale slowly to relax my nerves before continuing. “Captain, I appreciate your concern. This is all new to me, and it’s comforting that you verify everything. I’m consenting to the freeuse excursion and understand the nature of this cruise. Who I decide to have sex with on the boat will be my informed choice.”

“Ship,” Dick says with a slight grin. “This is a ship. We’ll be cruising in international waters. Once outside the Coast Guard’s jurisdiction, anything goes.” His eyes hold mine as he repeats his responsibilities as the master of this ship in a sober, serious tone. “In international waters, my word is law. I will use my authority as captain of this vessel to ensure my guests’ and crew’s physical and emotional safety.”

“Of course, Captain. I’d expect nothing else.” I nod. “I have a question?”

“Shoot,” Dick says, seeming more relaxed, knowing I fully understand what’s going to happen.

“On the ship, while at sea, are your crew members available to play with guests?”

“Not as a rule,” he says. “I will monitor the conduct of the guests to determine if I feel it’s safe to include my off-duty crew. It can affect the safety of this ship if the crew becomes distracted. I still have to sail safely from point A to point B, and I need my crew to be aware and ready for any situation.”

“Thank you,” I say with a nod. “May I go back with the rest of the guests now?

“Of course. Let me call for an escort. The passageways can be confusing.” He smiles tightly as he grabs a microphone off a device resembling an old CB radio.

“Isobel, please report to the Captain’s Stateroom,” he says, and I hear it echo outside in the hall.

“Who is Isobel?” I ask.

“She’s our Holly,” Dick says with a wink.


CHAPTER 5
WELCOME ABOARD



Fidgeting as I sit across from Captain Dick Johnson, waiting for an escort back to the rest of the guests for the cruise, I open my mouth to ask a question, then slam my lips together.

“I can tell you have something to say,” Dick says. “Go ahead and tell me, or ask your question.”

His brusque, no-nonsense tone doesn’t sound angry, I feel he is direct and used to giving commands. My core tightens when I picture myself kneeling at his feet while his intense eyes stare down at me. Where the fuck did that mind picture come from? I shake my head to clear my thoughts.

“You know I’m alone on this cruise,” I begin, trying not to stumble over my words. “Am I expected to engage in sexual activities at sea, too?”

“I’ll be straight, Hailey,” he says, giving me a beguiling smile. “There are no expectations of you beyond enjoying yourself on this cruise. How you enjoy yourself is entirely up to you. Your active consent is important; if you ever feel threatened, I want you to tell me immediately.”

I nod and half-smile, playing with my tote strap. Should I ask this next question? He has been straightforward, so I do the same.

“You said your crew members aren’t allowed to play with guests. Does that include you?”

I hold his gaze as my mind streams through the fantasy of me naked on my knees under his intense gaze. When I blink, his eyes hold mine steady as he processes my question. We stare at each other when there is a knock at the door.

“Enter,” Dick says sharply. As the doorknob turns, Dick rises and steps forward. I stand, taking his hand to get to my feet. When I think he will ignore my forward question, he bends to whisper in my ear. “I’ll need to get back to you later with my answer.”

My core tightens, and butterflies erupt in my tummy, but I plaster a smile on my lips. “Of course, Captain. I look forward to hearing it.”

The door opens, and a slim, strawberry blonde enters the room. She is a few inches shorter than I am, and her uniform is tight around her generous bust.

“Yes, Captain.” Her voice doesn’t waver as she looks at him. “How can I be of service?”

The captain’s words, “She’s our Holly,” spin in my mind as the young woman glances at me sideways. I feel her eyes graze along my figure, and I wonder if she thinks the captain wants her to service me.

“Izzy, this is Hailey Thompson.” Dick introduces me with a wave of his hand. She turns toward me to continue her visual inspection. “You’ve heard of Holly, I’m sure. This is her sister. Please take her back to the rest of the guests.”

Her eyes light up as she offers me her hand. “Isobel McLean, ma’am. Please, call me Izzy. Your sister is a legend. You must be very proud of her.”

Izzy’s light blue eyes hold mine, and my eyes drift to her lips. They’re full, even as she smiles at me. Holly told me her duties, and I’m still stunned by the revelation. I love my sister; a good report about her is always nice to hear, but proud isn’t the word I’d use to describe my feelings about her freeuse activities.

“I love my sister,” I say as I take Izzy’s warm hand. “She excels at everything she puts her mind to. I’m sure if you work hard, you’ll be great too.”

What did I say? I cringe inside. I’ve told a stranger that she could be a great slut if she puts her mind to it. What is going on in my head?

“Oh, thank you.” Izzy grins, pulling me toward the door. “I’d love to meet her or talk to her. It’s hard sometimes as the only F.U.S. aboard.”

“Sorry?” I ask. “I’m unfamiliar with that term.”

“Free Use Slut,” Izzy says without a hint of shame. “I’m a vital team member, responsible for keeping the crew’s morale high. With all the shenanigans that go on among our guests, sometimes the crew gets—sexually frustrated.”

Her voice quiets to a whisper as we pass by another crew member in a tight passageway. I swallow, listening to her talk so nonchalantly about being a slut for her shipmates, and the warmth in my core grows. I look over at her, smiling, and picture her on her knees, looking up at me from between my legs. I shake my head; that’ll never happen. I’m a guest and off-limits.

Wow, my mind is going places it’s never gone before. It must be something in the salty air. I’m buzzing with arousal from fantasies of both Dick and Izzy as I walk through the tight passageways. Izzy leads me up a narrow stairway and into a posh lounge.

“She’s back.” I recognize Steven’s voice and smile in his direction. He waves me over to an empty seat beside him on a white, leather loveseat.

“I’ll talk to you later, Hailey,” Izzy says with a grin. “Enjoy your cruise. I need to attend to my duties before we get underway.”

I wave and walk to Steven, sitting down beside him. He hands me a glass flute of champagne. I take a sip as I look around at my fellow guests. They are sitting in pairs on two of the other three leather couches. Jenny smiles at me as she takes a sip of her glass.

“Glad you made it back, Hailey,” Jenny says with a twinkle in her eye. “I’m looking forward to getting to know you better.”

“Me too.” I nod and tune into the tall blonde standing beside the guest seating. I can tell my return interrupted her.

She smiles and waits for the chatter to die down. She nods at Izzy, who dashes back down into the crew compartments. Knowing what Holly’s life is like, I wonder where Izzy goes.

“As I was saying, we’ve got a lot of adventures prepared for you.” Her tone is casual and comforting, and she grins at me as she continues. “The fun begins once we’re underway and on the open seas. Until then, please be at home in the lounge or on the sun deck behind me while we get underway.” She lifts her water bottle, and the rest of us lift our glasses. “A toast! May we all enjoy fair winds and following seas.”

I clink glasses with Steven and sip the fizzy, sweet wine. Our eyes meet as we enjoy a drink. The tall woman steps toward me and rests her hand on my shoulder. I look up to see her smiling at me.

“I’m Emma, the chief stewardess, and I’ll be your host. I’m here to answer any questions you have.”

“Hailey.” I stand, and we shake hands. “This is my first cruise. I might have many questions.”

“The most important thing is to relax and enjoy yourself. While piloting out of port, my crew will unpack your bags in your stateroom. So there is nothing to do but enjoy the sun, the breeze, and the beautiful view.” She smiles, leaning closer. “You look familiar.”

“I’m Holly Thompson’s sister,” I admit, shrugging. Apparently, my younger sister has made a name for herself in the sailing yacht community. “She bought me this cruise to celebrate my newfound freedom.”

Emma’s eyes widen hearing Holly’s name, but then her nose scrunches. “Freedom?”

“My divorce was finalized two days ago,” I exhale. It’s getting easier to admit that my marriage failed. I don’t believe it’s my fault; neither of us was happy with our relationship. I don’t want to bring down the mood, so I grin. “I’m here to have fun, not think about what’s past.”

“Such a good attitude.” Emma’s smile is genuine, and I flush as she scans my body. “I can see where Holly gets her stunning looks.”

“Have you met her?” I ask, raising a brow.

“Not officially, but I’m friends with her chief stew, Lilly. I’ve seen pictures of her.” Emma grins knowingly and squeezes my hand. “I need to finish some things before we cast off. Enjoy.”

I sit back beside Steven and turn to him. It’s time I socialized and discovered more about the other guests. My mind races. I’m still horny, thinking about everything that happens aboard this ship, but I know I have to be patient. We have to be outside of the territorial waters before things get wild. I find myself looking forward to the unknown pleasures ahead.


CHAPTER 6
LETTING GO



When Emma leaves, the other two couples rise and walk to the outside deck toward the ship’s stern. I smile at Steven and sip more of my champagne. The bubbles tickle my nose, but the fruity flavor helps calm my nerves. Steven turns toward me and relaxes against the leather arm.

“Do you want to go outside and enjoy the sun?”

His tone is conversational, but his eyes roam all over my body. I mirror him, leaning against the couch’s arm, stretching, and arching my back, aware of how my breasts strain the buttons of my top. I hope my grin is flirty and not weird as I preen for Steven. I smooth my hair down as I look at him, my hand sweeping over the low neckline of my top.

“With my complexion, I only allow myself small doses of sunlight,” I say as arousal rises inside me. I noticed Steven’s focus on my chest. My nipples tighten from his attention, and a slight shudder passes through me. “Do you mind staying inside with me?”

I look out on the shaded porch where the others watch the pier. The couples show affection for each other with caresses as they admire the scenery. When I turn back, Steven grins at me.

“The view in here is better than the pier.” My cheeks heat with his boldness.

“Is that so?” I ask, unsure of what to do with my hands. When I sip from my glass, it’s empty. I shrug and lean forward to place it on the circular table inside the ring of chairs. As I set it down, I pause, letting Steve take a longer look at my cleavage. Rising back, I smile over at him, my fingers plucking at the buttons of my blouse. “What do you enjoy about this view?”

The heat in my cheeks grows, even though I feel awkward flirting with a near stranger. My core tightens, and arousal wells as Steven’s eyes focus on my fingers playing with my blouse. I work one button out of its eyelet, letting it go and moving to the next one. Am I undressing for this man?

“You have beautiful hair, and your skin is lovely.” Steven’s compliments only increase the heat I’m feeling. “It makes sense to be careful with the sun damage. Do you have any sunscreen?”

I shake my head as another button slides free, and I keep going even as I realize my bra is now clearly exposed. Pinpricks of awareness flutter over my exposed skin as Steven watches my fingers play with my buttons.

“I packed it in my bag, so I don’t have any with me.” I pat my tote, which I’d set beside the sofa. “I should have kept it with me. I sunburn so easily.”

Steven’s throat moves as he rises and holds out a hand. “I know where our staterooms are. Let me show you so that you can grab it. You don’t want to miss your first departure.”

“Are we allowed yet?” I ask, taking his hand and grabbing my tote before I rise to stand. Focusing on Steven’s broad chest at eye level, I place my hand against him, feeling his warmth through his tropical shirt. “I don’t want to get into trouble.” When I peek into his eyes, he’s looking back with a grin.

“We’re guests.” Steven shrugs, his hand enveloping mine and leading me to a set of stairs to the side of the lounge. “We can’t get into too much trouble. We’ve paid for this.”

My skin tingles under his touch, holding on as I step down the stairs before him. I sway, unaccustomed to the steep pitch, and Steven’s fingers tighten and keep me from falling forward. “Use the handrail.” His voice is deep and commanding. A flutter of butterflies swirls in my core. “Always use the handrails. This ship is going to rock and roll as we sail.”

“Thank you,” I say, letting go of his hand to grip the stainless steel rail. “This is going to take some getting used to.” I’m mostly referring to a man who puts my safety first, unlike my ex-husband’s nonchalance.

I step away from the stairs into a narrow passageway and make room for Steven.

“Follow me.” He takes my hand so easily, it feels natural as I let him pass. His body brushes against my side before I walk a step behind, our hands still linked in tight quarters.

We pause at the hall’s end with doors that open into four spacious staterooms. My eyes widen, expecting something like the captain’s tiny quarters. Steven squeezes my hand and guides me into one of the smaller ones, where my roller bag rests on a tightly made bed.

“You remembered my suitcase?” I ask in a whisper. After years of feeling distant from my ex, Steven’s attentiveness is foreign to me. I blink up at him before scanning the luxurious amenities.

Steven steps past me and opens a small door. “This is your bathroom, or head, as they’re called on a ship.”

I stand and look at him. My back is to the door. I step backward, closing the door and twisting the lock. Steven’s head snaps in my direction when he hears the click. His gaze drops to my fingers, slowly working the buttons on my romper. I can’t believe I’m doing this, but the heat in Steven’s eyes is all I care about.

Is this what it feels like to let go of propriety? The swirl of arousal spikes as I think about Holly. She’s still the sweet sister I know and love, but remembering her wanton embrace of her female shipmate feeds the fire building in my core. This is why I’m here, right? To let go of the frumpy housewife persona and embrace my sexual desires.

Steven strides to close the distance between us, and I gasp as his hands cup my jaw. I blink momentarily, barely parting my lips before his mash against mine. His tongue dives between my lips, and I moan at the taste of him. His hands drop to my shoulders, peeling the romper off and sliding it down my back.

“I need to hear you say you want this,” Steven says in a low growl. “I want to strip you bare and taste you, lick you, explore every part of you.”

Staring into his dark eyes, my gaze flicks back and forth. Breathless from the sudden possessive kiss, I swallow as I consider his words. My hand rests lightly on his chest when I close my fingers and grip his shirt.

“I want this,” I say, staring into his eyes as I pull him back against me. I drop my hand down, rubbing the stiffness which tents his shorts. “I want this too. Everything. Anything.”

He kisses me again, and my hands wrap around his hips, gripping his ass and pulling his thickness against me. My hips roll, grinding along the ridge of his erection. He guides me backward until my calves hit the edge of the bed, and I sit.

A knock on the door echoes in the room. I recognize Izzy’s voice through the door. “Ms. Thompson? Did you want us to unpack you?”


CHAPTER 7
UNDERWAY



I look up at Steven with wide eyes. I don’t know what to tell Izzy, who is standing just outside my locked door. My romper is in a heap behind his legs, my panties are soaked, and my nipples are rock-hard under my simple white bra.

“Uh, I need a second.” My voice is high-pitched, and Steven chuckles as he steps back. “I needed to grab some sunscreen.”

I shrug as I stand up, walk around the bed to my suitcase, and open it. I rummage through my neatly packed clothes, flustered by the intensity of our impromptu make-out session. Seeing my sunscreen inside a mesh pocket, I unzip and grab it.

“Here,” Steven says softly, tapping my shoulder as he holds my discarded romper.

I glance at it, then back to my suitcase and the striped bikini on top of my clothes. Without giving it another thought, I grab the bikini and trade Steven for my romper.

“Help me with this,” I say, stripping off my bra and panties. “Quickly. I don’t want her to hear us.”

Tossing the romper on top of the clothes in my suitcase, I look at Steven, holding my bikini. Grabbing the top, I put my head through the strings and adjust it around my neck, then tug the triangles over my breasts. My nipples are still hard as I reach behind me to tie the back.

“I’ve got it,” Steven says, handing me the bottoms. I stand still as he ties the strings taut, then shifts his hands to the front, ensuring the cups fit my breasts. The heat of his hands feels so good, and my nipples harden from his touch, but we don’t have time.

I step into the bottoms and pull them up my legs, shifting my hips as the white triangle covers my bare pussy. Yesterday, I splurged for a Brazilian wax job and have enjoyed how it feels. With the thin layer of Lycra pressed against me, I wonder how it looks.

I look at Steven, who steps back and sweeps his eyes down my nearly nude body. When he nods, I take off my shoes and trade them for flip-flops. Pushing my toes into them, I grab a striped wrap from my suitcase along with the sunscreen. Steven nods with a grin, taking the sunscreen, dropping it in my tote, and handing the tote to me.

I slide my tote over my shoulder, holding my wrap in my hand. I can’t help but notice him adjusting his erection, which is still tenting his shorts. When I glance up, our eyes lock, and we stare at each other momentarily before he speaks.

“We’ll have plenty of time.”

The confidence in his voice makes me smile as I walk to the door, unlock it, and smile at Izzy. Her eyes drop and take in my bikini-clad body; when she looks up at me, her cheeks are red, and her lips are rounded.

“Hailey! You look amazing,” Izzy says, then looks over my shoulder at Steven. “Oh, pickles, I didn’t mean to interrupt.”

“Pickles?” I chuckle at her expression.

“I’m trying to reduce my cursing while around guests. They cap my tips if I swear near guests.”

I grin, knowing from what Holly told me that she probably swears a lot while servicing the crew.

“You won’t offend me with swearing.” I smile, reaching for Steven’s hand as I walk past Izzy. “I was just changing. You didn’t interrupt.”

Steven’s fingers curl around mine, and he follows behind me until I reach the foot of the stairs, returning to the main deck. He tugs me to a stop, then twists me to face him. My eyes flick back and forth, examining his expression, but only finding a warm smile. He pulls at my wrap, and I loosen my hold, letting him take it from me.

“Let me help,” he says, holding it open for me to slide my arms through.

“I’m sorry,” I manage as I shrug my shoulders into the wrap and pull the sheer material around my body. “I didn’t want to stop. I freaked out a bit.”

He smiles down at me and wraps me in his arms. His heat surrounds me, and I relax against his chest. His hand runs up and down my back, and I sigh.

“We do this at your pace,” Steven says, pressing a kiss to the top of my forehead. “No pressure from me. I promise.”

I tilt my head and smile into his eyes. He lowers and kisses me gently, then his hands drop to my sides and twist me around. “Let’s go watch the departure.”

As I climb the stairs, I feel the ship sway and grab onto the handrail. “Oh, we’re moving!” I say as I make progress up the swaying staircase.

“They blew the ship’s whistle while we were leaving your stateroom,” Steven says as if I know what that means.

“First timer.” I remind him. I pause at the top step and look back at him. I notice him staring at my ass and grin. “You have to remind me what that means.”

“I have so much to show you.” His smirk makes me think he’s not talking about strictly nautical things. “They blow the whistle when they cast off from the pier. We missed it, but hurry. This first part is slow.”

I turn, scramble up the last step, and clear the landing for Steven behind me. I stand still, looking across the open expanse at the back of the club room. I drop my tote off on the leather couch I sat on earlier, then continue into the open air. The pier is a good fifty feet away from us, and I see the water flowing in a small wake behind us. The breeze is slight, and the ship’s sway beneath my feet is gentle. We’re moving, and the slight disorientation from my still body and the moving scenery gives me a moment of vertigo.

“Just relax,” Steven says, taking my hand and leading me outside. “Your patch will help you adjust to being at sea.”

I lift my free hand to my neck and feel the small scopolamine patch I wear for motion sickness. My mouth feels dry, and my head is a bit fuzzy as I follow Steven. We walk behind Jenny and Brad, standing by the rail holding hands. We keep shuffling past Craig, standing behind Felicia, his hands bracketing her as she leans against the rail at the stern. Steven grabs the top of a ladder, and I realize we’re about twenty feet above the water. He helps me down, letting go of my hand so I can grip the rail.

“You’ll be more comfortable lower on the ship,” Steven says with a wink.

When my horny mind kicks back in and thinks I’ll be more comfortable on my knees below him, I realize that the motion of the boat won’t affect me much. I moisten my lips, remembering the feel of his soft lips from earlier.

“How long till we’re in international waters?” I ask as my feet hit the deck, and I follow Steven to the rail at the stern. We pass under the edge of the deck above, and I feel the sun’s warmth. Water curls in a gentle wake about ten feet below us, and I hear the thrum of our engines as we coast through the calm waters of the port.

Steven chuckles as he leads me to the rail and then his arms bracket me as he grips the rail outside my hands. He leans forward, the rough prickle of his jaw scratching my neck, and I shiver in his embrace. “It’ll be a few hours until we’re clear of the Coast Guard jurisdiction.”

I close my eyes, pressing my ass back into Steven and feeling his solid length grind into my ass. The swirl of arousal builds as he teases me with gentle grinds of his hips. I meet him by shifting my ass back, letting out a moan as I roll my hips.

“How long until I can have some of your diction?” I close my eyes, wishing I could take back that terrible pun.


CHAPTER 8
LIFERAIL



I look over my shoulder, biting my bottom lip as Steven stares darkly at me. His hips grind into my ass, and I stifle a moan, feeling how hard he is. I look past him and above us to the other four guests lining the rail. Jenny smiles and winks at me before looking at something along the shore where Brad is pointing. I pan past them until I focus on Felicia holding on to the rail. Her head is down, her eyes closed, her mouth hanging open.

I swallow as I realize that her partner, Craig, has her bracketed against the rail like Steven has me. Their bodies shift rhythmically, barely moving, but they’re not still. My eyes widen as Felicia lets go of the rail and drops her hand down between her legs. Her skirt is pulled up just enough that I can see her bare sex before her hand blocks the view.

“Are they?” I start to ask, but Steven nudges me.

I look over, and he’s shaking his head. “Just watch. No talking.”

I glance back to watch Felicia sway lower, then push back. The back of her skirt is bunched against Craig’s waist. Her breasts push forward, her nipples starkly outlined behind the thin material of her top. I hear a moan, watching her arch her back. She nods as she grabs the rail again to steady herself before she rocks back into Craig.

They’re fucking, right in the open. But it just looks like they’re sightseeing as our ship coasts through the blue water of the bay. When I turn my head, I see Craig. His eyes stare at me as his body moves against Felicia. I feel my pussy clench as I stare back, chewing on my lip.

Steven grinds against me and releases the rail, moving his hand to my hip. I inhale but don’t make a sound as his fingers curl and pull my wrap up until his hand rests on my bare thigh. I’m so fucking horny; I don’t say anything but look over my other shoulder at Jenny. She’s leaning over, bent slightly toward her husband. She’s holding on to the rail with one hand, but, from my vantage point, I see her other hand cupping Brad’s bulge and stroking slowly.

My mouth waters, watching her massage his growing cock. When I glance up at her, she grins knowingly at me but doesn’t stop groping her husband. I turn away and stare out into the harbor, watching our ship’s wake turn up white bubbles as we move steadily away from the pier. When Steven’s fingers press against the front of my bikini, I stifle a moan.

“I don’t think I can make it,” I manage to say loud enough for Steven to hear. My ass is rocking against the shape of his cock, then pushing against his fingers. “What are the rules? What is going to happen when we leave the port?”

I’m vaguely aware of people lining the shoreline watching our majestic sailing yacht pass. They all seem happily oblivious as we sneak our illicit touches—or in Felicia and Craig’s case, illicit public fucking. Moving my hand behind me, I grip Steven’s erection through his shorts, squeezing it until I hear him groan.

“The Coast Guard will board us if we get out of hand,” Steven warns, biting my ear. “But they also turn a blind eye if we look like normal tourists. Once we’re out of sight of land, anything goes.”

I nod, still looking aft until I swing my head around and look above us. Jenny has turned away from us, facing her husband. She has her hand inside his pants, moving slowly. Brad has his back to the shore, watching her with dark eyes as his body blocks what she’s doing from the people along the shore.

The scenery shifts quickly as the boat heels to the side. We’re turning out of the entrance to the harbor and pointing toward the open seas.

Looking over her husband’s shoulder, then behind her, Jenny drops to her knees. She pulls down Brad’s shorts and quickly seals her mouth around his shaft. Brad has a nice, thick cock, much more impressive than my ex-husband’s. Jenny swirls her tongue around his crown, licking along his rigid shaft. I let out a moan watching my new friend give her husband a blowjob.

Unzipping Steven’s shorts behind me, I feel my way inside until my fingers wrap around his rod. He’s hot and thick, and I want to have him in my mouth like Jenny has her husband. Steven growls a warning when I try to twist around and nods in our wake. A boat is following us out of the port. Keeping a hold of his cock, I look back up at Jenny and Brad. They’ve twisted around, and Brad’s back is to me, hiding Jen from my view.

“It’s fun,” Steven says, his hips pressing his cock through my slight hold. “Seeing how far we can inch across the line without getting the ship in trouble.”

“Yes,” I say, hissing out the last part as one of his fingers pulls aside my bikini. His fingers trace my lips; I’m drenched from what we’d done in my stateroom. His fingertip, slick with my arousal, moves slowly up along my folds. When he slides over my clit, I jerk. His low laugh makes my belly tighten. He concentrates his movements on my clit, and I lose track of my surroundings.

“Just enjoy it,” Steven says, not caring that I’ve stopped stroking. “This is for you. I want you to come on my fingers, Hailey.”

His confident tone has me surrendering, and I let go of his cock and use both hands to hold on to the rail. I arch back into him, pressing my hips forward, seeking more friction against my aching clit. My breasts sway as I struggle to find my breath. I shift between short pants and indulgent moans. I blink my eyes, looking up as he looms over me.

“You’re a beautiful mess right now,” he says with dark fire in his eyes. “It’s okay. Come apart on my fingers. I’ve got you.”

He shifts his hand, two fingers curling inside me, feathering lightly until he finds the right angle, then pressing the heel of his hand against my clit. His fingers hook inside me, pulling his fingertips into a spot only my vibrating toy has ever touched.

“Oh shit,” I mutter, feeling a tight coiling inside me. “Steven, fuck. It feels so good.”

I’m trying to stay quiet, but I’m scared I’ll scream when I fall apart. I struggle to hold on while Steven watches me.

“It’s okay,” he says. “We’re past the port. No one will hear you scream.”

I blink and look back; the entrance to the port has shrunk in the distance, and no other boats are near. I twist and look back up at the other guests. Jenny has her tits out, squeezing one in her hand as she strokes her husband’s cock, her mouth open with Brad watching her intently.

I want to watch it till the end, but Felicia’s passionate scream pulls my eyes to her. She’s shaking, hanging halfway over the rail. Our eyes meet momentarily before hers rolls back in the sockets. Craig has a hank of her hair in his fist, yanking her backward. Felicia’s body stiffens, her back arching as she continues to orgasm.

My peak overcomes me so fast that I don’t realize I’m screaming until Steven’s hand covers my mouth. My thighs are shaking, clenching around his hand as he keeps hooking his fingers into my throbbing cunt. I hear the sound of fluid dripping, and I look down, watching my cum spray out and onto the deck. Holy fuck, I’m squirting. I don’t want the bliss to end, so I surrender to Steven’s relentless fingers, feeling waves of orgasmic bliss pour through me.

“Mmm, good girl,” Steven says, and I blink when my vision returns. My thoughts return while I hang limply over the rail. I’m mesmerized by the wake stirring up the water behind the ship’s stern.

Steven wraps his arms around me, and I feel his cock shift against my ass. I tighten my core as he pulls me from over the rail. He steps back, and I follow, unsteady on my feet.

“I’ve got you,” Steven says as he pulls me away from the rail.

He turns me around, cups my jaw with both of his hands and kisses me. My mind is a mess of lust and need when the kiss parts. I feel a strange tingle run up my spine as I notice four eyes watching us from above.

“I’m…” My words stop when I decide not to excuse or apologize for my out-of-character impulsive behavior. I don’t feel any shame. I realize I like having people watch me at my most vulnerable. I reach down and wrap my fingers around Steven’s hard cock. “Did I do this?”

Steven grins and nods, “You did. What do you want to do about it?”


CHAPTER 9
GOING DEEPER



I look around, noticing no other boats around us. Steven’s cock pulses in my grip as I move my hand over the smooth shaft. Questions bounce around my thoughts. I skim over my past behaviors after sex. I’d feel shame at losing control, screaming too loudly as I orgasm, and I’d be in a hurry to leave to wash, hiding my shame, while my ex just rolled over and went to sleep. I’d climb back in bed and stare at the ceiling, cycling through shame and regret. I don’t want to go back to old, destructive behaviors. I want to be bold—what would Holly do?

I’m thinking of her as I sink to my knees at Steven’s feet, resting my ass on my heels. His hands guide my head as I lean and take a tentative lick of the gleaming pearl of precum on his crown, peeking out of his foreskin. I look up, rolling the small glob over my tongue. It’s different from what I’d imagined. Salty and sweet. I smirk up at him, seeing his eyes narrow as I lower my lips and suck on the tip of his cock.

“Atta girl!” Jenny cheers from the deck above us, encouraging me, reminding me I have an audience.

Swallowing the saliva and a bit of pre-cum from cleaning Steven. Feeling spunky and bold, I move my mouth deeper down his cock. It swells in my mouth as I hear him groan.

“Fuck.” His deep voice guides me. “Take all of me. Do you think you can?”

I pull back, feeling his cock slip from my lips, as I smile up at him. I enjoy a challenge, and I ponder my next move. My fingers curl naturally around him, stroking just under the swell of his uncut crown and pulling his foreskin over the sensitive tip.

“Should I stop stroking, then?” I tease, and my lustful voice seems foreign to my ears.

I lean and kiss the tip of his cock, sucking at the next bead of cum oozing from the slit. I lap at the stream, my fingers milk his shaft, coaxing the stream of precum against my lips. I hum, pushing my mouth lower, feeling his heat as his cock fills my mouth.

“Never mind,” Steven groans. “Don’t stop. Fuck. Your mouth feels so good.”

His fingers grip my curls, the tension from his tug urging my mouth deeper. My tongue swirls and licks around the bottom of his shaft, sucking at the mess from before. His cock stiffens as I bob my head. His hands tighten, and I still when he takes control and thrusts into my mouth.

I peer up, and our eyes lock as I relax my jaw for him. We communicate with small gestures. His eyes widen, asking if I’m okay. I nod slightly. I’ve never felt better. He smirks and pushes deep until I gag when his tip hits the back of my throat. He pulls back, and I gasp, taking in a breath.

“Relax,” he instructs me as I lick around his crown. His deep baritone is gritty and masculine.

With a nod, I open my mouth, my eyes on his. He pushes inside, slowing slightly. I lean into him, forcing myself to swallow instead of gag, and close my eyes as his cock squeezes into my throat. Fuck, that feels amazing.

Blinking my eyes open, I gaze at him. Steven tightens his jaw, then starts to slowly fuck my mouth and throat. Reaching to grip the back of his thighs and steady myself as I swallow him down with every stroke. My clit buzzes, and I want to touch myself, but instead, I just hold on to his thighs instead.

“Wooooo, Hailey!” Felicia shouts, “Get it, girl. Show him how good of a slut you are.”

My cheeks heat, but I keep my eyes on him. His grip tightens as his hips punch into my mouth. He gets rougher, but we’ve synced up, and I shudder each time his cock stretches my throat.

“Fuck,” Steven growls. “I’m close.”

I pull back, reaching for his cock. I look up at him and stroke. “In my mouth, please.” My voice is strident—desperate.

I want it so bad. My husband never enjoyed oral sex. I’m suddenly a big fan. My fingers pull on his cock while my other hand cups his balls. That earns me a groan when Steven’s mouth opens, his hips jerking.

When I feel the first pulse of cum shoot against my cheek, I move my mouth. Catching the second rope of his cum on my tongue, I keep stroking, pumping until his fingers loosen in my hair. I lean forward and suck on his head, moaning as I pull the last of him from his cock. I lick around his tip, making sure I get all he’s given me, then sit back on my heels.

He smiles down at me while I sit with my mouth open wide. It feels so slutty, showing him my mouthful of his cum. He leans and swipes the stray rope of goo from my cheek and offers it to me. I suck eagerly, adding it to what’s in my mouth and opening it again.

“Fuck,” Steven says with a grin. “Such a good girl. You can swallow now.”

I flush at his praise, and I swallow his load down. When I open it again to show him, I enjoy the look in his eyes as I wag my tongue around my empty mouth. I feel years younger when I rise to stand. His arms wrap around me, pulling my body against his. I curl my hands under his shoulders and press up on my toes, kissing him.

He doesn’t hesitate; his lips capture mine, and his tongue explores mine with a hungry growl. My pussy is clenching, my clit pulsing. I need more. More of this. I feel like I’ll never be satisfied. I enjoy the kiss, but my mind cycles back to my phone call with Holly. Is this what she feels as she’s being a slut for her Captain and his crew?

I break the kiss, hearing clapping above us. The four of them applaud as they look down at us. My cheeks heat up looking at them. They are all sexy as sin, and I find myself wondering what it would be like with each of them.

I curtsey as I grin, acknowledging their praise. A warmth in my core rises, and I ponder why their praise feels so satisfying.

“Come on,” Jenny says, waving at us while the other three turn and walk back away from the rail. “They’re about to serve lunch.

Steven steps to the side, bending to pull his shorts up. I watch, my fingers itching to help tuck his softening cock back in place. Instead, I run my fingers along the edges of my bikini, ensuring everything is back in place, then adjust my wrap. Steven offers me his hand, and I smile, hooking my hand at his elbow.

He looks at me closely, then runs a finger along my chin. I blink, flushing as I look down and see yet another drop of his cum on his fingers. I look up at him, and he grins when I lean and suck his finger into my mouth.

“All good?” I ask, turning my head from side to side so he can check for any other drops. My mind whirls, imagining myself lying on my back, covered in cum. When I refocus, Steven nods that my face is clean, and we continue up the stairs.

“Let’s eat. You’ll want to keep your energy up,” Steven says lightly as he escorts me through the lounge and into a formal dining room.

I don’t realize how hungry I’ve become, and I nod in agreement.

“What have you gotten me into, Holly?” I ask myself.


CHAPTER 10
LUNCHTIME CONFESSIONS



The other two couples are already seated around the table, the girls on one side and the boys on the other. There are empty seats between each pair, and I smirk as I walk around to sit between Craig and Brad, grinning at Steven as he sits between Jenny and Felicia. The five of them seem comfortable and familiar with each other. I’m not sure why I chose this arrangement other than not doing what’s expected.

My mind is still whirling with the images from Steven on the fantail. I’ve never been so brazenly sexual, and nervous energy wells up inside me. What do these new people think of me? I look down, scooting my chair while pushing the thoughts away. I didn’t do anything different than the rest of them. That’s what this cruise is about, right?

Exchanging smiles with Jenny and Felicia across the table, I can’t help but feel the anticipation in the air. I nod in acknowledgment to Craig, who sits to my left, and turn to greet Brad with a smile. Just as the silence threatens to become palpable, the door swings open, and Emma, accompanied by two other stewardesses, enters with trays of fruits, gourmet sandwiches, and other dishes. Izzy carries a tray of water glasses and starts placing them beside each of us.

Izzy smiles at me and then winks knowingly. Did she hear about what happened on deck? The other stewardess distracts me from that thought as she places a bruschetta platter between Brad and me.

“Hi, I don’t think we’ve met,” I say, breaking the silence and glancing at her. “I’m Hailey.”

“Britt,” she says, smiling, as she rests a hand lightly on my shoulder. “Emma said you’re Holly’s sister?”

“I am.” I grin with pride while part of me wonders how everyone on the crew seems to know my sister. “She paid for my ticket.”

“That’s awesome.” Britt’s smile is genuine as she steps back, her hands behind her as she nods at Emma.

“We’re underway, and I’m told everyone had a bang when we departed.” Emma smirks, biting her lip. “The captain has asked me to remind everyone that above-deck intimacy should remain PG-13 until we are in international waters.”

My cheeks heat, and I wonder if anyone else saw us on the fantail. I glance up at Steven, who winks at me. Jenny and Felicia grin and shrug as if this gentle scolding isn’t a big deal. All six of us fill our plates with mouth-watering food. I’m adding a scrumptious wedge of a club sandwich as Emma continues briefing us.

“I also want to remind you that as part of the charter agreement with your organization, alcoholic drinks are limited to two drinks after dinner. You’re to refrain from any other illicit drugs. These rules are strictly enforced for everyone’s safety.” Emma finishes, then waves at her companions. “Britt and Izzy will attend to your needs while we clear the entrance to the harbor; please relax and enjoy your luncheon.”

Emma steps back, turns, and moves below deck via the small stairway where she brought the food up. Izzy and Britt stand to the side next to pitchers of water and iced tea. I take a bite of the bruschetta and let out a small moan. I didn’t eat much of the complimentary breakfast at the hotel earlier, and I’m even more famished from the earlier activities.

“This is delicious,” I say, conscious of the quiet as everyone tucks into their food.

“I hear the chef has a star,” Jenny says, looking at Brad. “Right?”

“I don’t know what that means,” I say, turning to Brad, and he pats his lips with his napkin before answering.

“The chef won Michelin stars at three restaurants before joining this cruise line,” Brad explains, holding my eyes. I nod, still not quite sure what that means. “The organization that runs this operation, Fantasy Unlimited, is known for their first-class accommodations. They are based out of Dallas.”

“Is that where you’re from?” I ask, taking a small bite of the sandwich.

“We all live north of Dallas, in part of the sprawl.” Craig picks up the story, and his deep voice has me turning my head. He nods toward Felicia. “She runs a yoga studio.”

“Brad and I work together in the technology sector,” Steven resumes, and my eyes drift past him to Jenny, who smiles.

“I’m a trophy wife.” Her giggle is sweet, and I can’t help returning her smile. “Brad and I have a daughter in middle school, so I’m happy to stay home. Craig coaches her soccer team that his daughter is also on.”

“Wow, so you all know each other pretty well,” I state, scanning their faces.

Jenny blushes, looks at Brad, then shifts her gaze past me to Craig. “Yes, we do. We are all in the same swinging community and… enjoy each other’s company.”

She stares back at Craig, her eyebrows lifting as if asking permission to continue. When she glances at Brad, he nods while grinning at his wife.

“Do you know what a hotwife is?” Jenny finally asks. She looks past Steven, and Felicia smiles and nods, encouraging her to continue.

“Well, you are very sexy,” I say before shrugging. “I’m unfamiliar with the term, what is a hotwife?”

Jenny blushes but holds my eyes. “I am Brad’s vixen, meaning he sets me up on dates with other men. My first was with Craig last Valentine’s Day.”

“Before I met Felicia,” Craig clarifies with a shrug.

“Wait. Dating other men?” I suspect there is more to the story.

“I love watching Jenny fuck other men,” Brad says, blatantly exposing the mystery. “She enjoys hooking up with different men. We were keeping it just between her and my friends.” Brad points his fork at Craig and Steven, then places it on the table. “But since we’ve joined the swinging community with Jenny’s best friend and her husband, we’re experimenting with other arrangements. This is our first cruise, and we’re looking forward to the freeuse island excursion.

I chew slowly and school my expression. It feels like my eyes are bugging out. I look around at all the faces, who blush in varying degrees as I try not to stare.

“I see.” I glance at Steven, who grins at me, seeing my curiosity about him.

“I’m single, but I’ve been invited to a few parties,” Steven says, looking around the table. “These two couples are amazing and very welcoming to a committed bachelor like me.”

“There isn’t any jealousy?” I ask putting my fork down and shifting in my chair. “I’m sorry if I’m asking too many questions.”

“It’s fine. Ask anything,” Felicia says, smiling at me. “One thing I’ve learned in our circle is to be honest and not have secrets.”

“You said you met Craig after he…” I swallow and cough, “dated Jenny.”

“I did.” Felicia nods. “I didn’t know at the time that they’d fucked. When I found out…” She drifts off, looks up at the ceiling, and then back glances at Brad and Steven. “Well, that was an amazing week.”

“Fuck yeah, it was,” Jenny says. I notice the outline of her rigid nipples through her blouse. Then she leans forward. “The five of us and three more friends spent a week in our beach house. Felicia, my friend Christi, and I consented to be freeuse sluts for the weekend. It was amazing.”

“Wow.” I put down my fork, finish chewing the bite in my mouth, and scan the rest of them, who are all nodding, and seem to be staring at me. “That’s a wild story. You’re not joking, are you?”

“We’re not,” Brad says soberly. “We all want to indulge in the adult activities a cruise like this affords. We’d love for you to join us if you’re comfortable. No pressure. Our lifestyle only works with clear consent from all parties. It might give you a better idea of what the island excursion will be like.”

My mouth goes dry, so I reach for my glass of water. Izzy and Britt kept it filled as we ate, and they are close enough to have heard everything. Warmth rises in my core, and my nipples feel like rocks. I want to see if they are visible through my bikini top and wrap. I swallow the water and use my tongue to wipe my lips.

“I’m flattered,” I say, smiling at the five others. “My divorce was finalized earlier this week, and my sister bought me the ticket for this cruise. I hadn’t even thought about dating, but I can’t say I haven’t been thinking of sex since my marriage dissolved. Can I think about it?”

Brad nods and opens his mouth to speak when Emma appears, clapping her hands.

“Let’s all go out to the main deck. The captain is about to put up the sails. This is something you don’t want to miss.” She grins and nods at Izzy and Britt and they begin clearing our places.

“We’ll talk later,” Brad says with a calming smile. “There isn’t any rush to decide. Let’s enjoy the sun and sails.”


CHAPTER 11
RAISING THE SAILS



Brad stands and extends his arm to me. I can’t help but smile as I rise, my eyes catching Jenny’s mischievous wink. She playfully hooks her fingers around Steven’s arm, who nonchalantly shrugs and leads Jenny out the back and onto the deck. Craig and Felicia follow suit. Meanwhile, Brad guides me outside into the blinding sunshine.

“Oh, I need to remember to put on sunscreen,” I say, twisting my hand from Brad’s elbow.

I turn to walk back into the lounge, grabbing my tote from the sofa where I’d left it. When I look back, Brad is right behind me. He’s standing comfortably with his hands behind his back. His charm and gentlemanly manner ease my worries, but how his eyes darken as they skim up and down my body has my flesh tingling. Shouldering my bag, I step next to him and smile.

“Could you help me with applying my sunscreen?” I ask. “My complexion is so fair. I know I’ll burn if I’m not extra careful.”

“I’m sure one of us will be happy to help you.” Brad guides me outside, then turns and we go up a narrow stairway. “Let’s catch up with the group.”

I nod and swallow, afraid I may have been too forward with a married man like Brad. My thoughts swirl because I assume he’d be willing to touch me after I heard their stories at lunch. But I nod and continue grinning. I need to be patient. This is a week-long cruise; like Steven said, we’ll have plenty of time.

The upper deck is open to the brilliant blue skies, and sails are rising up the masts. I look forward, and the bow is slowly rocking; I feel slightly dizzy and nauseous. The deck has two benches built into the sides of the boat. The captain is at the wheel, and other deckhands are moving around, looking up, and watching the sails extend above us.

“Wow, this is incredible.”

Brad takes my hand at his elbow and guides me to a bench where Jenny and Felicia sit. I swivel, glancing at the opposite side, and watch Brad settle into the bench between Steven and Craig.

“Here. Sit between us.” Jenny’s grin comforts me as I settle between the pair.

“I needed some sunscreen,” I say, explaining why we were behind the group. I grab the sunscreen tube from inside my tote, then put the tote on the cushion between Felicia and me.

“We can help you with that,” Jenny says, sliding my wrap off my shoulders. Felicia shifts my tote to her other side, tucking it against the end of the bench. When she turns back, she slides closer and takes the sunscreen from my trembling hands.

“Just get comfortable,” Felicia says, squeezing some lotion into her palm and handing the tube to Jenny. “You can put your legs on my lap, and I’ll take care of your legs.”

I swallow and grin at her. Feeling Jenny tugging at my wrap, I stand up so she can pull it away. As I’m sitting down, I twist to lift my legs into Felicia’s lap. I’m acutely aware that I’m more exposed in my bikini than the other women. They’re still wearing the outfits they boarded with, and I lift my legs and lower my calves against the thin material of Felicia’s sundress skirt.

“There. See? You fit perfectly.”

Her smile disarms me, and I recline back until my back presses into the softness of Jenny’s breasts. I’m about to curl back up when Jenny grips my shoulder and pulls me back against her. I blush when I feel her stiff nipples against my back.

“Just relax. I’ll start with your front first,” Jenny explains. “I’ll get your back when you turn over.”

I nod and force myself to relax, a challenging task lying across their two laps. I close my eyes so I won’t spend countless seconds overthinking what’s happening. I inhale as Felicia starts smoothing the chilled sunscreen generously along my thighs. I bite my lip when Jenny starts spreading the lotion over my shoulders and working in small circles down my chest.

My nipples tighten under my bikini top, and my arousal seeps into my bottoms from having two women touching me. It feels so good, and I recognize that I’m starving for touch. I push away the thoughts of my ex-husband and his lack of interest and attention. I look to the side at the three men lining the other side. They are staring at me, then at their women, and I feel like I’m on display and desired. Another rush of arousal washed over me at being watched while practically naked. When Jenny’s fingers slide under the edge of my bikini, I emit a soft moan, arching my back and hoping she’ll find my nipples.

“Do you like this, Hailey?” Jenny asks as her hands pull back and smear the sunscreen along my sides. “Have you ever been with a woman?”

Her voice is soft and teasing, and I shake my head to answer her question. “Not since college, years ago. It was just kissing and experimenting. I’ve always been attracted to women but never had the nerve to pursue anything.”

I tilt my head to look at Felicia, whose hands are rubbing slowly up my thighs, getting closer to the white line of my bikini bottom. I inhale and bravely spread my feet apart, giving her access to my inner thighs. A shadow falls over my eyes and I look up into Jenny’s blue eyes.

“I’m going to kiss you,” Jenny says with a wink. “This is the perfect chance to explore however you wish. Say ‘red‘ if anything feels off or wrong, and we’ll back off until you’re ready.”

I bite my lip and nod, then focus on Jenny’s lips until they touch mine. Her kiss starts soft, exploring my lips with hers. I moan against her lips; they taste like strawberries. My mind fills with arousal, and I realize the men are watching us kiss. I look out the corner of my eye, and prickly arousal flows through my body at the heat of their gaze.

Jenny pulls away from the kiss, and I watch her tongue sweep over her full lips, her eyes sparkling. I reach up, cupping her jaws, and pull her back down. This time, I kiss her firmly, my mouth opening to tease her lips with my tongue. My mind flicks back, remembering watching my sister Holly kiss her crew mate; I moan louder at the sensations flowing through my body.

Jenny pulls back again, her fingers combing my hair away from my face, and she traces her fingernails along my cheek. “Mmm, you’re a good kisser,” she says, biting her lip. Her hands brush over the top of my bikini, and her fingers and thumbs pull at my hard nipples through the thin material. “We’re going to have so much fun. Are you in with us?”

I nod, my hips tightening as I feel Felicia’s fingers graze over my sex on the outside of my bikini.

“Yes,” I say aloud, remembering how Steven said he needed to hear me agree. “I want all of it.”

“Mmm, good girl,” she says, then spreads the lotion over my belly.

She nods over to Brad, and he nods back with a wink, then smiles at me. I feel like I’m the center of attention when I notice Craig and Steven shift in their seats.

Speakers crackle, and I hear the captain’s voice over the loudspeakers. “We are in international waters. Clothing is optional, and consensual play is now allowed.”

