
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Brats on a Boat

 


Copyright 2023 Melissa DuVant

Published by Melissa DuVant at Smashwords

 


 


 


Smashwords Edition License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
enjoyment only, then please return to Smashwords.com or your
favorite retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this author.

 


 


 


 


 


 



Table of Contents

Acknowledgements

Chapter 1: From Guest to Entertainment

Chapter 2: The Stowaway

Chapter 3: Daytrip Excursion

Chapter 4: Deck Party

Chapter 5: Punishment

Chapter 6: Drop-Off Point

Studying Submission Preview Chapter One: An Isolated
Institute

About the Author

Useful Links

 



Acknowledgements


I was watching a lot of Below Decks, OK?

 



Chapter 1: From Guest to
Entertainment

The music was loud, cheery
and annoying, making Malcolm’s head throb. High-pitched squeals and
giggles echoed off the cabin walls, as he took a sip of water, not
touching the wine-glass. A arm, warm and soft, pushed up against
his, and he turned to look around. At least the view was nice! The
woman pressing up against him was wearing just a lace bra and tight
panties, showing off every inch of her sculpted body, her hair and
makeup immaculate.

‘So, Captain, what do you think of the cruise
so far?’ The woman turned away slightly, preening herself as she
presented herself for his appreciation – her lips slightly plumped
from plastic surgery, her breasts soft and large against the white
bra. ‘The lingerie party was my idea, do you like it?’

She gestured – beyond the table was the night
sky of the ocean, a deep and abyssal black with just a few flecks
of light for other ships. And around the table were the other
guests, all dressed in lingerie, sultry and sexual, as they helped
themselves to the food and wine. It was honestly hard telling most
of them apart – all with the same sort of body, likely assisted by
personal trainers and a few surgical alterations, their flesh all
soft and tanned, with slight pale bikini-marks, diamond, gold and
silver jewelry around necks, fingers and ears.

‘It’s been easy cruising so far – the weather
report for tomorrow is good.’ He glanced over at Kathy, the chief
stewardess, lurking unobtrusively with a bottle of wine. She looked
back at him, before nodding and dropping a large pill into the
bottle of wine. It fizzed for a moment, before she went around the
table, topping up each of the glasses except his. It didn’t take
long for them to drink up, a loose fuzziness entering their speech,
one of them sagging to the side, eyes vacant.

‘Captain, I… I don’t feel so good…’ Her eyes
fluttered, mascara-wrapped eyes dark and smoky, eyelashes
unnaturally long. Malcolm reached out and patted her on the head,
feeling the fluffiness of her hair, the strands long and soft, with
countless hours of care gone into it. She was struggling for
consciousness, her body suddenly warmer.

He reached out, squeezing one of her thighs,
feeling the softness of her skin. ‘You are a well-shaped thing,
aren’t you? I wonder how much it’s cost to create you – all those
hours at the gym, the beauticians, the injections and everything
else. And now you’re just a spoiled, unless brat, spending her
parent’s money on holidays like this. You’ve never earned anything
by yourself – you’re just a useless parasite.’

She was still conscious enough to hear him,
as he groped her further, feeling the band of her stockings and the
suspender-straps holding them up.

‘A good-looking one though. And now we’ve got
the chance to have some fun with you – it’s four days until we get
back to port.’

She squirmed, trying to protest, but the drug
was taking effect now, her body limp, eyes barely open. He squeezed
her thigh harder as her body went fully slack, her breath coming in
slow pulses.

‘This is the final charter of the season, so
I like to let the crew have some fun. You’re probably not going to
be used to rough treatment, but your lives have been far too
pampered up until now – this is going to be a learning experience.
Now, chief stew, let’s get our guests prepared.’

He wrapped an arm around the woman’s waist,
dragging her up to standing.

‘Not much to you, is there? But that’s going
to make you easier to play with.’

‘Mphh… Nphhh…’ She was trying to make her
lips work, as dribble started to slide out of her perfect and
glossy lips, down onto her chin. One of the others had managed to
rise, before there was the crackle of electricity, one of the deck
craw catching her as she fell, a taser in hand.