I wonder if the captain watches us while his hands are on the wheel. Felicia and Jenny pull at my bikini strings, tilting their heads in question. They grin when I nod and rise so Jenny can untie the top of my bikini. A tremor of nerves shoots through me as I’m unwrapped like candy for my companions. I’m ready for whatever is to come.


CHAPTER 12
SUNSCREEN MASSAGE



Felicia lifts my legs from her lap and stands up. Her hands pull the straps of her sundress off her shoulders, letting the thin material fall to her ankles. She has nothing on underneath, and I stare at her pert breasts. They’re small but with prominent, mouth-watering nipples. Her toned, tanned body shifts as she bends to grab her sundress and pushes it inside my tote.

“I don’t want it to blow away.” She smiles, then pulls at the triangle of my bikini bottom.

Jenny shifts, and I rise so that she can stand up. I look up at her, watching as she crosses her arms, then pulls her top off, revealing her full, gravity-defying breasts, topped with small, taut, pink nipples. She shifts her hips and pushes her tennis skirt down.

“Roll over, Hailey,” she says. “We need to get your back.”

My mind is still coming to grips with the fact that the three of us are completely nude as Jenny hands my bikini top and her things to Felicia. I twist toward the men, who have removed their shirts. Their muscular torsos flex as they pull their shirts off. I keep watching them move, dazed by their rippling muscles. I settle on my knees on the cushion, then slump forward, stretching out on the warm cushions.

The men fold their clothes, giving them to Brad, who places the stack in the corner of their bench. When he sits down, so do the others, and it strikes me that they want to watch all of us together. Their thighs are spread open, their cocks stiff. Steven loosely grips his, stroking it slowly. I glance at Brad. His cock is not as thick as Steven’s, but his length has an upturned shape as it extends from his groin. When I glance at Craig, I gasp. He’s huge, thick, and long, with two meaty balls dangling between his thighs. My mouth waters as his cock keeps growing as his eyes scan over the three of us.

I’m staring at the men while Jenny and Felicia gently rub the sunscreen lotion onto my back. Jenny starts at my feet, changing places with Felicia, who kneels on the deck at my side. She combs my hair to the side and massages my neck before spreading the lotion onto my skin.

“That feels so good.” I sigh as her fingers work a tight spot in my shoulder.

“You need a good massage,” Felicia says, and I moan as a knot of tension releases. “You’re tight everywhere. Remind me, and I’ll come to your room and give you the whole treatment.”

“You’re a masseuse too?” I ask, my eyes flicking up and catching her smile. I close my eyes briefly, then remember what I can see across the deck and open them again.

“Mmm, they are nice to look at, aren’t they?” Felicia says, moving her hands down my sides and back up my spine. “They all want you, you know?”

I turn my head to give her a look of doubt. “Why me when they can have you?”

“Every woman is different,” Felicia assures me. “Every woman has a spark of divinity that men crave. The ones that treat us with reverence will always desire more of that spark.”

“I just need to get fucked,” I say, laying my head back down. “They don’t need to be reverent.”

“So you want to be fucked like a needy whore?” Jenny giggles as she rubs her fingers past my upper thighs, then over my ass, kneading my round cheeks.

“Is that bad?” I ask, blinking as I look back at her. “My husband robbed me of his attention, so anything feels good. I want to feel good, wanted, desired. If I need to be a slut, then I’m up for it.”

“Girl,” Jenny says as I gasp, feeling her fingers slide along my pussy. “That’s what we all want. Those guys know how to treat a slut the way she needs and then cuddle with her till she feels like a goddess.”

I nod my head, relaxing into their touches as my arousal ramps up. Jenny’s fingers tease along my cleft, and I shudder when she threads her fingertip along my lips.

“More.” My thready moan is just above the sound of the breeze.”

“Flip over, Hailey,” Jenny says, swatting my ass.

As I twist, she settles on the cushion, one leg along the back and the other hanging down, touching the deck. I look at her as I roll onto my back, holding myself up on my elbows. She grabs my ankles and tugs.

“Down here.” Jenny smiles, and Felicia grips my hips to help me slide closer down the cushion. “Good girl. Thanks, babe.”

Felicia grins at Jenny. “Of course,” she says, then turns and winks at me before lowering her mouth to my breast and starts sucking on my hard nipple.

I close my eyes and moan at the sensation of her soft lips and firm tongue as she latches on to my nipple, sucking so eagerly I feel my pussy clench. I run my fingers through her hair, caressing her scalp. When I look back down at Jenny, she’s scissored her legs around mine. She bites her lip, then emits a sensual moan as her slick pussy grinds against mine.

“Oh fuck,” I cry, my hips lifting to grind back; the sensation of our pussies slipping together feels filthy good. My mouth is open as I stare at Jenny’s athletic frame, swiveling as she moves her hips, grinding her bare sex against mine. Felicia pulls off my nipple, moving her mouth to mine and kissing me with passion.

“She’s good at that, isn’t she?” Felicia asks, pulling back, her eyes gleaming. She watches me, and I feel my body shudder at being the focus of these two sexy women. “Have you ever tasted another woman?”

I shake my head, and my memory flicks back when I kissed my roommate as her fingers slid over my pussy. That was as far as we’d gone, and I can’t remember why we stopped. Felicia rises to stand.

“I want to be your first,” Felicia says as she swings one of her firm thighs over my body. “Do you want to lick my pussy?”

I nod dumbly as she smiles, her breasts buoyant as I look up into her face. “I’ve never done this. Tell me what to do.”

“Use your tongue.” Her eyes flash as her pussy lowers, and I crane my neck to kiss her bare pussy, gleaming with arousal.

I moan at the taste, then flick my tongue out, feathering the tip between her pink folds. I moan at the taste and the sensation of Jenny still grinding and thrusting her pussy into mine. When Felicia grips my hair and pulls my head tight against her pussy, I surrender to her.

“That’s it,” she moans in a low growl. “Fuck, that’s good. Now lick my clit like a good pussy pleaser.”

I shudder as she takes control of me, following the lead of her grip and melting at her husky, commanding tone. My arousal spikes, and her gentle, degrading tone melts something in my mind. I press into her pussy as I lick deeper, then shift to lap at her clit. I’m eager, wanting to hear her praise again. My body twists, and my hips grind in response to Jenny’s hips thrusting into my cunt.

“Mhmm, such a needy slut,” Jenny teases, leaning into me. I moan into Felicia’s pussy as Jenny grips my breasts, pinching my nipples as my mind sparks.

Forgetting the audience we have, I sink into moving my body in concert with Jenny. I lick, suck, and gnaw on Felicia’s pussy, grinding against my mouth. I realize my hands are at my sides, and I lift and curl them around Felicia’s thighs, pulling her tight to my mouth. My senses are overwhelmed by her scent.

“Fuck, that’s it,” Felicia says as I blink, watching her arch back as she flexes her pussy against my lips. “I’m going to come all over your pretty face.”

I moan, pleading with her to use my mouth for her pleasure. Jenny’s thrusts quicken, and I feel her fingers press between us. The added friction on my sensitive clit has me gasping. When I feel Jenny’s hips twitch just as she grinds hard into me, I come apart. Our pussies gush against each other, and Felicia squeals as her pussy squirts all over my face. I lick her pussy, sucking her spending while my body twitches from my orgasm.

The two shift away from me, and I lie lazily on the cushion. Jenny slides beside me on one side and Felicia on the other, guiding my tired body to a sitting position. They pull my legs over theirs. I blink rapidly, unsure of what’s happening.

Looking across the deck, my body heats up at the stares from the three guys. They slowly stroke their cocks and stare at my glistening pussy, spread open for their lustful gazes. When they stand up, I tremble. What will happen next?

“We want you to pick,” Jenny says, whispering in my ear. “Pick one of the men—only one, but you can choose any of them.”

“Then we’ll pick, and each of us can have some private time with just one man,” Felicia says. “How does that sound?”

“Sounds extremely hot,” I say, watching the three men approach and swallow at the suggestion.

They are all physically fit and of varying heights. Brad is shorter than his two friends. Craig is massive. I imagine his strength is the product of endless hours working out, and I shudder thinking about what he could do to me. Steven is the tallest and has a sleek swimmer’s body, and my mouth waters at his well-defined abs. Brad’s confident demeanor is hitting all my buttons. My mind is still giddy from orgasms, and I have no idea who to choose.

“You can’t choose Steven,” Jenny says with a flirty grin. “It’s more interesting if we can’t pick our husbands.”

The sun is hot, and the breeze isn’t intense while sailing in the wind. I’m parched and need to hydrate and cool down. The three hunks staring at me with their rugged looks and erect cocks don’t make this any easier. My eyes flick between each handsome face, then drift down to their cocks as they leisurely stroke. I need a moment, but Jenny and Felicia nudge me to choose.

“Brad,” I say, and lock eyes with him. “I pick Brad.”

His grin broadens, and Jenny and Felicia slip off the bench beside me as Brad twists to sit at my side.

“C’mon, Coach,” Jenny says, taking Craig’s hand. “I want to be fucked on the pointy end.” Craig smiles as Jenny drags him off to a ladder leading to the deck below.

Felicia is suddenly shy and looks up at Steven, blushing deeply.

“How about we find the hot tub?” Steven asks her, offering his hand.

When Felicia takes hold, he guides her aft and down another ladder. It’s just Brad and me, and I’m shaking from all the sensations still swirling through my mind and body.


CHAPTER 13
ALONE WITH ANOTHER WOMAN'S MAN



When the other four have left, it’s just me and Brad. The ship’s crew has dwindled to just the captain and another man at the wheel, watching the sails and scanning the horizon. They seem unaware that their guests are wandering around naked and finding places to do filthy things to each other.

“You look thirsty and a bit hot.” Brad interrupts my thoughts and takes my hand in both of his. I nod, wondering why he cares. I’m naked and ready. Most guys would take advantage of my situation, but not Brad. He looks at me and smiles. “How about we go back inside and find some water bottles?”

“I’d like that.” My cheeks heat up. I’m not used to men caring. My ex-husband never did. “Thank you.”

I reach for my tote bag with my clothes stuffed inside. I stand naked and pull it over my shoulder. I look at Brad, watching his cock bounce as he rises. Brad takes my hand and leads me down the stairs and into the interior. I look up at the sails stretching out across the expansive blue sky. Judging from the wake behind us, the ship moves through the water at a good clip and sways slightly as we cruise silently toward our destination.

Once inside, I plop my tote on one of the sofas and then walk into the dining room behind Brad. The table has a steel tub full of water bottles and crushed ice. Snacks and fresh fruit are arranged on trays along either side. Brad twists off the top of a bottle, handing it to me, before uncapping his own. I take a swig, then pause and drink deeply, chugging the cold water like I just came out of the desert.

Brad watches me as he does the same. I guess fucking around naked on a sailboat is a little intense. I look around, wondering what Brad wants to do with me. I look at Brad and run my finger around the mouth of the bottle.

“What if you came to my stateroom?” I ask, feeling shy. “Could we play together there, or does this type of cruise require open public sex?”

Brad smiles and grabs two more water bottles and two bananas from the fruit tray.

“Hailey,” Brad says, reaching for my hand. “These cruises are all about exploring our sexuality safely. Your consent is important. If anyone thinks that just being aboard an adult cruise implies your continuous, irrevocable consent, they are wrong. You can always say ‘stop’ or ‘no.’”

I take his hand, and he leads me down the steps to the next deck and down the passageway to our staterooms.

“Thank you,” I say, blushing. “This is all new to me, but I’m enjoying myself.”

“That’s what you should do, and I’m willing to talk if you ever have any concerns.” Brad looks at me and then toward the staterooms. “Which one is yours?”

Letting go of his hand, I walk past him to my stateroom door. I open and hold it open, smiling back at him. “This one.”

Brad walks past me, and I turn and walk behind him. He places the water and the snacks on top of a desk to one side of my stateroom.

“Close the door, but leave it unlocked,” Brad says as he turns around to face me.

His cock has softened but is still an impressive length. I step closer, then slip to my knees, my round bottom resting on my heels. I stare at his cock, then look up at him. “I’d like to stroke your cock, lick it, and suck it till you’re rock hard.”

His eyes darken, watching me on my knees. I wonder if my words were needed, but he’d mentioned consent. I wanted to ensure he had a chance to say no. The air thickens as the moment lingers, and I lick my lips and swallow nervously.

“I’d like that,” Brad says, but he doesn’t come closer. “I’d like to take control. If you ever feel uncomfortable, your safeword is red. I’ll stop and ensure you’re okay before we do anything else. If you’re okay, use green. If it’s too fast, I’ll slow down when you say yellow.”

“Green,” I say, and I look down at his cock. I rest my hands on my knees, tilting toward him. His dark smile has butterflies erupting in my core as he steps closer.

“Hands behind you, Hailey.” Brad’s firm, blunt command is easy to obey, and I twist my arms behind me and hold on to my fingers. The stretch makes my back arch and my breasts rise. I understand why he told me to keep my hands behind me. He steps forward, leaning as he cups my jaw. I angle my head up as he lowers, and our lips press together in a searing kiss. My mouth opens automatically, and Brad sweeps his tongue inside, tangling with mine.

I moan into his mouth, realizing another woman’s husband is kissing me. Steven is single, and now I’m on my knees for Jenny’s husband. I shudder as Brad’s tongue sweeps along my mouth, and I realize I’m not alone. Jenny is tangling with Felicia’s boyfriend. Everyone is consenting to sharing or swapping. The idea that this is not only allowed but welcomed has my pussy clenching. I whimper into Brad’s prolonged kiss, and he rises, cupping his stiffening cock in his fingers.

My eyes drop to look at it, and I want to wrap my hand around it. But I keep my hands behind my back. A thrill shoots up my spine when I obey his command. I blink and glance up, and Brad’s eyes hold mine.

“Open.

Just like that, my lips part as my jaw relaxes and my tongue slides out. My mouth fills with saliva at the mouthwatering sight of Brad’s cock. It’s thick, cut, and has a nice curve at the end of its impressive length. It’s beautiful and nothing like my ex’s penis. Brad guides the tip to my lips but doesn’t push in. Instead, he uses his hand to run his crown over the arc of my lips. I taste the sweet tang of his precum when I wag my tongue along the bottom, then lap along the slit at the tip.

When he presses his hips forward, I close my lips around him and hum. I hold his gaze as I suck, my cheeks hollowing out as his shaft moves deeper inside my mouth. I nod forward, but his hand grips my red curls, holding my head still.

I nod at him, understanding he likes control. Relaxing my throat, I stare at him as he grinds his hips, pushing his cock deeper. Inhaling through my nose, I struggle with my gag reflex when his head presses against the back of my throat. Brad pulls back slowly, and I whimper, needing more. His jaw tightens before he thrusts again, deeper, claiming more of my throat. I moan around his shaft while tightening my lips around him.

“Fuck, that feels good. You’re a good cock sucker.”

I feel dizzy from the praise and only want to please him more. Brad fucks my mouth, and I’m throbbing in need as I submit to his use. Is this what Holly feels as a free-use slut? The intensity of submission, of giving control to another person, swirls inside me as Brad takes pleasure in using my mouth. Something between us clicks, and I feel his cock stiffen.

“Good girl.” His praise fills my chest with an emotion I’ve never felt before. “I want to fuck you now.”

“Fuck,” I say as his cock slides from my lips. “Please! I want you to. I want to feel you inside me.”

“Are you on birth control?” His question lingers for a moment before I nod.

“Yes, and I’m clean. I can’t remember the last time I had sex.” Brad smiles; his look isn’t one of pity but of gratitude. It only makes me want him more.

“On your bed,” Brad growls, his fingers dropping from my hair. “On your back. I want to see your eyes when I make you fall apart.”

I inhale and shudder, then crawl on my knees the short way to the bed, climb up, and twist onto my back. I have my ankles crossed but quickly relax and spread my legs, bending my knees and staring at Brad. Is this how he wants me? I feel vulnerable, but opening my legs to another man thrills me in a way I’ve never felt.

“You’re fucking beautiful,” Brad says, making me blush.

He’s over me before I can blink my eyes. His hands grip and squeeze my breasts, pressing me into the mattress as his lips capture mine. I moan into the kiss as our tongues tangle. His thumbs brush over my nipples, and then he uses his forefingers to pinch both. It’s not gentle, and I wince at the bite of pain, even while my hips flex at the touch of his cock against my thigh.

“I want you inside me,” I moan into his mouth. “Can I touch you?”

Brad nods, and my hand reaches down between us, cupping his shaft, lifting it, and aligning it with my leaking pussy. Brad’s eyes flick between mine as I line him up, then lift my hips as I take my hands away. Brad smirks as I lift my hands above my head, giving myself to his desires. Whatever he wants.

“Fuck me,” I say in a whisper, then louder. “Oh god, please, fuck me.”

He pushes into me and groans, “Mmm, you’re so fucking wet and tight.” When his hips bottom out, the thickness of his root grinds on my clit. It’s my turn to moan and grind back. His hands move to grip my wrists, holding himself above me as he moves over me. His cock slides in and out at an unhurried pace as I hook my ankles behind his thighs. His firm chest presses against my breasts as his body moves over me.

“Green,” I say, then swallow. “Harder. Please, fuck me harder. You feel so good inside me.”

His hips punch forward sharply, and I throw my head back, crying out at the sharp pain that quickly flashes to intense pleasure. Brad doesn’t pause, his hips slamming into me. The intensity and power of his body are thrilling. His hands move my wrists together, and he takes both in one hand, then uses his free hand to grip my hair, shifting my head until our eyes meet.

“Eyes on me. I want to watch you fall apart.” His voice is full of grit as his breath is peppered with grunts and moans. I’m gasping, eyes wide and mouth open, staring into his dark hazel eyes, feeling my orgasm tighten into a coil. He loosens his hand and moves it to one of my breasts. When he tugs one rigid nipple, twisting, I cry out as I sway at the edge of release.

“Fuck. I’m going to come,” I manage to croak out, staring at him.

“Do it.” His hips keep flexing, punching his thickness deep inside.

Clamping my lips together as my thighs tighten, I gasp out as I come hard around his cock. My hips flex automatically, trying to meet his thrusts, needing him even deeper. I cry out, my eyes burning as I force them to stay open to stare into his. I’m fighting a losing battle, though, and they drift closed as my nerves shatter and everything turns bright.


CHAPTER 14
GIRL TIME OUT



I blink my eyes open; my head feels full of cobwebs. My body aches deliciously, but I groan, feeling disoriented. I sit up, looking around blearily. Where am I?

Slowly, my mind knits together. I am on a ship. This is my stateroom. I’ve just been fucked unconscious by another woman’s husband. I scan the room, looking for Brad, but it’s empty. I’m under the sheets, which are still tightly tucked under the mattress on one side. How did I get under the covers?

I pull the sheet up over my breasts and wrap it under my arms behind my back as I shift to the edge of the bed. Waking up alone in bed triggers feelings of abandonment brought on by my inattentive ex-husband.

Where the fuck is Brad?



My door rattles, and he sweeps in, carrying a food tray with more water bottles and my bag hooked over one shoulder. When he sees me, he lets out a sigh. He slides the tray onto the desk, drops my bag, and sits beside me on the bed. He’s wearing his swim trunks again. Which means he’s he’s been up on deck. I’m upset he left me alone.

“Are you okay?” he asks, holding my forearm. “You passed out cold at… uh… the end.”

“I’m fine,” I grouse. My thoughts feel like limp spaghetti. “Where did you go? Do you often fuck a girl senseless, then just up and leave?” I don’t like the shrillness of my voice, and I realize my nerves are frayed.

“What?” Brad asks, his hand rubbing behind his head. “Wait. You didn’t hear me?”

“All I remember was a bright light and then darkness,” I say, rubbing my forehead.

“Fuck,” Brad says, looking around and grabbing a bottle of water. “Drink this.”

I take it on autopilot. I thirstily down the whole bottle, and the sharp thudding in my head slowly fades. Brad holds my hand, and his other hand lifts and combs my hair behind my shoulder.

“At first, you were unresponsive,” Brad says calmly. “I was too, to be honest; that was intense. When I caught my breath, you were lying back limp. I checked that you were breathing, and you were. I gently shook you, and your eyes opened, but I could tell you weren’t focusing. Like you weren’t entirely there.”

I watch his eyes. I sense he’s telling the truth, but it seems disconnected from my memories. Did I experience a stroke? I wrinkle my nose, and then an image of him looking at me, his mouth moving, returns to my mind.

“Okay,” I nod as a faint memory returns. “Go on, please.” I feel tender, on the edge of tears, but I bite my lip and look at him.

“I asked if you wanted to rest,” Brad continues. “You nodded, then fell back onto your back. I know it was hot outside, and it’s been a busy day. So I pulled the covers open and moved you under them. You were out completely but sluggish when I tried to wake you. I thought you needed rest, more water, and I’d get more food. I grabbed my shorts from the top deck and your bag from the lounge while I was there.” He waves around the room. “I wasn’t gone more than a few minutes. I wouldn’t have left if I thought something was wrong.”

I groan, embarrassment welling as my memories fill in the blanks. My hands are shaking, and my body feels clammy. “I need to eat something.”

“Good idea.” Brad grabs an orange and a banana from the tray. I reach for the banana, peel it open, and bite into the white flesh. As I swallow and take another bite, I begin to feel better.

“I struggle sometimes with low blood sugar,” I explain. “I didn’t eat much lunch, then everything happened…” I cover my face, feeling my cheeks heat up. “This is so humiliating.”

“Hey.” Brad hugs me, and I press my cheek into his chest. “You must have been afraid. I’m sorry.”

I nod quietly and wrap my arms around his bare torso. We are both still sticky from sweat and exertion, and my nerves are tender. Brad comforts me with his embrace instead of letting me get stuck in the cycle of my thoughts and getting more upset. He didn’t gaslight me or make excuses. He told me what happened after I’d passed out. Brad’s sober apology soothes me, and I try to think of the last time a man apologized to me. I lift my head and kiss his cheek.

“Thank you,” I say and smile. “You took good care of me. It’s… It’s been a weird day.”

“Yeah,” Brad says and looks at me, his eyes full of care. “I know you feel alone on this cruise. I want you to know you’re not. I will always ensure you’re okay. If anything disturbs you, please tell me. I will take care of you and ensure you feel comfortable. This lifestyle doesn’t work unless we look out for each other.”

“I know. I feel safe with all of you.” I smile, rest my head on his shoulder, and take another bite of the banana, feeling better each minute.

A knock on my door and a rattle of the handle startles me, and then the door bursts open. Jenny and Felicia walk in and see me. “There she is!” Jenny says as they climb onto the bed beside me.

“Out,” Jenny says to her husband. “I’m calling a girl timeout.”

She’s smiling, and Brad’s expression of concern shifts into humor as he laughs.

“What’s a girl time out?” he asks but slides off the bed.

I miss his warmth but relax when the two girls surround me and hold me in their arms. They’re both dressed in shorts and tank tops while I’m still naked.

“It’s a Caribbean cruise rule!” Jenny says, her voice rising like we should know what she’s talking about. “First night at sea is a girly slumber party. No boys allowed.”

“I think you’re making that up,” Brad says, putting his hands on his hips. His chest is bare, and I’m not sure I want an all-girl slumber party.

“I can’t believe you think your wife would make something up like that!” Felicia shoots back, then turns to look at me and winks. I pick up on their vibe and giggle.

“Girls rule the world, Brad,” I say, grinning, as I hook my arms through my new girlfriends’.

Brad gives me a look of mock betrayal, then winks and smiles. “You know where to find me if you need anything.”

“We sure do,” Jenny says, springing to her feet and hugging her husband. He hugs her, gripping her ass as he kisses her. “You go talk to the boys, smoke a stinky cigar, and drink two glasses of that horrible whiskey you like. But get some rest tonight. You’re going to need it!”

Felicia holds me against her, and I rest my head on her shoulder as Jenny and Brad say goodbye.

“I need to shower,” I say, and Felicia nods.

“We already have. Jenny was a mess after what Craig did to her on the forecastle.”

The door closes behind Brad, and Jenny spins to grin at both of us. “Shower quick, then get in your jam jams. We need to spill the tea. I want to learn all about you, Hailey.”

“I’m in,” I say, getting to my feet and walking to the bathroom. “Just make sure we have some real food. Are we skipping dinner?”

“The boys will bring us our food before they stink up the lounge with cigars and drink whiskey,” Jenny says exuberantly. “I swear ‘Girl Time Out’ is a completely accurate nautical tradition.”

“That you’re making up on the fly,” Felicia laughs and twists off the top of a water bottle.

“Hey, if it works, it works.” Jenny cackles.

I slide the door closed and twist on the water, and their voice fades as I step into the hot spray. My cheeks hurt, and I realize I’m grinning. Jenny and Felicia are fun, and I look forward to learning more about them. I relax into the water, wash my hair, then rinse off the soap and scrub my body.

When I’m done, I dry off, walk to my closet, pull a pair of shorts and a tank top out of a drawer, and dress for a girly slumber party. The first day of our cruise was unexpectedly weird, but I’m enjoying myself and looking forward to the rest. As we laugh and form a circle to braid each other’s hair at Felicia’s suggestion, I realize how happy I am. Holly’s gift is working already.
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ABOUT FAIR WINDS


Nestled between the two warm bodies of my beautiful new friends, Jenny and Felicia, a new day begins. Enjoying their touches as they listen to me explain my past, I haven’t felt this free in years.

I didn’t know what to expect when I boarded this sailing yacht thanks to my sister, Holly, gifting me this luxury, adult-only cruise. I’ve never met swingers before. The difficulties of my marriage drew me into a dark solitude. The reality of the lifestyle my five crewmates enjoy is an intoxicating surprise. They share freely without a hint of jealousy, and their joyful personalities persuade me to continue to explore my reborn sexuality.

My libido is off the charts as I enjoy the company of the handsome, muscular men and their alluring female partners. My thoughts flash with memories of embarking on my adventure, and I’m excited to discover new experiences that help me heal and grow, embracing the changes in attitude.

We’re moving through the latitudes to enjoy tropical ports, with the final destination a freeuse weekend on a mysterious island. I’m learning what that means and getting ready for my future.


To those brave enough to take the first step on a new journey, forgetting the past and eager for new adventures


On a day when the wind is perfect, the sail just needs to open and the world is full of beauty.

RUMI


FAIR WINDS


CHAPTER 1
SLUMBER PARTY



After an afternoon of intense lovemaking with four of the five other guests on this cruise, I was emotionally overwhelmed. While resting with Brad in my stateroom, Jenny, his wife, burst in with the idea of a girls’ time out. I was nervous at first, seeing I’d just slept with her husband. But after shooing her soul mate out and making me shower and change into pajamas, her impromptu slumber party is just what I need.

After the long, dry spell during my divorce, the sexual intensity of the past few hours is wonderfully overwhelming and tiring. Steven’s attention was intriguing. Jenny and Felicia’s encouraging me to try something new with them was a wonderful experience. The time I spent with Brad was intense; the extreme sensations have left my mind sensitive. Jenny’s timing is perfect.

Before my failed marriage, I wasn’t promiscuous or chaste, but I took giving control of my body to someone else seriously. Unfortunately, the loveless relationship with my ex led to years of drifting apart and had me somewhat blasé about the whole penis-in-vagina action.

No longer. I can’t get enough of the ribald pleasures my new friends enjoy. The sun has barely set on the day we cast off from Galveston, and I’ve lost track of how many orgasms I’ve had since we departed. Holly’s scant details about the nature of this cruise left me unprepared for the hedonism my shipmates enjoy, but I’m not complaining.

Now, we’re somewhere in the Caribbean, cruising south toward the Yucatan Peninsula and the country of Costa Maya. I don’t know the time as my phone is inside my tote and I don’t wear a watch. I only know it’s night because it’s dark outside my stateroom window.

Comfortably sitting with these two wanton women—as Jenny puts it, we’re relaxed, criss-cross applesauce in a circle, front to back. I braid Felicia’s hair into two pigtails while Jenny does the same with my amber curls. We’re all in skimpy pajamas, chatting like old friends. Nothing I’ve done today was on my bingo card, and I’m happy about it.

“Where did you learn to do this?” I ask Jenny, whose fingers work in my red tresses, making French braids along the sides of my scalp.

“Soccer mom school.” Jenny laughs. “Seriously, the girls like to be pretty, but their long hair gets in their eyes when running up and down the pitch. Felicia and I started doing this for our team.”

“You both have kids?” I bite my lip; maybe the question is too personal.

“Amelia is Craig’s daughter,” Felicia explains without pause, peeking at me while I copy the style they are showing me. “Craig coaches Samantha, Jenny’s girl.”

“But don’t call her that,” Jenny says, giggling and tugging on a braid. “She likes Sammie, and she and Amelia are best friends. Brad and I met Coach a few years ago when he started coaching the girls’ team.”

“Coach?” I ask. “I’m sure you’ve told me this, but it’s been a busy day. Coach is Craig, right?”

“Yes,” Felicia answers with a laugh. “She hates calling him Craig, while I hope to become Mrs. Craig Sprague soon.” I glance at the ring flashing on her finger as she works the braids in Jenny’s blonde hair.

“Craig Sprague?” I scrunch my nose. “That rhymes.”

“Right?” Jenny cackles behind me. “That’s why I call him Coach. It’s more or less a tease with him now.”

She pats my back, and I turn to her. “Done?”

“Yep,” Jenny says as Felicia finishes her braids. I am much slower, and Jenny twists, nudging me out of the way and nodding toward the head. “Go check, and I’ll finish Felicia.”

Twisting off the bed, I walk to the head to check the mirror. The braids are awesome—tight along my scalp, arching over my ears, then keeping ends loose, and a tassel of my curls hangs right above my shoulders. I twist, noticing my smile in the reflection. I can’t remember the last time I spontaneously smiled.

“I love it!” I say, walking back into the room. Jenny’s hair is similar, but Felicia finished braiding Jenny’s pigtails to the ends on both sides. Felicia peeks at me, then reaches to touch her braids. Then she taps Jenny on the shoulder.

“Hold on, Jen. Let me fix yours to match us.” It doesn’t take long for her to unbraid Jenny's hair and then finish it with about four inches of her blonde hair loose at the end.

“There, we’re triplets.” Felica grins at us, and the three of us bounce off my bed and into the head, squishing together to admire our reflections.

“Hot!” Jenny says. “I love it. They’ll make excellent handles!”

I squint with confusion, and my new friends laugh. Jenny starts bobbing her head, facing Felicia while she grabs Jenny’s loose ends. When Jenny makes a gagging noise, I put it together.

“Oh!” I watch my neck and cheeks turn red at the thought of Steven holding my pigtails while I’m working his cock into my throat. My mind spins in instant arousal, recalling sucking Steven on the fantail when we departed port earlier. Crawling back on the bed, I turn to lie on my back.

“You don’t like the idea?” Felicia asks, sliding beside me.

“I do like the idea,” I confess. “It’s just all new. Before I stepped aboard the yacht, the last time I had sex with my ex, I had to use my fingers to finish while he snored beside me.”

“That’s horrible.” Jenny plops on my other side. “That’s not going to happen with these guys.”

I blush again, remembering her husband, Brad, fucking me to an explosive orgasm on this bed. Then Jenny barged in as we were snuggling, calling a timeout. Now we’re all acting like best friends. I fucked her husband, and Jenny’s telling me that all three of the handsome hunks still want more?

“This is a lot to sort through,” I say quietly. “I’m having fun, but then after, my mind slips back into my old patterns.”

“You just need more orgasms,” Jenny says. She peels my top up till my nipple appears, then lowers her mouth to envelop the sensitive tip.

“Mmmm fuck,” I say, running my fingers along her braids.

Felicia kisses my cheek, then down my neck slowly; when she sucks on my other bud, my hips shift, and my legs open. My head spins with lust as the two sexy women suck on my nipples and trace their hands down my sides. I don’t know what to do with mine, so I stroke the backs of their heads.

“You both are making me horny.”

“That’s the idea!” Jenny says. “We want you to have fun, Hailey. This is how we enjoy ourselves. You can tell us if it’s too much—we’re flexible.” Jenny blushes as Felicia laughs. “She's a yoga freak and is more bendy than me.”

Jenny shifts back, then pulls her sleep tank off, and then shimmies her shorts down her ass and past her thighs. She has a killer body; her muscles ripple along her abs and tight tummy, and her thighs shift as she lies back, kicking her bottoms off her feet. She smiles at me as she rolls on her side and lifts one thigh, her fingers trace the lines of her pussy lips, and I can’t look away.

“C’mon, get naked, Hailey,” Felicia says. I twist, and I see she’s already nude, her lean body toned and limber. She grabs my tank and drags it up over my head. “Hands up. That’s it.”

Jenny kneels, pulling my bottoms down, and when I lift my hips, she slides them off. I get on my knees as the two face me, kneeling.

“You’re gorgeous.” Jenny's fingers trail up my soft belly and cup my large breasts. “You have such lovely, natural curves.”

“You both are so sexy, fit, and thin. You’re every man’s wet dream.”

“Babe.” Felicia leans close, hovering, and I focus on her eyes. “Each of us is beautiful in a special way. Never compare.”

Her lips seal against mine, and I moan as she slips her tongue into my mouth. Jenny molds her body to my other side, and I turn as she pulls my head towards her. She nods at me, and I lean to kiss her, too.

“Felicia’s right.” Jenny's breath whispers over my lips. “You’re a goddess, just like us.”

I relax into the bliss of their touches and try to return the favor. When my hands run over their warm flesh, they sensually moan at the contact but push my hand away.

“This is for you. Lie back and enjoy.” Felicia brushes our lips together. When she sweeps her tongue inside my mouth, I savor her kiss.

Jenny moves to my breast and sucks one hard nipple, and I whimper, wanting to touch my partners, but end up surrendering, lifting my arms above my head as arousal swims through my nerves. Closing my eyes, my mind drifts with the sensations and loses track of who is doing what.

A hand pulls on my thighs, and I spread my legs apart. “Good girl.”

Okay, that’s Jenny’s voice. I want to peek down to watch her as she starts licking my throbbing pussy. I keep my eyes closed and drift again, feeling someone knead my breasts. Their hands have thumbs on the same side, so I imagine both of my new friends playing with my tits.

The bed shifts and a shadow moves over my face. When I blink my eyes, I stare at the pretty pink petals of Felicia’s pussy. I stretch my jaw open as I lift my head, yearning to taste her glistening pussy again.

“Lie down,” Felicia purrs in a gruff voice. “I’m going to ride your face. You don’t have to do anything.”

Something about her tone has me relaxing back into the mattress. My thoughts drift back to earlier on the deck under the sails. Her hips lower, then I feel her weight push her drenched opening into my mouth. She’s facing away from Jenny, who is still exploring my sensitive sex with her lips and tongue. Tilting my head slightly, I push my nose through Felicia’s folds, lapping her sex until she moans loudly.

“Yeah, right there. Now, don’t move.”

I stiffen my neck to obey, and Felicia does all the work as she rides my face, grinding her clit on the bridge of my nose. Her muffled sounds add to my enjoyment as my senses fill with her fragrant essence. While I’m watching Felicia’s pert breasts sway and flex as she undulates above me, Jenny slides two fingers inside me. I can’t hold back my moan as her fingertips brush circles around my g-spot more surely than my fumbling attempts with a vibrator.

My thoughts fade into the mindless pleasure of these incredible women playing with me. I feel safe and secure as we all move in a tangle of flesh. Whimpers and gasps lead to a crescendo as another orgasm rushes through my nerves. My cheeks are bathed with a gush of fluid as Felicia’s thighs squeeze my head.

I lie boneless on the bed as Jenny and Felicia shift around and press their bodies close to mine. When I catch my breath and shut my eyes, I sink into the delicious darkness of my dreams.


CHAPTER 2
BREAKFAST



Waking up beside two lovely women wasn’t something I thought I wanted until I woke up in a sandwich between my new friends. Felicia’s behind me; her hips press against my ass, and her arm drapes over my side. As I turn, my forehead rubs along Jenny’s ribs, and she stirs, rolling toward me. She smiles when her eyes focus, then leans and kisses me softly.

“Good morning, beautiful girl,” Jenny sings quietly. Her smile is infectious, and I grin back. I'm content to stare into her blue eyes and enjoy her cheerful presence. Felicia moves languidly and grips my breast, squeezing.

“You want some dick?” Felicia’s gruff voice vibrating against my back makes me snicker, and she laughs.

“That’s a great question,” Jenny deadpans, then we all giggle.

We shift around, the two of them turning toward me in the middle, and we grin and brush our lips together. Their hands slide over my body, kneading my tits and circling over my clit. I reach and caress both of them as our kisses deepen, and we sink into the bliss of arousal.

“We need to eat,” Jenny says, pulling slowly back from kissing me. “And I want dick.”

She snickers, and I nod, blushing at Felicia. I want to know what Coach feels like. Do I call him Craig? She winks at me like she knows I’m thinking of her fiancé. I lean and kiss her.

“Can you guys reassure me that you're… okay? With your men?” I whisper as we shift off the bed and find our pajamas. “I want to stay friends with you, and if…”

“Oh, sweet girl,” Jenny says, pushing her finger against my lips. “You are our friend! We’d be more upset if you didn’t have fun with us on this cruise. Just being honest, we have no jealousy, and our relationships with our men are solid. Felicia just got engaged a few days ago.”

“That’s so exciting!” I look at them before continuing. “ I know. This must seem like I’m overreacting. It’s all new to me, and I only remember my past. My husband was always jealous. He accused me of cheating when we were together. I never did, but he held a grudge like I’d had an affair. His rejection of me crumbled any respect I had for him, and as we grew so further apart, there was no healing the rift. I’m glad to be out of it, but my mind still remembers.”

“That’s horrible, sweetie.” Jenny hugs my neck tightly, and I wrap my arms around her back. We don’t say anything, and I appreciate the silence and the comfort. I’ve never felt more listened to and accepted.

Felicia squeezes us both and presses her forehead to ours. “We are always here to listen. Open relationships like this take a lot of work and communication from all parties. We think it's important to discuss our emotions. So, anytime you want to talk, we’re available. Any of us, including the guys.”

I bow my head for a moment before lifting and smiling at my new friends.

“Let’s eat.” Felicia grins.

“Then get some Vitamin D—dick,” Jenny adds and laughs.

After quickly checking each other, adjusting our pajamas, and making sure our new braids aren’t cattywampus, we head out of my stateroom. Felicia and Jenny check their staterooms and don’t find Brad or Craig.

“They’re probably upstairs,” Jenny says, and we file in a single line up the stairs to the club room.

“They’re alive!” Steven shouts from the deck outside. The three sit in a semi-circular booth around the table. A variety of breakfast options are on trays along the middle. “Thought you princesses would sleep till noon!”

“Not me,” Brad says, holding up his hands innocently.

“Nor I!” Craig nods while Steven rolls his eyes at them.

“Oh, that’s the way it’s going to be?” He laughs and winks at me. My cheeks warm up from his attention.

“Okay, make room, boys. Your princesses are hungry.” Jenny takes charge and tells us where to sit. She pushes me, making me crawl over Brad's lap and settle beside him. Being close to him again brings up memories of last night. As I get comfortable in my seat, I rub his thigh, and he squeezes my hand.

“How’d you sleep?” I ask, not knowing what else to say.

“I slept wonderfully,” Brad says, then elbows his wife. “I love sleeping with Jenny, but she can be a bit of a blanket hog.”

She simpers, then leans and kisses her husband's cheek. “You missed my hot bod. Admit it!”

“Absolutely, but I needed rest. You tire me out constantly.” I laugh with them.

Craig is scooting into the booth from the opposite direction, with Felicia beside him. She keeps moving him toward me, and he keeps getting closer. When he presses against me, he glances at me, surprised.

“Oh, sorry.”

“It’s okay.” I notice Felicia winking like she made him get so close to me. I have hardly touched Craig, although we’ve seen each other naked. The heat of his firm thigh alongside mine, coupled with the feeling of Brad on my other side, has me blushing. “I don’t mind a little skin-to-skin.”

“Excellent.” Craig chuckles. “I guess you’ve discovered why we’re all here?”

I’m speechless. I meant it innocently. But I realize this group enjoys innuendo and teasing, and I enjoy the light-hearted banter. I rest my hand on Craig’s thigh and nod at his question.

“Yes, I have,” I grin and squeeze. His leg is like a rock, and I impulsively stroke my hand higher. When I feel the thickness of his cock, I stop suddenly. I didn’t want to grope him, but his wink tells me he doesn’t mind. I swallow and run my hand along his shaft, measuring him. The way his eyes darken as I stroke along his length robs me of my words. He’s huge, even if he’s not rock-hard, and his cock swells under my touch. I glance past him at Felicia, who’s grinning as if she can read my thoughts. Her jokes about wanting dick earlier spring to mind, and that hunger burns inside me.

“We should eat,” I finally manage, reaching for a fruit platter.

“And get some Vitamin D,” Felicia says, then winks before changing the subject. “We need to work on your base tan. You got some color, but you don’t seem sunburnt.”

“I don’t think I am” I say, even if my cheeks burn with embarrassment. I focus on keeping my hands above the table but feel the heat of both Craig and Brad as they relax and spread their thighs apart. “Sunning sounds awesome. I’d enjoy that.”

“Maybe Steven will help you with your sunscreen.” Jenny shrugs.

I’ve lost track of Steven, so I scan the deck, noticing he’s pulled a chair up and is sitting right in front of me. He smiles, pressing his foot against my lower leg, and winks. His attention deepens my blush.

“I’d love to,” Steven says. “We got interrupted before I had the chance yesterday.”

The three men’s attentiveness makes my head spin. They aren’t entirely focused on me as we eat and chat. They talk with their wives and then with each other, but they include me and ask me questions.

I’m not used to this kind of attention. I’m more accustomed used to feeling invisible. It’s a contrast to my ex-husband’s distant coldness. When we started having issues, we stopped meeting with friends. I realize I’d curled into a ball in the back of a dark cave of depression and hopelessness about my failing relationship. Now, I’m in the light, surrounded by enchanting women and handsome men. I make a vow to myself to never allow someone to mistreat me like that again.


CHAPTER 3
ABOUT THAT SHOWER



Everyone decides to take some time for themselves after breakfast. I need a shower and should don a different bikini. The couples pair off, swiftly disappearing into their suites. It isn’t rocket science that they want to reconnect physically with their mates. Steven’s door is opposite mine; we’re in the smaller rooms meant for single guests. He looks over at me, and I smile back.

“I need to shower.” I shrug but don’t open my door.

“Me too,” Steven says, holding the knob but keeping the door closed.

“Be a shame to waste water,” I mention like I’m a conservationist or something. “Care to join me?”

Steven crosses the passageway in two steps, just enough time for me to open my door. He follows me as I enter my stateroom, walking backward, watching him. The intensity of his gaze sends a thrill through me as he trails me. I feel like prey, and Steven is a predator. It’s not frightening, just a heightened awareness that I’m his target. The door shuts behind him, and I touch his chest.

He stops, not pressing forward but not backing away. I gnaw on my lip before speaking.

“A shower first,” I say calmly. I know I will want to get dirty again after we’re done, but I’d also like some quiet time with him. “I want to ask you a question. Will you please not tease me?”

“I won’t.” His friendly grin returns.

“I might have more than one,” I say, then wave to my bed. It’s a mess of sheets from sleeping with Jenny and Felicia. It’s the only place to sit, so I settle down on the end, then pat beside me. Steven’s eyes are soft, and his genuine smile melts me inside. He nods and walks over, sitting close.

“I told you we’ll do this at your speed,” he reminds me. “This is about your comfort and enjoyment. I’ll be happy to answer any of your questions.”

Shifting to face him with one knee on the bed, I start talking. “I know we never got to finish what we started.” He watches my eyes as I speak and doesn’t focus on my breasts. His respect and care surprise me, but I still need to ask this question: “Did it upset you that I picked Brad?”

Steven leans and touches my bare thigh, sparking my nerves with the heat of his touch. His smile remains steady, and he keeps his eyes on mine. My nipples tighten as I inhale slowly, my senses filling with the scent of his cologne.

“Jealousy isn’t an emotion I should hold onto. Yes, I wanted to be with you, and I still do. But in this lifestyle, you get used to changing plans.”

“Did you enjoy your time with Felicia?” When I finish the question, I shake my head. “Sorry, that’s none of my business. This type of situation is new to me.”

“To answer your question, yes, I did. Felicia is a fun sex partner. So is Jenny. I like being in threesomes with one of them and Brad or Craig. I like it when I’m with two women at once.” My body can’t help responding to the list of erotic things, pictures sparking in my imagination and arousal pooling in my core. “There isn’t any reason to keep anything secret between friends in open marriages. Our conversations are as open as their relationships.”

“Why aren’t you in a relationship?” I ask and fight the impulse to excuse the prying question.

“Haven’t found the right person,” Steven says soberly. “I enjoy being a bachelor. My reputation in the swinging lifestyle is important, and I’d want to find someone who accepts my non-monogamous ethics. Dating apps don't work. I've never found the right match. I work a lot, and these parties and weekends with friends satisfy my sexual needs.”

“So, you’re opposed to building a relationship with a single woman?”

“No, I just want to be open about who I am. I’m wired toward many partners. Would I enjoy having a sole partner? I don't know. It’s possible. I’ve not met anyone willing to share me with other women. What about you? What happened to end your marriage?”

“We stopped caring.” I shrug and bow my head. “My ex was jealous and possessive. He believed I cheated on him, and nothing I could say would change his mind. Our communication dried up as our resentment grew and then it was just a matter of time.”

“Did you?”

“Did I, what? Cheat?” I reply. My eyes well with tears of frustration as the memories spin in my mind. “No. I was faithful to him. But I’m not sure he was, especially as the years passed. I didn’t want to find out if he was or wasn’t faithful. I was trapped in a loveless marriage and wanted out.”

My head hangs, and I watch my fingers while avoiding Steven’s gaze. The constant memories of my failed marriage and my boorish husband exhaust me. When I tilt my head to peek at him, he half smiles.

“He sounds like a fool,” Steven says, reaching for my hand. “This lifestyle isn’t for everyone, but the people I’ve met who are committed to their spouses yet enjoy multiple sexual partners seem to have strong relationships. Whenever they have emotional issues, they stop and talk about it. They might disagree, but they understand each other more.”

“I never understood my ex,” I whisper. “He never opened up to me emotionally, and I guess I did the same. I chose silence rather than confrontation.”

“I’m sorry,” Steven says. “That must have been hard to be quiet about your pain.”

He opens his arms, and I lean into him as he wraps me tight. I press my cheek into his chest, feeling his warmth. He rubs my back and holds me. It’s soothing, and he’s patient until I pull away. I look up and press closer, tilting my lips. He meets my bid for a kiss with a gentle molding of his lips against mine. Then, with a growl, he deepens the kiss. I welcome the increased intensity with a shuddering moan.

“About that shower?” I ask as we part.

“Let’s do it.” Steven grins and stands up, offering me his hand.

I cross my arms and pull off my top, then push my pajama bottoms off before I stand. He watches me strip for him and pushes his shorts down to his ankles. When he tugs his t-shirt over his head, my hands press against the planes of his chest.

“Will we both fit? The stall is so small.” My fingers trace the definition of his abs.

“Only one way to find out.” Steven grips my hand, and I follow him into the tiny cubicle.


CHAPTER 4
TURN AROUND



Steven holds open the door to the compartment while I step past him and start the water running. He follows me in, ducking his head to get through the door, and I watch his muscular frame as I tilt my head back.

“It is a bit tight, isn’t it?”

Steven grins as he steps into the stall with me. His body brushes against mine, and I slide over, touching the far side of the shower. My fingers run over my braids, and I’m glad I don’t have to shampoo my hair. Blinking up at him as the spray hits his torso and splashes my face, I reach out and touch him, pressing against the broad planes of his chest.

The idea of washing myself slips from my mind as I brush my hands down the ripples of his abs and feel his cock rise between us. I lean and kiss his nipple, sucking it lightly. He has sparse, blonde curls across his broad chest, and they narrow to a line down his abdominals. Their delicious ridges draw my gaze lower to his swelling manhood.

“Maybe we’ll fit better like this,” I tease, sinking to my knees.

My hands run down his muscular thighs as I allow myself to examine his legs down to his feet. When I glance back, Steven is watching me, his eyes dark with arousal. Holding onto his thighs, I brush my cheek against his cock, feeling its heat and the slickness of the water streaming down his torso. I roll my head back and forth, his stiff cock rubbing against my cheeks as I open my mouth.

“I like the braids,” he says as one hand grips the loose strands on one side. I blink up at him as I press my face against his hardness. He tugs my braid, twisting my head until his swollen crown slips across my lips. I moan at his taste, licking and sucking at a dribble of precum before its slides past my mouth.

His grip on my other braid moves my head back, and I can't help but blush at the arousal that wells up in my core. He stares down at me while using my braided tails as handles and directing my mouth until I suck the tip of his cock between my lips. His scent is a mix of his musk and soap, and I realize this must be his second shower this morning. I swirl my tongue around his head, then push my head lower when he pulls on both my tails.

I moan. It feels so filthy to have this powerful man take control of my head like the reins of a horse. His heat and thickness fill my mouth as I wag my tongue under his shaft, feeling the ridge of his vein. His jaw clenches as I take him to the back of my throat and gag.

“You enjoy sucking my cock, don’t you?” His confident baritone voice thrills me, and I nod my head, pulling back until his dick slides from my lips.

“How could you tell?” I ask, rubbing my face against his stiff manhood.

He’s silent as he tugs at my braids, and I follow his lead, sucking him back into my mouth. I relax my jaw, lapping along the bottom of his shaft. As he sinks deeper, he lets go of my hair to grip my head. I blink up at him as he pulls my mouth deep onto his cock. When he hits the back of my throat, I swallow to suppress my gag reflex as his cock stretches into my tight opening.

“Fuck,” Steven moans out, staring down at me. The tightness of the shower stall leaves me little space to move—not that I want to. Pulling my hands behind me, I relinquish control to the muscular man as his hips push himself deeper down my gullet. My nose presses against his short, blond pubic hair as his heavy balls rest on my chin. My pussy clenches with jealousy as he draws back and fucks my throat.

When Steven pulls back, popping his cock free from my lips, I inhale through my nose, then spit the collected drool in the back of my mouth at his swollen crown. Gripping his hot, meaty rod, I stroke my fist, spreading my spit over his steely shaft. I’m about to lean and suck him back into my mouth, but he pulls me to my feet.

He leans and kisses me. Our mouths mash together as he lowers his hands and grips my ass. He lifts me like I weigh nothing, and I wrap my thighs around his waist, feeling his manhood press against my pussy.

“I don’t want to finish in your throat this time,” Steven says, and my mind rewinds to when I sucked him on the fantail yesterday. “Do I need to get a condom?”

“No.” I shake my head, not that I’d want to pause to find one. I need him inside me, now. “I’m on birth control. I want to feel you come inside me.”

Dropping one hand between us, I take hold of his shaft, my other hand gripping his powerful shoulder. His muscles ripple under my touch as he presses me higher into the air. His strength amazes me; I know I’m not petite, but he manhandles me like a feather. Rubbing his crown through my drenched lips, I let go of his cock when his tip dips into my opening.

“Oh fuck,” I manage as gravity lowers me onto his rod. Steven’s hands grip my waist as he stretches me. The exquisite feeling of being filled with his cock makes me moan. “You’re so fucking big,”

It’s all I can say as we press together, and Steven grips my ass so hard he may leave bruises. His biceps bulge as he lifts me with ease. His shaft sliding through my tight channel pulls a whimper of need from me. I wrap my arms around his neck, kissing him and thrusting my tongue between his lips.

He shifts me up and down his dick like I’m a doll. I hold on and move my hips, grinding along his shaft as he strokes into me, driving his cock deeper as my body drops with each stroke.

“Fuck me,” I gasp, needing more, and his eyes burn into mine with dark heat. “Harder. Oh fuck.”

He tilts me, and I arch back until my shoulders hit the side of the stall. He pounds into me, gripping my hips, and I steady myself by grabbing his forearms. His steady pace makes my body shudder as I reach my peak. He leans forward, bowing his head, and I moan out when he sucks one of my hard nipples. Trembling, I know I’m on the precipice of bliss when he pulls completely out, and I whine at the sudden emptiness.

Steven lowers me, and I drop my feet to stand on my toes. He kisses me deep and hard. When I wrap my arms around his neck, whimpering at the absence of his cock, he growls as he parts the kiss.

“Turn around.”

He twists me in the tight shower as my mind is dazed with lust. When he presses my breasts against the stall, his hand pulls my hip. I get the idea and flex my ass back.

“Don’t stop,” I beg as he slumps over me, one hand aligning himself with my opening. “Fuck me until you come. Fill me up with your cum.”

“That’s the idea,” Steven growls into my ear as he thrusts into me.

Whipping my head to stare at him over my shoulder as he fucks me hard, my body flexes against the shower wall, and the spray goes everywhere as we move in the flowing streams of water. Shivers ripple through my arms and legs as I watch his jaw tense. My eyes flutter, but I force them to stay open.

When I shatter around his cock, my pussy clenches in waves. My vision blanks as I scream out, then moan while he fucks me through one peak and keeps pounding me. My body trembles as Steven presses my head against the shower wall. His hand grips my braid, and I come apart again as he uses me for his pleasure.

“Fuck, your cunt feels like magic when you come,” Steven growls as I cry out through another peak. “One more, Hailey. Give me one more.”

“Oh god, YES!” My cries echo in the small space as one orgasm blends with the next. When Steven slams into me, I feel his cock throb, and the base of his shaft pulses against my clit. Heat blooms in my core as I go limp against the wall. Steven wraps his forearm around around my belly. His hips jerk in time with his bolts of cum billowing inside me, and I twist my head back to look up at him.

All I hear is our breathing and the shower spray around us as he tightens his grip, holding me upright. His cock slides free as I turn to face him and moan into our deep kiss, feeling his absence inside me.

When I can stand on my own, Steven leans and turns off the water. I don’t remember using any soap, but I don’t care when he finds a towel to dry me off. When he guides me out of the small shower, he dries himself. I make it to my bed before slumping onto the mattress.

I turn to my side, watching him finish drying before he walks over to me, naked. He smiles as he climbs onto the bed and spoons me from behind. He kisses me when I turn to face him; unable to find words as I stare at him, I close my eyes. Like a kitten purring, I relax, feeling safe and comfortable as I curl into his athletic frame. My mind drifts along the bliss flowing through my senses.


CHAPTER 5
STEVEN TAKES SECONDS



The boat rocks as I wake, and I feel like I'm floating weightless. I exhale slowly, relishing the peaceful moment in my bed. The warmth of Steven’s body as I wake from the short nap comforts me. Cuddling isn’t something I’m used to after sex, so I stay still and savor the firmness of his cock pressing into my ass, his heavy arm over my side. I. Feeling his breath warm and steady against my shoulder I don’t move so I don’t disturb him.

Replaying the past day in my memories kindles my passion, and I rock my hips back, moving my ass along his cock. I can feel it throb near my sensitive pussy, and I gasp at the sensation of him thickening more. Steven’s hand moves, cupping my breast and pulling at my hardening nipple. I moan at the sensation as my hips continue rocking against his hardening shaft.

“You’re such a needy slut.” His gruff voice only amplifies my rising lust as I nod.

I reach behind me and grip his cock, twisting my body as I shift to to my back and align myself with his crown. Moving my thumb over his head, spreading his precum, I push him inside me.

“Just fuck me,” I gasp, feeling his tip stretch my opening. “Fuck my slutty cunt.”

My filthy words shock me, but I continue to moan as I lift my hips, meeting his slow thrusts. Arching my back, I lift my leg outside his muscular thigh as I find his eyes. His vivid gaze holds mine as his hips cycle, each stroke pushing deeper.

“Fuck, you make me so needy.” I exhale, lowering my fingers to play with my clit.

Steven’s hand pushes mine away, his thick fingers taking over. Gripping my breast with his other hand, he squeezes hard, and I moan as he plays with my body. The exquisite pressure building in me takes my breath away, and I struggle to fill my lungs.

“Your cunt feels amazing wrapped around my cock.” Steven growls, and the way he emphasizes the dirty word makes me clench in waves. His fingers press against my clit, and I shudder, feeling his cock driving inside me. Reaching down, I grip his arm to hold his hand in place. It feels so fucking good, and I know I’m not going to last long.

“God, Steven. I’m going to come,” I whine, locking eyes with him.

“Do it,” he growls, his hips cycling faster. “This is for you, beautiful. Come all over my cock.”

The edge I’m riding disappears as I fall into bliss and scream. My thighs clench together, shaking uncontrollably. My cunt clenches his unyielding shaft as I gush around him. Waves of breathless orgasms rush through me as he keeps flexing into me.

“Good girl,” he praises as his hips slow but don’t stop pumping into me. His spongy crown hits my g-spot squarely as it curves along the front of my pussy. His fingers press into my clit, trapping my pussy between his fingers and cock. “More, Hailey. Give me more.”

“Yes!” My eyes shut as white-hot bliss shoots through my nerves as I shudder feeling my pussy clenching through another wave release that gushes my juices out, coating his balls. “Oh fuck, what are you doing to me?”

“You know what I'm doing,” Steven growls, and I nod while he continues to fuck me. “Do you want me to stop?”

“No. I want more.” I gasp as I plead, lifting to meet his thrusts. “I want to see you—watch you when you come.”

Steven draws back, and I emit a sigh at the sudden emptiness. I rest on my elbows while spreading my legs and lifting my knees. Steven kneels, one hand pulling on his cock, slick with my releases. Dropping my gaze as he lines his flared head with my drenched pussy lips, I nod frantically, then tilt my head to lock onto his eyes.

“Please,” I mutter, rocking my hips to meet him. When I feel his head slip back inside me, I can’t help arching my back as he thrusts deeply. “God, keep fucking me. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

Steven rises, his hand lifting under my chin, fingers and thumbs cradling my neck as he pushes me into the sheets, his other hand smacking my breast, then the other. I cry out at the bite of pain that blooms into heated bliss. I’m trapped underneath him as his hips continue to pound into me, slapping against my spread thighs with each of his firm strokes. He grips my breast as he pushes me down. Looming over me, his grip on my neck holds me steady until our eyes meet. His jaw tenses, telling me he's close to his peak. Reaching between us, I run my hands along his side, feeling his muscles ripple as he drives into me.

Gasping and moaning, my mouth is wide open. Orgasms crash through me in waves as my pussy clenches around him. I'm at his mercy, and my body writhes helplessly as my body burns with passion. We stare at each other, and the intensity of his thrusts pushes me higher.

“Fuck. More,” I cry, watching his blue eyes darken.

“Needy slut,” he snarls.

“So needy.” It's not like me, but I need him—his cock, his strength, the way he manhandles my body. I want to feel his cum shoot inside me. It won't be enough. I know I’ll want more when he’s done. “Oh fuck, more!”

He grunts without words, his hips firing hard, and I convulse under the onslaught. Overwhelmed, I crash into another orgasm as he jams his hip, driving deep and releasing his hot streams of cum.

“Fuck.” Steven curses as his hips jerk.

Bolts of heat rush in my core as he empties inside me. My hips jerk as I come hard, and then I collapse, limp and breathless, spread flat against the bed. My pussy milks him as my orgasm trails off into a feeling of bliss. He looms over, lowering to kiss me, and I suck on his tongue, my hand lifting around his neck. His weight compressing my tingling body into the bed is a comfort I didn’t expect as he kisses me slowly.

When he pulls back, I watch him, my lips curling into a smile at his boyish grin. He slides back on his haunches, slipping from inside me, and I curl forward to cup my leaking slit. His cum seeps down my lips, and I gather some to rub in circles, soothing the ache in my clit. When I lick my fingertip, tasting his essence, my stomach growls.

He laughs as my mouth opens in shock, and I giggle at his happy laugh as he slides off the end of the bed. His cock is softening, but it still catches my eye as I watch him walk to the bathroom. Dipping my fingers back inside my cunt, I play with his sticky release. Closing my eyes, as I spread it up and down my lips and then circle my clit again. Sucking his juice off my fingertip, I feel the bed dip, and Steven covers my mound with a warm cloth.

My eyes drift open, and a dreamy smile pulls at my lips. He cleans me slowly with the cloth, then kisses me. I've never been so cared for after sex, and I tremble at the sudden emotion rising inside me. I close my eyes, trying to pinpoint my feelings before relaxing when I can't.

“You need to eat,” Steven says when he rises and tosses the washcloth into my tiny bathroom. “And hydrate, too.”

Rolling to my side, I push myself up and shift to the edge of my bed to stand. My legs still tremble, but I pull new bikini bottoms up my legs. Steven hands me the matching top, and I pull the strings over my head and against my bare neck. He ties a bow behind my back after snugging the triangles over my breasts. My nipples tighten under the thin material. When I turn, he smiles and pulls one of my braids. Grinning because I don’t need to fix my hair, I slip the wrap around me and tying it at my waist. It leaves little to the imagination with only my bikini underneath the near-transparent gown.

“You're sexy as hell,” he says, grabbing my hand and leading me out of my stateroom.


CHAPTER 6
RELAXED RULES



My cruise mates sit around the oval dining booth outside the main salon. Steven holds my hand and then squeezes it when we part. Jenny shifts out of the booth, and Felica pats the padded seat beside her.

“Sit your sexy ass down.” Felicia grins as I slide in next to her.

Jenny climbs back in and rubs my thigh, I shiver at her touch, my nerves settling back to normal. It’s like the two girls know everything.

“A two-fer? Look at you! You go,” Jenny says, grinning. “Everyone else stopped after one. It’s okay to be greedy, though.”

“It feels good to be greedy.” I grin back, then glance at Steven. He winks when our eyes meet, then returns to talking with Brad and Craig. I don’t try to deny that I had sex twice during our rest period. “Steven is hard to resist.”

“Yeah, he is.” Felicia nods, then points to the spread of sandwiches, fruit, chips, and other lunch fare. “Now, you need to fuel your body.”

Sucking a slice of melon between my lips, I reach and grab for a sandwich as I chew the sweet fruit. Adding a banana and other fruit to my plate, I realize I’m ravenous. I blush when I notice my new friends watching me as I peel the yellow skin away.

“What?” I ask, biting off the tip. “I’m starving.”

The girls wear bikinis with diaphanous wraps, and the men wear t-shirts. Everyone stops, and, in the sudden quiet, I stuff my mouth with the banana. Everything tastes delicious, and I moan at the flavor. I don’t notice a shadow looming over me until I hear a cough behind me.

The back of the booth is open to the deck outside, which is bright with tropical sunshine. I twist around and shade my eyes, my mouth full of the white banana flesh, and see Captain Dick smiling down at me.

“It's good to see you are enjoying the fruits of this cruise.” His eyes sparkle as he grins.

“I love fruit, Dick.” is what I want to say. But since I’m chewing the mouthful of banana, it comes out as “I love—dick.”

My cheeks heat as the captain’s eyes widen. Jenny and Felicia giggle, making me laugh and almost spit out what’s left of my banana. Captain Dick pats my back as I cough and then squeezes my shoulder gently.

“We never got to finish our conversation,” Dick whispers in my ear. In my floaty mind, I’m slow to remember my proposition in his stateroom when I asked him if he and his crew could play on our adults-only cruise. A promising bulge in his shorts catches my eye before he walks around to the front of the table. He sits in a chair on the opposite side and places his hands flat as he surveys his guests. I go back to eating, my cheeks still warm. I try to slow down, but it takes effort with how hungry I feel.

“Are you all enjoying the cruise?” Captain Dick asks, looking back and forth.

“We are,” Brad says, and we nod in agreement as Brad continues. “For our first time, we’re impressed at the service and the opportunities a sailing trip like this allows.”

“Excellent. That's what I like to hear.” Dick waves his hand at something behind us. “We get different types of people on these cruises; some are well-behaved, while others like pushing the boundaries. I’m happy to see your group is more of the former.”

“Thank you, Captain,” Brad says. “We want to be the best ambassadors for the lifestyle.”

Captain nods and stands as Izzy and Britt walk to stand behind him. Their uniforms have changed; they’re both in micro-mini skirts that barely cover their privates and low-cut polo shirts that barely contain their ample breasts. Outfits like this made me self-conscious in the past while at dining establishments catering to men, but now my body responds to their revealing outfits with rising heat from my core.

“Considering your behavior during your first day, I’m relaxing my staff and guest interaction limitations. Britt and Izzy have volunteered to be freeuse stewardesses until we reach our first port.” He scans the table with a relaxed but stern expression. “Remember the rules of consent. Their safeword is ‘red.’ Please stop any activity and focus on their physical and emotional safety if they use their safeword.”

Everyone nods, and all six of us enjoy the view of the pair of young beauties in scanty, revealing clothes. Captain tilts his head and motions at me with one hand as he walks to the side. Jenny hurries out of the booth to let me out, then walks to each of our stewardesses to give them a welcoming hug.

Captain walks to the glass doors of the interior and stops just inside. My belly flutters with butterflies as I follow him inside the salon. I’d nearly forgotten my advance at him when he explained the nature of the cruise in his stateroom when we embarked. His eyes are steady as he watches me with a knowing grin.

“I promised you an answer,” Dick says and rests his hand on my shoulder. I don’t know if I should sink to my knees or stay standing, but he continues quickly. “When the time is right, and if you’re still interested, I’d like to enjoy some intimate time with you.”

The pieces of our earlier conversation fall into place, and my core flutters with arousal as I stare into his enchanting eyes. Heat rushes up my neck, and I feel my cheeks flush. He wants to have sex with me, and I surprise myself at how deeply I crave him. Even after two orgasms with Steven a short time ago, my body responds to the casual advance.

“I’d like that very much.” I glance over at the others before smiling at Dick. “When will the time be right?”

“I can’t promise a time, Hailey,” Dick says, squeezing my shoulder. “The schedule is fluid, but I want you to know I’ve been thinking about your offer continuously. I’ve observed you, and I like what I see.”

Heat washes through my nerves again. He’s watched me? What does that mean? Was he watching when I blew Steven on the fantail? He was on deck when I tangled with Felicia and Jenny while we were under sail. Did he have cameras to monitor my fucking of Brad and later Steven in my stateroom? The thrill I feel at being watched shocks me, and I hope he and enjoyed my lascivious activities.

“Um, thank you.” My cheeks heat as I blush. “Looking forward to time with you.”

He winks before turning and walking into the interior and down a ladder, going deeper below deck. I turn and exit to rejoin my friends, and stutter to a stop when I see Jenny on her back with Izzy on her knees between her thighs, lapping at Jenny’s pussy. Britt is on her knees beside them, sucking Brad’s cock and staring up at him. I glance at Steven, standing to the side, and walk over to him. My hunger for food evaporates in the heat of this impromptu exchange.

“Watch,” Steven says, pulling me against his side. “This will be what freeuse is like on the island. Only you will be the one on your knees.”


CHAPTER 7
SORTING EMOTIONS



Jenny and Brad are already taking advantage of the new freeuse rules with our stewardesses, and I can't help but stare as they enjoy the sexy younger girls. Steven watches raptly, and his eyes focus on Izzy’s breasts that sway under her smaller polo shirt. Glancing at Craig, I find him staring at Jenny as she holds Izzy’s mouth to her slick pussy. Jenny’s eyes lift, staring back at her crush with blazing intensity. Sitting next to Craig, Felicia watches with one knee propped up on the cushion, and I imagine her fingers under the table playing with her clit.

The sudden shift in sexual energy makes me dizzy. When Steven steps forward, I step back, watching him stride toward Britt, whose ass is exposed under the miniscule miniskirt. When he lowers to his knees behind her, I back up another step. Craig slides from the booth and lowers to his knees beside Jenny. She blinks her eyes open and rises to pull Craig’s cock into her mouth. Britt is down on all fours sucking Brad with gusto. Steven lowers to the teak deck, settling on his knees behind her, stroking his cock with one hand and reaching to grip a fistful of her hair with the other.

Arousal competes with shame in my racing thoughts, and I’m shocked at the unrestricted hedonism of my fellow travelers. When I twist to stare at Felicia alone in the booth, she turns away from watching her boyfriend getting his cock sucked by his blonde crush and tilts her head at me in curiosity. I glance at the empty couches inside the parlor and then back at her, and she nods and slides out of the booth.

After walking around the sudden orgy, we meet at the sliding doors. Felicia takes my hand, leading me to the leather settee, and sits down. Lowering beside her, my thoughts are a mess of arousal and shock.

“What’s going through your mind, Hailey?” Felicia takes my hand and starts squeezing my fingers, giving my tense hands a massage.

“It’s suddenly a bit too much,” I say, shaking my head before looking at her. “I enjoyed my time with Steven and everything that happened yesterday and last night. What’s happening outside is beyond my experience, and my feelings are a mess.”

“Emotions or feelings?” she asks, massaging my hand and fingers. “It’s hard to discern the difference sometimes.”

“I don’t know how to answer that?” Her tone and focus help to settle me as she works the tension out of my fingers.

“Emotions are like joy, sadness, anger, fear, et cetera. We experience emotions but often can’t control them. Many of our emotions combine, making them seem more extreme.”

“Then what are feelings?” She inches closer and starts rubbing my arm from my forearm to my wrist. Her touch is soothing and helps me relax.

“Feelings spring from emotions,” Felicia answers and moves to my other hand. “You might feel aggressive when you’re angry. You can learn to control your feelings, but your emotions are more raw. We learn how we respond to emotions as we experience life.”

“It seems circular,” I sigh, feeling my body relax from her massage. “This feels good.”

“How?” she asks. “Use a different word.”

“Soothing,” I say quietly. “It’s calming me down.”

“Did your husband touch you when you were married? Not just sexually, but small things, like holding hands or hugs?” Felicia asks, and I shake my head.

“I’m sorry." Felicia's genuine concern is manifested in her expression. "Unfortunately, it’s quite common to withhold touch from someone as your feelings change. I’ve studied how our bodies respond to touches and sensations, and it’s important to our emotional health. When you go without, it’s like trauma. It’s almost like getting hit, only it doesn’t physically hurt.”

“I never knew that,” I admit.

She stops, puts her hands on my shoulders, and looks me in the eye. “You’re going through an unfamiliar experience, and your emotions are probably jumbled. Nothing seems to fit anymore. Is that accurate?”

Felicia smiles at me as I nod. “Turn around. Let me work on your shoulders.”

Twisting around and leaning forward, I sigh as she grips my shoulders with both hands.

“Oh, yeah. You’re super tight.” She runs her thumbs against my spine and fans them out, going further up each time. “Focus on your breathing. Slowly inhale for a count of three, hold it for three, then exhale for three.”

Following her instructions relaxes me further.

“That a girl, Hailey,” she whispers as her fingers work at my tense muscles. “Breathe; that’s all I want you to think about.”

I go quiet and focus on breathing while Felicia’s fingers and hands knead my muscles. She pops some coils of tension but remains silent. Time slows, and I'm unsure how long she continues as I sink into my breathing pattern. When she taps me on the shoulder, I startle.

“Let’s go back outside,” Felicia says.

We find that the deck is empty as we exit the salon. Everyone must have left, and I wonder what happened after the impromptu fuckfest. She takes my hand and walks out, past the booth where we ate, then into the bright sun. Down the teak deck, she leads me beside a small raised hot tub. She puts her hand into the bubbling water.

“It’s not too hot. Let’s sit and soak while we talk.”

“I didn’t know where the hot tub was,” I say, recalling she prompted Steven to help her find it yesterday.

“Yeah. Steven and I had some fun, but it’s too small for more than one or two couples.” She leans back, slumping into the water while smiling at me.

The sun is warm, and I relax, feeling the heat rise on my skin. “We can’t stay too long. I haven’t put on sunscreen.”

“Steven distracted you with his cock?” Felicia grins.

“More than once.” I shrug, then giggle.

“What’s going on with you two?”

“Having fun,” I say, focusing on what I feel around Steven. “He makes me feel beautiful and sexy. I feel safe with him. It’s like he’s not taking advantage of me. Same with Brad.”

“They both care for you and all of us. They are genuinely nice guys first, and hot, sexy men second.”

“What about Craig?” I ask curiously.

“Craig is a teddy bear.” Her smile brightens her whole countenance. “He puts me first so often; I love it when he can have fun with Jenny on these side trips.”

“You don’t get jealous?” I ask.

“No, not really. I know he’ll come back to me.” She shrugs. “I met Jenny and Brad at their beach house a year ago. I’d been dating Craig for a few months, and we were getting serious. I drove to Galveston with our friend, Christi, who told me she and her husband were swingers.”

“What does that mean?” I ask and bite my lip. “This is all new to me.”

“Swingers are people that enjoy having sex with people other than their primary partner. They enjoy non-monogamy but can also feel and experience love with their partner. It’s mostly physical, while polyamory includes more emotions like love between all of their partners.”

“There’s another new word—polyamory,” I say with a chuckle. “I have a lot to learn. Continue, How did you meet Jenny?"

“So, they have a beach house in Galveston; Christi took me with her and told me that Jenny was a hotwife—meaning Brad allows her to have sex with other men.” She pauses and checks to see if I'm keeping up. When I nod, she continues. “We walked in on Jenny giving Brad a blow job while Steven fucked her from behind.”

“Wow!” I say, then whistle. “That must have been shocking. What happened next?”

“A lot, quickly. Jenny separated from the guys to welcome me and Christi. The two of them started making out in the heat of the moment while Steven and Brad watched. Their cocks were still stiff, and I couldn’t stop staring at the two men. When Brad stood to check if I was okay, he invited me to join him and Steven. From there, we all enjoyed an orgy with us, three girls and the five men.”

“That’s incredible,” I say. I feel like I’m gaping at her.

“I’m telling you because I felt many emotions through that first surprising day. It was difficult to sort it out in the middle of a lot of really hot sex. The guys took the time to talk with me because it was new to me. Christi and Jenny were already in the lifestyle, but everyone ensured I was safe emotionally throughout the week. I’d never felt so cared for.”

I look at her, remembering how I felt with Steven in my cabin—safe, warm, cared for. She watches me closely before she nods at me.

“The emotions you’re feeling are normal. Take the time to experience them and find out what they mean to you. You may be like me and love the experience. Or you could ultimately reject this lifestyle. It’s up to you. I’m happy to talk with you if you need to sort something out in your head. Talking about your feelings helps to straighten out your emotions and how to respond to different experiences.”

The loudspeakers crackle and then the Captain’s voice speaks. “Hailey Thompson, please come to the salon.”

“What’s up with you and the captain?” Felicia asks as I stand and climb out of the tub.

“I’m about to find out,” I say, drying off with a towel I pull from a nearby stack. “I told him I’d like to have adult fun with him when he told me what this cruise was about.”

Felicia grins, “Go on and have fun. He’s a hunk.”


CHAPTER 8
MESSAGE FROM CAPTAIN MIKE



On my way back to the parlor, I spy Craig and Jenny walking to join Felicia in the hot tub. They aren’t far away, but the breeze from the yacht’s speed mutes their conversation. Jenny’s face is flush as she leans against Craig’s side. He’s supporting her but winks at me as we pass.

That is the trend with Craig—passing by. I chew on my lip because I’d like to see what happens with him, but his size and strength intimidate me. Jenny is shorter than me, but her physique seems sturdier, like she can handle the intensity Craig can dish out.

As I walk around the booth, Izzy and Britt smile at me as they clear away the lunch service. Their hair is messy, and I smile and point at my plaited hair. Wearing braids with these dominant, hair-grabbing men was a brilliant idea. Izzy laughs and nods while Britt tries to smooth her hair. She smiles a dazed grin as I pass.

Inside, I see Captain Dick sitting on one side of the parlor. Across from him, Brad and Steven sit relaxed wearing their swim trunks as they chat amicably. My belly tightens as I approach, seeing the two men I’ve fucked since embarking on the ship talking with the captain. Was I the topic of their conversation?

Steven notices me first and smiles before standing as I walk into the circle of lounges. Brad and Dick rise to their feet, smiling and nodding at me. I scan the ring of couches, wondering if I should sit now that they’re all standing. This group of men continually surprises me with their attentiveness. My ex hardly noticed when I was in the same room with him.

“Here, Hailey. Have a seat,” Dick says, patting the space beside him. “We were just chatting. We’re curious if you’re enjoying the cruise.”

“It’s been incredibly intense.” I smile as I sit beside Dick. “I haven’t had this much sex in my life. These guys are incredible because they care and aren’t selfish. They listen, and I feel safe when I’m with them. I rarely felt that way when I had sex with my ex-husband.”

Brad and Steven’s smiles fade as Brad’s expression sobers. “I’m sorry that you had that type of marriage. It must have been hard to stay when you never felt supported as a woman with sexual needs.”

“I didn’t even know I had sexual needs,” I admit with a shrug. “It felt wrong to masturbate when we started having trouble. By the end, I didn’t care enough to try. I thought I’d spend the rest of my life alone.”

“I’m glad we met you,” Steven says. “I know things have gone fast, much faster than you expected. But we want you to enjoy your cruise, and I've enjoyed having you here.”

“Hailey, I’m sorry. I need to interrupt,” Dick says as the conversation lulls. “I didn’t call for you to grill you on your experiences with the other guests. I’m glad you are all getting along. Please don’t think I’m trying to pry.”

I look at him, tilting my head. I keep getting mixed signals from him. Does he want me or not?

“I called because I’ve heard from Holly’s captain,” Dick continues, “They are sailing to Costa Maya from Key West and should be there in time for the freeuse excursion.”

“Really?” I ask, eyebrows raised with excitement. “Oh, that’s wonderful. I haven’t seen Holly in years, aside from Facetime calls. She’s been so busy with her new job. It will be awesome to see her in person. I’ll get to meet this Captain guy, too.”

I lean over and hug Captain Dick. I’m so happy about seeing my sister. It takes me a second to put the pieces together. I sit nearer to him, noticing the other two men watching me.

“She’s coming for the excursion too? The freeuse weekend?” I ask as I run through what that means. “Which means she’ll see me there, and I’ll see her.” My voice drifts as I try to find the words to describe my sudden tangled emotions

Dick nods and takes my hand. “I wanted to warn you, so if you wanted to cancel the excursion, you could. I understand having your sister there might make it awkward for you to enjoy it completely.”

My mind spins at the thought, and I recall the phone call where I watched her and her shipmate in her bed. It was shocking and disturbing to see my sister in the heated tryst, and I didn’t want to watch her in a pornographic scene. But her brazen display of her with her shipmate sparked my curiosity and started me down this path. Embarking on this ship, enjoying adult activities, and making new friends after only a day with this ship full of swingers has thrilled me.

I’m still nervous about the excursion, but now it’s more like the passionate anticipation I’ve increasingly felt since the ship departed. My attitude toward open relationships has shifted, and I’m looking forward to a wild weekend with my new friends. Now, I needed to consider whether Holly’s presence would affect my ability to enjoy myself.

“Did you talk to her?”

“No, I only talked with Captain Mike,” Dick says. “He was aware you were on my cruise and, like me, wanted to give you a heads-up.”

“Is it possible for me to call her?” I ask because I suddenly want to talk to her and share what I’m going through. I want to ask her advice, which, as her older sister, is something I never thought would happen.

“We’ll be in Cozumel in the morning,” Dick says. “We’ll spend the day there, then sail to Costa Maya at night to spend the next day. We’ll sail for the island the day after that. You can try calling her once we are within cell range or when you’re ashore. They are behind us and won’t be making any stops.”

“I don’t know how this works, but can you send her a message from me?” I ask. “I’m not sure how you spoke to her.”

“Mike’s guests have a satphone,” Dick says. “It surprised me when my cell phone rang earlier, but I have the number from caller ID. Cellular access is spotty in the gulf, but sometimes, we get a signal near some of the oil rigs nearer the coast. Mike said he might try to call again. If he does, I’ll send for you, and maybe you’ll have time for a short conversation.”

“I’d appreciate that, Dick,” I say, looking over at Steven and Brad, then back at the captain. “I want to experience the freeuse excursion. These guys will look out for me with any others that join. I don’t want to back out because Holly will be there.”

“Excellent,” Dick says, grinning. “The days after the freeuse, day and night, will have additional, less intense activities. Mike is bringing some VIPs and they’ll have some special events planned. You should still have a couple of days to visit with your sister.”

“That will be amazing.” My heart pounds. This surprising cruise keeps getting better.


CHAPTER 9
CONSENT



Sitting near the three hot hunks, I can’t help recalling my trysts with Brad and Steven. The short interactions with Dick also have my pulse racing. Maybe I don’t have to wait for the excursion to experience freeuse with these proven polite and respectful gentlemen whose passions run hot. I’m surprised that I don’t want them to be as respectful as they have been. I want to feel unrestrained, passionate needs from any partners and from myself.

“I have a question.” I start chewing my lip nervously. The three men give me their full attention.“Do we have to wait for the excursion to make a freeuse zone?”

Brad raises a brow and looks sideways at Steven. Then they both turn to the captain, and I swivel to watch him, too. He stares at me with an intense expression. I’m unable to interpret if he’s angry or just surprised.

“You disappeared earlier with Felicia when we started playing with Britt and Izzy,” Brad says. “We already have two freeuse sluts to engage with, and the captain has cleared them. Why didn’t you stay and watch to understand the experience better?”

Captain Dick nods but keeps looking at me. I glance back at Brad, feeling my cheeks heat with embarrassment.

“It was suddenly too much,” I admit. “I’ve gone from having sex rarely with an inattentive and uncaring partner to engaging in wild sex experiences with people I hardly know. You all have been caring and accepting. Felicia and Jenny have helped me work through my emotions and feelings. I understand better that emotions and feelings aren’t required to enjoy the sexual fun I’ve had.”

“I see.” Brad’s expression blanks, but he’s looking at me with care, and I feel like he’s heard me.

“It’s not the absence of feelings,” Steven interrupts. “It’s more putting feelings in the proper context. We’re raised with the concept that sex is meant for marriage. So, throughout our lifetime, we’ve been conditioned into thinking that sex means a long-term, monogamous relationship. The lifestyle we lead doesn’t require love or a long-term relationship to enjoy sexual pleasures.”

“It’s very different, but I see the benefits.” I scan across the three men’s faces, who are attentive and listening. Their demeanor is so different from my ex-husband’s. It’s a relief to unburden my hurts. “I was extremely unhappy with the way my marriage ended. I was starving for touch and affection, and my ex couldn’t be bothered. I’m sure I punished him for that lack of attention by withdrawing into my shell. I’m not looking to catch feelings or start a relationship.”

“That must have been hard for you,” Captain Dick says, watching me with concern. “These cruises can be intense, and freeuse is often misunderstood. That’s why I briefed you at the start of the cruise, and these gentlemen have told me they’ve checked in with you continuously.”

Brad and Steven nod as I smile softly. “They have been incredible. I’ve never felt pressured or uncomfortable with any of them.”

“That might not be the case on the island,” Brad says. “You may not know the others; they may think your presence implies full consent and could stretch your boundaries. To completely release your will to random strangers will test your resolve.”

“That’s why you often hear it used as a BDSM kink,” Dick says, leaning forward and steepling his fingers. “Women like your sister, Izzy, and Britt enjoy giving up control completely. You might not. If you want to try the freeuse waters on my ship, things will change, and you may have to use your safeword.”

I lower my eyes, rubbing the palms of my hand along my thighs as I consider their words. It’s scary, but not in a dreadful way. I realize the anticipation building inside me from watching the scene on deck with the two sexy stews. While it was intense, and I felt confused, I can’t deny the sudden intensity highly aroused me. I want to know how it feels to entirely surrender myself to someone else. Shifting my gaze to the two men across from me, then panning to Captain Dick, I nod.

“Thank you,” I say. “It’s very different for me to have men put my wellbeing first. I appreciate your concerns, and they are comforting. I’m ready to experience for myself something wild and unrestrained. I understand that I can use my safeword if it overwhelms me.”

Captain Dick nods, and his lips curl into a slight grin. He reaches into his pocket, pulls out three stretchy rubber wristbands of different colors, and holds them out to me. I reach out with an open palm.

“Freeuse, like all other sexual interactions, should always be consensual,” Dick says, placing the rubber bands in my hand. “These wristbands show your consent in different colors. Orange means you consent to oral sex with any partner. Yellow adds penetrative vaginal intercourse, while green means anything goes, including anal. Along with the sex, you may also be exposed to dirty talk, humiliation play, and any other kinks your partners enjoy. You might experience more than one person at a time. Freeuse isn’t always about your enjoyment, but the dominant partner’s.”

I swallow as I listen, arousal pooling in my core. My nipples tighten under my bikini top, and I feel short of breath. Exhaling as Dick finishes his explanation, I nod at all of the handsome men. “I understand. I’m in. I consent to freeuse by my cruise mates.”

Captain stands, and I tilt my head to focus on his eyes as he watches me. I glance down at the three colors and remember their meanings before pulling the green band around my wrist and leaving the other two on the cushion beside me. Captain’s hand runs over my braids, and I lock onto his intense gaze.

“The time is right now.” Dick’s voice is husky as he grips one braid, tugging my head to the side. “Get on your knees.”

My mind spins as I realize it’s happening now. I slide off the cushion and onto my knees. I peer up to his face, then pan to the bulge in his shorts. My mouth fills with saliva, and I wet my lips. I want to reach and tug down his zipper and pull out his dick. Instead, I put my hands behind my back, lower my head, showing my submission to his desires.

Dick’s shorts fall to his bare feet, as he grips my head, tipping my head up. I open my mouth on impulse as Dick’s cock swells in front of my eyes. He pulls my head, and I lean forward—I’m not sure which happened first. I kiss the head of his cock, then suck the bead of precum from his tip.

My senses fill with his scent and his taste. I want to close my eyes and savor this first taste of the captain, but I widen my eyes and stare into his intense gaze. My pussy floods, my core tightening as Dick pushes his thickness deeper into my mouth.

“Such an eager cocksucking slut.” His growl sinks into my brain as I use my lips and tongue to show him how right he is.

I sense Brad and Steven moving before their naked bodies appear on either side of the captain. I peek and see both of their cocks hard and pointing at my head. I pull off the Captain and suck on Steven’s tip, moaning at his taste. His flavor combines with an unfamiliar tang, and my lust-fogged mind connects that he probably fucked Izzy while she ate out Jenny.

Moaning with my mouth full of his shaft, I reach up to stroke Captain’s cock as I work my mouth up and down Steven’s dick. I gasp as I pull off and turn toward Brad, moving my hands to stroke two other cocks as I lick around Brad’s flared crown. My mind sinks into deep pleasure as I enjoy the feel of all three dicks, stiff and throbbing because of me.

I get lost in the sensations, my mind reeling as the men start to assert their dominance over me. One cock after another pushes deeper, stretching my throat. I gag and gluck, needing more of this thrilling power of submitting my will to their dominance. My hands and neck move constantly. The sharp pain of them tugging on my braids to move me between each cock has me moaning with pleasure before another cock plunges deep.

They use me hard, and I’m breathless as they take my mouth and throat. I’m dizzy with lust as my pussy throbs with welling need. The desire to grind my clit against something rises inside me, but my mind cycles back to Dick saying freeuse isn’t about my pleasure. I don’t know how else to describe what I’m feeling, though, as I swim in the sensations of becoming a cock-sucking whore.

My head is yanked back as I feel Dick’s cock throb in my throat. I’m pushed away and gasp as he forces me onto my back before standing above me. Blinking up at the three virile men, I watch them stroke their cocks as they devour my curves with their dark eyes. Mesmerized, I open my mouth, waiting for the heat of their cum. When the first shot hits my skin, I shiver. A bolt shoots onto my forehead, and I close my eyes. The acrid aroma of sex and semen fills the air as white streams of cum rain down on me. I close my eyes, and my lips curl into a wild grin as I savor the feeling of their warm cum coating my hot flesh. My mind spins as I relax, anticipating whatever is next.


CHAPTER 10
JUST A TOY



When my thoughts slowly stitch back together, my mind and body are still swimming with lust and need. The room is silent, the floor rocking as the ship moves through the water. Wiping the sticky cum from one eye, I blink and look up. The salon is empty except for me lying with my limbs spread out on the carpet, covered in sticky streaks and globs of three men's cum.

My pussy is throbbing, and I want to reach down and finger my aching clit. I hear titters of laughter and crunch up to rest on my elbows. One of my eyes is completely covered with the sticky goo, but I can see out of one to watch Felicia and Jenny hurry inside and kneel beside me.

“Girlfriend!” Jenny grins down at me, “A bukkake shower as your initiation into freeuse. Damn, girl, you’re hardcore.”

I feel a weird sense of pride at her excitement and glance at Felicia, who smiles at me with care.

“Let’s get you cleaned up,” she says, looking around the luxury salon. “Where is a towel?”

“Here.” Another voice says, and I struggle recognize the new person with my blurry vision. “Brad asked me to help.”

Izzy’s blushing face comes into focus in my one functional eye.

“Wow, Hailey,” she says, grinning. “Maybe it does run in the family.”

I’m moved around and end up with Jenny sitting behind my head, then propping my shoulders on her thighs. Felicia and Izzy kneel beside me as all three start cleaning the white, sticky mess from my hot flesh. They untie and pull off my bikini that must be covered with the virile spending of the three men. My mind still spins, and my tongue moves around my mouth as I recall each man’s unique taste. Without thinking, I scoop up a glob of sticky cum off my breast, then suck on the tangy spunk. When I moan with pleasure at the taste, my three attendants giggle.

“I feel drunk,” I slur, my words blending and sounding raspy.

“Such a needy slut,” Jenny laughs. “Hold still, let’s clean you up. Izzy, go get some water.”

I relax on Jenny’s bare thighs, my fingers itching to move to my clit. Every time I try to glide my fingers down my body, one of the girls grabs my hand and pulls it away. Moaning in frustration, I peek up at Jenny, who smirks. “You didn’t get to come, did you?”

I shake my head, lifting my hips, hoping to find some friction to grind my needy pussy against. Felicia and Izzy straddle my thighs as they clean the pools of cum from my belly and breasts. As they toss the sticky towels away, Felicia starts to cycle her slick slit on my thigh. When Izzy sees, she mirrors the movement.

“You’re our fuck toy,” Jenny says. “You need to get us off with your body. Then maybe we’ll take care of you.”

She smirks at me, as she lays me back on the carpet. I’m in a daze, but I tighten my thighs, lifting my knees to put more pressure on Felicia and Izzy’s slick pussies as they undulate. The slick friction against my skin fuels their desire, while stoking the building lust inside me. They lean toward each other and kiss. I watch, wishing it was me pressing my breasts against them. Their moans of pleasure rise as their hips grind against my thighs working their slick cunts over my skin. My vision of the pair rocking in sync side-by-side is interrupted when Jenny’s bare pussy blocks my view.

“Are you as good a pussy licker as you are a cock sucker?” Her voice is gritty and rough as her slick lips lower to my mouth, grinding firmly.

I moan before her juicy lips mash against my mouth. Pressing my tongue inside her, I wrap her thighs with my arms, pulling her tasty quim to my hungry mouth. I sink into the space of being a submissive toy to these sexy girls. My pussy clenches helplessly with rising need, writhing under the weight of them against me.

“You are a perfect pussy pleaser.” Jenny’s thighs muffle her moans of pleasure. Someone grips my breast and then my other nipple is pinched and tugged. My body responds to the sharp pain by morphing the sting into rising pleasure. I try to focus on licking Jenny’s clit, but I’m dizzy from the touches of the three juicy pussies grinding along my body.

“Fuck me.” My words vibrate into Jenny’s pussy, and I open my mouth to suck her slit feeling her labia pull between my lips. “Fuck me,” I gasp again, pulling my mouth away.

Jenny grabs my head in both her hands and pulls me tight to her slick slit. I’m helpless to stop her as she grinds herself on my face. My senses fill with her taste and scent, as she mashes her hot flesh into me, silencing my gasps of pleasure. Two hands mold to my breasts, squeezing, pulling fingers focusing on my stiff sensitive nipples. I’m just a toy, and something inside me wells with pride that I’m able to give these sexy women what they need.

“Yeah, that’s it. Give in. Submit,” Felicia growls, and I feel a smack against my bare pussy and savor the jolt of exquisite pain. “You’re our fuck toy. Our pussy-pleasing slut. The boys had their turn. Now it’s ours.”

I push against the complaint in the back of my mind, asking when it’ll be my turn, and sink into the feeling of helpless submission to their ardent motions. Jenny’s grip tightens, grinding her drenched slit against my face, my nose, and my lips. I press my tongue out, giving her another bump to hump against.

The speed of Felicia and Izzy grinding hips increases, and I hear them moan as they work their needy cunts on my thigh. My pussy aches to get in the game, but I’ve surrendered, and my mind thrills that my body can be used to please these hedonistic whores. When Jenny’s pussy clenches, my mouth fills with her gushing fluid. She keeps riding my face as her grip relaxes, and I feel the other two girls’ thighs squeeze and then spray and gush, coating my hot, sticky flesh with their release.

My body quakes, on the edge of release, as they coat me with their juices, and their bodies slow. I whine in pleasure and frustration. I need to be fucked—used. I want to be filled with cock and cum. I’ve never felt so needy. My welling orgasm fades as the three girls disengage. My head lolls limply to one side as my body sinks into the lush carpet.

Three sets of lips kiss me. Their voices hum thanks in my ears. Then, the salon is silent as the boat rocks under me. I can feel the engine’s vibrations as I lie spread-eagled, hyper-aware of the tiniest movement. Darkness falls over my face, and I blink up, seeing the massive bulk of Craig’s body backlit by the tropical sunshine.

“Think you’re ready for me?” Craig asks as he looms over me, bending to scan my eyes.

“Please,” I beg.

All I can think about is getting fucked by this massive, muscular man..


CHAPTER 11
MAIN EVENT



My mind is still in a daze as I stare into Craig’s dark eyes. I’ve begged him to fuck me, but he only hovers over me. I watch as he surveys my bare body, glistening with the spending of three other women. Under that glaze is the remnants of sticky cum his friends showered me with. I know their names, but I can’t remember with my swirling emotions buzzing inside me, building a need I've never felt before. I reach for my pussy, and Craig catches one wrist, then the other.

“Not yet, Hailey,” he says and pushes them over my head. I can see the outline of his cock straining against his shorts. “Be a good girl, and don’t touch.”

I nod, sucking on my lip, holding my hands above my head. My naked body feels like it’s twitching as I try to lie still for him. I’m desperate to be his good girl. I need to be such a good girl for him. He moves around the lush salon, pulling the cushions from one of the four loveseats and laying them on the squat coffee table in the center.

I’m still dazed as I roll onto my belly, push up to all fours, and crawl to the makeshift pedestal. Craig is on the opposite side and pushes his swim trunks down. His cock springs free as he stands with his hands on his hips, the thick crown pointing at me. I lick my lips, staring at the thing of beauty as I lift my shivering body onto the cushions and slink to the edge.

“Is this what you want?” Craig asks in a husky whisper. “They tell me you’re a natural cock sucker, but can you take me?”

My pussy clenches as I stare, hypnotized, at his meaty dick. The question has merit given his massive girth and length, but all I want to do is try. I drift my eyes up his chiseled torso until I lock onto his dark eyes and nod.

“Yes,” I say, trying to sound confident. “I’ll be such a good cock sucker for you.”

Craig wraps his fist around his grith and gives it a slow, squeezing stroke, milking out a pearly drop of precum. I lick my lips, gripping the table’s edge to lean forward as my mouth stretches open and my tongue wags out. He lets go of his cock, and fists the base of one of my pigtails, holding my head still as his hips cycle and smear the sticky bead over my lips. I lap at the retreating tip, then swipe my tongue across my lips to taste him.

“Don’t tease me,” I croak, opening my mouth. He presses his tip against my lips, and my jaw stretches around the smooth bell of his head. Wagging my tongue along the bottom of his shaft, my mouth fills with his heat until he prods the back of my throat. I gag but swallow the thick drool pooling on my tongue.

“That’s a good girl. Suck it.”

I clamp my lips against the rim of his crown and suck, pushing my mouth down as my cheeks hollow around with his rod. I pump my head down and back, soaking his prick with my saliva and drool. Supporting myself with one hand, I reach for his cock, spitting on his meaty shaft. When I look up at him, his dark grin encourages me as I spread my slick drool over his rigid cock. My fingers barely touch as they I wrap around his circumference, jacking him off.

I glance up and hum, “I want you to fuck me with this monster.”

Leaning forward, I engulf his cock, pushing to my limit. Craig’s huge hand grips the back of my head and pushes it lower. Forcing my jaw to open wider, I work down his column until my nose presses against his pelvis. I swallow, pulling him deeper, not caring that his hand has moved away. I want to remember this feeling of my mouth being stretched around his huge cock.

His hand grips my head, fingers digging into the sides of my braids, and hauls my mouth from his cock. I keep sucking as he slips from my lips, then open wide ready to take him deeper.

“Spit.”

I spit a ball of saliva on his cock.

“Again.”

I hock another mouthful of drool at his throbbing, red crown.

“Head down. Ass up,” Craig growls as he stalks around the table.

I sink my head, lowering onto my elbows with my ass high. I spread my thighs and inch back so my pussy is jutting over the opposite side. My eyes are half-lidded as I anticipate the feeling of his cock stretching me open. When I notice people filing into the salon from outside, led by Felicia my mind spins with excitement at her presence and I can’t help staring at her.

“I’ll go slow,” Craig says moments before his hot tip presses against my drenched folds.

“Fuck,” I say, closing my eyes. Felicia’s fading grin of encouragement is etched in my darkening vision as Craig pushes his cock inside me. “Oh fuck. Fuck.”

His massive tool pushes inside me with an intense but pleasurable ache. It’s a mix of sharp pain as my muscles stretch to accept his meaty shaft that fades into deep pleasure as my body adjusts. He takes his time, and my need ramps up after waves of pleasure erase the pain. He thrusts in slow cycles, pushing inside, then pulling out. I can feel my needy pussy stretch as my lips cling to his retreating shaft. When the firmness of his thighs compresses my ass, my eyes flutter open with a manic grin.

“Now fuck me,” I groan with delight. “I want it. Hard.”

My vision fills with the faces of the other guests, Captain Dick, Izzy, Britt, and the other guest sitting in the encircling sofas, watching me like I’m in the center ring of a sexual circus. I realize I am as Craig drives his massive manhood into me, making me yelp at his sudden punch. His slow retreat has me moaning. My body stiffens to take his next thrust as he goes deep again.

Craig’s hands grip my hips, squeezing firmly, as he pulls my body back when he slams forward. I become his cock sleeve as he fucks me hard. My orgasm tightens into a coil, and I whine with each stroke.

“Fuck me. Fuck me. Make me come. Please. Oh god! Yes! More.”

Aside from Craig’s grunts and the smack of his thighs against my ass, the room is quiet as he ruts into me, snorting like a beast. I’m whining out streams of encouragement as my peak grows. The edge I’ve been riding since I sucked three dicks, then squirmed under three women using my body for their pleasure, only amplifies my need. I’m aching to come but can’t quite crest over the top. I'm desperate for something I can’t describe when I lock eyes with Felicia.

“Please, may I come?” I sputter, looking at her and pleading. “He's fucking me so deep. May I come on his cock?”

She stands and walks toward me, naked. Her hips sway as Craig’s strokes shove my body forward, forcing me to crane my neck to see her while getting railed by her fiancé, and she smiles down at me.

“Come, sweet girl.” Her gruff tone is like a command as she crouches in front of my strained face. “Come all over my fiancé’s cock.”

I whine as she presses her lips to mine, her hands gripping my shoulders, holding me as Craig continues to rut hard into my contracting cunt. Felicia thrusts her tongue between my lips. Her permision unlocks something as I suck on tongue. The room turns bright as my orgasm hits. I gasp out a loud moan as my body clenches, my pussy contracting in ripples around Craig’s shaft, and he mutters a curse while smacking my ass.

“Fuck, she’s so fucking tight when she comes.” His voice is gritty, words coming in bits and pieces. I gaze up, watching Felicia as she watches him over my naked body.

“Fuck her, Craig. Make her shatter. Do it, babe.”

I wail out, screaming as my body seizes and trembles uncontrollably as waves of pleasure sweep me into the bright lights of bliss. One orgasm crashes and then wells into the next as I hold on to the table’s edge. Craig ramps up and then slams deep into me, pressing me forward with the impact. A well of heat blooms in my core as his hips jerk against my ass as he empties his heavy balls into me.

“Oh, fuck,” I mutter as my body slumps down, my knees spreading and legs splaying out.

Craig’s cock slips out, and his heavy frame lowers, pressing me into the table. Felicia is holding my cheeks, kissing my forehead as I relax. I’m dimly aware that I’m the focus of everyone in the room. My eyes close, and my limbs tremble, feeling jolts of pleasure stream through my nerves. I struggle for breath with Craig’s weight on me, but his warm bulk feels comforting, like a weighted blanket.


CHAPTER 12
QUIET CONTEMPLATION



I remember being lifted and wrapping my arms around someone’s neck. My body is still twitching in bliss and rapture, my thoughts swimming in the sensations from my initiation into freeuse sluttery.

“Rest,” a deep voice says.” I’ll be back with water and some food. Don’t get out of bed.”

“Aye, aye,” is what I want to say, but I can’t tell if I made a sound.

I curl into a ball, resting on my side in a bed as I revisit the memories of hedonistic pleasures. Images of hard cocks and slick pussies flash in my mind, along with the sensations of sticky spunk and sweet lady juice coating my tired body. Once Felicia gave me permission, getting railed by Craig pushed me through so many orgasms that I’ve lost count.

“Sweet girl,” I hear her voice, and my eyes blink open, watching her crawl into the bed beside me.

I reach for her, wrapping my arms around her, and start to cry. My emotions are a mess, and all she does is comfort me. I fucked her fiancé, and she still cares. I don’t deserve this, but I breathe out the feeling of guilt and let it go. Everyone knew what was happening; no one was upset with me. Felicia herself encouraged me through two of the rounds of delightful sexual deviancy.

“Shhh,” Felicia coos in my ear, rubbing my back.

“How’s she doing?” Jenny asks as the bed dips beside me.

“I think she’s just raw,” Felicia replies. If I could speak, I’d agree. Felicia kisses my temple, then lifts her head to talk to Jenny. “Do you remember the beach orgy? I was so out of it that first night.”

“Well, we’re here for you, babe.” Jenny rubs my back, then spanks my butt lightly. “You’re stuck with us now. Sorry.”

I laugh at that and twist to lie on my back, looking up at my two sexy friends.

“I think I’ll like it here,” I say, and my eyes soften before tears spill from the bottom lids.

“Oh, honey,” Jenny coos and they both hug me as I cry.

They shift against me, and only then do I realize they are as naked as I am. Their warm bodies feel nice as I allow myself to weep. I’m not sad. Hell, I’m the happiest I’ve been in years. My tears are part joy and something else I can’t name. I sit up to wipe my eyes.

“Water,” Steven says, sitting on the edge of my bed in my tiny stateroom. “Start slow.”

I nod and smile as I take a sip, feeling another wave of emotion as I watch his caring eyes. “I don’t deserve you guys.”

“Too bad,” Brad’s voice carries from the doorway. I see him and Craig leaning inside to watch me. “Like Jenny said, you’re stuck with us.”

Jenny grins but pops up and pulls Steven off my bed. “Give us girls a few minutes, my loves,” she says as she escorts Steven past Brad and Craig. “We’ll be up for dinner in a little bit.”

“What time is it?” I ask as I sit with crossed legs in the middle of my bed. The sky outside is muted, but the small window doesn’t show much other than the waves passing by outside.

“It’s almost sundown, Eight or so,” Felicia says, sitting beside me.

She passes me another bottle, and I take another sip, savoring the cold water as my mind clears. Jenny climbs back in bed, passing Felicia another water bottle. They relax as I stare off into space, sipping the icy water and running my hand over my bed sheets. My room has been cleaned since I was here with Steven after lunch. So much has happened, and I sit quietly, processing my chaotic feelings.

“Are you okay?” Felicia asks, reaching and holding my hand.

“Yes,” I say and nod firmly. “I am fine. Great even. That was intense, but I don’t regret it.”

Glancing down, I finger the green rubber band still around my wrist. Then, I notice that Jenny and Felicia are wearing the same rubber bands. I glance up at them, and they grin broadly.

“We’ve done this with these guys in the past,” Jenny says. “We were hoping to practice freeuse again before the island.”

“But then I boarded,” I say, and I can’t help but frown.

“No.” Felicia grabs my hand. “And then you boarded. You added to the experience, Hailey. You didn’t keep us back.”

“Absolutely,” Jenny agrees with her friend. “We are so happy to meet you and have been excited to see you accept us as friends. We are used to more judgmental attitudes toward our non-monogamous ways. We mean it when we say you’re stuck with us. We’re friends now. It’s as simple as that.”

“One hundred percent,” Felicia says and squeezes my hand.

I smile at them both but my eyes start leaking again, and I laugh through my tears. They hug me close, and we all rest in the embrace. When I pull back and wipe my eyes, I take a long, soothing breath, then blow it out.

“I’m happy to be friends with you guys,” I say, taking their hands. “Apart from my relationship with my sister, I haven’t had a lot of people in my corner. I’m looking forward to the rest of this cruise. Whatever happens, I want to remain friends.”

We share another group hug and then I tug at the bracelet. “Can we take this off if we need a break?”

“Yes, of course,” Felicia says, slipping hers off and holding it in her hand. Jenny does the same, along with me. “It’s a sign of your consent. By taking it off, you’re retracting consent. If you put it back on, freeuse starts up again. No one will judge you for taking breaks.”

“I have a lot to learn. But I need to shower before dinner. As much as I love you two, I need space to wash up. I’ll meet you up there?”

“You bet,” Jenny says, grinning as she hops to her feet. The three of us hug at my door, and I take a moment to enjoy the closeness. Even as they leave my room, I don’t feel alone anymore, and that’s beautiful.

After I close the door behind them, I rest my fingers on the lock. Pulling back without locking it, I realize I’ve never felt safer in my room than I do now. I walk into the shower, my joints and muscles aching as I turn on the hot water. I stand in the heated spray as it stings my skin, basking in the sensation. Then, as I begin to feel calm, I smile and start soaping up my body.

Working my braids free, I wash my hair and then add conditioner. I rinse in the spray until I feel clean. It’s like a new day, and I pick out a sundress for dinner. I won’t wear any panties, and I won’t worry about my breasts bouncing. I am comfortable in my skin, and it’s the first time I remember feeling this way in a long time.

“Thank you, Holly” I say softly as I head up the ladder to the aft deck and a meal with my new friends.
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The thrill of newfound freedom tingles through my veins

Enjoying a quiet breakfast with my cruise companions, I reflect on the whirlwind of experiences since embarking. A call with my sister Holly reassures me about our upcoming island visit. Her support means the world as I embrace this journey of self-discovery.

Steven and I share a tender moment at the ship's bow as we approach Cozumel. Our connection deepens with each passing day, stirring unexpected emotions. Our group unwinds at a beautiful beach resort, savoring delicious food and easy conversation.

As I relax in the tropical breeze, I ponder my future. This cruise has opened my eyes to new possibilities, and I'm eager to see where this path leads.

With two more stops before our unique island destination, I'm determined to make the most of every moment with my new friends.


Starting over is the most frightening thing we have to do. The fear is that it will never be the same, but that is also the promise of a new beginning.


I am not afraid of storms, for I am learning how to sail my ship.

LOUISA MAY ALCOTT


FOLLOWING SEAS


CHAPTER 1
NIGHT MOVES



At the end of my first day of consenting to freeuse with my cruise mates, Captain Dick joins the six of us for a quiet, three-course, gourmet dinner. Izzy and Britt provide first-class service while I enjoy the rich, succulent seafood in the company of my new friends, making it one of the best meals I can remember. I focus on being present as Captain Dick asks us questions and participates in the ongoing conversation. It's difficult because everyone participated in the sinful soiree in the parlor adjacent to the dining room only a few hours ago. After dinner, we return to the main salon to enjoy cocktails and soft jazz. The carpet has been vacuumed, and the cushions are covered with a different pattern. All in all, I can’t tell that this room was the location of my freeuse deflowering.

The conversation flows naturally as we openly discuss life, work, and challenges. I learn more about their children and other friends. The name Christi is brought up repeatedly as Jenny and Felicia tell me about their decadent adventures in swinging. I’m happy to pay attention and listen to the lively discussion. But every time I glance at the circular table, my body flushes with arousal at the reminder of being the center of everyone’s attention. Steven runs his hand up my thigh as the room quiets, squeezing slightly. Captain Dick is on my opposite side and mirrors the movement along my other leg.

Glancing at the two other couples who are already kissing, the muted sexual energy in the room ramps up. None of us wore the green rubber bracelets indicating consent to unrestricted freeuse of our bodies, but the two other couples are committed partners with implied consent. I’m single and sitting between two masculine bachelors, and I need to show them I’m open to taking it further, but I'm shy and strangely nervous. Who should make the first move? Should I grab Captain Dick’s dick? Should I grab Steven’s hand and lift it to my breast so he knows how hard my nipples are?

As if on cue, Felicia and Craig rise together, and she winks at me as he leads her downstairs to our staterooms. Jenny pulls Brad to his feet, turning to grin at me as she pushes him toward the steep ladder. The men beside me stir, and I twist to look at each of them in turn. Their eyes focus on mine as their hands run along my thighs, slipping under the skirt of my sundress. I close my eyes and softly moan as my legs spread open.

“Do I need to put on my green bracelet?” I ask, fluttering my eyes open. “Or can I just ask that you both take me to my cabin and use me for your pleasure?”

“That’s enough for me,” Steven says, his hand lifting to squeeze my breast through the thin cotton of my top.

“I'm going to check with the night watch,” Dick replies in his commanding tone. “We’re due in port at Cozumel in the morning. Once I’m comfortable with our course, I’d like to join you in your stateroom. I won’t be able to stay all night.”

“I’d love for you to join us.” I'm breathless as Steven’s hand kneads my breast, his other hand sliding along my thigh. “I’ll leave my door unlocked.”

“I won’t be long,” Dick says as he rises, leaving me alone with Steven.

When Steven pulls away, I whimper, watching him loom over me. I recognize the darkness in his eyes as he looks at me. Slumped back against the sofa, legs spread, my skirt pulled high up my open thighs, I shiver but rest, waiting for him to make the first move.

“Strip.” Steven’s husky voice drills into my head, and I lean forward, reaching behind my head. I rise off the cushion as I pull my sundress over my naked body, then drape it over the sofa behind me. Standing naked and shivering with desire, I peer up at Steven with my head bowed. He steps forward, grabs me by the waist, and quickly lifts me, pulling me against his chest. I swing my legs up, whining at the slight ache from the activities I’ve enjoyed since embarking.

“Good girl, Hang on.” Steven moves toward the narrow stairway leading down to our staterooms while I wrap my arms around his neck, heels digging into his firm rump. A flash of worry passes through my thoughts as he steps down the ladder, gripping me with one arm around my waist. His other hand grips the rail as he lowers us carefully to the next deck.

“I can still walk,” I complain, grinning at the handsome man. “Though the look in your eyes makes my knees weak.”

“I’ve got you, Hailey.” His serious tone has me trembling. What does he mean by that?

“I know you do,” I admit, looking at him as a sense of peace mixes with my rising arousal.

My rigid nipples run over the soft linen of the button-down shirt he wore to dinner. His erection sways against my liquifying core as he slowly climbs down the step. We’d already be in bed if he’d let me walk, I think to myself. That thought is erased as the motion moves my body along his muscular frame, his thickness rocking against my soaked pussy lips. I tighten my thighs, not to hold on, but to grind against the heated ridge burning through his clothes.

“You’re such a needy girl.” Steven’s teasing growl makes my core well with arousal.

“You make me needy,” I reply, then lean to kiss him as he hits the deck near the lounge in front of our staterooms.

He kisses me back, his growl of arousal rumbling up his chest as I press my tits against him. We fit together in the context of this cruise, being the two single guests. I wonder if I’d be so drawn to him if he were married or had a girlfriend. I tamp down the jealousy welling inside me at the thought because it’s an emotion I don’t want to entertain. I want to sink into the bliss of being his for the night. At my door, Steven turns the handle and presses inside. The door swings shut behind him, and my world cants when he lays me on my bed. I grip my breasts, pulling at the stiff points as Steven strips out of his clothes.

“On your hands and knees, facing the door.” Steven’s commanding whisper compels me to respond eagerly, and I twist onto my belly before rising on my hands and knees. My body is shivering with lust as my need builds, watching him grip his thick rod, stroking slowly. I focus on his pearlescent precum oozing from the slit as he approaches. My mouth opens as I extend my tongue, lapping at the drop before I seal my lips over his spongy tip.

I never want this cruise to end.


CHAPTER 2
TORRID THREESOME



Steven’s warm hands skim over my shoulders as I suckle on his broad crown. His masculine scent overwhelms me as I suck his stiff shaft to the back of my throat. He pumps his hips gently, probing and coaxing a gluck sound as I fight my gag reflex. I chase his bobbing shaft as he rocks his hips, pulling it from my mouth, and I glance up to see his grin.

“You really enjoy sucking cock, don’t you?”

“I do,” I say, lifting my hand to grip his shaft and pull him closer and then suck him back into my mouth. I swirl my tongue, moaning at his musky flavor, then slide off and coat his dick with my spit as I lick down his length. “It’s something I didn’t do much when I was married,” I admit, pushing away the memories of sadness. “I’m so glad you enjoy it. I love being a cock-sucking slut for you.”

I push my head down, relaxing and swallowing as I ponder why I’ve taken to sucking dick. I love how he fills my mouth, the heat of his skin, the steel stiffness under his warm flesh. The sounds he makes as I pleasure him orally flow into my ears and travel directly to my clit. I want him to lose control and coat my throat with his seed, but I also want him to fuck me. Hard.

We lock eyes as I rock my head up and down his cock. His hands shift under me, cupping my swaying breasts. His hands fill with my flesh as he kneads my mounds. He’s going slow, like he’s waiting for something. When the door to my stateroom squeaks open, I remember. Captain Dick is joining us, and I pull off Steven’s dick to smile at the handsome sailor.

“Got started without me?” Dick says, quickly unbuttoning a few buttons and then pulling his uniform shirt over his head.

“I kept it slow.” Steven steps away from the bed. “I wanted to share her with you; she’s become insatiable.”

Dick is barefoot; the crew doesn’t wear shoes as they serve us, but I don’t care to ask why. I look at him while I’m on all fours facing him. I lick my lips when he pushes his shorts down and releases his cock. My mind flicks back to taking him in my mouth after I pulled on the green bracelet earlier in the afternoon. The excitement from wearing the brand of a freeuse slut has me shivering with lust.

No words need to be said as Dick gives his stiff shaft a stroke and steps to the edge of the bed. I lean toward him and suck the tip of his cock, swirling my tongue around the crown as I stare up at him. He combs my curls away from my eyes so he can stare down at me, his fingers coaxing my red tresses into a bundle that he grips with one hand, pulling but not yanking.

“You take my cock so well.” His commanding voice echoes in my head as I push deeper down his length.

Emitting a moan of desire, I pull back and slide my mouth up and down his shaft. He tastes different than Steven; all of the men are unique but also sexy as fuck. I dip my head and suck his swollen crown between my lips and push down until he stretches my throat. My moan of pleasure and surprise when Steven’s hand cups my pussy vibrates Dick's skin. Steven fondles my leaking sex from behind, trailing his fingertips along my sensitive lips. Dick’s cock pulls out with a pop when I sway back, seeking more friction from Steven. Peeking up at his face, I spit on his throbbing prick, then stroke up and down his length.

“I want both of you inside me,” I breathe out as I flick my gaze back at Steven.

“You let us worry about that, “Dick growls as his fingers tighten in my hair, pulling my cheek against his rigid shaft.

The bed moves as I roll my neck, and my slick saliva coating his shaft spreads along my cheek. I nod, opening my mouth and letting out a moan as he slips between my lips again. His precum flows over my tongue, and I suck on the tip pulling more of his essence into my mouth. The bed dips behind me as Steven grips my hip, and I tremble with need as he drags the head of his cock through my drenched folds.

I focus on sucking him deeper into my throat while gazing into Dick's dark orbs. His gaze is hypnotic, and I can’t look away as he thrusts into my maw until I gag when he taps the back of my throat. Pulling back, he grips and holds my head still as he works his hips, plowing his crown into me with short, slow strokes.

God, why won’t he throat-fuck me?

The thought is both foreign and arousing as I tremble with lust. At the mercy of two men I’d only met yesterday, I’m a willing slut for them, only wanting more. The shards of my memory from my lifestyle as a secluded, unsatisfied wife shatter in a blaze of bliss as Steven drives into me with a firm, steady stroke.

As he throbs in my tight channel, his balls compress against my sensitive lips. Dick plunges his tool deeper, and I swallow perfectly, taking him into my throat. I stare at him as memories of my past life flicker. The two men take turns plunging their cocks deep inside my slutty holes, dissolving the stale memories of trying to be a proper housewife. My concerns flee as I cycle through the lurid details of this sailing adventure.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Steven says, picking up his pace. He slams into me harshly before drawing back slowly while Dick plumbs the depths of my throat. My brain blanks in the bliss of these studs using my body for their pleasure. Lust simmers inside me as I steadily gaze into the dark eyes of the captain. My overwhelming lust is reflected in my companions' expressions and motions as my core tightens.

Flashes of sucking their cocks, along with Brad’s in the salon, flow through my synapses as I moan and whimper around Dick. Echoes of Craig’s powerful thrusts earlier meld with Steven’s long, firm strokes. The memory of the look in Felicia’s eyes as I came on her financé’s cock, has me dizzy with need. Everything is hyper-sensitive as the two men take me. My scream echoes in my stateroom as I come hard. I’m not ashamed when I hungrily lean forward, stuffing my mouth and throat with the captain's thick manhood. Steven’s relentless railing of my clenching cunt pushes me to the edge of another climax. My vision blanks as I tumble over, savoring how they use me for their sexual cravings.

Steven throbs as he shoves in deep, and a swell of heat erupts inside my pussy, pushing me over another peak. I moan with delight savoring his releases as my core milks his cock, emptying his balls inside me. Musky, salty heat fills my mouth as Dick pumps thick ropes of cum inside me. My body trembles uncontrollably as we all shudder through our orgasms.

Too soon, Dick draws his cock from my mouth, causing me to whimper as I gaze up at him with lust. He leans down, his tongue playing with mine, coated with his spunk, as we sink into a passionate kiss. Steven slides free, and I whine against Dick’s lips as he, too, shifts away. I roll over, spreading my legs, my hand dropping to my pussy and pressing my fingers inside as I pose with my legs lewdly spread, open for these men to take another turn. Dick grins as he stands and looks for his shorts while Steven slides beside me and pulls me against his chest.

“I don’t want to leave, but I need to check on our course,” Dick explains as he departs. “You’re such a good little slut, Hailey. I want to use all your holes tonight.”

My face heats as I bask in his praise, grinning as I roll to my side. The captain leaves, and Steven drags me against him, pulling covers over us as I sink into bliss from another round of mind-blowing sex.

“Shhh. Relax, Hailey,” he says, his lips at my ear. “Rest for a moment. I’m not done with you yet.”

I smile and nod, wrapping my hand around his forearm and kissing his bicep. Why do I hope he’ll never be done with me? I don’t want to fall for a man I barely know, do I? I relax into the pleasure still streaming through my nerves as I close my eyes and steady my breath in the comfort of Steven’s arms.


CHAPTER 3
CAPPUCCINO



I’m awake before Steven, sliding out of bed before turning and kissing his cheek on my way to the bathroom. He looks beautiful, like a Greek god, as he rolls onto his back. I want to lick along the ridges of his well-defined abs, follow the contour of his V, and suck his cock. But instead, I slowly back into the head, and shower quickly. He’s still resting when I slip on a new teal blue bikini and wrap a silky robe around my damp body. Pulling the green rubber bracelet on one wrist, I lean and kiss his cheek again, then leave to find coffee and food. I’m starving, and my mind is spinning while I try to find meaning in the dream-like events of yesterday.

There is movement in the salon, the light thumping of feet on the deck above, so I climb the ladder to see who else is up. Jenny and Felicia lean against the bar, talking with Britt, and I walk toward them, grinning. Their bikinis are skimpier than mine, and their wraps are more see-through. I wonder if I’ll need to update my wardrobe. I’m startled by Izzy buzzing past me to the bar, carrying some trays of delicious-smelling food.

“Excuse me, Hailey,” she says with a grin over her shoulder before twisting back to slide the trays on the bar counter beside my new friends. “Can I get you some coffee?”

“I’d love a cappuccino,” I say, then smile at my friends as they turn their heads with happy smiles. “Did you two sleep well?”

“Eventually,” Jenny grins. “Brad was still worked up from the afternoon and wanted to roleplay.”

“Yeah, Craig was voracious last night.” Felicia sighs as she lifts her cup of coffee to her lips. “It’s best they sleep in and get some rest.”

They join me, filling our plates with the breakfast offerings Izzy brought up from the galley, and we settle into chairs around the table while the two young stews deliver freshly prepared cappuccinos. The two stews smile at me, and the memory of Izzy grinding herself on my thigh the previous day flickers in my psyche. My core clenches as my mind plays through the previous day’s events.

Yesterday, I broke my freeuse cherry with three amazing scenes. Smiling into my cup of creamy caffeine, I reflect on the sinfully salacious interludes that began with a trip of the men showering me with their seed. Then Izzy joined Jenny and Felicia, rubbing themselves against me until they fell apart, trembling from their orgasms. Finally, Craig manhandled me, fucking me stupid until I shattered around his cock, coming in uncontrollable waves while everyone watched.

My cheeks heat as the memories spike my libido, and I bite my lip and smile at my two new friends. We eat quietly, even as we all look at each other. I'm not ashamed of my activities. Enjoying sex with both of their men doesn’t faze me. I keep waiting for guilt or shame to rise alongside my building arousal. Instead, an odd calmness flows through me as my body heats up, my nipples tightening against the tight bikini top. I notice Jenny and Felicia are experiencing similar feelings as we fuel our bodies for a new day.

While recalling the series of mind-shattering orgasms yesterday is lovely, it’s the care and concern my new friends and lovers showered me with that made the difference. They showed me care and love at every turn, and the whole day was a bonding experience that left me more whole than I’d ever felt in my failed marriage. Maybe it’s just the happy sex chemicals spinning in my brain, but I don’t discount my affection for the two beautiful women enjoying breakfast beside me.

Captain Dick walks in, looking around the half-empty salon before slowly turning back to us. I grin at him, recalling my second turn with him and Steven after we rested and the captain checked our course. I blush, remembering how his big dick stretched my anus as Steven's cock filled my pussy from below. Dick’s eyes lock on mine, then drop to look at my hands holding my cup. I blink with confusion, then see what he’s staring at—the green band still looped around my wrist.

I tilt my head, glancing at Felicia and Jenny’s wrists. They aren’t wearing the telltale bracelet that identifies the wearer as a freeuse slut. I shiver as my core clenches when the captain takes a step closer to me. I look up, place my cup down carefully on the table, and wait for him to use me for his needs.

I realize I’m ready for anything. I’ll suck his cock. I’ll bend over the table while he takes me from behind. I even crave the fullness of his cock stretching my backside again. My eyes drift shut when Dick combs his fingers through my hair. He tightens his grip, levers my head back, and captures my mouth with his. My tongue tangles with his, showing him how eager I am for his attention. It's slutty to kiss him so wantonly, but I don’t retreat from his ardent desire. He parts the kiss, combs through my hair, and then plucks at the wristband as I whimper.

“We’ll be entering Mexican waters soon,” he explains with a comforting smile. “Unfortunately, I need to suspend the freeuse rules. I need to focus on piloting and getting us moored.”

I nod as my slow thoughts sort through his words, then frown slightly. “I’d forgotten I had it on,” I admit with a shrug.

“Where are the men?” Dick asks, turning to Jenny and Felicia.

“We wore them out.” Jenny giggles.

“This is why we need that freeuse excursion,” Felicia boldly claims. “We’re too much for them. Just like Hailey is too much for poor Steven.”

I giggle, then quiet at the unexpected sight of Steven entering the space. I quickly grab my cup and sip to hide my blush. He grins, nodding at Felicia as he sits across from me.

“It’s true,” he says, waving to Britt to bring him coffee. “Hailey’s stamina is surprising for a first-timer.”

I blush harder and take another sip, but pride builds inside me. I faced the challenge of doing something new, and I succeeded. My desire for more is tempered by knowing we’ll soon be on an island dedicated to hedonistic, freeuse pleasures. For the first time since Holly explained her lifestyle to me over the phone, I understand why she enjoys it. Brad and Craig arrive, sharing smiles with me as they sit across from their partners. The men help themselves to the breakfast platters along the center of the table.

“We should be moored alongside the quay in Cozumel by noon,” Captain explains, standing to the side. “You’ll have the opportunity to shop in town and see the sights, but we need to cast off by dinnertime for the tides. Do you want to eat while you’re off the ship?”

The six of us look at each other. Lost in my sex-addled thoughts, I’d forgotten we were visiting a cruise location, so I let my companions decide with a shrug. “It’s up to y’all. I’m just glad to hang out with you.”

Brad speaks for the group. “I checked out some websites when I noticed we had internet. There’s a beach resort that looked like fun.”

“Good. They are generally excellent a few miles from the port but shy away from drinking water unless it’s from a bottle you open,” Captain Dick explains.

“Wait. Do we have internet access?” I ask, putting together Brad's explanation and twisting to look at Dick. “Will I be able to call my sister?”

“Finish breakfast, then come up to the bridge with your cell phone,” the captain says. I’m unsure of their location, but you can try. We can try the satellite number, too.”


CHAPTER 4
CATCHING UP



After breakfast, I detour to my cabin to grab my cell phone, then walk toward the bow. I have a vague idea of where the bridge is, and I orient myself from what I remember from different cruise documentaries. After more than two days at sea, the ship has become more familiar despite my being distracted by an abundance of sex with my cruise mates.

Climbing the stairs, I push open a hatch and walk down the narrow walkway. An open hatch appears near the end of the deck, and the tall mast looming on the bow tells me I’m close to the bridge. Turning into the compartment, I smile at Dick standing behind a small wheel. He turns as he notices me and winks.

“I expected it to be bigger,” I say, then blush when I realize my eyes have dropped to the level of his crotch. My eyes widen, and I bite my lip. “The wheel, I mean.”

Dick’s good-natured laugh relaxes me, but now I’m thinking of the bulge in his shorts. Did it just grow bigger? I’ve become a nymphomaniac.

“You want to try calling Holly?” Dick asks, ignoring my horny innuendo.

“If we can. I’m excited we can see each other,” I say before chewing my lip. “I’m nervous about what will happen during the excursion, though.”

The captain walks to a high bench against the bulkhead, grabbing his bulky satphone off the surface. He rises, sits on the leather bench, and pats the seat beside him. I climb up, slightly self-conscious that I’m in a teal bikini under a silky robe that is loose and open, exposing lots of skin. Cool air pours from an air conditioning vent, making goose bumps erupt over my bare skin.

He presses a few buttons on the phone and then hands it to me with a smile. I hold it to my ear, and the strange ring starts with a steady cadence. A baritone voice answers. “Dick, glad you called.”

“Um, hi!” I say brightly to the unfamiliar voice. “Uh, I’m Hailey. Holly’s sister. Is she there?” I don’t know who answered, but I assume it is her boyfriend, the captain. Dick squeezes my shoulder, then slides back to stand over his console.

“Good to meet you, Hailey,” the deep baritone on the line says. “I’ll get Holly. I know she wants to talk with you.”

“You can talk here or on the bridge wing if you need privacy.” Dick offers.

“I trust you.” I smile, then cross one knee over the other as I admire Dick’s backside in his Bermuda shorts.

I’m daydreaming about dropping to my knees to pleasure the captain while he’s at the wheel when my sister breaks me out of my reverie.

“HAILEY!” she shrieks into my ear, causing me to wince. “Oh my god, I’m glad you called. Turns out my ship is going to the same island you’re visiting for the… uh… thing.” She quiets to her usual volume as she struggles to phrase what’s in my future. “I swear, I didn’t know we’d be there together when I bought your tickets. I don’t want to make it awkward.”

“It’s fine, Holly,” I say, realizing I mean it. We’re two grown women. I’m not sexually attracted to my sister. The last few days have relaxed my reservations about living an open and active sex life. I’m at peace that she understands more than I do about what I’ll experience. “This cruise has been wild. I’m enjoying myself.”

“Good. That’s what I wanted for you.” Her voice relaxes, and she sighs. "You deserve so much more than your boring ex-husband.”

“I’ve turned that page,” I say softly. “We can talk about something else.”

“We’ll be there tomorrow,” Holly says. “The new owners of our ship also own the island, and we need to help set up your excursion. When do you arrive?”

“We’ll be in Cozumel today, then cruise tonight and spend the next day in Costa Maya. Then, sail to the island and arrive the following morning. I guess you’ll be there to meet us?”

“Yep! I’ll be on the pier waving!” Her laugh is infectious, and I smile at the thought. “I have duties with the owners during the excursion. So, I want you to relax and have fun. I’ll be sure to catch up after it’s over. There will be more… um… festivities after the freeuse portion.”

“Oh,” I say, then tap my lip with a fingernail. “I was a bit anxious—if we both …uhm…”

“Yeah, no.” Holly laughs. “I'm a bit of a voyeur, don’t get me wrong. But I’m not up to watching my big sis in slut mode.” She laughs joyously, and I laugh with her. “I want you to enjoy yourself, sister. You deserve just to let loose. Do you know what color you’re going to choose?”

“Uhm…” I say with a mix of calmness at her not being there and anxiety about how much I should share.

“You don’t have to tell me,” she offers, and I can tell she’s nervous.

“Green,” I blurt out. “I’m wearing green for the excursion. I’ve already practiced the last couple of days.”

“You what? Oh, that’s amaaaazing! I want you to tell me all about it when you’re willing. This shakedown cruise has been crazy. We can share some stories if it doesn’t make you uncomfortable.”

I pause as my mind flips back to the past few days. How I let go of my inhibitions from the moment we left port. The memories of what Steven, Dick, and Brad did with me, and remembering Felicia and Jenny, along with Izzy, tangling with me on the table. I shiver as I recall how Craig dominated my body and fucked me the hardest in front of everyone. Finally, last night with Steven and Dick. I want to tell Holly about parts of my experience. I’m unsure where to start or how much to share.

“I’ve accepted that I’m bisexual. I’m proud of who I am,” I say, confident in my sexuality for the first time in my life.

“Me too!” Holly laughs. “Seriously, good for you. I’m proud of you. That’s a big first step. I only realized it after I stowed away on Captain’s ship. Speaking of, he’s signaling I should get off the phone.”

“I love you, Holly,” I say quietly and thoughtfully. “Thank you for your surprising gift. I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to explain how much it means to me.”

“I love you too, sister. Here, say goodbye to Captain.” I can picture her smiling face as her laughs cut away.

“Hailey.” the captain’s voice is low but comforting. “Call me Mike, please. I look forward to meeting you soon.”

“Me too, Mike,” I reply before continuing. “Thank you for taking care of my baby sister. I feel like you saved her from some bad choices.”

“You're welcome,” Mike says. “She’s worth protecting. See you soon.”

The phone disconnects, and I look at the satellite handset as the lights turn off. A mix of emotions swim in my thoughts, but I'm proud of myself and Holly. I'm relieved that she will be occupied elsewhere during my freeuse time and excited for the next phase of this trip. I slide off the bench and walk to Dick, wrapping my arms around him.

“Sounds like it got sorted,” Dick says, squeezing my hand against his chest.

“Thank you,” I say, then pause. “Thank you for looking out for me.”

Mike’s words echo in my head as I lean against the warmth of Dick’s back. I realize Dick’s been my protector since we met when I embarked on the Pineapple Princess. My thoughts drift to Steven, who’s also been beside me the most during this life-changing trip. I kiss behind his ear, then drift off the bridge and into the bright sun on the deck.


CHAPTER 5
QUEEN OF THE WORLD



Walking aft along the sun deck, I find four bodies swaying in the hot tub. Jenny looks cozy in Brad’s lap while Felicia straddles Craig facing him with her arms around his neck. As I get closer, I realize they're just hanging out and talking in the bubbly water. Their easy physicality is comforting and pings another reminder of the frigidity between my ex-husband and me.

“Where’s Steven?” I ask when I’m close enough.

Brad and Jenny turn and smile at me, their cheeks pressed lightly together. “He went forward. I thought he might be looking for you,” Brad replies.

“Yeah, we’re all talking about the beach resort,” Jenny says. “It's going to be wonderful to relax on the beach.”

“I trust it will be great. I’m going to find Steven.” I smile before reversing and walking toward the bow.

Their voices fade away in the breeze as I walk forward. I don’t remember seeing him near the bridge on this deck, so I take an exterior ladder down to a lower deck. Even though I’m walking toward the bow, this level reminds me of being with him on the stern as we left port. The water is moving past the hull quickly, and the engines thrum as the ship sways in the current.

I see Steven on the forecastle, near the very tip of the bow. He’s holding on to the handrails, leaning into the wind, and I smile at the sight. He’s bare-chested, wearing boardshorts that, while baggy, hug his firm ass. He’s been my steady companion on this cruise, and I’ve soaked up his caring attention.

“Are you king of the world?” I shout because the wind is loud in my ears. He turns and grins, then lets go of one handrail and beckons me closer.

“Come here. I’ll keep you safe.”

“I know you will,” I say, stepping in front of him with only a thin sliver of the deck between my toes at the edge of the bow. “Don’t let go,” I say as the boat rocks, and I sway from a slight vertigo attack.

“Never.” He slides his arm around my waist, pulling me back into his warm chest. I close my eyes as the word echoes in my mind and drift into a fantasy about what it might mean.

Gripping the handrail near me as he anchors me against his body, I stare out ahead of us and see the looming port of Cozumel in the distance. The humid air smells different this close to land, more raw and acrid and I wrinkle my nose, even as I take in the beauty around us. All I wanted to do was find Steven. Now that I’m this close, the heat of his chest pressing against my back, a welling desire builds between my thighs. Our first affair on the stern of the ship plays in my mind as I remember how he pushed me to orgasm with his fingers as I hung over the rail leaving Galveston. I recall my first taste of his delicious cock as I dropped to my knees to blow him as the port faded behind us. The view of the shore creeps closer and mixes with the waves crashing under the bow. The sinful memories of departing Galveston ripple through my consciousness, and I rock back into him. I push back against his thick, firm length that’s tenting his swim trunks and grind against him slowly.

“You’re being naughty,” Steven says, kissing behind my ear. “The captain is right above us, steering us into port.”

“You like me naughty.” I reach between us and slide my hand inside his shorts. He’s rock hard as I grip and slowly pull along his shaft. “It seems poetic to fuck on the way in since we left port with you in my mouth.” I bite my lip, surprised by my words and even more so by the slickness coating my thighs. I’d hardly have to move for Steven to fill me with his rigid prick. I know his broad shoulders and muscular torso mask me from Dick watching from the bridge. Letting go of the rail, I pull the thin wrap away from us, baring my ass and leaving just our swimwear as I sway against him.

“Needy slut,” he growls, nipping the top of my ear.

“That’s not a no,” I purr, stroking his dick, shifting his shorts down in the front.

“You are so needy,” Steven says gruffly as he lets go of the rail and reaches for me, pushing my bikini bottoms down until my ass is bare and they dangle around my knees. “Don’t scream. Your voice carries to the bridge.”

“Yes, sir,” I moan as I lean forward and pull his cock closer, angling it down until the tip presses along my cleft. Swaying his hips, he glides through the slick arousal coating my thighs. “I need you inside me.”

My brazen yearning is evident in my rough tone. I wriggle my hips, trying to find the right angle for him to thrust into me. I’m lost in the sensations flowing through my body. This hunk of a man is hard… for me. He wants my pussy clenching around him as much as I crave him there. His hand grips my waist firmly.

“Stop,” he growls. I whimper, aching for him to fill me. “I’ll take care of the angle, just hold still.”

I freeze but sway forward as the bow pitches. The scenery shifts as the boat rocks and tilts to the side as we turn toward the port. I drop one hand down in front, my fingers grazing Steven’s crown, and guide him into my slick heat. He drops slightly, his knees flexing as his cock pushes in. I rock back, my head nodding forward as he slides into my feverish cunt.

“Fuck me,” I pant softly with my head down. The water is streaming below us as I play with my clit, tightening my core to squeeze Steven’s prick.

“Fuck, Hailey,” Steven says as he starts cycling in time with the sway of the boat. “How can you be so wet and still so fucking tight?”

“Don’t stop,” I say, turning my head to look over my shoulder. “Don’t stop. Keep fucking me.”

Our eyes meet, and I sink into his sexy gaze. Our bodies are in sync as we flex our hips and thighs, and our fucking quickens. His hips smack against my ass as he drives into me at a steady pace. I can’t look away from his eyes as his face tightens, masking his lust.

“You're so good at this,” I say, gazing into his eyes. The bridge wing behind us darkens with a silhouette of Captain Dick looking forward, lowering his binoculars enough that I know he’s watching Steven’s ass flex in time with our ribald rhythm. “God, make me come.”

Dizzy with lust, I lean forward, gripping the rail with both hands. The ship’s prow slices through the water as outlines of dolphins crisscross under the surface. Steven speeds up, his firm thrusts slapping into my ass, and I know he’s as close as I am.

“Fill me up, please. Fuck I’m⁠—”

I crash into an orgasm, and the day turns brighter as my body stiffens. He slams into me, arching his back as he shoves his cock as deep into me as he can. When his heat expands in my clenching cunt, my lips curl into a wild grin. Leaning my head back into Steven’s shoulder, I crane my neck as his head looms beside my cheek. He captures my lips with a growl as we sink into a passionate kiss.

My knees steady after my orgasm fades as he stands taller. His cock slips out, and I reach back to stroke his shaft, now coated with our spending. Steven pulls his shorts up as I retract my hand, lifting it to my lips to clean the sinful syrup from my fingers and palm. I smile at him as I reach down, pulling my bottoms back up my thighs and wriggling my hips as I fit the thin material back against my leaking pussy.

We hold still for a moment and then I swing around and embrace him tightly.

“Thank you,” I whisper in his ear. “Would you like to escort me to my stateroom? I need a shower before we dock.”

“Right behind you,” Steven says, turning as I lead us back to the interior.

I glance up and wave at Captain Dick as he watches us leave. Two of the deck crew pass us as we return, and I bite my lip, realizing how close we’d been to getting caught by the crew.


CHAPTER 6
FONDNESS



Steven

Hailey and I must prepare for a day at the beach resort. Although she offers to share a shower again, I refuse, explaining that we need to be quick. Our time in port is limited, and we can’t be late. She agrees, and we separate in the passageway outside our staterooms. I wash and rinse quickly, my mind still abuzz with the public fuck on the bow. I shake my head, focusing on my clothes: a button-down, tropical shirt, a pair of tan cargo shorts, and leather sandals seem like a good choice. I slip my passport and wallet in one of the side pockets and button it securely.

Waiting in the passageway for Hailey, I expect her to take a long time. Jenny always took longer than Brad, though Felicia usually is ready quicker. But it's not long before Hailey’s door opens, and she steps out, wearing another sundress and sandals. The material isn’t transparent like the wraps she wears over her bikinis, but it still displays her familiar curves that I find so enticing.

“Well, what do you think?” Hailey asks, twirling slowly. She stops and looks up at me, chewing her bottom lip. She’s so cute, and her sexuality has blossomed in the few days we’ve known each other.

“You look amazing,” I say, grinning and taking her hand to escort her up on deck.

“You think so?” she asks with a giggle. “After wearing little more than my bikinis, I feel overdressed.”

I smile over at her as we top the ladder into the main salon, walking past the familiar parlor and the table where Hailey had her freeuse cherry popped. The memory of her indulging in the pleasures of all of her new friends has me rising to the occasion. I didn’t think I’d be so into her when we first met. Now, she’s on my mind constantly.

“We’re going to be out in public now.” I squeeze her fingers. “It is a bit weird after you’ve gotten used to being naked for an extended time.”

“Oh,” Hailey says, her eyes trailing down my side. “You always seem to be wearing shorts. Unfortunately.”

I laugh, and she grins her spectacular smile. I don’t think she understands how attractive she is, both in looks and personality. I know she’s just off a divorce, which I don’t know anything about. I know nothing about her past except that she has a sister on another sailboat like this one. I don’t know what she does for a living. Those details have never been important with other girls I’ve played with.

Being single and active in the swinging lifestyle is different than dating. I know a lot of other women, but they’re all married and have active, non-monogamous relationships with other people. I don’t judge. I want the women I sleep with to not cheat on their husbands, and I’m not comfortable with being a degrading bull playing into a humiliation kink. Lately, I’ve only really played with the small circle formed around Jenny.

I knew Christi was a swinger before we met at Jenny’s beach house. But we didn’t run in the same circles until that fateful weekend orgy that capped off Jenny’s hotwife awakening. Between those two and Felicia, I get invited to enough playdates to be satisfied sexually. When Brad offered me a ticket to join them as a single, I assumed that I’d continue to be a stunt dick for Jenny and Felicia. Meeting Hailey on the pier and getting to know her as we departed Galveston was a happy surprise. She was skittish at first, which was to be expected. I never want to push a woman into something she hasn’t fully consented to.

When she asked the captain if she could practice freeuse before we arrived on the island, it surprised me. Since then, we’ve spent little time apart. Brad and Craig always swing back to being with their sexy spouses, so it isn’t surprising that the last few days have been more couple-ish for them. I'm happy to continue learning about Hailey and watching her play with my friends. As much as I enjoy Jenny and Felicia, Hailey’s been the one I seek out more and more.

That’s weird for me, but I kind of like it.

“Hey.” Hailey squeezes my hand. “It was just a flirty joke.”

Lost in my reminiscing, it takes me a moment to replay our conversation.

“I know, I’m just …”

She looks up at me, biting that distracting lip. “Just…?”

“I was thinking about how we’ve become friends since we met.”

“A little more than that, don’t you think?” Her smile makes me grin back.

“Definitely.”

We go quiet again, hanging back and following the rest of our party off the ship and down the pier. Brad is in the lead, with Jenny on his arm. Felicia is leaning against Craig with an arm around his hip. Squeezing Hailey’s hand, I smile at her as we approach the end of the quay wall. She smiles back, then interlocks her fingers in mine, taking me back to high school dates.

I don’t often engage in public displays of affection, but with Hailey, it feels right. I don’t know what to do about that. So often on these trips, I have to control my emotions and be distant and stoic. The bits of caring touches I get are usually part of aftercare, and my attention is on the other woman. I’ve adapted to the lack of tenderness in my lifestyle.

It’s terrific to share our fondness for one another so openly.

As we exit the pier and melt into the crowded cruise port of Cozumel, I let go of Hailey’s hand. She looks at me, one eyebrow raised, and I grin at her, lifting my arm to invite her closer. She blushes but leans into my side, her arm fitting around my waist. I pull her hip closer, and we hit an instant rhythm as our bodies shift together, not missing a step.

I’m in trouble. I don’t want this to stop. I can’t remember the last time I felt this way about a woman. I’m not sure if I ever have before.


CHAPTER 7
BEACH CLUB



Hailey

As good as it is to lean against Steven’s side with our arms around each other, I'm uneasy as we stand behind Brad, waiting in line for a shuttle. I’m slowly recovering from the toxic solitude of the end of my marriage. Starting a new relationship is the last thing I want. But Steven is getting under my skin, and part of me is beginning to wonder if his open affection for me means anything.

Brad made reservations at a beach club outside the cruise ship terminal. I’m wearing yet another bikini under my sundress because we’re supposed to have a semi-private section of the beach to ourselves. I want to be prepared if we decide to swim. Besides getting dressed and listening to Brad’s plans, I surrendered any planning responsibility. That pings another memory of my time with my ex-husband, who was always too distracted to plan with me. I pause momentarily, wondering if he spent most of his time preparing for his mistress. I sigh to shake that thought away and return to the present.

Jenny and Felicia talk with their partners as Steven and I lapse into a comfortable silence. I don’t need to speak or force conversation, and Steven’s arm around my waist is a security I didn’t expect. I let the other conversations drift away, lean against his chest, and listen to his heartbeat.

When we board the shuttle, I slide in next to the window, and Steven sits beside me. The seats are small, but I’m comfortable sharing space with him. Jenny and Brad are across the aisle from us, and Felicia is behind me next to Craig. The rest of the bus is filled with other cruisegoers from monstrous cruise ships moored along the pier. The behemoths dwarf our sailboat, and I’m glad Holly didn’t buy me a ticket on a kitschy singles cruise. The six of us have formed a quick bond, and I'm safe with them around.

Leaning against Steven, I close my eyes as we start to move. I’ve gotten used to the movement of our ship, but I want to minimize any motion sickness while riding in a stuffy, crowded bus. I startle when a hand touches my shoulder and turn around to see Felicia smiling at me.

“You’ve been quiet,” she says, leaning closer to talk in my ear. “Is everything okay?”

The noise of the bus muffles her words, so I twist and lean close to be heard. “I’m fine. It’s nice to just relax, you know?”

“Yeah, that’s true.” She smiles. “I’m here if you want to talk, should any emotions get too overwhelming. Today is going to be much more lowkey.”

“Just what the doctor ordered.” I shrug. “I’m trying to erase the last of the memories of my ex. We never took many vacations, so this is all new territory.”

“If you want, we can talk when we are somewhere quiet,” Felicia says, smiling and squeezing my shoulder. “I’m glad we’ve become friends.”

“Absolutely, and same,” I say, then turn back and lean into Steven’s side again.

I close my eyes as the din of conversations and the engine drone on, and I relax into a short nap.

“Wake up, sleepyhead.” I blink rapidly and look up at Steven, who looks down at me with his boyish grin. “We’re here. Are you hungry, or do you want to swim?”

“Can I take another nap? That felt good.” I smile and rub his chest, looking up at him.

“It’s possible. Let’s see what he's set up for us.” We wait while Brad and Jenny slide into the aisle. When Steven follows, I get out behind him, followed by Craig and Felicia.

Once outside the bus, Jenny hooks her arm through mine as her husband walks to the front with Steven. Felicia latches on to my other arm, and I admire Craig’s backside as he joins the other men.

“I think we need to sit together and tease the boys while we’re here,” Jenny says, winking at me. “I don’t know anything about this place. He says he has a private space reserved, but maybe it won’t be enough. He likes to surprise me and doesn't tell me all the details.”

“What type of surprise?” I ask, but I roll my eyes when she tilts her head and drops her sunglasses down her nose. “Didn’t you get some this morning?”

“Of course, but I’m in my sexual prime and on vacation,” she says, and I look around to see if anyone can hear her. “Besides, I’m leaning into my exhibitionist era, and if there’s a dark corner… you never know.”

“I’m curious about the food,” Felicia interrupts. “I’ve been so hungry lately. I think we’ve been more active.”

“I’ve been so much more active.” I laugh and sniff the air. The smells of roasting meats and other food aromas make my mouth water. “I’m down for eating first, then napping. Have to wait an hour before swimming, right?”

Felicia laughs. “You know that’s a myth. Right? But I’m down for food and naps. We can swim after a cozy nap.”

We giggle, then follow Brad and the boys as they follow the guide. This place is enormous and full of scattered buildings, seating areas, and winding footpaths through the tropical trees that line the beach area. The guide waves us to an area with Brad’s name on a slate chalkboard and then departs. It has oversized chairs, loungers, and a wicker bed big enough for three.”

“Dibs on the bed,” Jenny says. “Us girls want to snuggle after we eat. You boys can go smoke your stinky cigars over there.” She waves toward a cluster of beach chairs in the sand.

The area is separated from neighboring spaces by natural foliage, and the bed is inside a pergola with a thatched roof and plenty of shade. Following Jenny, Felicia and I drop off our bags on the cotton-covered mattress, claiming our space. After tucking our things into neat piles, we join the men on their quest to find the buffet. The scents of grilled meats and vegetables have me practically drooling and my stomach growling.

“I’ll get us some margaritas,” Felicia says, spying the bar and pulling Craig along. Steven settles beside me as we join the line for the lunch buffet. There are fresh tortillas, fajitas, roasted peppers, and salsas, and I stack my plate up because everything looks delicious. Once we all fill our plates, we gather in our private space and eat around an open-air table.

A steady breeze from the waves cools the tropical warmth. A strip of beach stretches along the resort, with other private spaces scattered randomly. We talk about everything and nothing between mouthfuls of yummy Mexican food and sips of our margaritas. We leave the plates on the table and split into groups when we finish. Jenny leads us back to the wicker bed covered by a white, linen cover, and we strip down to the bikinis we wore under our dresses and lay out towels over the mattress. I pull out my tube of sunscreen, and we take turns helping apply. I’m pleasantly surprised at my tan. It’s not too red, and I’ve avoided a lousy sunburn.

With our skin all shiny from the lotion, we lie back and rest together. This is wonderful and relaxing, and I think of my sister and her gift of this cruise to me. I don’t want to go back to my apartment full of memories. How can I get a new start, like Holly did? Though I’m enjoying the cruise, I’m not planning on stowing away to find a new home.

I look at the men and enjoy watching Steven relax between Brad and Craig. They laugh and smoke cigars, drinking more water than beer. I wonder if Steven has room for me in his life. Laughing silently at that absurdity, I close my eyes and drift off.


CHAPTER 8
RELAXING



Steven

Staring out at the Gulf of Mexico with my feet in the warm sand, I feel at peace. Hailey rests in a cuddle pile with Jenny and Felicia flanking her while I relax in an oversized beach chair, smoking a cigar with Brad and Craig. These chairs are fantastic, large enough for Craig and me to spread out comfortably as we bask in the heat of the day.

We shed our shirts shortly after finishing the buffet lunch, baking our chests in the Caribbean sun. My base tan can keep me from getting a sunburn. We haven’t been out of the shade too long, so it’s not a worry. As a single guy who likes to socialize with sexy females, both single and married, I’m very aware of my looks. I was a swimmer in college, and I still swim laps regularly. The full-body workouts keep me fit, and I have to say, the ladies always seem to enjoy looking.

This beach club is filled with diverse groups of people. Some families are down the beach, the kids playing in the surf while the parents observe from the shore. They may have come from one of the large cruise ships currently moored at the port down the pier from our sailing yacht. Mixed in with other vacationers are females of all ages, and I sense them sizing the three of us up.

“When do we have to be back aboard?” Craig asks, blowing out the fragrant cigar smoke that hovers momentarily before being blown away by the breeze.

“We need to start back in a couple of hours,” Brad replies, taking a draw on his Mexican beer.

“We could swim,” I suggest, finishing my Corona. “Cool off a bit in the gulf.

Craig looks past me at the girls, then back at me. “We could heat up first?” He cocks an eyebrow and nods behind us.

Past the pergola with the girls lying in bed is a dark walkway with a solid wall on one side and lush tropical bushes on the other. I glance over at Craig and then at Brad. “We could get kicked out if we’re caught.”

“We’d just head back to the ship early,” Brad says. “I’ll take Jenny out into the waves and keep a lookout. You four can have fun.”

I arch an eyebrow at him; it’s not a secret he enjoys watching, and not just his hotwife. I glance out at the waves, then back at the shadowy walkway. He’d be able to see us from the beach, but could we hear him if he shouted a warning? That's the thrill about playing in public: the danger of getting caught. I turn to Craig, and he nods, adjusting his board shorts. Okay, we’re going to do this.

“Swap?” I offer, and he shakes his head.

“There’s a position Felicia wants to try." He tilts his head. “How about we swap after dinner?” He looks over at Brad, getting his attention. “Hailey and me, you and Felicia, Steven and Jenny. Make it a sleepover.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Brad says, standing up and walking toward the girls.

I’ve gotten used to sleeping with Hailey. While being with Jenny is always fun, the tug of jealousy in my gut surprises me. I don’t fall for women. I don’t want the strings. I shrug, though, trying not to show my disappointment.

“Yeah, sounds good. You and Hailey haven’t spent much time together.”

“Cool,” Craig says, then pushes to his feet. “You ready?”

“Yep,” I say, standing.

Looking over at the three girls in their bikinis, I focus on the redhead that’s shared my bed the last two nights. I’m getting hooked on Hailey, and maybe a night apart would be best. I don’t want to mess with her feelings. Still, as we walk closer, I’m laser-focused on Hailey, and my cock thickens as I look past her to the dark walkway.

Jenny laughs as Brad shifts her over his shoulder, then screams after he swats her ass. While he carries his wife to the surf, Craig leans down and whispers in Felicia’s ear. Her eyes widen, then she looks into the shadows, looking back with a feisty grin. Hailey looks up, and I offer her my hand.

“Where are we going?” she asks as I help her onto her feet.

“Follow Felicia,” I say with a dark grin. “Let’s do something wild.”

Watching her cheeks and chest flush red, she takes in a breath. “Wait. Here? Isn’t it against the rules?”

“Only if we get caught.” Felicia winks at her new friend. “Think you can keep it down?”

Hailey’s nipples tighten, poking against her bikini top, and she bites her lip. I guide her toward the dark alcove, slowing down to let Craig and Felicia explore the narrow pass-through first. I squeeze Hailey’s hand when Craig waves discreetly to follow from the shadowy entrance.

“You can back out,” I say. She’s not wearing her green bracelet, so this isn’t a free-use expectation. I know I have an exhibitionist side; after playing with her on deck a few times, I think she does, too. But I don’t want to press her.

“Not a chance,” Hailey says with a glow in her eyes.

She leads me and disappears into the alley. When I walk in, checking back to see if anyone is watching us slink into the shadows, it takes a moment for my eyes to adjust to the darkness. I keep walking cautiously until I see Hailey’s back. Felicia has her arm around her, and I can tell they’re kissing.

I look past the two girls at Craig, and we share a look. Intuitively, I know what we will do. I walk behind Hailey, wrapping my arm around her and pulling her hips back against my stiffness. Craig mirrors me, and Felicia breaks the kiss with Hailey to peek back at Craig. Hailey pushes Felicia’s bikini top up, popping her breasts free, then glances back and presses her hips into me before lowering her mouth to Felicia’s raspberry-sized nipples.

Grinding against Hailey’s ass, I reach and push my fingers under her bikini, filling my palms with her warm breasts. Felicia looks at me as her new friend sucks on her nipple, her eyes smoldering. She is probably the most daring of our group, once blowing a cop on the side of a highway. I know she loves the thrill of public sex.

A swirl of anxiety coils in my core as I drop my hand down Hailey’s belly and cup her bottoms. She’s soaked, even though she’s not gone swimming since we arrived. She moans into Felicia’s chest, plucking at her other nipple with her fingers. The heat of the day and the cramped space are like a sauna, and we all glow from sweat as we try to stifle our moans.

“Oh, mmm,” Hailey says, pulling her lips from Felicia’s gleaming nipple. She looks over her shoulder at me. “Are you going to fuck me? Please?”

Her hips dance, rolling and rocking against my stiff dick. I know we need to be quick, lest someone see us, but I also want to indulge in Hailey’s curves. Everything I’ve learned about her turns me on. That she’s an exhibitionist is the topping on the cake.

“Since you asked so nicely,” I growl in her ear.


CHAPTER 9
SHADOW PLAY



Steven

I pull my hand from Hailey’s bikini bottoms, then push down as she wriggles them down her thighs. My cock is so hard it aches, and I pull the waist out so my trunks don’t catch on my crown on the way down. Cupping my hand, I sweep my palm over the head, spreading my precum over the blunt tip.

Felicia’s moan shifts higher, and when I glance, she stares at me. I’ve seen the face she makes when Craig slides inside, and I wonder what Hailey’s face looks like when I do the same. She’s grinding back into my stiff ridge as she leans and starts kissing Felicia again. Their heated kiss quiets their rising moans.

Bending my knees to drop lower, I drag my cock through Hailey’s drenched lips. Her hips jerk at first contact, and when I fit my swollen crown against her opening, she pushes back eagerly. I grip her hip tightly with one hand, then rut into her with firm punches of my hips. She’s tight but makes up for the snug fit with copious slick juices that coat my length. We find a slow rhythm, our bodies slapping against each other, trying not to make too much noise. I lean and grab a handful of Hailey’s red curls, pulling her head back and arching her back. I bite her neck under her hair, and she squeaks at the slight nip of pain.

“You like this?” I growl. “You like being my slut. I can fuck you anywhere, anytime. Admit it.”

With her head pulled back against my chest, she looks up at me, her mouth open as she pants. Our bodies work in perfect sync as I plow into her tight sheath. She nods at me, biting her lip.

“Yes,” Hailey whines, and her thighs tremble as I power into her harder. “Fuck me. You fuck me so good. I want you to fill me, Steven. I want your cum dripping out of me.”

Our husky voices are quiet as we stare at each other. I blink and glance past Hailey as Felicia’s mouth widens into an O-shape when Craig’s hips crash into her. “Oh fuck, baby. Yes.”

When I glance down at Hailey, her eyes are locked on her friend, so I focus back on Felicia as she lets out a low moan. Craig’s hand covers her mouth, and her eyes roll back as he fucks her harder.

“Oh fuck,” Hailey says, staring at them as her moans grow louder.

I cover her mouth, keeping my hips rocking into her. The quiet simmers around us while the two girls shake, coming quietly. There is some commotion on the other side of the hedge, and I snap my head to the side, watching shadows of people walking past on the other side.

Hailey turns toward the noise, but my hand mutes her gasp of surprise. When I don’t stop, she flexes her core into me, pushing herself to another peak. The idea of people catching us drives me to the edge. I grip her hip, tugging her back as I slam forward, arching my hips as I drive into her depths. When I release the first jet of cum into her, her pussy clenches, rippling around my cock as she flexes automatically, and my spunk shoots into her until we’re both wrung out.

My heart is pounding as I hold Hailey against me, letting go of her hair and wrapping my arm under her breasts. Her bikini top is skewed, but I can't fix it until I can stand without shaking. I lean down and kiss her neck, inhaling the perfume I now associate with Hailey.

“Babe,” I say, at a loss for words.

“Mmmm,” Hailey says, tipping her head back to look at me. I lean over her, kissing her deeply, with my cock still sheathed inside her. We slowly relax as our kissing continues, and I slide my hips back until my cock is free.

“Mmm, god, you’re leaking out of me,” she says in a hushed whisper.

I look over at Felicia and Craig. They’re straightening each other’s clothes. I take a half step back and turn Hailey. We pull up our bottoms, and I tuck away my cock. Hailey grins at me as she fits her breasts back into her bikini top.

We all pause when a voice echoes along the wall. “Hey, what are you doing?” I twist to the entrance and see a man with crossed arms and a face masked in shadows.

“We got lost,” Craig ad-libs. “We’re leaving.”

Taking Hailey’s hand, I pull her behind me as we approach the staff member. His forehead creases as he lowers his brow but stands to the side. We pass by him and back into the bright sunlight. Hailey giggles behind me as I lead her back to our pergola. She falls onto the bed laughing, and Felicia lies beside her, tittering. I look over at Craig, and he smirks, then slides behind his fiancée. I look out into the surf, catching Brad and Jenny looking our way and waving. Jenny’s smile says she’s onto us. I thought it was too dark to look into the space; with so many people milling about the shoreline, we’d be lucky if no one had noticed us.

“Come on.” I offer Hailey my hand and pull her up when she grips it. “Let’s cool off in the surf.”

Linking our hands, we walk to the surf and splash into the small waves. Jenny is on Brad’s shoulders, and I swing Hailey up on mine as I wade through the thigh-high swells. Felicia’s shriek behind me, followed by a splash, means I don’t need to turn to know all six of us are together again.

It feels right to be with Hailey and my other friends. My stomach tightens when I think about how soon we’ll have to say goodbye. This was just a short fling, but I can’t help wondering if we could make it something more. I keep my thoughts to myself, and we all enjoy frolicking in the salty surf. When we exit the water and wash the sand off, it’s time to return to the ship.

We collect our belongings and then hike back to the front entrance. The tour bus is waiting, and we’re early, so we choose seats near the back. We pair up and settle into the worn seats. Pleasure warms my chest as Hailey sits close and leans against me. I put my arm around her, and she smiles before closing her eyes. She drifts off to sleep before I close my eyes and drop my chin.


CHAPTER 10
HUNGER



Hailey

Steven gently wakes me with a nudge, combing his fingers through my hair. When I open my eyes, he’s looking at me with a slight grin. A shiver of excitement passes through my nerves. He’s my favorite person right now.

“We’re back on the dock,” Steven says, waving toward the window. “The shuttle is dropping us off on the pier, so we don’t have to walk back.”

The familiar shape of our sailing yacht fills the window of the cab as it stops. Izzy and Britt hold a tray of drinks and warm towels across the gangplank. Captain Dick waves at us from the stern of the ship, and another thrill passes through me. When Steven slides out, I follow, carrying my tote. Trailing the others, I take a cocktail from Izzy and a warm towel from Britt. I sip the cocktail, enjoying the fruity alcohol as it warms my throat. The damp, warm towel cools my face as I wipe off the dust from our beach resort. I set the towel back atop the pile and carry my drink as I climb the stairs. Steven follows behind me. He’s probably looking at my ass, but I also know he’s very protective and careful around the various ladders and steep stairs aboard the yacht.

“Welcome back,” Dick says, greeting us. “We’re preparing to cast off, so I’ll hand you off to Emma. We should be in Costa Maya in the morning.”

“Hope you had fun. Where did you go?” Emma asks while the six of us mill about on the fantail, sipping our drinks.

“We spent the day at one of the beach resorts,” Brad says, taking the lead. “I think we all need a shower before dinner.”

Brad’s always thinking, and the thought of dinner awakens my hunger. I only ate the buffet lunch, one beer, and a few water bottles while we were at the resort. The thought of the chef’s gourmet meals makes my tummy growl.

“Whoa.” Steven chuckles near my ear. “Are you hungry?”

I nod and wink. I need food, but Steven’s warm chest resting against my back sparks a different type of hunger—images of what we did in public in the shadows of the beach resort flash through my mind. I think I’ve become a nympho because I hope to enjoy a shower with him.

“Conserve water?” I ask, looking over my shoulder as I walk toward the stairs leading to our stateroom.

“Love to,” Steven says, with his eyes darkening.

The way he looks at me is exhilarating. He’s a fantastic lover, but right now, he’s looking at me like a predator, and I’m his next meal. Pulses of arousal build in a steady beat in my core as I climb down the stairs. The others are already opening their staterooms, so I hurry along, anxious to be naked again.

Steven starts lifting my sundress when my stateroom door clicks shut, and I raise my arms to help him remove it, kicking off my sandals. My nipples peak against my bikini top, growing more rigid as he unties my bikini and pulls it away from my chest. He looks down at me, his blue eyes darkening with intensity. I’m about to untie my bottoms when he stops me and holds my hand.

“Allow me,” he says and steps closer, cupping my breasts and tugging on my nipples. He runs his long fingers along my sides, then grips the ends of the bows on my hips. I shift my hips when the bottoms go slack and flutter to the floor at my feet. “Beautiful,” Steven rasps in a husky whisper.

Raising myself on my toes, I tilt my head up, pursing my lips, and we share a slow, deep kiss. My body flushes with arousal, and my pussy wells with need. His cock is a thick, rigid column tenting his board shorts, and I run my hands along his waist. Pushing my fingers inside the waistband, I tug it out, then down, sliding his trunks down his muscular legs as I lower to my knees.

He unbuttons his shirt as I grip his cock, stroke it, then kiss the tip. I suck on the pearl of precum as I look up at him. He only has eyes for me as he tosses his shirt away, then combs his strong fingers through my damp, red curls. I still can’t believe I make a knockout guy like Steve hard.

Heat fills my mouth as I suck on his knob, pushing my mouth lower. Steven’s fingers tighten in my hair as I swirl my tongue, coating his rigid shaft with a mouthful of my drool. Gagging slightly when I take him to the back of my throat, I pull back and wrap both hands around his shaft. His eyes darken as I roll my wrists in opposite directions as I stroke his thick manhood.

“Shower after,” Steven mutters as his fingers tighten, holding my head firmly as he pumps his hips and pushes deeper into my mouth.

I can only hum and nod as Steven takes control, surrendering to his needs after taking control and initiating sex. His ass is firm when I grab him with both hands, pulling him deeper in time with his slow thrusts. My pussy clenches in jealousy as Steven fucks my mouth at a leisurely pace.

We stare at each other, something passing between us as we indulge in this sensual dance. I love the taste of him. His muscular ass ripples under my fingers as he rolls his hips to push deeper and edge into my throat. This time, I’m ready, swallowing and moaning as he stretches inside me. My hips tighten, rocking and swaying on my knees. My pussy needs friction, but I’m just a toy for my hunk of a boyfriend.

What? My mind buzzes at my thought, and I blink up at him as he keeps fucking. Is he my boyfriend? Not just a fuck buddy or a friend with benefits? I chase the fantasy out of my mind. I don’t want a boyfriend; I don’t want a relationship. I'm lying to protect myself from pain when whatever we have ends.

“Fuck me,” I beg, pulling off his cock. “Take me hard from behind. I want it rough, bent over the dresser.”

Steven grips my elbows and pulls me to my feet, shifting my body with little effort like a doll. He twists me and pushes my head down. His fingers grip a hank of hair, pressing my cheek against the glass-topped dresser. My breath fogs the glass as I pant with arousal. “Don’t hold anything back,” I manage to grit out before I scream when he spanks my ass hard.

I spread my legs apart, my arousal dripping down my thighs. Steven’s fist tightens, and I push back. His rock-hard tip teases between my folds. I shudder, but I don’t want tenderness—I want to be fucked. I buck my hips back, needing him inside me.

“You want it rough?” The rough edge of Steven's growl echoes as I nod, closing my eyes.

“You want me to shatter you, make you cum. Make you mine. I’m going to fucking own you. Is that what you want?

“Yes! Ruin me. Make me forget my name,” I blather and then scream as he thrusts his cock in deep.

The delicious stretch begins with a sharp pinch that dissolves into pleasure as his shaft spreads me open. He’s perfect, rough, and rugged. Fast like he can’t get enough of me. My mind blips on what he said. Does he want to own me? I shudder with desire.

“Yes! Yes!” I cry above the slapping of his hips against my tender ass. He keeps smacking my ass as he thrusts into me. “God. I’m yours. All yours. Take me. Own me.” I’m babbling out phrases, and I wonder if getting fucked this hard is like a truth serum. I confess the desires that I deny I have. I want Steven. I want more than his cock. I look over my shoulder at his tight features as he chases his orgasm.

“Fuck, Hailey. I’m close,” he pants, rocketing his hips forward. “Come for me, beautiful. Come apart on my cock.”

The room brightens as my pussy contracts. My orgasm bursts from my core and races through my nervous system. My knees and thighs shake and tighten, and my whole body shivers. Steven’s powerful arm slides under my breasts, supporting me even as his hips buck through his peak.

I slump against the desk when my orgasm runs its course. Steven relaxes against me, his bulk pressing me against the desk, flattening my breasts. I savor his weight on top of me. Our bodies are slick with sweat, and I don’t want to move.

“Fuck, Hailey,” Steven says and kisses behind my ear. “I… We need a shower.”

He stands and steps back, and I twist my head to look at him. His boyish grin returns, and I push to stand, wrapping my arms around him. “We do,” I say, then whisper against his chest, “I do.”


CHAPTER 11
RECOUPLING



Steven

We take our time in the shower, and I take charge and wash Hailey as she relaxes, swaying on her feet. Shampooing her hair, my fingers soothe her scalp where I might have tugged too hard. She leans back, eyes closed as I work the suds through her tresses, then rinse them away. She nods toward the conditioner bottle, and I wink when I take it and pour a small handful before working it into her curls.

My feelings for her are tangled. I almost told her I loved her. I haven’t said that to a girl since I tried to get into Kenzie’s pants back in high school. The warmth in my chest as I care for this surprising woman is foreign but not uncomfortable. I shake my head to clear my thoughts. Whatever we have has a time limit. When the cruise is over, we’ll part ways.

Hailey winces as I turn her to face the spray. It's too hot, and I dial it back before washing her smooth skin. I notice darker freckles and a reddish glow over her shoulders from a day in the sun.

“The cooler water is better. My skin is a bit tender. Maybe I'm sunburnt?“ she asks. Her hands run lightly up my side, and I savor her tender caresses.

“Just lightly,” I say. “I can spread on some aloe vera after the shower.”

We’ve touched each other all day whenever we’ve been within arm’s reach. Holding hands, walking close together, and napping on the bus, Hailey has accepted and sought my touch as much as I did hers. I lower the water temperature and soak a washcloth, adding some body soap.

“Mmmm, thank you,” Hailey says, her eyes close as I slowly wash her.

Her nipples are softer but sensitive. Her skin still has a little grit from the sand and dust, and I’m careful to rinse it off her reddened skin before washing. It’s meditative to care for her. I enjoy putting my partners in the center of my attention, and I love soothing aftercare as much as I do hard, rough sex.

She turns to me when I finish, looking up at me. “My turn?”

Her grin when I nod and hand her the soap makes me smile. She scrubs the washcloth against my chest, working the suds over my shoulder and rinsing away the grit from our day ashore. My cock is still thick, and a tingle of arousal grows in my core as she washes down my abs.

“Down, boy,” she giggles, noticing my crown pulsing. “We need to make it to dinner. I’m hungry too, but I need real food.”

We both laugh, and she goes back to her task. She pulls my head down, soaking my sandy blonde hair, then scrubbing in the shampoo. After I’ve rinsed, she shuts off the water, and I reach into the head to grab two towels. Stepping out onto the bathmat, I give Hailey room to dry off. I make quick work, then turn to her.

“I’m going to grab some clean clothes. Meet you upstairs?” I ask, holding my towel around my waist.

“See you soon.” She smiles and waves, holding the towel over her breasts. Part of me wants to rip that away from her sexy tits, then suck one after the other until she begs to come. Instead, I smile and nod, collecting my clothes off the floor. With a wave, I leave her stateroom and open the door across the hall.

After opening it, I turn and sink against the door as it clicks shut. My mind is full of confusing thoughts about the sexy, ginger gal next door. I take a deep breath through my nose, then exhale slowly before tossing my clothes in the laundry bag hanging by the door. Some of my clothes have been washed and hung in the small closet—the benefits of a luxury cruise with five-star service. I pull on a clean, short-sleeved, button-up shirt and a fresh pair of swim trunks, then leave barefoot to go topside to the table where we’ve been enjoying our meals.

Izzy pours me a large glass of ice water, adding a slice of lime, which I’ve only had to ask for once. I thank the perky girl, recalling our short encounter on the first day of our cruise. Since Captain Dick declared this a freeuse cruise, the stewardesses are back to servicing their crewmates and are off-limits to passengers. Surprisingly, I'm not tempted to bend the rules.

Felicia and Craig enter, followed by Brad and Jenny, and they all sit around the table. Hailey takes more time before she joins us, sitting across from me. I smile, and my focus centers on her. Jenny is hot, Felicia is wicked fun, but Hailey—Hailey has me. I try to remind myself that a relationship with her has a time limit, but her grin makes me forget quickly.

We start eating while Emma, Britt, and Izzy provide their usual stellar dinner service. The chef walks out and announces the menu: fresh lobster with a wagyu beef filet and asparagus. The room quiets as the six of us focus on eating. We’ve all been more active and expended more calories than usual. I ask for seconds on the steak, and Craig does, too. Dessert is a rich cheesecake with tropical fruit and sweet syrup. All six of us rest in comfortable silence after the meal. Brad takes charge, as he usually does.

“We were thinking of mixing up the sleeping arrangements tonight.”

Hailey frowns, and I offer her a comforting grin. I sense she would rather sleep with me. If I’m honest with myself, I would like that, too. But she’s on this cruise to try new experiences. Maybe I should take a step back.

“That should be fun,” I say, then wink across the table at Jenny sitting beside Hailey.

“Dibs on Brad,” Felicia says, and I grin, remembering the pairings we’d thought up back at the beach resort. There’s a long pause before Jenny perks up.

“Steven! I pick Steven.” Her sexy smile never fails to get a rise out of me.

“Hailey's mine then,” Craig says in his deep voice.

I push away the sharp punch of jealousy when he claims my girl. Where is this coming from? I glance at Hailey, who stares at me. I nod as if giving permission when none is needed. She smiles back, gets up, walks around to Craig, and slides into his lap. I nearly break the fork in my hand watching it.

I need to get my head on straight. She’s not mine. I’m not hers. I stand and offer Jenny my hand, and we meet at the table’s edge. Felicia and Brad have already vanished, and Craig is standing with Hailey’s legs wrapped around his thick, muscular waist.

“Hot tub?” I glance at Jenny, forcing myself not to watch Hailey as Craig carries her down the stairs to our staterooms.

“Oh. Yes, please!” Jenny says, then bites her lip as she looks at me, resting her hand on my chest. “Someone has a crush.”

I roll my eyes. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

“This is amazing.” Jenny laughs. “Hailey has gotten through your macho armor. I can sleep with Craig if you want.”

“Speaking of crushes,” I scoff. “You spend enough time with Craig. Come on, let’s get wet.”

She giggles and squeezes my hand. Her bikini is tiny, and her thick nipples are outlined through the small triangles, barely restraining her round breasts. My cock is on board with the familiar thrill of getting to play with Jenny. We kiss as we sink into the hot water, and I enjoy her comfortable presence. Jenny is hot, and I love fucking her. I never think of taking her home or even spending the night. Her heart belongs to Brad, and that suits my bachelor lifestyle perfectly.

Why can’t I stop thinking about Hailey?


CHAPTER 12
MINDLESS



Hailey

Craig’s body is remarkably firm and thick. My thighs stretch wide to clamp around his waist while he holds one treetrunk of an arm around my back. He grips the rail as he carries me down to the level of our staterooms. He’s the strong, silent type, but Felicia says he’s kind and considerate. I’ve only seen him in action, and our time together outside of the endorphin-fueled romp in the salon has been limited.

Jenny picking Steven was unexpected. My disappointment is silly. I’m still trying to figure out my obsession with Steven. When this cruise is over, we'll part ways. Besides, soon we’ll be on the island and enjoying the freeuse excursion. There will be plenty of other men available. My green band will draw them to me, and I’m excited about experiencing raw hedonism. But tonight, I can’t deny I want to sleep with my bed buddy.

I nuzzle under Craig’s jaw, inhaling his scent. It’s different than Steven’s, and it reminds me of getting pounded by this Hulk while my new friends watched. I nibble on his neck as he carries me down the stairs. He hits the deck where our cabins are and takes me toward the cabin he shares with Felicia. She is probably already in Brad's cabin. I do the math, and determine Steven will take Jenny to his stateroom.

I shake my head, filing that away, and try again to focus on the powerful, sexy man I’m wrapped around. I want to surrender; I’m not comfortable initiating. My ex-husband’s rejection of my advances made me believe I wasn’t attractive. The looks of desire the men on this cruise give me have helped erase that self-image. Jenny and Felicia find me sexy, too. I must continue to work against the ingrained lies I believed until this cruise.

I’m a sexual being, attracted to both men and women, with a preference for men. I want to explore sex of all kinds more than I ever allowed myself to admit. I feel alive when I’m fucking these new friends. It has no strings, and that's what I need, right?

When Stev… When my partner gives me their full attention, I bask in it. I let go, surrender to their will, and get lost in the sensuality of two or more bodies joining in passion. This cruise has opened my eyes to something inside me that I’ve tried to ignore. I can’t hide behind a proper housewife image anymore. I’m accepting my slutty side, embracing it. It’s like a rebirth, how easily I fell into the pleasures of the flesh on this wicked cruise.

The bed bounces under me, interrupting my intrusive thoughts, and I grin as Craig hovers over me. His eyes are dark, but he sees something in my expression and relaxes. He pulls me into his lap sideways as he sits on his bed. I wrap my arms around his neck, watching his eyes. What’s happening?

“You’re into Steven?” Craig asks with a soft confidence. “He’s into you too. He’s trying to ignore it, but I see how he acts around you. Do you want to talk about it?”

I study his eyes. Half of me wants to shake my head and beg him to fuck me. My mind flicks to Steven’s face, and I nod back with a sigh. “I’m trying to be realistic,” I admit. "Whatever we have has an expiration date. Once we’re back home, he gets on with his life, and I return to mine. That’s it.”

“You don’t want to go back home?” Craig asks.

“Fuck, no. It’s the last place I want to be,” I say, biting my lip hard to keep from crying. “That town is full of bad memories, and I don’t like my job. I want to move on and get past my disastrous marriage, but I don’t have the money to start over. I’m on this trip because my sister gave me a free ticket. Once this is over, I’m back to where I was. I dread it, Craig. What’s the matter with me?”

“Two things that I see,” Craig says, running his large hand along my back, the other tracing circles on my knee. “A little bit of a mid-life crisis and more than a little crush on my friend. He’s into you, too, and I’ve never seen him crush on anyone.”

The heated hand on my back soothes me through the slip dress I’m wearing with nothing underneath, not even a bra. Being this close to the muscular man Jenny calls Coach is affecting me. I want and crave him differently from my feelings for Steven. It’s raw and primitive, and my core clenches remembering him fucking me in front of his fiancée. I’m avoiding the conversation, so I sigh.

“I don’t know what to do about it. I can’t think about it, or I’ll get lost in crazy dreams. I want to forget my life, forget the past.” I drop my hand down, opening my legs to reach for his stiff cock. “I want you to fuck away all my thoughts. Make me blank and mindless. I don’t want anything else right now.”

His cock responds to my suggestion, and I slide to my feet, strip off my dress, and sink to my knees. Craig’s eyes darken, even as he grins at me. “You’re more surprising every day,” he says, fingering my cheek. He combs my hair back, and I lean my head against his hand. He stares at me before continuing. “Stick a pin in this conversation. I’m a coach, and I can help you.”

I nod at his clear eyes, looking at him from my knees. It’s like he slides on a mask as his eyes darken. His cock throbs under my hand, and I stroke along its growing length. He stands up, pushes his shorts down, and releases his thick, meaty cock. I moan, thinking of it stretching inside me. I reach for him, wetting my lips with my tongue, and my mouth fills with saliva.

“Yeouch!” I cry out when Craig grips a hank of my hair and pulls me back from his cock.

“I’m in charge,” he says, firmly gripping my hair.

My mind flicks to my safeword for a millisecond, but I relax and nod. “Yes, sir.” I sway on my knees, parting my thighs and mimicking the submissive pose Jenny taught me. “Use me. I’m just your toy.”

As Craig’s demeanor changes into one of dominance, my mind clicks off, and I slip into submission. My body calms, and my mind empties, and I look up at him as his fist tightens in my hair.

“Open.”

My mouth falls open, tongue sticking out, as I stare into his dark eyes. I’m at peace; he’s not going to hurt me. He’ll make me scream, but in passion, not pain. Craig grips around his thickness and presses his blunt, uncut tip against my lips. I hesitate before pushing my tongue against him, tasting his desire. I wag my tongue, rolling his foreskin down. Slurping around his emerging crown, I suck on the tip, and my mouth fills with its musky taste.

“You’re such an eager cock sucker.”

His growl of praise has my pussy clenching in need. I bob on his tip, swirling my tongue and spreading my spit over his hard flesh.

“Spit.”

Gathering up the building fluid in the back of my throat, I rise until his cock is under my chin. I tilt and open my mouth, letting the ball of slick goo dangle from my lips, then drop onto his crown. Instinctively I grip his cock, stroking over the slick fluid and spreading it over his shaft. I cup his heavy balls with my other hand, gripping and tugging.

“You want my cum, little cumslut?”

“Please,” I beg, then push my mouth over his cock.

His grip on my hair lessens as he allows me to bob on his rod. I come alive, my nerves sparking as I work his huge tool deeper into my mouth. I have to pull off and spit again and stretch my lips wide to take him deeper. My pussy aches from clenching around emptiness. I’m torn between wanting him to fill my mouth with his seed or fuck me senseless with his massive dick.

He decides for me, pulling my head away from him. He bends and picks me up like I weigh nothing, then flips me on my belly and pulls me to the edge of the bed. I drop my feet to the floor and lift my ass, looking over my shoulder as he stares at my needy pussy. He silently smacks one ass cheek then the other, and I scream in protest, then whimper as his hands lightly knead away the sharp pain. His fingers dig into my cheeks, and I’m spread open.

It's so nasty to be bent over and spread wide so another woman’s fiancé can see how needy I am. My juices dribble out and down my thigh as Craig traces my lips with his thick thumb. He presses inside and while his thumb isn’t as big as his meaty cock, it still stretches my pussy as he wriggles it in deep. He leans and spits at my asshole before gripping his shaft and lining up behind his thumb.

“Beg.” His voice is deep, strained with desire.

“Fuck me. Use me. Anything. I’m your fuck doll.” I spew back the filthy words as my body tingles, on edge.

Craig grunts and, with a full stroke, drives his cock into me until his hips compress against my ass. My initial scream is muffled by the low moan of lust as my pussy stretches around his magnificent thickness. His thumb plays with the puddle of spit oozing over my asshole, and I gasp when he presses against my ring.

“Fuck, yes. Do it,” I mutter, dropping my head to the sheets. “Fuck me. Finger my ass. Use me however you want.”

My words space out as he starts to go to town, slamming his hips to punch his dick in deep. His thumb works its way inside, and I’m treated to a sharp pain that morphs into pleasure as he sinks into my ass. My hands curl into fists, holding onto the sheet. His muscular thighs slap against my ass and echo in his stateroom. His cock stirs up the coil of need in my pussy, and I grunt and groan. Words are impossible as I surrender my body to the man pounding into my cunt. I come with a rush, my pussy clamping around his flexing cock.

“Fuck, good girl. Come all over my cock,” he mutters while keeping up his blistering pace.

My body bucks, twitching wildly as his relentless thrusts pull another orgasm from me. The waves begin, echoing bliss as I lose track of how often he makes me come. I’m lost in bliss as he uses my pussy and ass. Surges of pleasure crash through me until he pulls out. I slump to my belly in a heap. He rolls me over, and I look up, blinking at his lust-filled face.

The first shot of cum makes me jerk in surprise before I relax and enjoy the feeling of his hot seed painting my face and chest. When he’s done, he pushes his fat cock head into my mouth, and I swirl my tongue, savoring his pungent taste. Sucking the mess we’ve made from his cock, until he’s clean, my eyes close, and I drift, mindlessly happy.


CHAPTER 13
SLEEPLESS



After he tenderly cleans his cum from my face and chest, Craig peels back the covers, and I slide inside. He presses behind me, and his massive bulk and warm flesh soothe my frayed nerves. My god, I’ve never been fucked so hard nor come so many times. It’s like his magic cock is an orgasm machine. I close my eyes and breathe steadily, listening as Craig’s breath deepens, and then he snores lightly.

But my eyes won’t stay closed. I stare around his room. It’s pristinely neat, save for the clothes we stripped off on the floor. I'm exhausted, but my brain won’t shut off. I managed to chase the thoughts of Steven away long enough to enjoy a romp with Craig. Now they're roaring back.

To keep my mind from spinning, I think of Felicia. Did she have fun with Brad? They seem like close friends and have a mutual attraction, but there isn’t any spark beyond sexual chemistry. Next, I think about how Jenny and how her toned body would look as Craig fucks her hard. They do have chemistry, at least for their frequent pairings, but it’s clear that Brad owns Jenny's heart. Either of my new friends would quickly fall asleep with the comforting warmth of Craig near. Why can’t I relax?

I shift away from Craig slowly. I don’t want to wake him up, but I need to walk off some energy. I slip on one of my thin wraps and walk down the dark hall. There is movement upstairs, and I walk into the aft parlor to find Britt cleaning up with a tall deck hand helping her out. I never considered how shipboard life works, but this crew makes it seem effortless.

“Can I get a glass of ice water?” I ask when Britt notices me.

“Of course.” Britt nods and puts down her equipment. “I think we have some fresh chocolate chip cookies left from the crew’s dinner. Can I bring you one?”

“That would be awesome, thank you.”

I’m loitering around the parlor while the deckhand steps out on the deck and fades away. A memory of Britt getting railed by Steven while sucking Brad’s cock flashes through my mind. I'm still cycling through the intensity of that emotion when Britt returns with a small plate of cookies and a glass of ice water.

“Here you go.” Britt smiles, and

“Thank you,” I say, taking the plate and glass. “I’m going to the hot tub to look at the stars. I’ll bring the dishes back inside.”

“No need. I’ll clean up when you’re done. Just go back to bed and get some rest.” Britt blushes as she looks at me. I grin, nodding my thanks.

I haven’t hidden my emerging hedonism from the crew. I remember her watching with the rest of them when Craig fucked me in the parlor. Until Captain Dick permitted freeuse at sea for any of us who wore the green band, Britt and Izzy were our designated freeuse crew. I wonder if she misses it? Is she like Holly and keeps the crew's morale high by fucking them when off duty?

Setting my plate and glass on the side of the hot tub, I strip off my robe and slide into the hot, bubbly water. Craig washed me off after he painted me with his cum earlier, which is an odd detail to bring to mind as I relax. I pick up a cookie and carefully take a bite before setting it back on the plate. I love chocolate chip cookies and grin as I look up into the sky.

We left Cozumel after dinner, and now I can see the dark line of hills along the coastline as we cruise south toward Costa Maya. Jenny demands a shopping trip after spending all our shore time at a beach resort. I look forward to shopping with her and Felicia. Steven and the guys will find a bar to watch the game. They didn’t specify which game, and I don’t think it matters.

Taking the last bite of the cookie, I sip some water and sink back into the tub, resting my head on the edge. I startle when the water splashes, then grin as Felicia slides in beside me.

“Can’t sleep,” I say, shrugging.

"I figured as much,” Felicia says. “I decided I would swap with you to sleep with Craig, but when I got there, he was alone. So I started searching.”

“Busted.” I grin. “My mind turned on. Which is rude, considering how much work Craig put in to turn it off.”

Felicia laughs and grins. “Yeah. He’s very good at taking my mind off troubling thoughts. What are you spinning about?”

I level my gaze at her and sigh.

“Ah, Steven?”

“Yeah,” I say, playing with my fingers under the water. “I’m starting to catch feelings I don’t want.”

“Why is that a bad thing?”

“I just got divorced. I’m horrible at relationships, per my dipshit ex.” I shake my head and look up at the stars. “The last thing I need is to jump headfirst into a new relationship.”

Felicia is quiet and then speaks softly. “I can relate to that,” she says, then looks at me. “I’m up because I miss my girlfriend.”

“I didn’t know that you had a girlfriend.”

“She works with Craig, and he knows about us. She’s my submissive, and I’m her domme. We like to role-play with kinky things. At first, it was just fun, you know.”

I shake my head and laugh. “Until this cruise, I wouldn’t have known. But I understand. Suddenly, you and Jenny are the best friends I’ve ever had. Is that just the fun sex hormones?”

“In part,” Felicia says, shrugging. “Sex is a powerful act. It does make everything better. But like anything else, it’s fleeting. It doesn’t last. I think that when we draw close to people with sex involved, bonds form that are difficult to let go of. It’s the hardest thing about open relationships and polyamory. You have to work through those feelings all the time. I had to learn to communicate better with both of my partners.”

We sit in silence, listening to the water bubbling as we stare at the brilliant stars spread across the blackness of night.

“I like Steven. A lot," I confess. "I’m afraid he’ll disappear when the cruise is over. That all I’ll have of him is memories.”

Felicia lets that thought sit, then turns and faces me, leaning close.

“I love Craig, and I love my girlfriend. I love Jenny and Christi. I’m also falling in love with you. This is my polyamory coming out. I want us to remain close, Hailey. I think you can make something work with Steven. I’ve seen how he looks at you. You’re different.”

“How so?” I ask, still working through how she can manage loving five different people.

“I’ve seen him at parties. Nat and I people watch while we snuggle and enjoy seeing the other people play before we start playing. Nat’s my girlfriend; she’s almost Craig’s age, but I’m her domme, so I boss her around.” Felicia says, playing with a loose strand of hair as she smiles while talking about Nat. “Steven is different when he’s with you. At parties, he’s aloof, like he's aware he'll go home alone, so he keeps his distance.”

“I am very comfortable with him,” I admit. “He’s been my protector. He’s always there when I need him.”

“Do you need him now?” When I nod, Felicia flicks her hand towards the interior. “Go. Find him. I saw Jenny slipping out of his room when I left Brad. I know she’s snuggling with her hubs now. I’m going to climb into bed with Craig. I love you, Hailey. Things will work out.”

I lean over, and we kiss. “I love you too,” I say, thumbing over her lip. “Thank you for talking with me.”

Stepping out of the water, I pull the thin robe tight. The thin material sticks to my wet skin and turns transparent. I laugh. Everyone on this ship has seen me naked, and I enjoy that thought as I head inside.

I open the door to Steven’s stateroom, but his bed is empty. I wrinkle my nose as I scan his room. I was sure Felicia said he was asleep in his cabin. A wave of sleepiness hits me, and I leave the empty room, cross the hall, and open my stateroom door. I stop when I see Steven curled into my pillow, his nose pressed to the sheets. My heart thumps, and I gasp.

He snaps up, and I rush him, wrapping him in a hug and kissing him.

“Don’t freak out, okay?” I say, pulling away.

“Okay?” he says, narrowing his eyes. “What’s up?”

“I love you,” I admit, then look down at my hand on his chest before having the courage to peek at him.

Steven grins, his eyes soft as he watches me. “I love you, too. It’s weird.”

“It is.” I laugh, agreeing with him. “Will you hold me and help me sleep?”

He slides back, and I slip in front of him. He wraps his arms around me, and I sink into his arms. I’m on the edge of sleep in no time, as Steven’s gentle breathing tells me he’ll meet me in my dreams.


CHAPTER 14
GIRLS' DAY



We make slow love when we wake up. I’m unsure who woke first, but Steven was all over me when my eyes opened, kissing every inch of skin he could touch.

We kiss slowly, tangling our tongues as my hands caress and explore as if discovering him for the first time. When my need rises, I spread open, and Steven slides between my legs. He enters me, and my heels spur him on as he makes love to me. We stare into each other’s eyes, speechless, as we push together toward another peak. I keep my thoughts and emotions to myself, but they swim in my mind. We don’t repeat our love devotions, but I accept the truth of my feelings for him.

God, I hope he feels the same way.



Things could get messy, and we will struggle with distance, but we sync together so well that maybe we can make it work. I remember seeing him on the pier; he's been present ever since. I saw his love for me reflected in his eyes this morning as we made love. We need to talk about many things but now isn’t the time. After indulging in our morning orgasms, we hold each other tightly as our breathing slows and our bodies quiet.

“Costa Maya today,” I say after a calming snuggle. I didn’t anticipate a day apart from him and am not thrilled, but I’m looking forward to spending time with my new friends. “I can sneak away from the girls if you want.”

“Don’t do that. Enjoy some time with them.” Steven grins at me confidently. “They are great friends, and I know they adore you. I’ll be fine doing guy stuff with Craig and Brad.”

“I’ll miss you,” I say, kissing him lightly.

“I’ll be right behind you, babe,” he says, then shifts off the bed.

He stands naked and looks around at the floor but doesn’t find anything. When I came to my room last night, he must have been naked. I know he and Felicia were together, but he chose to sleep with me. My chest warms at the image of him with my pillow in his face.

“Oh, right. I came in here naked last night.” He laughs at himself.

“I love that you did. Finding you like this in my bed was a nice surprise.” I stand and hug him snugly, and he leans and kisses my forehead. He leaves to get clothes, and I shower quickly before finding a new bikini and a sundress.

When the six of us meet upstairs, we trade smiles around the breakfast table. I grin at Craig, and he blushes. Jenny blows a kiss at Steven, and he rolls his eyes, then leans and kisses my cheek. It’s sweet, but I know Jenny’s not a threat. Brad grins at me, and I blush back. I love this weird group of people. They have included me in their circle, and I love that. The fact that we’re all fucking each other ends up leveling the field. There’s no hint of jealousy as we eat breakfast and talk about the day ashore.

“We’re not leaving the port?” I ask, a little confused about the plan.

“No, we’ll stay in the extended port the cruise ships use. It’s modern and secure. And we can return to the ship easily without worrying about the time,” Brad patiently explains.

“Girl! I saw photos of the mall. It’s going to be amazing!” Jenny nearly vibrates with excitement over shopping.

“I’m a bit nervous,” I confess. “It’s been so long since I bought anything new, and I’m unsure of my size.”

Jenny stares at me, reaching across the table to grip my hands. “We’ve got you! Felicia and I will treat you to a makeover at a spa in the mall. Mani-pedis for all of us, then you get an hour-long massage while we shop for you. Well, and us. But you don’t have to worry about a thing.”

Now I’m even more nervous, and I self-consciously comb my hair. It’s been ages since I’ve pampered myself. Looking at the excitement in my friend’s eyes, I start to catch their enthusiasm. I look over at Steven for his reassurance, and then I scold myself. I’m my own woman now and can decide things without a man’s approval. “I’m in. I trust you guys. I’ll have to pay you back after I get back home.”

“It’s on us, silly.” Jenny grins. “We love you and want to treat you to a girls’ day you will never forget.”

Jenny’s exuberance makes me smile, and I’m grateful for the gift. “I’ll find some way to make it up to you two.” I grin at both of them, and their eyes flash with interest at my low-key innuendo. I flush at the thought of the three of us tangling together like we did during girls’ time out.

Since we don’t have to catch a shuttle, we disembark off the stern and into the port. Where we are moored is a smaller pier set apart from the international terminal filled with gigantic cruise ships. I recall from my research before we embarked that Costa Maya is an island off the coast of Mexico and a popular cruise destination. A sprawling shopping mall connects the two with everything imaginable.

“I can’t imagine what it’s like on that huge ship,” I say as we stroll down the pier.

“Yeah, they seem like a jumble of bodies,” Felicia agrees. “I’m delighted with our intimate little sailing yacht.”

“It’s been amazing,” Jenny says. “The crew takes such good care of us. There is just the perfect amount of space. I think we entertain ourselves very well. Remind me to thank Christi when we see her tomorrow. I think we might need to plan another trip.”

“Tomorrow?” I ask, then shiver. “Oh my god, we’ll be at the island. I’m excited to see my sister and meet your friend, but I’m nervous about the freeuse weekend now.”

“You were looking forward to it,” Felicia says, tilting her head. “What changed?”

“This thing with Steven.” I try to play it off casually, but my expression betrays me.

“Oooh! What is with you and Steven?” Jenny asks lowering her voice like we’re gossiping at a coffee shop.

“It’s new,” I admit, and she hops on her toes, clapping her hands. I just lay it out on the table instead of hiding my feelings. “I told him I love him.”

It sounds so cliché that I want to hide my face in embarrassment but smile instead. Jenny beams at me while Felicia grins knowingly; I told her as much in the hot tub last night.

“Did he say it back?” she asks in astonishment. When I nod, she wraps me up tightly. “Oh, that’s so wonderful! Are you happy?”

“Very,” I say before lowering my eyes. “What does it say about me that I tell a guy I just met that I love him, then the next day, I go off and have a freeuse weekend?”

“Pfft,” Jenny says, “It won’t faze Steven. He’s in the lifestyle. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him jealous.”

“To be fair, I don’t think he’s ever been in love,” Felicia adds. “We’ll be there with you, and so will all the guys. You can strip off the bracelet any time you're uncomfortable. It’s consensual fun. You can always back off.”

“I don’t think I want to,” I say.

“Then don’t. The best thing about our lifestyle is we respect people’s decisions. We don’t shame or condemn. We’ll support you in whatever you decide.”

Jenny takes the lead, and we’re soon sitting in a row of massage chairs getting mani-pedis. Our talk turns to other things, and my mind spins over what she said in my mind. Steven understands what’s happening, and her explanation soothes my anxiety.


CHAPTER 15
MARGARITAS



After I finished my massage, we reconnected outside the spa in a small cantina where we agreed to meet. I don’t have to wait long before seeing my two friends, their arms overloaded with shopping bags. Jenny is energized, while Felicia looks like she needs a nap. I grin at them and wave.

“I’ve ordered a pitcher of margaritas,” I say, thinking they’d need a cool drink.”It should be here soon. Along with the nachos and something with shrimp. This is my treat.”

“You’re a goddess,” Felicia gushes. “I need a drink and a nap. How do you have this much energy? In this climate?”

“It’s a gift,” Jenny sasses as she stacks their bags on the fourth chair of the table. “It’s hot and humid, sure. But we’re talking shopping! How do you not get excited?”

I enjoy their good-humored barbs and giggles. They are close friends but have two distinct personalities. Jenny is like a middle-aged cheerleader, peppy and friendly, and her bright smile can encourage you to try anything. Felicia is lower-key, mellow, and peaceful. It might be from her yoga practice or the sober way she listens intently when we talk.

“How was your spa massage, Hailey?” Felicia asks as their banter dies down.

“Intense,” I say, working my shoulders. “I was sore in so many places, but she found all the knots and worked them out. Now I feel loose and limber.”

“You have had quite the workout the last few days.” Felicia grins, and her eyes sparkle. “I think we should keep tonight low-key; what about y’all?”

“I just want to soak in the hot tub for a while, then crawl into bed with Brad.” Jenny stretches with a groan. “Shopping is a gas, but, like Hailey, I’ve been much more active than when we’re back home.”

“What’s that like?” I ask, dying to know more about how they live. “I don’t want to pry, but how do you work these activities with your lives? You both have teenagers, if I recall correctly?”

“It’s much less frequent back home,” Felicia replies. “Our girls are off at camp for the month, and this is the second year we’ve taken a wild vacation. We figure out times, or special occasions, the rest of the year.”

“My mother likes to spend time with Sammy, who adores her grandma. So Brad and I can take a weekend break or party with Christi,” Jenny describes her lifestyle. “We meet for coffee with Christi weekly and plan. She’s been swinging the longest and has some connections around town. But mostly, we live everyday lives.”

“Amelia spends every other weekend with her mother, which has its challenges.” Felicia continues. “The schedule is nice to plan when we can get away. I like to spend time with Nat, and she’s been with us here and there. But Jenny’s right. Most of the time, it isn’t very spicy. We all enjoy a family-oriented daily life and spending time with our friends.”

“You're in Dallas, right?” I can’t help trying to pull more information from them.

“Just to the north. The metroplex is always growing,” Felicia says.

“Yeah, in a wealthy suburb, excellent schools, lots to do. But it has challenges, like living anywhere, I’d imagine.” Jenny smiles and shrugs.

“I'm alone, and I want to move somewhere new. My apartment has too many memories I’d like to forget,” I confess. “I’m not attached to my hometown the way I used to be. When Holly moved to Florida, everything changed.”

“What do you do?” Jenny asks me, helping herself to more of the margarita pitcher.

“I’m an executive assistant for a marketing firm. It’s not much; I only have a high school diploma. We got married early, and … Well, he didn’t want me to get a degree. He said we couldn’t afford it, but I think he felt threatened.”

“That’s a pretty generic background,” Felicia adds. “You could probably move without too much hassle.”

“Where would I go?” I look at them, and they open their mouths in surprise. “What? It’s a fair question.”

“Move to North Dallas, duh!” Jenny exclaims like it would be easy, and Felicia leans in, nodding.

“Oh yes, we could help you find a new job. Christi has lots of connections.”

I press my lips together and look at my encouraging new friends. “Whatever I do, I want to do it for me. I don’t want any handouts or favors. I need to be independent. I never want to rely on a man again.”

“Not even Steven?” Jenny teases, waggling her eyebrows.

“Stop, Jen,” Felicia says, smacking her lightly on the shoulder before looking at me. “You absolutely need to do whatever is best for you. It’s essential to your growth. But I have to say, Steven would treat you right wherever you end up.”

“Even long distance?” I ask. My mind is spinning, and the whole thing is outrageous. I laugh and reach for their hands, and they grab on. “This is ludicrous. I love you two, but we’ve only known each other for a few days. Wonderful days. It’s a great fantasy, but I must prepare for the harsher realities when I return home.”

“Keep an open mind,” Felicia says, squeezing my hand.

“No pressure. We love to dream.” Jenny smiles, leaning and kissing my cheek. “But it’s pretty cool when dreams come true. I’m going to manifest this from the universe.”

As the nachos disappear, we chat about lighter topics. When the girls start collecting their shopping bags, the men wander in and join us.

“Ready to get back to the ship?” Brad asks as Steven wraps his strong arm around my neck, pulling me against him. Butterflies flutter in my belly at the pleasantness of being close to him.

“Yep!” Jenny says. “We need to get back and have a fashion show. We haven’t shown Hailey the new things we bought her. You’ll love some of the things we bought, Steven.”

My cheeks heat up, and I press my face against Steven’s chest to hide my slight embarrassment. He presses his lips to the top of my head and kneads my shoulder.

“Whatever you got her, she’s going to look awesome in it,” Steven says.

His comment surprises me. I’m still trying to purge the negative thoughts my ex filled my head with. To him, a new outfit would make me look fat, or the color was wrong for my complexion. That I accepted his bullshit for so many years stirs difficult emotions. I push away the toxic thoughts and grin up at him.

“Thank you,” I say as I lean up and kiss his cheek. “You don’t know how good it feels to hear you say that.”

Steven’s boyish smile cements my growing feelings for him. It’s been so fast, but it doesn’t seem rushed. As we walk back down the quay, my cheeks hurt from smiling. My new friends are happy. Their husbands are handsome and supportive. My boyfriend—God, is that what he is? I shake my head. It would be easy to keep daydreaming. I have to try to keep my feet on the ground.


CHAPTER 16
SPOILED



We get back to the ship in plenty of time before it casts off. Our next destination is the island and the freeuse free-for-all I’ve fantasized about since Holly described it over the phone. My little taste of being shared by so many sexy people only makes my imagination run wild. I chew on those thoughts as we board and head down to our staterooms.

Steven pauses outside our opposite rooms, and I turn to face him. He grins as he leans to kiss me, and I eagerly return the kiss. My hands slide down his back to his firm ass, and I squeeze. He emits a sound like a growl or a grunt as his fingers dig into my curvy behind. He pulls away, and I suck my lip between my teeth, peering at him from under my lashes.

“I’m tempted to ravish you right in this passageway,” Steven growls lightly.

“Why don’t you?” I tease, dropping my hand to his groin and gripping his firm manhood. “We have a little bit before dinner. We could cuddle in my bed after until it’s time to eat.”

Jenny’s laugh, followed by Felicia’s giggle, makes me turn toward them as they appear. They walk toward us with their arms full of shopping bags. Jenny smiles, seeing Steven and me, and then winks at me.

“Steven, you’ll have to wait.” She laughs, raising the bags. “I’m calling another girl’s time out. Hailey needs to try on the clothes we bought.”

“Don’t worry,” Felicia joins in. “We got a few things with you in mind. Here.”

She hands him a small pink bag, and Steven’s brow wrinkles as he peeks. He looks at me and closes the bag quickly. His smile tells me he is thinking impure thoughts—at least, I hope so.

“Use it as you’d like,” Felicia explains. “But when you’re done with it, let Hailey keep it, okay?”

“Absolutely,” Steven says before pausing to kiss her cheek. “Thank you. This is unexpected, but welcome.”

“No trouble at all,” Felicia shrugs and nods at Jenny. “We all got something from that store.”

“No cheating,” Jenny adds. “We want to save this for the island. Besides, we need to rest tonight, don’t we?”

“What is it?” I ask, trying to peek inside the bag.

“You’ll find out when Steven is ready for you to find out.” Jenny hooks her arm around my elbow and tugs me to my door. “Open it up. We need a fashion show so you can choose what you’ll wear tomorrow.”

I wave my free hand at Steven, and he opens his door and disappears inside. I grumble lightly, “You cock blocked me.”

“I think you’ll survive.” They laugh, then lead me to my bed. “Sit. Strip.”

“You’re not even going to buy me a drink first?” I laugh but do as I’m told.

While I’m undressing and putting my clothes in the laundry bag, she and Felicia open their bags and start laying out their finds from the port mall. My nipples harden, remembering their bodies tangling with mine. A well of arousal builds in my pussy, and I wonder if I’ll be able to scratch the building itch before dinner.

Felicia empties their shopping haul, stacking lacy lingerie, daring bathing suits, silky robes, and sexy sundresses in separate piles. I want to sort through them as Jenny helps with arranging them, but I’m unsure what to do, so I stand naked, watching my two new best friends unpack. They bought a lot, and I'm self-conscious about them spending money on me. It’s not like my wardrobe didn’t need an upgrade; it’s limited outside of the few new things I bought for the cruise. I would have never considered fitting the stuff they bought into my wardrobe.

I wind through fading thoughts of my difficult marriage, considering how the lack of intimacy grew as my fashion taste lessened. I didn’t dress to attract my husband; what was the use if he withdrew and withheld affection from me? Letting out a sigh, I shake my head and reflect on the male companions on this cruise: Steven, Brad, and Craig. While I spent most of the last few days naked or in a bikini, the men all complimented my sundresses and other casual clothes. Their attentive appreciation helps me push away the darker thoughts of my frustrations with my ex.

Once they are happy with the organization of their gifts, we start trying on the lingerie.

“We guessed at your size, and I think I have a good eye.” Jenny smiles as I pull lacy cups over my generous bust.

“These fit better than the stuff I get at Walmart.” I grin and let my fingers run over the lace and my stiff nipples.

“They better!” Jenny says and cocks an eyebrow at Felicia. “What’s our first rule?”

“Turn away from the big box stores,” she answers, then bends and helps me with the skimpy bottoms with too many strings.

I sway from side to side, modeling for my friends, and admire my reflection in the mirror. The rest of the fashion show moves quickly. They nail my sizes on the first go and remove some of the outfits that don’t fit, so the initial piles grow smaller, too.

“We’ll split what doesn’t fit between us,” Jenny says. “I think we got some that were more for us anyway.”

I giggle as I continue to dress and try on various things. My keep pile grows, and I’m stunned at what this must have cost. “I’ll pay you back,” I say, shaking my head. “This is too much!”

“Nonsense. Brad gave me a gift budget, and we’re well under what he approved. We might have incredible fashion sense, but we’re also bargain hunters.”

“She has a gift,” Felicia agrees, nodding. “She knows where they hide the bargains. My wardrobe has gotten much more fashionable since we started shopping together.”

“Well, I needed to switch up my wardrobe from athleisure outfits to sexy swinger attire,” Jenny explains, waving her hand like it’s nothing. “I was such a gym rat before I became a hotwife. I’ve let go of the body-building look, though. I like my girls too much.”

That explains her athletic, muscular physique, even if her girls are augmented with surgical help. Her toned body makes curves sexy as hell, and her ass has a rounder appearance than mine. Felicia is thinner but just as alluring with how gracefully she moves. They are out of my league, though I know they’d scold me if I admit that aloud. I shake my head and wipe my eyes.

“Hey, hey.” Felicia wraps me in a hug from behind. I’m only in a silky robe, and her body heat warms my back as her arms wrap around me. “Shhh, talk to me, what’s the matter?”

“I…” I can’t concentrate as her fingers brush over my abdomen, trying to soothe me. “You guys. I’ve never had anyone care for me like this, save for my sister. I don’t know how to process it.”

“Just breathe, babe,” Jenny says and hugs me tightly, kissing my cheek. “We enjoy spoiling our friends and forget that it can be too much sometimes.”

“Here,” Felicia’s soothing voice says. “ Lie down.” She pulls me back and pushes the clothes off the bed, lying behind me on the bed.

“Just relax,” Jenny coaches, climbing in front of me.

I focus on breathing and being sandwiched between these two surprising women. They are both sexy and confident. I wish I could say the same thing about myself. I close my eyes, finally relaxing after my cycle of self-doubt.

“Thank you,” I say, caressing my new friends. “Is it almost dinner time? I’m starving.”

“Yeah.” Felicia leans, kisses my cheek, and then swings to stand by the bed. “I felt the boat move; we must be getting underway.”

“Finally,” Jenny says and squeezes my hand before I can cup her breasts. “When we wake up tomorrow, we’ll arrive at the island. Let’s get to the salon and see what’s for dinner.”

I blink at her, thinking we could be late for dinner if we had some fun. It’s been a long day, and it feels like forever since Steven and I enjoyed a shower. She grins as she rolls off the bed and stands by Felicia. Felicia tosses me a sundress, and I reluctantly twist to sit up and then rise to my feet.

“We’re going to rest tonight,” Jenny says, hugging me after I pull the sundress down. “No more orgasms until we’re on the island. We need to be hungry, right Felicia?”

“Well, I’m hungry for food,” Felicia winks and prods me toward the door of my stateroom. “But I agree; no sex tonight. Cuddles and caresses, but save the fun stuff for the freeuse shebang.”

“She-bang?” I open the door and head down the passageway to climb the stairs.

“Oh yeah, she BANG!” Felicia cracks and starts laughing. “I can’t wait for all our banging tomorrow.”

A shiver runs through my body at the thought of a freeuse weekend. When we reach the dinner table, the men are waiting for us. The ship is coasting through the waters, leaving Costa Maya, and the sun is about to set. I settle between Steven and Brad while Craig winks at me across the table.

“Are you excited?” he asks, grinning. “I think you’re going to have a blast.”

“I’m nervous,” I admit, biting my lip. “Will you guys look out for me? I can remove the bracelet if it gets to be too much. But I want to know some friends are looking out for me.”

“We got you, Hailey,” Brad says, taking my hand while Steven squeezes my thigh. “We always look out for our friends.”

Izzy and Britt start serving us dinner and then the table quiets as we start eating. I play with my food, poking at the tender fish and rice. Their words reassure me, but I’m anxious about what’s to come. I hope I’ll get to see Holly before things get wild.


CHAPTER 17
COUPLING



After dinner, Steven takes me and walks with me up to the forecastle. The humid heat has lessened with the setting sun, and the breeze cools my skin. We stand quietly, staring at the sea as the boat glides through the water, the steady thrum of our engines barely audible. For all my nervousness over what will happen tomorrow, I’m calm with Steven’s arm around my waist. I lean against his side, tracing my fingers along his chest.

“Are you okay with me wearing the green wristband?” I ask softly, deciding to say what’s on my mind. Steven’s quiet after my question is disconcerting as he stares into the night sky.

“Yeah,” he finally says, then looks at me. His arm lifts, and his fingers brush a lock of stray hair off my cheek. His thumb runs along my jaw. “I don’t want you to miss a new experience. I can’t let my possessiveness limit your freedom.”

“Your possessiveness?” I ask, short of breath.

“I didn’t know you when we started this cruise.” Steven’s eyes glint from reflections from the ship’s running lights as I stare at him. “I thought you would be a fun friend to share a cruise with. I didn’t expect to catch any feelings.”

“I didn’t either,” I confess, rising on my toes to kiss his lips.

The kiss starts lightly, but when Steven’s hand slides behind my head, we deepen the kiss like it’s our source of oxygen. I don’t want it to end; the way his body feels against mine, how his tongue twists with mine, how he holds me securely. I'm dizzy with lust and decide to throw Jenny’s rules overboard.

“Stay with me tonight,” I say when we finally part. “I want you beside me.”

His eyes stare into mine as he nods and takes my hand. We pace down the decks, taking the nearest ladder to the deck where our staterooms are. We sweep into my stateroom together, eager and impatient. We kiss again, moaning at the taste of each other, pulling at our clothes.

I undo his shorts while he pushes the straps of my sundress off my shoulders. We both dance, wriggling out of our clothes. I start trying to work Steven’s shirt open, but he pushes my hands away and then rips his shirt open with buttons popping across my room. My fingers dance over his warm skin, tracing the lines of his muscles as he pushes his shorts and underwear down.

“Please,” I gasp before our mouths collide, kissing with deep hunger. Tracing my fingertips along his erect shaft, I wrap my hand around him and stroke. “I need you inside me, Steven.”

We stare at each other as I slide back on my bed until my head hits the pillows. Our eyes lock together as Steven crawls onto the mattress, then between my open thighs. He drops his gaze to my sex, licking his lips before meeting my eyes again. When his mouth starts devouring me, I arch back and grind my hips against him. His tongue flicks over my clit, then down, tracing between my slick lips.

My nipples are rigid when I grip my breasts, tugging at the sensitive tips as Steven eats me out like he’s starving. When he fits two fingers in me, I moan with lust as he stretches my tight passage. I want more than his mouth and fingers, so I drop my hands to his head, fingers curling in his sandy blonde hair. I can’t help working my hips, grinding my slick folds over his lips and nose before I tug his head up.

“Inside me,” I gasp, staring into his lust-darkened eyes. “Please, I need you inside me.”

I sound so desperate, but his eyes betray his passion as he climbs over my body. His mouth engulfs one nipple, sucking on it hard while gripping his cock and dragging through my needy core. My breath hitches as his tip slides over my clit, then explodes out in a moan of need when he shifts and slides in. My thighs stretch wide as my lower legs wrap around him, my heels digging into his ass.

“Yes,” I gasp as he starts a steady pace. I groan needily, wanting more but also loving Steven’s controlled thrusts that fill me with every stroke. He moves his mouth to my other breast; his upper body curved over mine as I run my fingers through his hair.

I don’t want this to stop. My need for him grows as my core tightens, but it’s not just lust and passion. Something in my core swirls with desire as our bodies meet and part. I’ve never felt this way, and I hardly know Steven, but it’s like we’re made for each other.

My mind spins as he plays with my body like a master pianist. His hands grab my wrists and pull them over my head. His core tightens as he drives his hips, staring at me with his blue eyes dark with lust and need.

“You’re mine.”

“Yes! Yours!”

“Mine, Hailey.”

He jerks his hips, snapping his length in deep. I come apart hearing his possessive claim on me, body and soul. I tense as my thighs clamp against his sides, and the first jet of his seed erupts inside me.

“Fuck, Hailey.” His hips snap, driving deep, then draw back as he growls and pumps more of his cum in jets.

“Oh, Steven, fuck!” I cry out as I crash into a second wave of bliss, my pussy gripping his cock as I gush around his pulsing root. “Oh god, I love you.

I slam my lips together, and my eyes widen at how easily I express my feelings for him. We’ve said it before, but I didn’t expect to fall in love so quickly. He keeps grinding his hips, grunting, and I’m not sure he heard me. My heels dig into his ass as I grind my hips into him. When Steven’s blue eyes lock on mine, I know he heard what I said. My eyes soften as he leans down and kisses me softly. Our kiss deepens as our bodies shiver from our release, my core tightening, swimming in bliss and afterglow.

“I love you, too,” Steven says, looking into my eyes. “I love you, Hailey.”

I nod, then close my eyes when his intense stare becomes too much. I am more attached to him than I ever was to my ex-husband. I sense he doesn’t tell other women this, and I shiver when I open my eyes and stare into his.

“Yours,” I say, nodding. “I’m yours.”


CHAPTER 18
ARRIVAL



We make love throughout the night, falling asleep entangled, then waking and starting again. I know I’m getting addicted to orgasms, as many as Steven lavishes me with. We have so much to discuss, but I get lost in his eyes, and my body ignites, and we go at it again. My body belongs to him, and my heart belongs to him. It’s my mind that is warring with the other two.

I stir as light shines through the porthole and open my eyes. There is another mast beside our boat, and there are voices outside. The ship sways as the engines whine, and the passing masts slow to a stop. Climbing out of bed, I peek out the window and see a ship like ours beside us. Men handle lines, pulling our boat into position alongside each other and securing our stern to the quay.

Steven leans over my shoulder and kisses my cheek as he wraps his arms around me. The heat of his chest against my back comforts me, and I lean back into his shoulder, my mind stitching together while I breathe in his scent.

“We’re here,” I say, then turn around, wrapping my arms around him. “Do you want to meet my sister?”

He kisses me, then leans back and nods. “I’d love to, but I should get dressed. I really should move my things into your cabin, but…”

He winks, and I shrug. It’s a small thing; he’s slept in my bed more than his own. But the thought of him taking up space in my domain knots my stomach. I don’t doubt our love, but I’m still raw from my divorce, and everything seems to be moving so fast.

He turns to the door, leans down to pick up his clothes, but pauses to look back at me. I nod, like he needs permission to leave them in my room. His grin stirs butterflies, and I tremble.

“I’ll be right back,” he says, leaving his clothes on the floor of my stateroom. “We can go topside whenever you’re ready.”

After he leaves, I gather our dinner clothes, plopping them on the bed to fold neatly and then moving them to a drawer in my dresser. His pile stacked beside mine feels strangely fitting. I grab one of my new sundresses and lay it on the bed atop the rumpled sheets. The light-blue bikini I picked fits perfectly, and I slide the blue flowered sundress over it.

My stomach is rumbling as I smooth out the dress and look at my reflection. The smile I see on my face broadens as my door opens, and Steven walks inside. He’s dressed in white Bermuda shorts and a blue, floral Hawaiian shirt.

“We match.” I grin and meet him at the door.

I carry my sandals in one hand as I walk beside him. Steven shifts his hand to the small of my back as we head to the ladder and topside. I’m nervous. I haven’t seen my sister in years outside of Facetime calls.

My mind spins with thoughts; today is the official start of the freeuse weekend. We have some time before the freeuse clock starts, and I’m nervous about what that will be like. The green wristband is already on my wrist, and I’m unsure if Steven even noticed it. We never clarified if our new feelings for each other changed things. He’s used to having open relationships, and I want to see what happens. It’s not like I’ve been exclusively his during our cruise, nor has he been mine.

As I climb to the main deck and look aft, I exhale to soothe my nerves. The ship is moored alongside Holly’s boat, both sterns facing the small cement quay. Captain Dick is at the gangway, and I see another uniformed man striding up from the pier toward him. The eyes of the man flick to mine, and he grins like he recognizes me. Steven steps alongside me and pulls me against his side.

The two captains shake hands, and I see Holly standing on the gangplank. She waves at me, bouncing on her toes and saying something to Captain Dick. He nods, and she hops off the gangplank. Without thinking, I leave Steven’s side, and Holly and I meet, wrapping each other up in tight hugs, squealing.

“Hailey, you look so good!” Holly says, taking a step back to examine me.

“You too, sister!” I say. She’s wearing a variation of her uniform, which reminds me of Izzy and Britt’s skimpy outfits. She is vibrant and full of smiles as she looks over her shoulder.

“Mike, this is my sister, Hailey.” She waves her hand toward me.

“I’m Mike Weaver,” he says, shaking my hand. “I knew you were Holly’s sister at first glance.”

I grin, and look back at Steven, then wave him up. As he comes to my side, I smile at Holly.

“This is Steven.” I grin at her, wanting her approval.

She grins and then hugs him tightly. “You’re taking good care of my sister, I can tell.”

He steps back, then turns toward Mike. “Steven Butler. Nice to meet you both.”

The boat fills with the rest of our party, and I step back, introducing Holly to my friends. Jenny, Felicia, Brad, and Craig are all smiles. Captain Dick claps his hands together.

A tall man with silver hair, and a confident bearing climbs up the gangplank, and we quiet as he steps aboard.

“Welcome to Playa Cabana. Please call me Mark. I’m the owner of Fantasy Unlimited,” he says, then waves toward the dock where an Asian woman stands at the base of the gangplank. “We have a breakfast set up for all of you. Please follow Lisa there, and we’ll get started. We have a lot to discuss before the fun begins at noon.”

I’m still a bundle of nerves as I fall behind Mike and Holly with Steven alongside me. There is a line of people waiting with leis and handing out flutes of champagne as we disembark the ship. We walk to the end of the pier, where a three-story building is set off from the shore. As we file inside, I realize it’s a hotel conference area but a little worn around the edges. Lisa leads us to a large banquet room, where tables are scattered around the room with people already sitting down. Jenny squeals as she races toward a brunette, and Felicia is on her heels.

“Christi!!” Jenny wraps her friend up tight, and they lean back to look at each other. Felicia leans and hugs her. I can tell the three of them are close friends.

“Hailey!” Jenny says, waving me over. "Meet our friend, Christi. She organized your cruise, so have her to thank for everything.”

I reach out to shake her hand, and she skips it and pulls me into a hug. “It’s so good to meet you, Hailey. Mark filled me in that Holly had a sister aboard the Pineapple Princess. I hope you enjoyed your cruise. This weekend is going to be wild.”

Her confident expression and fun smile win me over. “It’s been life-changing,”

I turn to find Steven as he walks past me and hugs Christi. She tosses her head back, laughing. Another man steps beside her and hugs Steven tight, patting him on the back. I smile, realizing that it must be Christi’s husband.

“Will, this is Hailey,” Steven says, turning back to me. “I think you might see much more of her once we return from this vacation.”

I grin broadly as the introductions continue. Mark’s wife, Kirsten, is stunningly beautiful. Brandon is Mark’s business partner, and his wife, Meghan, is cheerful with brown curls. We meet the rest of Holly’s cruise, and I shake hands with Steph, who gives me a wink.

“Hols’s sister, Hailey, right?”

“That’s me,” I say, then connect that she was the one Holly was with on our last Facetime call. My cheeks heat as we greet each other. There are many people between the two crews and passengers, and I know I won’t remember everyone’s name. We sort ourselves out and start to take our seats. Steven and I sit with the rest of our cruise mates. Christi and Will sit with us. Holly sits with Mike at Mark’s table, along with Dick.

As breakfast is served, I grab Steven’s hand under the table. I’m nervous but also excited. Everyone seems warm and friendly, but I’m anxious about what will happen this afternoon. Steven smiles at me, squeezing my hand to comfort me. I smile back. We have a lot to talk about. I’m curious about what he meant about after this vacation. I look around at the other tables, noticing a lot of men from the ship’s crews. They’re all rugged and handsome.

I don’t know what will happen when the freeuse excursion begins, but I’m ready. All the women I’ve met wear green wristbands. That sends a thrill up my spine, knowing what it means and knowing I won’t be alone.
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ABOUT ISLAND EXCURSION


It’s finally time for the freeuse excursion on Playa Cabana.

It’s been a wild, life-altering trip sailing across the Caribbean to the island of Playa Cabana. My sister Holly is here, and I can’t wait to catch up, but the exciting freeuse agenda of the next thirty-six hours begins too soon.

Since Holly bought my ticket, I’ve explored this new lifestyle, made new friends, and dreamed of joining their wild community. However, I must coach myself, or I’ll rush too fast and expect too much.

But it’s hard to be patient when I stare into Steven’s blue eyes. I know it’s not forever, but can I wish for more with this amazing man?


To my readers. Thank you for the opportunity to entertain, enlighten, and encourage you.


The bond that links your true family is not one of blood but of respect and joy in each other's life.

RICHARD BACH


ISLAND EXCURSION


CHAPTER 1
THE RULES



We’re all seated in the Playa Cabana conference center around tables with breakfast platters on each table of eight. My mind rewinds through the past few life-altering days as we eat breakfast. The first time I met Steven and his friends on the pier in Galveston before we embarked and met Captain Dick. The two wild days at sea as we sailed south toward Mexico and my wild first day as a freeuse slut, will stay with me for a long time. I remember visiting the two ports, lying on the beaches and shopping for too many clothes with my new friends.

I look around my table at the now-familiar faces of Steven’s friends. It feels natural to be connected to Steven, but Felicia and Jenny have become almost sisters while we sailed. I enjoy seeing Brad and Craig seated next to their loving women. Captain Dick turns and smiles when he catches my eye from across the other tables. I might not have gotten closer to him, but I can dream I might see more of him with Holly and Mike in Galveston.

I pause since I don’t live in Texas like everyone else. I still live in the apartment I moved into when I separated from my asshole of an ex-husband. I sigh and remember how the few friends we had as a couple evaporated during our separation and divorce. I’d be genuinely alone if Holly and Mike hadn’t gifted me a ticket to the Pineapple Princess.

Thinking of the future has me tuning out the speeches from the podium and the buzz of conversations in the large conference room. Steven squeezes my hand to get my attention, and his look of concern brings a smile to my face. I lean and kiss his cheek, then whisper in his ear. “Just thinking of how quickly life can change.”

“It’s kind of exciting.” Steven grins. “Before meeting you, I was on a repetitive streak of projects at work spaced out with wild weekend flings before going home alone. I’m looking forward to what is going to change between us.”

“How much do you enjoy air travel?” I grin and bite my lip. “Are there regular flights from Dallas to Jacksonville?”

He arches a brow and leans to kiss me. “We’ll figure it out. We need to focus on the next day and a half first.”

“We? I’m the one that will be… I don’t know what I will be doing.”

“Enjoying yourself,” he says. “At least I want you to enjoy yourself. I’ll be fine just watching you.”

“That sounds boring,” I tease, enjoying the lighthearted banter.

“You’re never boring to watch, Hailey,” Steven says. “I just want you in my bed at the end of the day.”

My eyes widen, and my cheeks heat up. “I want that too.”

Then we’re kissing, and I lose myself in the feel of his arms around me. The buzzing crowd fades away until he pulls back and looks me in the eye. “Good. That makes me happy. I want you to be yourself and follow Jenny and Felicia’s lead. Have a good time. I’ll be there if you need me.”

A thrill shoots up my spine as I recall my practice day on the sailing yacht. How the only things I felt during that day were lust, bliss, and passion. I felt loved and protected even as I submitted my body and mind to pleasuring anyone and everyone else. Could I surrender to the sensations freely if I knew Steven was watching? I recall the heat in his eyes when he watched me on the table in the lounge with Craig, who railed me in front of everyone. Then my mind flips to Felicia’s heated gaze when I begged as she watched me come apart on her fiancé’s cock.

Yeah, I can do this. I want to do this. I also want to see where Steven and I could go as a couple. I’ll have to take him at his word, which I struggle with thanks to my asshole ex-husband who betrayed my trust. This cruise has shown me how toxic he was to our relationship, but the scars he left still fester.

“What about you?” I ask, leaning against his shoulder. “Are you going to play or just watch me?”

He smiles and tightens his arm around my shoulder. “I’ve played at plenty of similar parties. It’s fun, but I think I’d rather watch you. If I get too horny, I can take a turn with you or look forward to ending the day with you in my bed.”

“I’m not expecting you to be monogamous, Steven,” I say, then hold my breath. I already sound like I have expectations of him, and I don’t want to. I want us to explore our connection while I experience something different.

“I know.” Steven smiles and kisses my nose lightly. “It’s different for me too. But I want to limit myself to one woman for the first time. I won’t keep you from discovering if this lifestyle is for you. We can both explore changes to our lifestyle.”

Taking his hand, I lower my mouth, kiss his palm, and return his smile. The green, stretchy band is already around my wrist. I pan around the table, noticing Jenny and Felicia playing with theirs. They see me and smile back, pulling on their bands until they snap back against their wrists. I grin, then do the same, feeling the sharp nip of pain, which only makes me more aware of how quickly the start time is approaching.

“Now,” Mark’s voice says, grabbing my attention as the crowd quiets. “Some rules, then I’ll guide you to the designated freeuse area. There is plenty of room, but please stay within the zone to play.”

A rumble moves through the crowd, and I pan around the table, noting handsome men watching me. Sexy females wearing tiny bikinis under thin wraps grin knowingly as our gazes meet.

“Rule one. Wear your band if you want to play. Both partners need to wear the band. Without a band, you’re free to watch.”

He waits and scans the crowd, noting their heads and nodding.

“Rule two. The safeword is Coral Reef. If you hear the word, you need to stop and repeat the safe word loudly. Check with your partner while everyone pauses any play while we ensure everyone’s safety. Once satisfied, the green light will be announced with steel drums over the loudspeakers.”

A hand goes up, and Mark points to the burly man standing in the back. “We all have to stop our play if we hear the safeword? What if they only want to slow down?”

“Thank you, Marvin. Great question, and it brings me to… Rule three. Players can use alternative safewords. I suggest the color system of green-go, yellow-slow down, and red-stop. If you use red with your partner and they don’t acknowledge it, shout out Coral Reef. I don’t need to remind our VIP members of the importance of consent.”

The crowd’s buzz grows, and I look at Steven. “I’ll use colors,” I tell him so he knows. “I hope I won’t have to use red.”

“Me too, but don’t hesitate if something feels off.”

“I won’t.” I grin and lean to hug his neck, kissing his lips. “I’m glad you’ll be there.”

“Okay, three easy rules.” Mark’s voice is loud, and the crowd quiets. “Let’s gather outside the entrance, then the freeuse players will follow me. Let’s take a fifteen-minute break.”

Mark walks off the stage, flanked by the rest of Holly’s yacht guests. Steven stands, takes my hand, and helps me to my feet. The six of us who sailed on the Pineapple Princess gather together.

“This is going to be wild!” Jenny says, her blue eyes flashing with arousal. “Let’s go wait outside so we can be in the front.”

She grabs my hand, then Felicia’s, and we walk out the main entrance to stand and wait for Mark to return.


CHAPTER 2
GETTING SORTED



“Why is it taking everyone so long?” Jenny whines, looking around at the empty entryway to the conference center.

“Probably using the bathrooms,” Felicia says, stretching her back, then twisting side to side like she’s warming up for a jog. “We were sitting there for three hours.”

I watch her, amazed at her flexibility and admiring her lithe body, toned ass, and shapely legs. “Probably right,” I reply, warming up with side bends. “I needed a potty break after the president of the Platinum Club gave that boring speech.”

“Right?” Jenny says and bends forward to touch her toes. “You’d think he’d have some crazy stories to tell. I’ve only heard a few of Christi’s anecdotes from her voyage with the Fantasy Unlimited crew. It sounded wild. Why didn’t he spice up his talk?”

“This is also a shareholders meeting,” Felicia says, twisting her head side to side to stretch her stiff neck. “I think we’re some of the few here just for the freeuse excursion.”

“Listening to Christi, it sounds like your sister had fun.” Jenny pokes me, grinning.

“I avoided listening to that,” I say, blushing. “I know what she does for her crew and captain. We talked about it when she told me about my free ticket. But I don’t want the play-by-play. You know?”

“Perfectly acceptable,” Jenny says and then raises one brow. “Can we talk about how hot her boyfriend is? Both of the yacht captains are…” She wipes her brow and mimes, panting with her tongue hanging out.

“He’s fair game,” I allow. “He has that protector vibe about him, same as Captain Dick.”

“Yeah,” Jenny teases me when I mention Dick. “You enjoyed tangling with our ship captain, didn’t you?”

“Maybe we shouldn’t talk about the captains,” Felicia says when she notices my discomfort.

“No, it’s okay.” I shrug and let out a sigh. “I’m just new to this open relationship thing. I need to get used to it, at least the light-hearted teasing.” I pause, stepping forward into a lunge. “My instincts are telling me that Steven and Dick are competing for my attention, but my feelings about monogamy have changed. Maybe I don’t have to choose?”

Hearing the words I’ve been thinking aloud, my mind spins with my new outlook. I’ve been aware of the chemistry I have with Dick since we talked in his stateroom. But his duties made him unavailable. Meanwhile, I was drawn to Steven’s easygoing demeanor and protective vibe. They both are so different than my ex-husband. I frown, wondering why that asshole keeps invading my thoughts.

The people from the conference file out and cluster in small groups to mingle. A gaggle of women roughly the same age as us gather in a clump. They’re followed by a line of men, talking while checking out the women and sharing winks. Then, stragglers exit the conference center in a steady stream, strolling out and scanning the growing crowd. Steven, Brad, and Craig appear together and head toward us.

“What are you doing?” Jenny hisses, looking past them to the milling older men circling the clumps of women, who are all eyeing the parade. “Don’t ruin our fun.”

Brad arches a brow, but Jenny laughs and then hugs him tight. “I know you want to watch me. I’m just giving you a hard time.” She looks around at the cliques of other women. “Any of those hens catch your eye?”

As I watch the comely ladies, a shot of jealousy wells up in me. I force myself to look away and smile at Steven. He steps beside me and takes my hand, entwining his fingers with mine. I lean and kiss him when he lowers toward me, keeping it light. My emotions are conflicted as I gaze at the handsome men pacing around. The older ones have a confident air and appear wealthy and privileged. There are very few younger men, but some stand out.

One guy a few years younger than me has dark, unkempt hair and a kind smile. His arms are wrapped around his blonde companion. She is wearing a scandalously skimpy bikini—even more revealing than the golden macrame string bikini Jenny put on. Her wedding ring sparkles as she relaxes her voluptuous body against her man, flirting with three other men in her orbit.

Another tall, athletic guy who is no more than a few years out of college holds hands with another sexy blonde. She also looks fresh out of school, with platinum-blonde hair and full, round breasts that strain the strings of her white bikini. They are alone, but her eyes are roaming across the crowd, pointing out some handsome men while whispering to her escort.

The two younger groups are the exception rather than the rule. I enjoy the older men, but a vain streak in me hopes I can catch the eye of one of the five young studs. I blush, thinking about it. Would they even find an older divorcee attractive?

The rest of the crowd is mostly older men who are attractive and confident. I can see myself sitting outside their office as their executive assistant. Would it be scandalous if I let a future boss have free use of me? My mind is spinning with these random fantasies, and my body heats up as the clock keeps ticking.

Mark and Kirsten walk through the middle of the crowd, flanked by Brandon, Meghan, Will, Christi, and their logistician, Lisa. Christi approaches our men and takes Craig aside to talk a few feet away. Brandon whistles, Mark claps his hand, and everyone turns to face them.

“Okay, it looks like we have at least a quorum.” Mark grins. “Thanks for putting up with the business portion of the weekend. I promise that’s the last of those types of presentations.”

The crowd murmurs, looking around, with some pointing to the two tall sailing yachts tied to the pier. Mark holds up his hands until they quiet before continuing. “We’re very excited about our new venture into the world of luxury sailing yachts. This island will be an exclusive destination for adult-themed cruises and exclusive charters on our beautiful ships. That’s why we’re here. To give you, our best supporters, the first taste of our freeuse excursion. Follow me and stay on the trail.”

He turns and walks away from the convention center, following a sandy trail through the tropical foliage that covers the island. When Jenny takes my hand, I look over my shoulder at Steven and give him a wink as I grab Felicia and pull her along. Brad and Craig grin and pat Steven on the back as they follow behind the crowd of horny men and women.

My tummy tightens as I feel my pussy well with arousal. The time is here to let go of my inhibitions—well, more of my inhibitions. Mark and Kirsten lead us toward a ring of small cabanas set off from a beach and the soft roar of waves crashing into the sand.


CHAPTER 3
IT BEGINS



Mark and Kirsten walk through the outer ring of cabanas and climb the steps to the deck surrounding the largest cabana in the middle of the ring. They turn and pause while the rest of the crowd approaches and spreads out in front of the deck. Mark raises his hand, waiting for the crowd to quiet.

“Thank you,” Mark begins, panning across the crowd. “I see you all have on the bracelets of your choice. The freeuse area starts at the end of the trail we just walked and ends at the waterline of the beach. Please refrain from playing on the trail or in the jungle, as insects and snakes are present on the island.” He pauses and scans the crowd again. “I’ve already reviewed the rules, but one last thing.”

The crowd mumbles, and Mark waits for quiet, then raises his arm and uses his free hand to point to the black rubber wristband he wears. The rest of the Fantasy Unlimited team and some ship crewmen line the rail along the deck, all wearing black wristbands.

“Those of us wearing a black wristband are safety observers. We will not engage in the freeuse activities as participants during this event. We will monitor and enforce any consent violations. Remember, Coral Reef is the universal safe word—don’t hesitate to shout it loudly if you feel unsafe.”

The crowd buzzes again as Mark looks at the people lining the deck rail. They all exchange nods, and Mark turns back to us. “That’s it. Spread out to give everyone space. When you hear steel drums playing over the loudspeakers, the freeuse portion of our weekend has begun. Have fun.”

Scanning across the line of people with black wristbands, I look for Holly. The safety observers are all men, and I don’t see Izzy, Britt, or Emma either. I exhale when I realize my sister won’t be in the play area. I’m relieved because that could’ve been weird.

The crowd splits, with the men backing away while the women spread out within the ring of cabanas. Tables, benches, and lounges are scattered on the sandy ground between the outer ring of cabanas and the main building, giving some options for playing without getting sand in sensitive areas. The door and bay windows are open around the outer ring of cabanas, offering more intimate spaces within the small buildings.

“Have fun, babes.” Jenny grins, squeezing my hand and waving at Felicia. “I’m gonna find me a silver fox!” She wanders away from us toward a cluster of older men, flaunting her sexy, athletic body.

“Want me to stay?” Felicia asks, but she’s also eying the line of men spreading out and surrounding the inner ring of women who buzz with anxious excitement.

“Thank you, but no,” I say, squeezing her hand and releasing it. “I’m sure we’ll see each other here and there, right?”

“I’m going to try to keep in contact,” Felicia assures me. “The guys will too. But have fun, okay?”

She winks, then backs away, turning toward the crowd of men. She then settles onto one of the lounges and removes her bikini top. I chew on my lip, unsure of what to do next, when I see the athletic guy I saw earlier tracking me with his eyes.

His blonde partner is gone, and I don’t see her as I scan the open area. His gaze makes me feel like prey, but I stare back, appreciating his athletic body. He peels off his tight t-shirt, tossing it in the sand beside him. He’s not overly tall, but his build is more muscular—a contrast to Steven’s lean swimmer’s body. My pussy clenches as our eyes lock, waiting for something to happen as my skin prickles with anticipation.

The loudspeakers crackle briefly before Caribbean steel drum music plays. The area buzzes with movement as the men outside begin approaching the women. Some ladies have stripped, while others are still in their bikinis or covered in a thin wrap. I glance up and freeze when I notice the guy I was ogling approaching. His stare makes my vision narrow, and my nipples tighten under my bikini.

I swallow silently, considering my next move as he steps close. He makes the first move, cupping my jaw and kissing me. I open for him, but my body is buzzing with building lust.

“Jason,” he growls as we part from the kiss. His hands lift, and his fingers slide under my blue bikini top, cupping my breasts and boldly taking control.

“Hailey,” I manage to say before moaning as he tightens his fingers around my stiff nipples. I cup his package and feel his thick length, stroking it through his board shorts.

We kiss again, more heatedly, both moaning as we grope each other. I lift my hand and then slide it under his waistband, encircling his thickness and tightening my fingers around his girth. I chase his tongue with mine, moaning into the kiss as my mind swirls with lust. He pulls back while I’m still stroking him, pushes my bikini up, releases my breasts, and lowers his head, sucking one hard nipple into his mouth.

“Oh god,” I moan, closing my eyes and arching to push my tit into his hungry mouth. My hand keeps lightly moving along his throbbing length.

The sudden swat on my ass burns deliciously, and I blink my eyes. I realize Jason’s hands are still on my breasts, and I twist my head to see an older man behind me. He uses both hands to grip my hips, and I push my ass back into the contact. Lust clouds my thoughts, and I want nothing more than for him to rip off my bathing suit and ravish me.

“Let’s spit roast this one,” the bald, portly man behind me growls before nipping at my shoulder. “I bet she’s soaked. Such a needy slut.”

Jason pulls away, his eyes wide in shock, then narrowing as he notices I’m not resisting the older man. “Oh yeah, man. I think Hailey wants to be double stuffed.”

“Good to meet you, Hailey,” the man growls, grabbing my shoulders and pushing down. “I’m Grady. Get on your knees, sweet thing.”

I quickly drop my knees into the sand, watching Jason push down his shorts. His cock bobs before me, but when I reach for him, my hands are pulled behind my back. I let out a yip from the bite of pain when Grady pins my arms behind me, but I lean forward, sweeping my tongue around Jason’s swollen crown.

“Good girl,” Grady says, letting go of my hands to grip my hips. “On all fours, and spread your knees out.”

I do as he says, resting my hands in the gritty sand, shifting my head, trying to pull Jason’s cock into my mouth. Thick fingers push into my flowing cunt while Jason’s fingers tighten in my curly locks.

Lustful passion consumes me as I relinquish control to the two confident, virile men as they position me where they want me. I’m at their mercy, and it’s exactly what I want. All other thoughts fade as my brain turns off. My mouth fills with the heat of Jason’s cock, and my cunt squeezes around Grady’s thick fingers.

Relaxing my throat to take Jason deep, I blink up and stare at his eyes. The heat I see reflected only thrills me more. I sink into the bliss of being used for their pleasure as Grady’s blunt tip swabs up and down my drenched pussy.

It hasn’t been five minutes since the starting drums began, and I’m stuffed with two cocks sawing in and out of my mouth and cunt as the music fades away. The sounds of the surf crashing on the shore mingle with the moans and squeals of women and men as the fuck fest kicks off.

I feel like such a slut. Realizing this is who I am only makes me want more. My body hums as my first orgasm bubbles inside me, tightening my core before it bursts out in a muffled scream around Jason’s thick cock.


CHAPTER 4
WATCHING
STEVEN



The steel drums break the sounds of people mingling. Behind their metallic tones, the sound of the surf fades. I’m watching Hailey as she turns toward a younger guy. Judging by the way he carries himself, he’s a jock. Not a professional, but probably an athlete in college. The young stud was staring at her before the start signal. Now, I feel a jealous twist in my gut as he cups her jaw, and they kiss, parting to exchange words before diving in for more.

His hands slide under her bikini, and I clench my fist when his fingers sink into the soft flesh of her breasts. Is this how Brad felt when I fucked Jenny under their beach house? I’d heard other stories of Jenny’s playdates with our friends. Heck, I watched Jenny as Brad, Craig, Will, and Dylan took turns with her for the week in Galveston. I’ve never felt this rising jealousy in my core before.

I resist the urge to stalk toward her and pull the guy away. Instead, I step back and sit on the steps of the cabana assigned to Hailey and me. I can’t take my eyes off her, and when an older, portly guy steps behind her and smacks her on the ass, my fingers tighten into fists.

“Breathe.” Brad’s familiar voice soothes my inner beast as his fingers grip my shoulder. “Just breathe, feel jealousy, then let it go. Watch her. Let her have this.”

“How do you do this?” I rasp out, my teeth sinking into my bottom lip.

“I like to watch.” Brad shrugs like it’s natural. “I’ve accepted voyeurism is my kink, and that’s why I enjoy watching. I’ll admit that watching Jenny at first was hard. I had to watch her and Craig on the video screens alone in my bedroom the first time.”

I nod at him. I helped him pick out the security cameras and install them before Jenny’s first date with Craig in her gym. He told me about watching Will screw Jenny while he and Christi watched. I knew he observed her and Dylan when he claimed her as the prize at our poker game. We never really discussed it other than to acknowledge that it happened.

When it was my turn with Jenny, Brad was there when I first slid into her slick pussy, bent over the hood of their SUV. Brad and I took turns with her the rest of that weekend, then with Felicia and Christi as the orgy bloomed into a fuck fest. It was the first time he took an active role in her shenanigans. After that, their relationship shifted from a strict stag-vixen hotwife agreement to an open-swinging lifestyle.

“I focused on her—studied her,” Brad repeats, patting my back. “I saw her responses, the way she moved. The way Jenny looks at other men. It is different and fucking hot. But I identify it’s pure lust— not love—in her eyes.”

I glance at him, then back at Hailey. She’s on her hands and knees now, sucking the first guy while the older bald dude fucks her from behind. His playful smacks redden her hips, but her eyes stay locked on the face of the guy she’s blowing.

My dick throbs at the thought of her blowing other men. She’s such a good cocksucker. I feel an odd sense of pride at how she takes this guy deep while staring up at him. I know how her throat feels and recognize how she swallows at the right time. The guy tosses his head back, his chest heaving as she gives him her unique type of pleasure.

“She’s good,” Brad acknowledges, watching the action with me. “But Hailey doesn’t feel anything for those guys. It’s not the same as when she looks at you.”

I glance at him and then back at Hailey. The guy’s hips buck, and I know he’s blowing his load down her throat. Her hips rock, pushing back to meet the other guy’s erratic thrusts. She shakes as she comes while the heavyset guy empties his load into her pussy.

“The way Jenny looks at me is unique,” Brad continues. “I can see the love, care, and devotion behind her eyes. That’s how I know she’s mine.”

I glance at him, and he nods across the sandy circle past Hailey to where Jenny is riding a guy’s cock while he lies back on a lounger. His hands are squeezing her big, round breasts as her hips rock and twist on his cock. She’s into it, but then she turns, looks toward us, and grins with a wink. I understand what Brad means. She’s performing for Brad as much as she’s enjoying the sex.

“I’m used to being watched and playing with other men’s wives,” I admit, exhaling a sigh. “I never much thought about how their cuckold husbands feel. I was just tuned into the girl but felt empty after we finished.”

“Yeah.” Brad nods, and his grin changes as he watches his wife make another guy lose control. “There are a lot of different kinks at play. Some have humiliation kinks they feed by being a cuckold. But I enjoy knowing that Jenny returns to my bed at the end of the day. I’m not threatened by her fucking around. She’s starting to feel the same way about me and other women.”

He shifts his gaze, and I follow to watch another blonde on her knees in the open space between Jenny and Hailey. She’s looking at the guy who just finished in Hailey’s mouth. When he looks at her, I recognize how Brad looks at Jenny. Brad pushes to his feet and then walks toward the striking young blonde.

“Watch her,” Brad says, nodding over his shoulder. “Watch Hailey. It’ll be hard, but you’ll discover if she loves this or you.”

I nod at him before returning my gaze to Hailey. She’s on her feet between the two men, letting them paw at her perfect breasts, their fingers between her thighs. Her hand is stroking them, trying to bring them back to full hardness.

That twist in my gut tightens. Her eyes close as she enjoys the sensations of two men touching her, kissing her, fingering her. When her eyes flutter open, she stares at me like she knows I’m watching. Her lips curl into a grin, and her eyes flash as she tips her chin at me. My cock swells at the way she looks at me, and I begin to understand what Brad means.


CHAPTER 5
SINKING
HAILEY



My fading orgasms course through my veins as I enjoy the sensual hugs and touches of the two men. Grady is rougher but also sweet. When he kisses me, it’s tender—a contrast to the possessive way he took charge and slammed me from behind. Jason kisses me with a hunger for more but is also distracted. He keeps glancing at the stunning blonde facing him on her knees, getting fucked from behind. She’s staring at him even as the guy plows into her, and she barely blinks when he tenses, apparently coming inside her.

He pulls out, and the next guy lowers behind her. Oh fuck! It’s Brad, and he’s staring at me as he fits his cock into the blonde’s pussy. She glances back at Brad, who nods with his comforting grin. When she looks back at Jason, he trembles.

“Fuck, Andi.” His voice is like gravel.

“You’re with her?” I ask, then glance over, noticing Stephen still staring at me from the steps of a cabana, making goosebumps ripple over my flesh.

“My fiancée,” he says as he tugs my nipple lightly before kissing my cheek. “That was awesome. Catch you later.”

He drifts off, turning toward Brad and Andi. She stares at him as he gets closer. Then Brad tips his chin and says something to him. Jason nods, then strokes his cock while looking at Andi. She nods at something he said, then opens her mouth, staring up at Jason as he pushes his revived cock into her mouth.

“Maybe I’ll find you later,” Grady says, swatting my ass. “You’re a fine piece of ass…” He stops talking and tilts his head.

“Hailey.” I chuckle, reminding him of my name. “You have a nice cock, Grady. I’d love another turn.”

“Hailey, right.” Grady snaps his fingers with an endearing smirk. “It’s in the lockbox now, honey,” he says, pointing at his bald head that gleams with sweat.

I’m left alone naked, so I bend to grab my bikini top and bottoms from the sand. I turn, searching for Steven, but he’s not on the steps where he was. I spin in the sand, trying to locate him.

“Looking for someone?” A sweet, soft voice tickles my ear. “A him or her, honey?”

“Does it matter?” I ask, twisting to face her. She’s a short, curvy girl with a black pixie cut. Her generous breasts have bars piercing her nipples, and I lick my lips before biting the lower one.

“Not to me,” she giggles. The way her eyes sweep over my body sends a thrill up my spine. “You’re sexy as fuck.”

“Thanks,” I say, feeling my cheeks heat as she steps closer. “So are you. I’m Hailey.”

“Kimmi,” she chirps, leaning into me, wrapping her arms around my neck, and pulling my head down.

Our kiss is full of hunger and need. She pulls back and stares at me for a moment. “I liked watching Grady fuck you. So hot.”

“You know him?” I ask because Kimmi seems too young for the older man.

“Yeah, I’m his wife.” She winks. “What about you and that tall surfer?”

“You mean Steven?”

“Is that his name?” She grins mischievously like she knows more than she lets on before kissing me again, thrusting her tongue between my lips. “Girl, I’d love to ride his face while you ride his cock. Are you two together?”

“Uhm,” I say, my mind spinning. “We’re new.” I smile, pulling Kimmi’s warm, sweat-slicked body against mine. She lowers to suck one of my nipples into her mouth, and a well of arousal rises in my core. She sweeps her tongue over my sensitive nipples. The feel of her round ball tongue piercing makes me wonder how that would feel between my slick lips. “We… mmm… met on a cruise.”

“Fuck,” Kimmi says, looking up at me as she tongues my stiff nipple. “Those sailing yachts look sick. You got to sail on one? I need Grady to take me on a fuck cruise.”

I nod, but my mind is muddled with lust because Kimmi’s fingers have found my clit. I glance around, knowing that we’re standing in the sand. I want to sink into Kimmi’s passion, but I don’t like the gritty sand sticking everywhere. I spy Felicia lying supine on a picnic table, waving at a tall older man walking away from her. I grab Kimmi’s hand.

“Come with me,” I say as I walk toward Felicia. She’s shading her eyes from the midday sun, but she smiles when she sees Kimmi and me approaching.

“Oh, hey, Kimmi,” Felicia says, then grins at me. “I see you’ve met Hailey.”

“You know each other?” I ask.

“Kimmi and I have been to a few parties together.” Felicia grins and sits on the edge of the table. “The sun is so hot, you two want to find an empty cabana? I could use some shade.”

“Oh, yay!” Kimmi says, clapping her hands. “Yes, follow me, ladies. I think I know an empty one.” She takes Felicia’s hand and reaches her free hand to grab mine. I glance at Felicia over Kimmi’s head.

Felicia winks and bites her lip, mouthing, “Kimmi is fun. Relax.”

I nod at her as lust rises in my core. I enjoyed playing with Felicia and Jenny on our cruise. Kimmi seems like a smaller, dark-haired version of Jenny. She gives off a manic, pixie-dream girl vibe.

“How are you and Grady?” Felicia asks as we trek through the hot sand.

“Oh, you know,” Kimmi says, shrugging. “He likes being my sugar daddy, and I like how horny he gets when he watches me fuck. He seemed to enjoy your friend here.”

“You and Grady?” Felicia cocks a brow. “You go, girl. He’s fun; he tries to be rough, but he’s a teddy bear.”

“Too right,” Kimmi says. “He’s nothing like your Craig.” She fans her cheeks. “How are you guys?”

“Engaged,” Felicia says, flashing her ring.

“Congratulations, babe.” Kimmi says with a grin, “How is your sub taking it with you being off the market?”

“Nat is still my sub,” Felicia says with the only hint of irritation I’ve sensed from her. “I’m poly, and we’re still together.”

The light conversation fades to an uncomfortable quiet as we walk into the cooler air of a cabana. In the middle of the room, on the bed, four people are in the throes of their tryst. It’s cooler inside, so we lean against the wall to watch.

“Whoops, guess this one’s isn’t empty. But I’m not complaining,” Kimmi says, leaning against the wall and squeezing one of her breasts. I’m surprised at how easily I get along with her while the lustful scene of three men fucking a woman on the large bed.

Her blonde hair flows down her back as she straddles one guy lying on his back. He curls up to suck her tits as he rolls his hips into her. Another hot guy covered in tattoos plows her ass from behind, gripping and slapping her round cheeks. Her head is turned away from us, bobbing up and down the cock of a third man kneeling beside the other three. He tilts his head when he notices us inside the busy cabana.

“We’ve got more company, Emma, love,” the man getting his dick sucked says, winking at us. She pulls off, her hand lifting to stroke him, and catches my eye, then smiles a spacey grin.

“More the merrier,” she chirps, then goes back to deep-throating the guy with the British accent. The man fucking her ass smacks her cheeks, causing her to moan and push back toward him.

“Emma loves to be watched,” another voice says. The three of us turn to look at a fourth guy sitting in an armchair with the best view of the debauchery. “I knew she was a slut when I married her on this island a year ago.”


CHAPTER 6
POP-UP ORGY



“I’m Jonathan,” the guy says, lazily stroking his cock with one hand and gesturing at the threesome with the other. “My bride, Emma. He’s Colin. David is on the bottom, and Axel is fucking her ass.” He introduces the five of them like it’s not strange that they are all fucking while we watch. “They were my groomsmen, and I challenged Emma to fuck them all before we walked down the aisle.”

“Emma is a firecracker,” the British, Colin, says. “She loves cock filling all her holes. Don’t you, Ems?”

She shivers at his tease, her ass tightening as she moans around his cock. The muscular tattooed guy behind her, Axel, smacks her ass. “Fuck, bitch. You keep squeezing my cock with your asshole like that, and I’m gonna shoot my load.”

The three of us line up along the wall, our fingers playing with our clits, and squeezing our breasts while we watch the four go at it. I glance at Jonathan, who ends up staring at me. I shift my eyes at my companions before boldly stepping toward him.

“May I?” I ask, looking at his wrist. Like all of the others on the bed, he is wearing a green band, so when I sink to my knees and reach for his tumescent cock, he grips my head and guides me lower.

“Please,” he grits out as my tongue sweeps around his head, gathering his leaking precum. “You are?”

I take him deep, his words buzzing as I feel him sink past the opening of my throat. I’m about to pull off his meaty shaft to introduce myself when I hear Felicia introduce me.

“She’s Hailey. I’m Felicia.” She says before Jonathan interrupts.

“And Kimmi.” He smiles, and I wonder why everyone knows her.

I keep sucking Jonathan’s cock, focusing on meeting the pace set by Axel’s hips smacking into Emma’s ass behind us. I’m on my knees and feel fingers slide along my thighs and push out. I pull off Jonathan’s dick to look between my spread thighs. Seeing Kimmi’s eyes sparkle from below. So I spread my thighs and then lower hips, pressing my slick pussy lips onto her willing mouth. Moaning as she starts lapping my clit, I sense a shadow over me.

I blink up, grinning at Felicia as she slides past me to sit on the arm of the chair and face Jonathan. Stroking his cock, slick with my spit and drool, he sways toward my friend, latching his lips around her rigid nipple. Her eyes close with a moan, and I go back to sucking Jonathan’s throbbing cock.

I feel Felicia shifts, partly facing the action on the bed, pressing her bottom against my forehead. She lets out a moan, and her hips roll as I keep bobbing on Jonathan’s cock.

“Fuck, that feels good. You can fuck me with your long fingers.” Felicia’s moan is pure lust, and my mind pictures Jonathan’s arm around her waist while his fingers slide deep inside her pussy.

Kimmi’s tongue slashes across my tender lips, then flicks a pattern around my clit. I groan around Jonathan’s cock, and I feel two of her fingers slip inside me, then curl to tap her fingertips against my g-spot.

The scent of sex is everywhere as I breathe in shallowly through my nose, hearing our moaning swell into a louder chorus as we all focus on pushing our partners to new heights of pleasure. I feel my core tighten with a building coil of need, but I can’t quite find my release.

Emma shouts, “Oh fuck, I’m coming,” and then her sloppy blowjob restarts. I glance toward the bed, seeing her body shake as her two lovers thrust in deep, their hips jerking. The thought of her getting two hot shots of cum deep inside her pushes me to my end. I feel my pussy clench, and I moan around Jonathan’s cock as my juicy release floods Kimmi’s mouth.

“Oh fuck, Ems, I’m coming…” Colin grits out, his ass cheeks clenching in my periphery. Jonathan’s thighs tense, and I redouble my efforts even as my body tingles in bliss. I’m rewarded by hot, salty ropes of cum shooting into my mouth. I seal my lips tight and suck as Jonathan’s hips rock in jerks as he explodes in my mouth.

When I pull back, sucking until my lips pop off Jonathan’s cock, I look up to meet Felicia’s stare. She twists and extends her leg across Jonathan’s chest, resting one foot on the opposite arm. Her fingers trace up and down her slick lips as she shifts down the arm of the chair, moving closer. I nod at her, leaning and closing the distance to seal my mouth over her trembling pussy lips. Her fingers comb through my hair as I gaze up at her.

“Good girl. You make a perfect pussy pleaser, Hailey,” Her breathless praise makes me want her to see stars. I lap at her clit, pressing against Jonathan’s cock to fit my fingers inside her and fuck her.

Kimmi moves back away from under me, but a firm hand grabs my hips. I look over my shoulder while flexing my digits into Felica and see Axel behind me. He tosses the towel he has wrapped around his cock, cleaning himself after coming in Emma’s ass. He’s all muscles and tattoos—my mouth dries up at his dark gaze. His hand reaches down, and I feel the blunt tip of his cock press into my needy cunt. I push my ass back as I lean forward, stretching to continue swirling my tongue over Felicia’s clit.

My body stretches across Jonathan’s lap, his cock thickening and lengthening against my breasts. His hand slides down, and I feel him grip the base while his crown slips between the slick valley of my tits. I move slowly, trying to please Felicia with my mouth, pushing my cunt into Axel’s thick root while Jonathan manages to fuck my tits.

It’s crazy, and I feel like I’m in the middle of a Roman orgy. Felicia grips my head and grinds her hips to press her pussy over my lips and nose. Axel slaps my ass, bringing sparks of pain that fade into deep bliss as his cock spears into me with hard thrusts. Jonathan’s hands grope my breasts, pressing them around his growing cock. His hips roll, fucking my sweat-slickened tits as he starts to moan, nearing his peak.

Both Felicia and I mash our bodies against him. Felicia’s thigh is like a strap locking him into his chair while I shift my torso while he fucks my tits. He squirms from the sensation of two women naked women wantonly pressing against him. It’s too much, and Jonathan groans as I feel his cock throb spewing hot ropes of cum all over my tits and chest. Felicia’s hips bridge, and I seal my mouth over her pussy and lap at her clit as she jerks and spasms, flooding my mouth with her release.

My eyes widen as Axel slams into me, blasting hot ropes of cum into my spasming pussy as I come with him, my release flooding over his shaft and dripping down his balls.

We slump against Jonathan, and I look over at the bed. Kimmi and Emma are facing each other, tongues twisting in a passionate kiss, as Colin and David fuck the pair from behind. I sigh as my body still trembles with bliss, dropping my fingers to lightly pet my sensitive clit.


CHAPTER 7
DINNER BREAK



By the time the steel drums play over the loudspeakers and we start to untangle, it’s late afternoon. Our impromptu eight-some flowed from one scene to the next, bodies adjusting as we chased our bliss. I had each of their four cocks inside me at least once, and Felicia and I enjoyed some fun together while getting railed by two of them. When I hear the time-out signal, I realize I’m starving.

Emma hugs and kisses Felicia and me before she takes Jonathan’s hand, and they leave with Axel. Kimmi has already left with Colin and David trailing after her. I blush and wrap myself around Felica, still processing the wild sex party we enjoyed. Five of them were virtually strangers. While it was fun, I’m okay if that’s all there is to our newly formed friendship.

“That was crazy. Right?” Felica says against my lips as we part from a kiss.

“Yeah.” This is the only word I can process. The last time I came so often in such a short time was during my test ride of freeuse with all my friends on Dick’s sailboat. Felicia turns toward the entrance, breaking into a grin of surprise.

“Felicia, have you seen Hailey?” Steven’s voice is like a balm, and I twist around only to find him staring at me with a dark look. I grin, closing the distance to lean against his muscled torso, grounding myself to the beat of his heart. It’s rapid, and I hear a growl rumble in his chest.

“Where did you go?” His voice is clipped, and I can tell he’s biting his tongue, holding things back. “I lost track of you.”

“She was with me,” Felicia says as she touches Steven’s shoulder. “We got caught up in a pop-up orgy with six others and lost track of time.”

I look at him, noticing how tense his jaw is. I lean and kiss his jaw, my fingers running along his cheek. “I didn’t mean to scare you. I was enjoying myself.”

“With who?” Steven rasps as his arms band around my waist. “Did they treat you okay?”

“I’m fine,” I say, rubbing my hand along the hard planes of his chest. “We ran into Kimmi,” I begin, and Steven rolls his eyes.

“Oh, Kimmi,” his stern face relaxes into a slight smile. “Yeah, she can get anyone into trouble.”

“We met…” I pause, trying to describe Jonathan, Emma, and his three friends. “Well, a couple who were married about a year ago right here on the island. The two of them and his three friends are a tight-knit group, but we all had fun.” I shrug and wrap my arms around him.

“I’d better go find Craig,” Felicia says, and I sense her retreating.

“I know where he is, along with Brad and Jenny,” Steven says. “C’mon, I’ll show you. That’s what started me looking. We all wanted to go have dinner together.”

“I’m sorry you were worried,” I say, slipping my hand into his, and he interlocks his fingers with mine. It feels like we’re back to normal.

I relax against his side when he lets go of my hand, wrapping his arm around my waist. The three of us leave the cabana, the door still wide open, which should help air out the exotic smells of our orgy.

“What did you do?” I ask, leaning into his side. “I saw you at the start before I got into it with…” I have to pause to think. “Jason and…”

“Grady,” Felicia finishes for me. “I found her making out with Kimmi and helped her figure out who’s who a bit.”

“Well, Grady is harmless.” Steven smiles at Felicia. “Kinda crazy that we’re on this island with people we know from Dallas.”

“Yeah, it’s a little surprising,” Felicia says. “I was able to talk with Christi, and she says that Mark and his group are embedded in the local swinging community. It would only have been a matter of time before we ran into them at a party, like Christi did.”

“So you know a lot of these people?” I ask him, running my fingers over his chest. I can’t stop touching him. While he was initially stiff from the scare of losing track of me, it feels nice to be close to him again.

“Yeah, at least acquaintances. I partied with many of these swingers before I met Brad and Will. Then Craig started hanging out with us and brought in Dylan. Still need to introduce you to him.”

“Will and Christi, right?” I ask, still trying to place names with faces. Warmth fills me as he adds a new name to meet. Maybe. I push the thought from my mind. I don’t want to dwell on the idea of goodbye.

“That’s right,” Felicia says. “I started going to parties with Christi after the orgy at Jenny’s beach house. Craig came along and discovered he liked to watch me play. I think it’s hot when he goes all caveman, dragging me home to reclaim me.”

“Speaking of,” Steve says, nodding ahead to where Craig stands outside the resort with his massive arms crossed. “Hey bud! I found them.”

“About fucking time,” Craig says, but he’s all smiles as he wraps Felicia in a tight hug. “I put a ring on your finger, and you end up turning into even more of a slut.”

My eyes grow wide, but Felicia giggles and smacks his chest. “You kind of made me a slut, taking me to Jenny’s orgy, then making me fuck that cop on the way home.”

“Really? I’m gonna need to hear that story,” I say, but I feel comfortable with our banter. It’s all fun, and how can I feel weird with Steven’s arms around me?

“C’mon, Jenny and Brad are saving us places.” Craig ushers us into the large conference room. Scanning the cavernous room with scattered tables, I see Jenny hopping up and down, waving.

“There the troublemaker is,” Steven calls out, and we walk to join them.

As we share hugs and soft, friendly kisses, Christi and Will join us around the large round table. We pair up, and I sit with Steven, feeling a cozy warmth from being beside him. Sitting at the table, I relax, comfortable with my new crop of surprising friends. I know they are all swingers and enjoy their brand of ethical nonmonogamy. Still, they make it work because, under the surface, they are all in love with their partners. I’m trying not to think of the future, but I can’t help but wonder if Steven and I will become a solid-loving couple like the rest of them.

“Holly says hi,” Christi whispers as she sits beside me. “She’s shacked up with her captain in the middle cabana for the rest of the excursion.”

“Oh? Why is that?” I ask, wondering how she is. Being shacked up in a single space while people are having wild sex everywhere doesn’t sound like much fun.

“She’s … uhm… How much are you comfortable knowing?” Christi asks with a sincere expression.

“I’m fine with general knowledge,” I smile. “I know what she does as a freeuse stew. I’m assuming she’s doing something similar?”

“Yes,” Christi says and leans closer. “The safety observers get a little charged just watching, so she’s like stress relief for them.”

My eyes widen as I consider what she’s saying. I recall my arousal watching other people play around me while I was getting it from Jason and … Grady, then later in the cabin with Jonathan, his friends, Emma, and Kimmi. “Got it,” I say and squeeze her hand. “Pass along that I’m having fun, please.”

“Absolutely,” Christi says. “I’m so happy you’re enjoying the cruise, and I’m glad you’re fitting in with my friends. I want to get to know you better. Felicia and Jenny think the world of you.”

I blush and nod. “It’s completely mutual. They’ve become my best friends.”

I force a smile because, in the back of my mind, I know there’s a time limit. Once we’re back in Galveston, we might go our separate ways. I don’t want this cruise to end, and I don’t want to say goodbye. I push the thought from my mind as food is served with glasses of cold water and iced tea. I grab a glass and nearly empty it in one go. The server grins and gives me another with a wink.


CHAPTER 8
CLAIMED BY CHRISTI



I’m drained after we finish eating. The afternoon of fucking four guys and three other girls was incredible, but I’m a bit sluggish. Jenny to the rescue, I guess?

“No quitting,” Jenny says with her engaging grin. “You have to keep it up till the drums beat. That’s midnight, not eight-thirty, Grandma. C’mon. Let’s go skinny dip in the ocean!”

I sigh, but Felicia is already stripping down to her bikini. Christi says she’s off duty for the night and joins her. I shrug off my wrap and adjust my blue bikini. I put it back on before we left the cabana; it’s somewhat clean since I’d stripped it off right when the drums started earlier. Just a few grains of sand abrade my skin around my waist and along the strings of my bikini top.

“You only have to wear it to the cabanas,” Jenny says, skipping ahead. “We’ll strip down and stow our stuff in our cabana. Brad has chosen one to claim for the night.”

“We’re not staying on the ship?” I ask, not remembering much about the plans we made in the morning.

“Nah, babe,” Felicia says, wrapping her arm around my side. “They moved all cruise guests to the cabanas. You’re rooming with Steven. Each couple has a cabana. They’re deep cleaning the ship for a special event the day after tomorrow.”

“When did you learn about this?” I giggle, enjoying her warmth as she leans against me as we stroll through the darkened foliage. The path is lit with ground lights, but the canopy above is as dark as night.

“You need to start paying attention.” Felica laughs, “They were discussing it over dinner.”

“I was still in an orgasm daze, I guess.” My pussy throbs as I remember the indulgent tryst with Felicia and the six other people I just met. But really, I was consumed with how comfortable I felt beside Steven. He left earlier, with Brad and Craig, promising to find me later.

Thinking about another round of lustful passion with Jenny, Felicia, and Christi chases my sluggishness away, and my pussy gets the message and starts seeping juices into my bikini bottoms. “Are all our cabanas close to each other?”

“Yes!” She laughs again. “Brad ensured all our cabanas were together. If we all want to sleep together, we’ll get creative with the limited beds. But we all have our cabins, too.”

I start daydreaming of sleeping in a snuggle pile with Jenny and Felica or as Steven’s little spoon. Both excite me as we trek through the circles of cabanas, strip to our birthday suits, store them in Jenny and Brad’s cabana near the beach, and then head toward the sound of the surf. Jenny swats Felicia’s ass, making her scream and chase Jenny into the surf to exact her revenge.

Christi laughs, then looks back at me and reaches her hand out. “It’s time you and I got better acquainted.”

I thrill shoots up my spine as I grip her warm hand. Her hair is darker brown than Felicia’s amber tresses, but just by a few shades. In the lights from the ring of cabanas behind her, her tanned skin doesn’t show any tan lines, and I wet my lips by pressing them together. We stroll into the surf side by side, and she turns to me when water rushes over our bare feet.

“Are you submissive like your sister?” she asks, lifting her hands to cup my jaw and kissing me lightly.

“I don’t know how she is…” I breathe against her lips before boldly swiping my tongue across her soft mouth. “I’d rather not talk about Holly,” I say, parting from the kiss. Her eyes twinkle, then she nods, grabs my hips, and pulls me against her. When I relax my body against hers, sliding my hands around her waist, she smirks.

“I won’t mention her anymore.” She kisses me again, thrusting her tongue into my open mouth as she squeezes my ass in her strong fingers. She assumes control like a second skin, dragging my body against hers until our bare pussies brush against each other. She tilts her head, pressing her forehead against mine. “Sit down and spread those pretty legs wide for me.”

I crouch down and roll back onto my ass, then stretch my legs out wide. Obeying Christi sends sparks through my nerves and collects in my core, making my clit ache. The sand is damp, and the warm tropical surf rolls up and pools around me. The briny scent of the Gulf is arousing as Christi stands and watches me, cupping one of her breasts and pulling the stiff nipple.

I’m about to speak when she lowers to a squat, her feet outside my hips, then leans and kisses me—her tongue thrusts between my open lips. Our tongues tangle in my mouth, but she assumes control as she lowers to her knees, her hands gripping my breasts and pressing me into the shallow waves. When she rocks her hips and brushes her bare mound over mine, I moan into her mouth.

She parts the kiss, looming over me as her hips work, grinding her slick folds along mine. I stare up at her, my mouth gaping open at the sinful sensations, lifting my hips to add more pressure. She smirks as she kneads my full breasts. “Don’t close your mouth…”

I nod slightly, opening my mouth wide as she hovers over me. Her lips close, and her neck muscles undulate as she stares at me. When she opens her lips, a stream of her spit flows down in a string and onto my tongue. I’m shocked but don’t move as my mouth fills with her warm saliva.

“Don’t swallow it yet.” Gripping my throat, her fingers and thumb squeeze my airway before she drops her mouth to mine. Our kiss is heated, and I move my hand to grip her ass while she keeps rocking against my pussy.

“Don’t touch,” Christi growls, her teeth nipping at my lips. “Hands at your side, sweet girl. Let me play with you.”

I lower my hands, laying my arms flat in the scant waves just outside her knees. I want to grind up, craving more friction on my clit, but she pins my hips down with her wet pussy. “You want to be my fucktoy?” Her eyes sparkle as her hips grind against me, dragging her pussy over my mound. “Can you be a good girl and do what you’re told?”

I’m speechless but manage to nod. Her fingers pull at my stiff nipple, then swat across my breasts before roughly grabbing them. I squeak in surprise, bite back a scream, then moan as she soothes the ache she caused. I bite my lip, then nod.

“Say it aloud, Hailey,” she teases, hovering her lips over mine, her hot breath flowing over my cheeks. “I need to hear you beg.”

“Fuck. Please,” I stutter out, and the water spins around us as she cycles her hips. “I want to be your fucktoy. Please.”

She drops to kiss me but bites my lower lip and drags it down. I gasp at the moan and the sensual pain until she releases it and sweeps her tongue over mine. “Play with my nipples, bitch. I like them pinched hard.”

The coarse tone compels me to grip her heavy breasts tightly, pulling my eager fingers to her hard points, pinching and twisting until I make her squeak.

“Ooooh, good girl.” She moans, her hands dropping to knead my breasts. “You are a delightful toy, sweet Hailey. We’re going to have some fun.”

With an impish smirk, she grips my neck, squeezing at the sides of my throat and making it hard to inhale a full breath. Her hips cycle, grinding her hot crease over mine, dragging her lips across my clit. I moan at the sensation of our mounds grinding together while the brackish waves rush over our bodies, the salty spray coating our flesh.

“Do you deserve to come first, Hailey?”

I stare into her intense gaze and swallow, then shake my head. My head swims woozily as I struggle to get a full breath.

“You’re right, you don’t. But I want you to. So you will.” She leans and bites my lip again as her hips jerk, thrusting her sex against mine. “Come for me, Hailey. Make Jenny and Felicia wish they were you.”

I toss my head back and scream in bliss as my pussy clenches, squirting and flooding my release against her gyrating cunt. My hips jerk reflexively as the orgasm she pulled from deep inside me overcomes me. I reflexively wrap my arms around her hips, pulling her tighter against my throbbing pussy.

Her tongue invades my panting mouth, and we sink into a passionate kiss. She releases her grip on my neck, stroking her fingers along my throat as I gasp for breath. I can’t stop kissing this intoxicating woman, and I flutter my eyes open to stare up at her.

“Good girl.” She grins, then pushes up and offers me her hand. I grip it, and she tugs me onto my feet. “Come on, slut. We’re supposed to be skinny dipping.”

My knees shake as I follow behind her into the surf. I feel like her puppy trailing behind her as she wades up to her hips toward Jenny and Felicia. It feels like I have a crazy grin stretched across my face, the remnants of my orgasm still vibrating in my core.


CHAPTER 9
WILL'S TURN



Jenny and Felicia splash each other in the waves as Christi pulls me through the surf. They grin knowingly when they see me, and we all gather around. I’m still processing what happened with Christi. She grasped control and dominated me in such a brazen way. I guess I’m submissive because I could never take control like she did. I loved giving myself over to her will.

“Was that you hollerin’ at Jesus?” Jenny laughs, then wraps herself around me, lifting her thighs around my waist. I feel my cheeks heat, but I can only nod as she pulls my head down and kisses me. “That sounded hot as fuck.”

I bite my lip as she grins at me. My words are still tangled in my lust-filled brain, so I nod at the sexy blonde. I look over at Christi, and she smirks at me, pulling Felicia into the cuddle. We all sink into the briny gulf waters and lie on our backs, adrift on the swells. I know I’m floating on some serious endorphins, but this is the happiest I’ve felt in years.

“I want to watch Will fuck Hailey,” Christi announces without warning. I look over at her, and when our eyes meet, my core clenches. “You can invite Steven to watch, too.”

“I’m your fucktoy for the night,” I reply as my already hard nipples throb. “Do I have a choice?”

She shifts in the water, then rises to her feet, moving through the waist-deep swells toward me. “You’re right,” she smirks as I shift to stand in the surf. “C’mon, let’s find them, fucktoy.”

I hear Jenny and Felicia giggle, but their voices fade into the background as Christi takes my hand. Her grip is soft yet firm as she pulls me through the crashing waves onto the sandy beach. I see the lights of the cabanas ahead, and excitement wells in my core. Will and Christi sailed with Holly to the island; a picture of my sister with Will flashes in my mind. I push the thought away and focus on Christi’s fingers weaving with mine.

We wade through the shrinking waves and climb the slight slope as our feet get coated with gritty sand up to our ankles. The sand is still warm, and some sloughs off as we trudge past the sandy beach. Christi heads to the cabana, where we left our clothes, and climbs onto the deck. The door is open, and she waves me past her into the dimly lit open space.

I blink when I recognize Steven lying on the bed; this must be our cabana. His eyes are closed as he snoozes in his familiar swim trunks, and I yearn to snuggle beside him. Christi smacks my ass, and I yip in protest as she grabs the back of my neck, keeping me from climbing into the bed.

“Mine tonight,” she growls in my ear, making my nipples throb and pussy clench. “Kneel on the bed, head bowed like a good girl. Don’t be impatient, slut. Face the door, not your boyfriend.”

Steven stirs just as I climb on the bed. I want to stare at him, worshipping his god-like body. But I’m Christi’s toy, so I twist and face away, kneeling with spread thighs, palms up. It’s a pose Jenny taught me on one of our girly sleepovers, and arousal swims through my veins as I bow my head.

“What’s going on?” Steven’s voice is rough but deep and calm.

“I’m going to watch Will fuck your girl,” Christi says. “Don’t touch her; she’s mine tonight. You’re welcome to sit and watch with me.”

I force myself to keep my eyes focused on the bed. My body sways as Steven moves off the bed. Christi turns and leaves. I catch her jogging naked toward the center cabin in my periphery. One of the chairs facing the bed squeaks, and I guess it’s from Steven sitting. His silence is like a blanket, but I want to check in with him and see if he’s angry.

“Don’t.” His voice is gruff but tinged with the lust I’m familiar with. “You want to be a good girl for Christi, right?”

I nod slightly, closing my eyes to rob myself of the temptation to look at him. I wonder if he’s stripped off his shorts. My mind fills with images of his cock stiffening between his thighs. The memory of him watching Jenny and Felicia play with me while we sailed flashes in my mind. I picture his hand moving up and down his shaft and emit a moan as my pussy clenches and my arousal drips along my spread thighs.

I startle and almost lift my head, hearing footsteps on the stairs. Heavy breathing fills the silence. I want to open my eyes, but I continue to hold my submissive pose. I feel the heat of someone close, then the tickle of lips against my cheek.

“Open your eyes, sweet girl.” Christi’s voice is quiet and rough, making my skin prickle as I flutter my eyes open to stare into hers. “That’s a good girl. Now turn around on all fours and face Steven.”

Her sudden kiss is full of lust and passion, sweeping her tongue across my lips and plunging into my mouth. With a growl, she pulls away and slips off the bed. As I move to my knees, the bed shifts again as a heaviness settles behind me. It must be Will, but I don’t glance behind me because my eyes are held captive by Steven’s dark stare.

In my periphery, I sense Christi slumping into the chair beside him and swinging one of her legs over the arm of her chair. She leans toward Steven as he stares at me. I stare back, holding his gaze while his muscular arm flexes as he strokes his rigid shaft.

“You did good, Steven,” Christi says, stifling a lusty moan. “She’s a good girl; she’s perfect for you. Watch her while my man fucks her. Maybe I’ll let you have her next if you’re a good boy. She’s mine until the drums play.”

I shudder at her possessive words, and a thrill shoots through me as large hands grip my ass as the bed sways under me. My pussy is throbbing, and my juices are dribbling from my opening and seeping down my thighs as the weight behind me moves closer.

“You got her worked up, babe.” Will’s gravelly voice is deep behind me. His hands run over my ass, and I fight to stay still. I want to push back into him, show him I’m consenting. One of his hands runs along my spine, then fists in my hair.

“Head down.”

His command weakens my arms, and I slump forward until my head rests on the sheets, my breasts pillowed under me. I turn my head to focus on Steven, still obeying the enchanting, dark-haired mistress I’ve submitted to for the night.

Fingers cup my drooling cunt, and I fight to hold my pose. “She’s fucking drenched,” Will growls, sliding two thick fingers into my clenching tunnel. When they slide out, he swirls my slick arousal over the tight rosebud. I shudder a quiet moan. Then I hear him spit, and a wad of saliva splats between my ass cheeks. His fingers stir the slick goo to mix with my juices.

“Fuck me,” I gasp, not caring how or which hole. I swivel my eyes to plead with Christi, and she smirks, her fingers sliding along her spread thighs. “Please. I need his dick inside me.”

She waves nonchalantly at her husband behind me and nods. “Fuck her, babe. Cunt or ass, your choice.”

I sway my head to lock back in on Steven, then moan in delight as Will’s blunt tip pushes into my pussy. I’ve never felt so needy, so alive, as his cock sinks into my depths. I work my inner muscles, tightening around him as his hips compress my ass. He is balls-deep in my cunt when he stops moving.

“I’ve never been good with choices,” Will taunts in a deep voice. Then, his thumb wiggles against my tight ring, and I relax as he invades my sphincter. The feeling of his thick digit sliding in as I’m stuffed with his cock forces a lusty moan from my lips. Steven tightens his fist at the base, his eyes flaring as he holds his breath.

“Fuck,” Will grunts. He pulls back his hips, then punches his cock in deep. I whimper as his thumb twists in my ass, forcing myself to stare at Steven, watching his expression as Will slams into me again and again.

Steven bites his lip, his dark eyes locked on mine. I lick my lips, watching him stroke his cock. I want him in my mouth, but it’s not my choice. Christi moans as her breathing races and the wet sounds of her finger fucking herself get louder. My orgasm coils inside me as I squeeze my cunt around Will’s throbbing cock.

“Oh god,” I moan, my hands gripping the sheets by my head. I stare at Steven, my breaths shortening as I feel the cliff approaching. “May I come? Please! I’m begging you. Let me come on his cock.”

My words are directed at Christi, but my eyes bore into the dark irises of the man I’ve fallen for. He gives a tight nod, but Christi’s words are my end. “Come for me, slut. Come all over my husband’s cock.”

The room goes white as my body stiffens. My thighs shake as my cunt clenches, gushing my release around Will’s cock. I moan out unintelligible curses as Will keeps punching into me, my body at his mercy. My asshole tightens around his thumb as the waves start. I’m breathless as I stare into Steven’s dark eyes. His cock spurts his white seed all over his six-pack abs as I come apart on Will’s unrelenting cock.

When Will stabs his shaft deep, I feel the heat of his release, and a final thrill of bliss shoots through my nerves. I slump, boneless, my thighs spreading as my hips drop. I’m held up by Will’s pulsing cock filling my slutty pussy. Steven’s dark eyes disappear, replaced by Christi’s blue-grey irises.

“Good girl,” she says, then kisses me deeply. I return the passion, forcing my tongue between her lips until she pulls away, staring into my eyes. “Welcome to our wicked family, slut.”


CHAPTER 10
RECLAIMED



My mind is blank as I stare into her eyes, trying to make sense of her words. She combs through my hair, kissing my cheeks and forehead, and I moan as Will slides his thumb and cock out of me. I lie prone on the bed as Christi strokes her hands over my body, then climbs behind me, making me her little spoon.

“You’re delightful,” she coos in my ear; her hand drapes over my side and plays with my breasts, tweaking my nipples.

“Family?” I finally manage to speak after my mind knits back together. Aside from Holly, I have no family. She’s all I have.

“Yes.” Her whispers soften, kissing behind my ear. “You’re family with the rest of us, and even your sister. I feel like we found you both on this trip. I think you’ve found your home.”

I blink, shivering as I close my eyes. “Please let that be true,” I say to myself as I twist to face her, cupping her head and shifting my gaze to stare into her eyes. I feel the warmth against my back, and then Steven’s unmistakable presence fills my senses as he becomes my big spoon.

“Do you mean that?” I gasp. “Don’t say that unless you mean it.”

My mind spins as the bed shifts, and I see Will’s arm wrap around Christi from behind her. The four of us are silent as Christi’s gaze hardens, but she smiles before kissing me lightly.

“You’re new, so I’ll tell you this one time. I mean every word. I don’t play games. Not with the people I love.”

I blink at her as I try to sort that into my memories. I feel Steven’s breath along my spine. His scruff shifts along my neck to my shoulder, and his rough voice tickles my ears. “I mean it too,” he says, tightening his arms around me.

I turn and lie supine, my tits pointing at the ceiling as I turn to look into Steven’s eyes. They’ve softened after the intensity of the play we experienced. I know endorphins are still pumping in my blood. I may have gone insane from orgasm overload. I blink, trying to form words before giving up and kissing him. My body relaxes as my connection with Steven swells inside me.

“I love you,” I say against his lips. “I want this—if you’ll have me. Don’t make me say goodbye?”

The steel drums play from the loudspeakers, marking midnight and the end of freeuse play and my promise to Christi. Steven smiles and nods at me, kissing my forehead. I’m silent and enjoy the feeling of being in his arms. But his silence at my question pings inside my head as I try to relax.

Christi snuggles closer, her lips lightly kissing my ears. “No goodbyes from me, sweet girl.” Then she backs away, and she and Will slide off the bed. “We need to go get some clothes for the morning. Can we sleep with you two?”

I glance at Steven, and he nods but doesn’t look away from me. I turn to smile at Christi and nod. “It’ll be cozy, but I’d love it if you’d stay.”

“Won’t be long,” She winks, dragging Will out the door.

I look at Steven, my smile fading at the uncertainty I feel from not hearing him answer my question. He inhales, then shifts his muscular body over me, his knees shifting between my legs. I spread for him because I can’t resist wanting him inside me. His cock is hard and throbs against my sensitive core.

“I love you, Hailey,” he says, then teases the tip of his cock between my sodden lips, and I feel a drip of Will’s cum seep through my folds. “I don’t want to say goodbye.”

I shiver as I wrap my thighs around his waist as he sinks into me, stretching me deliciously as we kiss slowly. His cock is perfection, shifting deep inside, then slowly pulling back. My hands play with the hair at the base of his neck as he makes love to me. Our kisses are unhurried and intimate, and I want to float in the feeling of being his.

He cradles my head in his hands, and his elbows and triceps hold my shoulders down as his hips cycle in steady thrusts. I feel slick fluids dripping from my tunnel as he pulls nearly out, and I gasp against his lips as he fills me again. He growls against my lip, a possessiveness in his deep rumble.

“Mine,” he grunts, punching his cock into me. “You’re mine. You are hot to watch when you fuck someone else. But you’re mine. You’ll always be mine.”

I sigh as he tells me what I long to hear. His tempo speeds up as I nod at him, our lips brushing together. “I’m yours. Yours.”

Our words fade as our breathing shortens and our peaks drift closer. I squeeze myself around him, hugging his throbbing member as he keeps driving into me. He kisses me again, his groans vibrating against my tongue. I’m grinding into him as he thrusts with increasing vigor. The small cabana echoes with our passionate shouts when we hit our peaks together.

Our bodies jerk and tremble as we ride the bliss of our joint orgasms. Steven’s weight slumps over me, pushing me into the mattress as we relax, breathless. We shift around and somehow move under the sheets. He spoons behind me. His warmth against my back feels like home. I’m close to sleep when we hear footsteps. Then the door closes, and two figures slip into bed beside us.

“See? We’re back,” Christi says, pressing her lips to mine. “No more goodbyes.”

Steven tightens his arm under my breasts and kisses behind my ear. Christi grins and turns to welcome her husband to our shared bed. The four of us take up most of the space. When the darkness overcomes me, I wonder if I can sleep all crowded together.

“Sweet dreams.” Voices echo in my mind. As I fade to slumber, I pray this isn’t one of those dreams.


CHAPTER 11
SAFETY



I awake to the scent of French toast, syrup, and coffee. I blink my eyes, wondering where it’s coming from, when I spy a plate of food beside me with a note folded under the edge. The strawberry sitting on this side tempts me, and I give in, plucking it from the plate and sucking it between my lips.

As I chew the cloying tart fruit, I survey the cabana. It’s empty, and the daylight outside is muted from the opaque privacy glass. I remember falling asleep with three other people, but now I’m alone in a nest of covers with a delicious plate of food beside me.

I twist around, sit against the headboard, and pull the plate beside me. My nipples stiffen in the cool air as I pluck up the note from the covers. My body aches deliciously, and I take a moment to awaken fully before I open it.

Hailey, Good morning.

You looked too peaceful to wake up, so I brought you breakfast. Christi and Will have to start their shift, and I’m going for a walk on the beach. Join me when you’ve finished.

Steven

I smile, reading his sweet note, then see the rolled napkin with silverware and grin. He thought of everything I’d need. I shift to the side, standing beside the bed. I need to relieve my full bladder and wash my face before I eat. After leaving the bathroom, I see Steven’s suitcase open and pull out one of his tropical shirts. It’s huge on me, but fastening a few buttons keeps it from falling off my shoulders.

I reach across the bed, grab the plate and napkin roll, and sit at the small table near the coffeemaker. Of course, Steven has prepped the machine and left a sticky note telling me to press the button. As the machine bubbles and perks, I start eating breakfast. The French toast has cooled some, but the bacon is crisp, and the scrambled eggs are hot and fluffy. I quickly clean the plate, reach for the coffee, and start eating the fresh fruit I left for last.

My mind rewinds to when I was having coffee on the first day of my divorce. Holly called me. After seeing and hearing her life’s surprising turn, she gave me a cruise ticket. I smile, remembering the list of things I had to do in short order, which included a blood test. Finishing the coffee, I leave a few grapes on the plate, then rise to return to the closet, anxious to rejoin Steven.

I hear the steel drums over the loudspeakers announcing the start of today’s freeuse period. And my body tingles as I slip into the shower for a quick scrub and rinse. Then I put on a new yellow bikini, check my hair, and leave the quiet cabana, heading out to the sandy circle of cabanas.

I see clusters of people and smirk when I recognize the sights and sounds of people enjoying the lascivious liberties of the freeuse period. I want to find Steven first, but I pluck at my green wristband, wondering if I should remove it. I’ve had a great time, but after last night… I need to figure out what Steven wants.

I turn toward the beach, enjoying the look of a man staring at me, even as he fucks another woman from behind. I glance down to smile at her when I realize it’s Kimmi. Her mouth is open as she moans from the guy rutting into her, but her eyes squint with recognition. She gives me a wave and a thumbs-up. She lives in Dallas. Maybe I’ll see more of her when I’m home.

I pause my thoughts and put them in context; there is a lot I need to decide before I start thinking of Dallas as my hometown. My mind wars with itself when it reminds me that’s where my new family lives. I’m so distracted I don’t see the guy in front of me until I bump into him.

He’s tall, but not as tall as Steven. He’s muscular but not as massive as Craig. He has dark brown eyes, and his forehead creases when he looks at me.

“Sorry,” I say with a blushing grin. “I didn’t see you. I’m going for a swim.”

His eyes brighten as they sweep down my body. A greedy look in his eyes builds as he stares at my tits, then down to the V of my skimpy bikini.

“You can swim later.” His grunt is a shock, and so is his tightening grip around the green band around my wrist. “Right now, I’m going to bend you over that picnic table and fuck you hard.”

“What?” I manage as he tugs me behind him, walking to an empty wooden table. “No, wait. I’m with...”

“You’re green,” he growls, sweeping me over the table’s edge. “That means you can’t refuse. You’re just playing hard to get.”

I’m shaking my head and trying to squirm from his tight grip. I can’t pull off my band since both hands are in his fists as he presses them into the warm wood. His erection is stiff inside his swim trunks and sinks between my ass cheeks as I struggle to free myself.

I see Steven walking towards me, and when he looks up from the sand, seeing me in distress, his eyes widen. His shout is lost in the wind and waves, but he starts running toward me. The sand is slowing him down, and I twist my head to stare at the guy trying to dry hump me.

“I said, ‘No,’” I grit out, getting angry and scared. “Yellow, let go of me!”

“Such a tease,” he growls, shifting my hands to grip both my wrists in one of his hands. I squirm, my ass trying to get away from his stiff rod. He drops his hand and rips my bottoms off. “It’s always fun when they struggle,” he says to himself.

“No!” I try again, twisting under him, but he’s too heavy and too strong. His shaft throbs against my asshole, and I worry that my squirming has only turned him on more. He isn’t listening. He’s going to fuck me, whether I consent or not.

My mind races as I try to remember the safe word, squirming to slip out from under him. I kick one foot back, hoping to kick his shin, thigh, or, preferably, his testicles. He laughs, shifts his legs to one side, grabs my ankle, and pulls it up. My body twists, and my shoulders complain; his grip on my wrist is too strong.

“No!” I scream again. As I’m taking a breath to shout the safe word, I hear a growl, the smack of a fist, and his hands let go of me.

“The lady said, ‘No,’” Steven growls, hovering over him with his fists clenched.

The guy smirks, trying to push himself up from the sand until a massive hand lands on his shoulder. “Stay down,” Craig growls, gripping his wrist, pulling one arm behind his back, and twisting his body face down into the gritty sand.

I’m lying supine on the table with my yellow bikini ripped and hanging around one thigh. Steven twists around, pulling me into his arms. Craig growls again, and the dude grunts in response.

“Fuck! Let go of my wrist,” he winces, his voice laced with pain. “She’s wearing green, for fuck’s sake.”

I’m crying on Steven’s shoulder as he holds me tight, his hand running up and down my spine. I feel another hand on my back, and I turn and see Brad looking back, his dark eyes narrowed and his face red with an anger I’ve never seen on him. It makes me cry harder, and then I feel softer hands on my back.

“We’ve got you,” Felicia says.

“We’re here,” Jenny repeats.

I dissolve into tears as my new family surrounds me, distancing me from the creep. I hear the drums playing on the loudspeaker, and then another soft hand touches my neck.

“I’m here, too,” Christi says, and I relax into the safety of Steven’s embrace.


CHAPTER 12
PROCESSING



The crowd around us grows. People enjoying the freeuse play stopped their fun and encircled the seven of us. Will is walking toward us from the central cabana. I can see Mark and Kirsten watching, and she grips his hand like she’s keeping him from joining us.

“Break it up,” Will says, raising his wrist and the black wristband. “Take lunch, go eat.” He scans the crowd around us, and they shift away in clumps.

Kimmi stays behind, holding her bare breasts behind one arm and covering her pussy with her hand. “Is she okay? I saw everything if you need, like, a witness or anything.”

The guy on the ground groans with Craig’s knee on his back. “I give up,” he says. “Okay! I made a huge mistake. Let me up. Fuck man, you’re freakin’ heavy.”

The crowd thins as they leave, glowering back at him. Kimmi gives him the stink eye.

“Fuck you, Manny.” She snarls and spits at the sand between them. “You stupid Neanderthal.”

“Okay, break it up,” Will says again, then waves at the central cabana. Mark starts down the steps, and Brandon is right behind him. “Let him up, Craig. He’s in trouble enough.”

Craig pushes him into the sand again, then stands with his hands on his hips. He turns to me and gives me a chin nod. “You okay?”

“Yeah,” I nod, resting my cheek on Steven’s shoulder. “I’m fine.”

Mark comes up, and when he recognizes my face, he slows down, coming to a stop. “We have a medical team in the main cabana, but…”

“Holly is there,” I answer with a sigh, and he nods.

“They can check her in in my cabana,” Steven says, looking at me and pointing to where we slept.

“Yeah, okay.” I nod, and he lifts me into his arms like I weigh nothing. He kisses my temple, turns, and starts walking. I lose track of everyone as he takes me back to where I had the lovely breakfast. “It’s my fault,” I say, barely whispering. “I didn’t take off my bracelet or watch where I was going.”

“That’s bullshit,” Steven says, gritting his teeth as his jaw flexes. “You told him to stop, and he didn’t. None of that is your fault.”

He lies on the bed beside me, his fingers tracing my thigh. I sit up and lean against him. “Thank you for protecting me.” My voice cracks, and my eyes well with tears.

My mind is still spinning, and thoughts of my ex rise to the surface. He would’ve blamed me. His cruel voice echoes in my ear, calling me stupid. A slut. A whore. He’d blame my skimpy bathing suit. I hear his gruff voice repeating his foolish question, “What were you thinking?”

The room fills with people—my new friends—my family. Mark and Brandon rest against one wall. Kirsten and Meghan are standing beside them. Paramedics are taking my vitals and asking me questions. I answer in a monotone voice. I’m fine; there was no penetration. He didn’t hurt me. At least not physically.

I feel drained, emotionally and physically. I’m tense and skittish. I pan over the men in the small room, whose expressions of anger and disappointment make me shrink further into myself. Steven never leaves my side, which is good because I’d be rocking myself in a corner without him.

The comforter is covering my lap, and I can tell I’m still naked from the waist down. Steven’s tropical shirt I wore earlier is draped over my shoulders. The paramedics leave after giving me a clean bill of health, and Kirsten steps forward, sitting beside me.

“Steven,” she says quietly, “Would you mind giving her some time with me and the other girls? Just for a little while?”

He looks at me, and I squeeze his hand and nod. “It’s okay.”

“I’ll be right outside, Hailey.” His eyes are calm again, and I breathe a relieved sigh. “Just call my name, and I’ll be here.”

I nod as my brain reminds me of all the times my ex distanced himself away from me when I was angry, sad, or upset. He never had my back. He blamed me for everything. He called me weak.

I stiffen my spine and sit up. Fuck him; I’m mighty.

“I’ll be okay,” I tell Steven, leaning toward him when he bends to kiss me. Then, he stands and walks outside with the other men. Brad, Craig, Brandon, and Will flash me their kind smiles as they leave; surprisingly, they’re all still here.

Family



The bed shifts, and someone reaches for me from behind, making me jerk away.

“It’s just me, babe,” Felicia says. “Scoot back and lean against me. We need to cuddle with you.”

I look over my shoulder, then smile into her caring eyes. I scoot back. Kirsten and Christi sit beside Felicia and me, while Jenny and Meghan sit at my sides. Looking around at their faces filled with concern, I fall apart.

Huge sobs erupt from my chest as tears flow from my eyes. I lift my hands, covering my face, ashamed of my emotional outburst. Hands rub my back, and I hear Kirsten in my ear.

“Cry,” she says, her lips tickling my ear. “Cry it out. Let it go.”

“Sweet girl,” Christi coos in my other ear while Felicia kneads her fingers into my shoulders, finding the knots and releasing them as I sob. “It’s okay to cry. You need it, babe. You need to feel this, not hide from it.”

“Then you can let it go, honey,” Jenny reminds me. Her hand squeezes my thigh.

When I’m all cried out, I slide down, rest on my side, and curl my arms around my knees. The five other girls cuddle with me, and I relax, remembering the nights with Jenny and Felicia. They’ve been at my side as my life has shifted. I feel like I’m finally letting go of my past with the warm love of these women around me.

“What an asshole,” I say, then break into a smile. We all erupt into laughter.

“Manny the Neanderthal.” Jenny giggles, and I remember Kimmi’s slur at the dumb guy who tried to take advantage of me.

“Yeah, he’s an asshole,” Felicia says. “Remember that time this spring when…”

Then we’re all swapping stories of guys that can’t help being assholes. I tell them about my ex, just some weird stray stories. But by releasing them, I can finally let go. By the time we quiet, I feel more like myself—my new self—a more potent version of me.

“Hails?” Steven calls from the porch. “I brought you lunch. Well, all of us have lunch for all of you.”

Jenny gets up and opens the door, and the room fills with the scents of the hoagie rolls the men are carrying with them. Their masculine warmth fills the room, and we all sit around it—on my bed, in the chairs, Kirsten even sits cross-legged with Jenny on the floor.

I fit within this group of people. I’m not alone. I hope that I don’t ever have to say goodbye. I’m beginning to think they won’t let me if I try. My smile feels natural and whole as we all chatter. It’s not long before they stand one by one and in pairs. It’s time for them to return to work, play, or do whatever they need. Steven glances at me, and I shrug.

“Let’s stay here, just you and me.” My voice is tender—hopeful. “Is that okay?”

“Sounds perfect,” he says, and I smile and relax, lying beside him.


CHAPTER 13
PLOTTING
STEVEN



I spend the afternoon with Hailey, mostly resting in each other’s arms. I feel no urgent need to do anything but stay here with the woman who has gotten under my skin. She continually surprises me. I’m addicted to her, but I think it might be more than that.

Is this what love feels like?



Seeing her struggling under that asshole boiled my blood. I’m usually not one to use my fists, but that guy was asking for it. She’d screamed, ‘No,’ more than once when I got to her. The only reason he hadn’t sunk balls deep inside my woman was because she fought him, and he never had time to push down his shorts.

The impact of my fist with his jaw was satisfying, but my hand still smarts. I’d only hit him once, though I wanted to turn his smug face to mush. Thankfully, Craig had my back, and Brad was right behind him. I’m not vengeful, but I wanted to punish him with more than a punch to his jaw.

I’d do it again without thinking to protect Hailey. Every time I think of her as mine, I pause. I’m not that guy; I’m the fun guy who plays, satisfies, and then leaves to sleep alone. I laugh at myself, recalling that I’ve not slept apart from her since we embarked in Galveston.

Even the night I could have spent with Jenny, I couldn’t stay. She might think it was because she wanted to return to Brad’s arms, but I was anxious to find Hailey. I’d even abandoned my room to find her bedroom empty. She was still with Craig, and though I knew my friend would treat her respectfully, I selfishly wanted her in my arms. I fell asleep on her pillow, inhaling her sweet scent.

Now she’s sleeping with her head against my shoulder, her hand resting lightly above my heart. She sometimes has a cute little snore, and her face shows every emotion she feels in her dreams. I lean and kiss her forehead, not wanting to wake her but needing to show her affection.

Jesus, when did I turn into such a sap?



She stirs, shifting to burrow herself closer to me. Last night was strange, too, watching Will fuck her while Christi and I watched them. I knew Christi enjoyed her games, but she’s different with Hailey, too—though I doubt she’d admit it.

She’s protective, which isn’t like her. Maybe she got attached to her sister, Holly, during her cruise from Key West with her new bosses. Perhaps she feels responsible that the asshole broke the rules and made Hailey feel unsafe. I don’t know, except that I can sense Christi wants to play matchmaker. I’m going to let her, too. I’m not letting Hailey go.

I know I’m rushing, and I acknowledge that is in character for me. I’m always starting something new, which has my focus until I complete the project and move on to the next. But Hailey isn’t a project; I don’t want to move on to the next girl. Hell, there has never been a previous girl. It’s only ever been Hailey.

I trace through the variables as I try to solve the problem. I should discuss it with her since she’s fresh from a rough divorce. But I want to factor in all the contingencies. I want nothing to hinder me; I want to go all in, like I did in poker when I won my night with Jenny. Sure, Dylan had his night with Jenny after the game, but I won my night in Galveston.

I shake my head to stop cycling in the past. Commitment isn’t something I do, not with girls. I enjoy my turn, then leave to sleep alone. I don’t want to confuse or hurt Hailey if I can’t commit. But dammit, I want to.

I’ll help her move to Dallas. I want her with me, but I also want her with her new friends. She belongs with them. I can see it when they have their girly huddles. That’s good—she should have friends, but she’s mine at the end of the day. That’s where I want her to be with me.

Fuck, that sounds greedy as hell. But maybe it’s time to be a little selfish. I need to factor in my needs, too. Man, has she become a need? Hell, yes. I need her in my life. For the first time in my life, I want to stay.

My gut tightens as I realize what I need to do. I know that something is brewing. Christi is always talking about plans for tomorrow. Something is going to happen, and I need to find out what.

My phone buzzes, and I reach to grab it.

Christi:
Hey, guys. Holly wants to visit. Are you decent?



It takes me a moment to remember that Holly was busy during the excursion and could not reconnect with her sister.

Steven:
It should be fine. Let me wake Hailey.



Hailey stirs beside me, and I kiss her temple. “Your sister wants to visit. Are you okay with that?

“Yeah, but I should probably shower. You’ve made a mess of me again.”

I laugh, then type back to Christi. We agree to meet after showers, and I slide out of bed to help Hailey up. We enjoy a quick shower without any shenanigans. After she’d calmed down from her afternoon, she was insatiable. Not that I mind. Now we’re both satiated, so we behave ourselves in the shower.

We leave the bathroom to find Brad, Craig, Jenny, and Felicia resting comfortably on our bed, and I blink in surprise.

“Do you want to go to the resort?” Jenny asks. “I’m dying for a snack before bedtime.”

“We knocked. But Felicia said it would be alright to wait inside,” Craig explains, scratching his head.

I’m at a loss for words, and Hailey opens her mouth to speak but closes it when she sees her sister outside, walking toward us. Hailey rushes to the door, and I’m right behind her when it swings open. Holly is with Christi, but she rushes up the remaining steps and launches herself at Hailey, who catches her. They are laughing and crying as they embrace.

“We’d better go,” Brad says, sliding behind us. “We’ll be at the resort having something to eat. You’re welcome to join.” I start to wave, but then Hailey squeals in delight. Holly is flashing a diamond ring at her sister, and the other four all pause and start clapping for the blushing, redheaded stewardess. Christi is at the bottom of the stairs, beaming at the two sisters.

“When?” Hailey asks her sister after they stop hugging.

“He asked me last night, and I accepted. We’re getting married tomorrow,” Holly says, beaming.

“With Craig and me,” Felicia laughs, looking at Craig. “He just told me tonight. You’d think I’d get some notice.”

“Hey, Mark only told me about the beach thing yesterday,” Craig grumbles.

“I wish Nat could be here,” Felicia says, wiping happy tears from her eyes.

“Who’s that?” Holly asks, and Christi steps up and explains all the connections.

I realize that Christi has known about this from the start. As they enter our snug cabana, everyone is buzzing, and they talk excitedly about the upcoming event. I grab Christi’s arm and pull her outside to the deck.

“I want in,” I say, shifting my eyes to Hailey, chatting with Holly and Felicia while Jenny laughs.

“In?” Christi asks, then follows my gaze before snapping back with a snorted laugh. “You can’t be serious.”

I stare at her with a raised eyebrow. “I’m serious. I’m all in with Hailey. I need to show her I mean it; she’s worried this will all end between us.”

“You can’t play with her heart, Steven,” Christi says, but she sighs when she looks at me. “I’ll see what I can do. Do you need rings?”

“Something for now. I’ll make it all right when we’re back home.”

“Okay, I’ll handle it. She’s going on a spa day with Hailey and Felicia tomorrow,” She says, biting her lip. “I’ll figure it all out. Are you sure she’ll say yes?”

I shrug. “I’m playing my gut and putting it all on red. Going all in. She’ll either say yes, or I’ll keep asking.”

“Okay,” Christi says, then taps her fingernail on her front teeth. “Don’t ask her until the ceremony. I have an idea.”


CHAPTER 14
SCHEMES
CHRISTI



The three brides sit in a row at the spa. Two are happy as can be, while Hailey’s smile is poised. It’s her “I’m fine” mask, and I see right through it. I chew on my lip and tell the spa lady I only need a pedi. I need to use my thumbs to get shit sorted.

While my feet are soaking, I’m firing off texts left and right.

The first one is to Lisa, telling her to grab two more wedding bands. I don’t know the sizes, and she sends me an eye-roll emoji before telling me she’s got it. My little Asian slut has shit wired; I know she’ll come through. She and Nat are in Belize City, about to climb on the chopper and fly back to the island.

The pieces are coming together, and I bite back my frustration at this last-minute bullshit. Well, it’s not bullshit. The more I watch Hailey talk with the two confirmed brides-to-be, the more I know he’s right. Hailey can’t get her mind off Steven and wishes for something impossible.

She’s lucky that I excel at the impossible.



The two sailing yachts were rechristened Fantasea I and Fantasea II earlier this morning, with their captains smashing champagne bottles on the bows of their respective ships. Now, they and the other guys are blowing off steam by blasting little white balls into the Gulf of Mexico to try out Mark’s driving range.

Esme has her staff setting up the seats and gazebo for the weddings that are only a few hours away. Mother fuck, I should have added an extra day. It is nine in the morning, and Holly will roll down the aisle at noon. Followed by Felicia and Craig. Then I’ll have to figure out how to get Steven to propose, Hailey to accept, and Captain Dick to marry the two of them.

No small feat. But I’d better ask Dick face-to-face. How he’s looked at Hailey in the short time we’ve been on the island tells me there is something there. My pedicure is finished, so I stand up and excuse myself. I don’t need a facial, but I need to talk face-to-face with Mark and Dick and probably tie up a few more loose ends. I’ll make it back for the hair styling.

I grin and keep my mouth shut on my sneaky ways, blowing kisses at the rest of them as I depart. Hailey’s eyes don’t match her smile, and I hope Steven knows what he’s talking about.

Mark is holding court with the two captains beside him at the new driving range. Craig and Will swing their clubs on one side of the pair while Steven and Brad whack the tiny white balls on the other into the Gulf of Mexico. Mark tips his chin as I wave.

“Hey, just the guys I need to see, ” I say as I climb onto the deck where they stand. “I need one more wedding from you, Dick.”

“Oh.” he smiles. “Who’s the lucky couple?”

“Steven and Hailey.” I set my gaze on his eyes, studying his expression. He looks at me dispassionately, then nods.

“Yeah, I can do that,” he agrees, and I let out the breath I’d been holding. “Hailey is special, like her sister.” He nudges Mike, who grins back as Dick continues. “I’ve watched them on the cruise. I like Hailey a lot, but her eyes are focused on Steven. It’s a good match.”

“Great. We’re keeping this on the down low. Steven will ask her for her hand after Felicia and Craig tie the knot. It’s a surprise, and she can always say no.” I scan the faces of the three confident men.

“She won’t,” Dick says with a smirk. “I mean, she could, but she won’t. I only hope Steven knows that, too.”

“He’s all in,” I reply, then look at him as he chats with Brad. “Okay, I need to set up the details with him. I’ll see you boys later.”

I turn and walk away, hearing Mark snort. I think he likes how I call them boys and don’t get all weak-kneed around their off-the-charts, testosterone-rich auras. They’re all hot as fuck, don’t get me wrong. But I’m a nasty bitch that knows how to control her needy pussy.

Brad sees me coming and pokes Steven. I look at Steven and know he hasn’t kept this secret, so I glare at both of them.

“If Jenny finds out before the ceremony, I’ll have both your balls.”

“I’m not telling her,” Brad smirks. “I thought you knew how much I like to surprise her. She’ll be thrilled but won’t find out from me.”

I nod, crossing my arms and squinting at Steven. “The rings are on the chopper. You will propose after Felica and Craig’s ceremony. Do you know what you’re going to say?”

“I got this.” His smug grin and sexy wink almost make my pussy tingle. Almost. I nod at him, then hike back to the resort. I need a shower, but I’ll grab one after the brides, including Hailey, finish with their fancy hairstyles.

I need to stick with them, or those nosy bitches, also known as my best friends, whom I love dearly, will catch the scent of my deception. I think it’s one thing where Brad and I agree. We like to surprise our people.

I cruise back through the lobby and into the spa, sitting with Hailey, Holly, and Jenny. The stylists are working on Felicia, and I nudge Hailey. “You deserve a nice style. Hop up there.”

She blushes and works her fingers through her hair. “It’s not my day,” she says, looking at her sister with love. “This is Holly’s day.”

“We’ve got time,” I say, nodding at a stylist and pointing at Hailey. “Holly doesn’t mind, do you?” I wink at the blushing redhead and recall the magic of her tongue.

“Yeah, Hailey. Do it,” the ginger vixen says with a grin. “It’s been forever since we’ve gotten a picture taken. We can take one at my wedding.”

I lean back and cross my legs at the ankles, resting them on the table filled with beauty magazines. I grin as my plan comes together and close my eyes. I can grab a bit of shut-eye before the next event.


CHAPTER 15
FELICIA'S FOREVER
FELICIA



I’m frustrated with Christi. It’s okay, but I just got my hair done for my surprise wedding that’s kicking off soon, and now she’s dragging me out near the helo pad. Like, I trust her, but helicopters make things windy.

“I hope you know what you’re doing,” I grumble as we exit the resort and head past the quay along the island’s coast.

“Relax,” Christi says. “It’s already landed. I need your help carrying one little thing. Is that too much to ask?”

“No.” I sigh because it isn’t. I’m about to marry my handsome man on a tropical island because Christi excels at what she does. She got the tickets for this cruise, pulled strings with Mark and Dick, and now the wedding I’ve hardly had time to dream about is about to happen.

We walk along the shore, and the helicopter’s tail comes into view from the thick island vegetation. I sigh, feeling bad about my frustration.

“I appreciate everything you’ve done. I think I just…”

I blink, not believing what I’m seeing.

“Wish Nat was here?” Christi asks, pointing at a girl standing at the helicopter’s tail.

“Nat?” I whisper as I stare at my submissive partner.

She waves and jogs toward me, and I giggle. She’s here! She’s going to watch me marry my man. My eyes blur with tears as we embrace, and I lift and spin her around, realizing how much I love her.

We kiss, and I want to strip her naked, but I pull back. “How?”

“When that girl tells me to do something, I know not to ask questions.” She points her finger at Christi. “I’d just returned from my sister’s wedding when Christi called and ordered me to get on a jet in McKinney. I barely had time to pack.”

“I’m so glad you’re here!” I twist and squeeze Christi, pulling her into the hug. “Thank you, Christi.”

“Why am I here?” Nat laughs. She looks tired, and I wonder what ordeal she’s been through.

“I’m marrying Craig in about an hour. I wanted you to be here. You’re special to me. I love you. I know I don’t tell you that enough.”

“I love you too!” She hugs me tight, and then we’re kissing, and I feel like I’m slightly more whole. “Marrying the big guy, huh? That’s awesome. I’m glad I packed a nice shirt.”

“C’mon,” I say, and she grabs her small duffle in one hand and my hand in the other. I reach for Christi and squeeze her hand. “You’re amazing, thank you.”

“You’d do it for me,” Christi says, squeezing back.
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I smile as Holly passes by me on the arm of her captain and new husband. She’s all smiles and looks a little shocked. I know her mostly from talking with Hailey, but she sounds fantastic. I glance up the aisle and see Hailey sitting in the front row. She has her head bowed, and I want to comfort her. I can tell she’s back inside her head.

I know she had a rough time at the end of her marriage, and this cruise has helped her mend some of the hurt. I don’t have a sister, but I imagine I’d be in turmoil if I watched my little sister get married. After the day Hailey had yesterday, she looks tired today. She’s trying to mask her feelings for her sister’s benefit and probably mine, painting on her fake happy face for us while crumbling inside.

I know part of her troubled thoughts are because we’re sailing back to Galveston the day after tomorrow. Then, she goes back home to Florida. My heart tightens as I think of telling her goodbye. Nat squeezes my hand and nods toward the front.

Craig is standing tall, his back straight and grin smug, looking handsome in white linen pants and an extra-large tropical shirt. Even with the oversized shirt, his biceps stretch the material tight around his muscular arms, and I feel a pleasant tingle in my core when I look at the man I love. He’s handsome, gentle, and calm, but my favorite monster in the bedroom.

I look down at Nat, and she smiles back. “C’mon, mistress. It’s your turn.”

I smile and squeeze her hand. It’s a weird feeling to love two people. I want to steal away with Nat, but I’m walking down the aisle and marrying my forever. I wonder how many forevers one person can have. Nat’s hand squeezes again and pulls me to a stop. I’ve floated down the aisle, lost in my wool-gathering, only to find Craig’s loving eyes staring at me.

“Oh, hey,” I say, blushing as Nat giggles and steps back to sit beside Hailey.

“Hey, you,” Craig says, grinning, taking my hand and pulling me to his side.

We turn and stare at each other as Captain Dick starts to speak. I’ve heard wedding vows before, but I’m paying attention this time, looking into Craig’s eyes as we listen. We affirm the vows, then trade rings. He’s kissing me in a heartbeat, and I wrap my arms around him. The crowd cheers as we part the kiss, and I grin at my crying husband.

“My love,” I say, brushing my thumbs under his eyes.

“I love you, Felicia,” he says, grinning through his surprising tears.

We turn toward the crowd, hand in hand, and Captain Dick announces us as the newly married couple. We pause in front of the crowd, and I smile at Jenny and Brad. Their support and mentoring have meant so much to me. Then I see Christi holding two fingers to her mouth and whistling, and I laugh joyfully. I scan back and see Hailey sitting by my girlfriend. She smiles her fake happy smile, her cheeks shiny with tears. I wish I knew how to comfort her. Nat’s beside her, holding her hand in both of hers. She hardly knows Hailey but is empathetic and leans to whisper something to her. Hailey’s smile tightens as she nods at her.

Then I glance at the movement in the back and witness Steven striding down the aisle. What is he up to? Hailey turns after seeing my shocked expression, then gasps as Steven stops beside her and drops to one knee. The crowd hushes at this unexpected event. He’s about to speak when another disturbance starts in the back and moves to the front as Holly drags her new husband back to the front, then stops and nods at Steven.

What in the heavens is going on?




CHAPTER 16
BLESSED ARRANGEMENT
HAILEY



It’s been a difficult day, all day. After the abrupt ending to the freeuse fun because of Manny, the Neanderthal asshole, my emotions are shot. Spending the afternoon and evening with Steven calmed me, but I was shocked when Holly happily showed me her engagement ring and told me she was getting married the next day—today.

The unexpected news hit me hard, recalling how unhappy I was with my ex-husband. Memories of our wedding were no comfort. His family never accepted me, and his sour attitude spoiled what was supposed to be the happiest day of my life. It wasn’t—not by any measure. Was that the reason I resented my husband for so many years? I’d stayed faithful despite his stubborn accusations of an affair. He hadn’t, and his selfish cheating broke my fragile heart. He even blamed me for his infidelity, saying that I caused him to look elsewhere. He’d never tried to fix what he’d broken.

I’ve been picking at those old scars all day while plastering on a smile for my sister and new friends. I would not ruin their happy day with my sour attitude toward the institution of marriage. I understand now that my marriage was doomed from the start. I never really knew the character of my ex.

Thinking of his selfishness brings up thoughts of Steven. Would my life have been different had we met back then? Of course, it’s a silly comparison. Steven has told me about his lifestyle. While I was in a loveless marriage, he was fucking around in meaningless affairs. Ethically. I know that now, but the knowledge of his past is at war with the man I’ve found—the man I love.

Nat, Felicia’s girlfriend, squeezes my hand and whispers, “It’s done.” She’s been beside me for the ceremony, and I’ve noticed her eyeing my tears as I process my ugly past yet again. I look up toward the altar and see Felicia smiling and looking around at the crowd.

Felicia nods at me and then at other people before she starts walking back up the aisle, stuttering to a stop with her mouth agape. I twist around and gasp when Steven walks down the aisle while the crowd buzzes. He stares at me, and Nat squeezes my hand. I hear a squeal, and then my sister hurries back down the aisle, pulling her new husband behind her. She stops and looks at me, then up at Steven.

“What’s going on?” My voice catches as Steven drops to his knee at my side.

“Hailey,” Steven says and takes my hand. “It feels like I’ve known you forever, even if it’s been barely a week. I think that’s what it’s like when soulmates finally meet.”

I swallow the lump in my throat as fresh tears well up in my eyes. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying that I want you. I want to be your home. I love you, and this is my awkward way of asking you to marry me.”

I gasp, my fingers shaking against my lips, and the tears flow freely.

“You’re it. I’m all in. I love you. Please say yes.”

My mind reels through the misery I’ve been reliving when suddenly it’s gone like hot flames torching tissue paper. The heavy thoughts of my failed marriage vanish, burned away by the love in Steven’s eyes.

“Of course. Yes. Oh, Steven, I love you.”

The silence that fell as Steven knelt erupts into cheers as he rises and offers me his hand. I take it, and he pulls me to my feet and into his arms. Our kiss is full of promise as I rest my hand on his heart. People move as we part, and I look up at the altar.

Holly stands with Felicia on one side, their two husbands standing across the aisle. Captain Dick smiles and waves his hand to the spot in front of him.

“Now?” I look at Steven with my lips parted in shock.

“Now, if you’d allow it.” Steven pauses, and we stare at each other. “Let’s have our beginning start today. Right here, right now.”

“Let’s do it.” I smile and take his arm.

He leads me to stand in front of Captain Dick, then we turn and face each other. The words spoken evaporate as I stare at the handsome man who rescued and healed my heart. He grins at me as Dick continues, lifting his hands, cupping my jaw, and brushing fresh tears away from my eyes with his thumb.

Dick asks the question, and I say the words I’ve said before but with more meaning and conviction than the first time. Steven pulls something from his pocket and takes my hand. I look down, watching as he slides a golden wedding band on my ring finger. I blink away the stubborn tears and smile up at my lover.

“Here.” Christi’s voice pulls me away, and she pushes a ring into my free hand. “I didn’t want to spoil the surprise.”

I laugh and look around. Felicia’s eyes are bright as she grins at me, and Holly’s smile could ignite the sun. I sweep around and find Jenny bouncing on her toes and clapping, her eyes wide with surprise. “You’re good at this,” I say to Christi as I return to Steven, reaching for his hand.

I wait and listen to Dick say the words. I slide the golden ring onto his finger when Steven says his assent to the vow. I can’t help staring at our joined hands, then blink up and smile at my husband.

“I pronounce you married,” Dick says, and steps back.

The crowd rises and cheers as Steven and I turn. Holly joins her captain to our right as Felicia and Craig stand to our left. The six of us pause, the crowd claps and whistles, and then we exit in the order of our vows. We gather at the back and then start hugging each other. The crowd quiets, and then someone taps on the microphone at the front.

“Ladies and gentlemen, join me in congratulating three wonderful couples,” Mark says with Kirsten on his arm. Brandon and Meghan beside them smile at the six of us. “I’m proud to say I’m their friend and look forward to more adventures together.”

There is another round of applause from the audience and our friends before he taps the microphone again. “Join us in the convention center for a reception and a final feast. After sundown, there will be a bonfire on the beach. I’m going to shut up now.”

The crowd laughs, and we laugh along with them. Steven’s fingers interlace mine, and I look into the blue tropical skies, giving thanks to the strange universe we live in. I’ve found my match because I took a wild chance to enjoy a crazy voyage to this pinprick of an island.


CHAPTER 17
DEPARTURE



“Sorry. Repeat that,” I say over my shoulder to my husband. “Why aren’t we sailing back with Dick?”

Steven chuckles, and his hands rub my shoulders as he smiles at me. “So we can fly back with Mark and Kirsten, stopping in Jacksonville so Lisa can arrange to move your stuff to Dallas.”

I look at him, cupping his square jaw in my hands. “I love that this is happening so quickly, but I wanted to spend time on the ship with you. How are Felicia and Jenny going to handle themselves without me?”

Steven’s smile is wicked, gripping my wrists and pulling my arms down so he can lean and kiss me. “We’ll still have our honeymoon, wife.”

I still can’t believe I’m married to this man. His kiss weakens my knees, so I lean against the dresser in the cabana we’ve spent the last few nights.

“Christi and Will are taking our place, and Nat is sailing with them to be with Felicia and Craig. Kimmi and Grady bought a ticket and are sailing back to Galveston on Holly’s ship,” he says, and I bite my lip, thinking of the black-haired pixie with my sister, then shake my head to clear that image. “We’ll meet them when they return to the port.”

“I know, you’ve told me this,” I say, holding my hands behind his head. “It’s just happening so fast. Tell me again, who’s flying with us?”

“Mark, Kirsten, and Lisa,” Steven says patiently. “Mark wanted to discuss something with you. Lisa will arrange to move your things. We don’t have to stay while she does that. We can fly back to Dallas with Mark and Kirsten. Then honeymoon in Galveston and wait for the ships.”

“What about the other two? Brandon and Meghan?” I ask, my head a little dizzy with all the names.

“They’re staying here. They want to meet with Esme to review the lessons they learned from the freeuse excursion and help plan for the first official Fantasy Unlimited Charter Cruise.” Steven wraps his arms around me and hugs me tight.

Resting my cheek against his chest and hearing his heartbeat grounds me as I think through how crazy my life has become. I’m still floating on the cloud of bliss that comes with being married—this time to the right man. I shiver as I recall his proposal and claim that we are soulmates. I can’t disagree.

“Okay,” I breathe against his neck, kissing him lightly. “I’m all packed.”

“Good because I think that chopper will leave without us.” Steven grins as he hefts both of our bags. “Mark is a machine. He’s ready for the next challenge before this one is over.”

I grab my tote and sling it over my shoulder. I’m wearing a sundress over a bikini. Steven carries the bags to the door, where a golf cart waits for us. He loads our bags into the back and helps me into the padded bench behind the driver, sliding against me as he sits down.

It’s surreal as we roll silently down the sandy road, and I look over my shoulder at the two tall masts of the sailing yachts. I feel a pang of emotion as they disappear behind the tropical jungle.

“Will we take another cruise someday?” I ask him, slipping my arm around his.

“How about for our anniversary?” Steven grins, then points ahead. The helicopter comes into view, with three people standing beside the pilot waiting for us.

I wave, and Kirsten waves back, tugging Mark’s elbow as he talks to the pilot. He turns and smiles as we come to a stop.

“We were considering leaving you behind.” He smiles and winks, and Kirsten slaps his arm lightly.

“We weren’t.” She smiles her comforting smile. “We do need to take off, though.”

“I need your address, please,” Lisa says in a businesslike tone. I give it to her, and she smiles and taps it into her phone. Although she is very professional, I’ve heard Christi talk about her fondly. How she orbits her and Will makes me think there might be something between them.

The driver loads our bags into the luggage compartment. The pilot and Lisa climb into the cockpit, and Mark holds the passenger door open for us. I climb in and sit with Steven beside me. Kirsten sits across from Steven, and Mark grins at me as he sits beside her.

Mark grabs four headsets, handing one to me, Steven, and Kirsten before putting the last one over his ears. Lisa is already wearing hers, smiling familiarly at the pilot. The rotors spin up, and the headset muffles the loud whine of the engines.

“Steven says you’re looking for a job?” Mark’s voice is in my ear as he smiles at me.

“Yes.” I nod and side-eye my husband. “He says I don’t have to work, but I like staying busy.”

“What do you do now?” Mark asks, but his smirk tells me he already knows.

“I’m an executive assistant,” I say. “My boss is irked that I’m quitting. He doesn’t want to train someone new.”

My boss was surprised at my news, but after hearing about my divorce and my newlywed status, he accepted my resignation. He was a kind boss, and I worked hard for him despite hating the job. I needed the money, and staying busy kept me from worrying about my divorce. I grin and chuckle at myself. I’ve moved on.

“What a coincidence. I need an executive assistant,” Mark smirks. “Kirsten says she’s not going to handle my calendar anymore. She has too many things to do in training new hostesses for the resort we’re opening in Galveston.”

“I can do that,” I say, then turn to Steven, and he nods with a knowing grin.

“Excellent. I’ll have Lisa contact HR. They’ll contact you when they return from vacation.”

“He means Meghan will contact you when she gets back.” Kirsten laughs. “We’d love for you to join us. Christi needs some help—I think this wild trip was beginning to frustrate her.”

“She’ll be fine,” Mark says, holding his wife’s hand. “She has four days on Captain Dick’s ship to unwind with her friends.”

The chopper is over the teal-blue water of the Gulf, heading toward the Belize City airport. Steven pulls me against his side, his arm grounding me as I watch out the windows. I lean against him and smile as my eyes close.

I never expected to meet my soulmate on a sailing yacht. I never thought I’d fall in love again after the dumpster fire of my first marriage. I never let myself believe I would be surrounded by a family of friends supporting my dreams. It was never a fantasy, but everything changed after a phone call with my sister.

One thing I’ve learned in the past fortnight is that fantasies are unlimited.

Fin
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