‘Good job, Billy. Let’s get our guests
arranged.’ Malcolm groped a breast, enjoying the feeling of the
soft yielding skin. ‘I’m going to have some fun with you!’

‘Mphh…’

He felt a slight tension through her muscles,
as she tried to fight against the drug, without success. With one
hand around her waist, he used the other to grab at her bra,
hooking fingers beneath it and then pulling, tearing it off her
body. Her breasts had a pleasing firmness to them, bouncing
slightly, before he slapped them several times, making them jiggle
around more.

He heard the click of metal, as the chief
stew put a large cardboard box on the table, several pairs of
handcuffs falling onto the table with a clatter.

‘Thank you, Kathy.’ He looked at her – older
than the “guests”, but still slender and pretty, with her uniform
closely tailored to her body, showing off her curves. Being on her
feet all day had given her well-toned legs, her feet bare on the
decking. She drew out a paddle from the box, running her hand over
the flat surface.

‘Of course, Captain. I want to persuade these
dumb sluts to leave a nice tip. And it’s been a long season, so
it’ll be nice to relieve some stress. These bitches had me up until
3 in the morning, getting them drinks!’ She reached down towards a
tanned back, jabbing her nails in and scraping them down, leaving
scratch-marks in the soft skin. ‘Maybe this will teach them some
respect for those of us that actually have to do work!’ She dug her
nails in harder, before jabbing with the end of the paddle.

Malcolm tossed the woman over his shoulder,
knees sagging slightly beneath her dead weight, her belly on his
shoulder. She didn’t weigh much, but he spent most of his time
steering the ship, letting the deckhands do all the heavy lifting,
and wasn’t getting any younger. Still, he managed to carry her up
onto main cabin, where everything was still being set up.

Plastic tarps covered the floor, crinkling
beneath his feet. All the interior decorations were, of course, the
finest quality, with well-polished wood gleaming gold in the
electric lights, a glass-fronted cabinet holding expensive wines
and champagnes, everything neatly stowed for the journey. Ropes
dangled down from the ceiling, ready to hold the guests up, and a
wooden set of stocks was in the process of being assembled by the
third steward.

‘Billy, help finish those off.’

The stew looked up at him, giving him a
grateful smile – she was new for this season, all tanned limbs and
sun-blonde hair. And not much skill with handicrafts, it
seemed.

‘Let’s see what we’ve got! Get them dangling
up, and then we can divvy them up.’

He walked towards the dangling rope, slinging
the woman off his shoulder and holding her arms up, looping the
rope around her ankles and drawing it tightly. She hung there, a
dead weight, feet just barely touching the floor. Gravity stretched
her out beautifully, her belly taut and smooth, likely the result
of more expense.

Her friends were strung up on either side of
her, the ropes getting adjusted so that they were all suspended
with their toes on the floor, all of them still in their drugged
stupors. Malcolm grabbed the backside of one of them, sinking his
fingers into the pert buttocks, squeezing it hard, enjoying the
contrast between skin and delicate lace, before hooking his fingers
around the material and yanking. The lace stretched for a moment
before yielding, snapping off her body, and the woman stirred
slightly.

Kathy, as organized as ever, was going down
the line, shoving ballgags between glossy lips, tightening the
harnesses of straps around each head, plumping up breasts within
bras for best effect.

Malcolm took up position at one end of the
line, watching as the stocks finished assembly, bolted onto a metal
plate, nice and heavy and secure.

‘Good job. I like to reward my crew at the
end of each season, and this has been a good one – it’s rare to get
a crew that works together so well! And with some guests like this,
it would be a shame not to take advantage.’ A soft moan sounded
from behind him, one of the guests starting to recover themselves,
before the zap of a stungun sounded and a pained squeal. ‘There’s
plenty to go around, so there’s no need to get greedy or rush!
We’ve got a few days before we need to drop these ladies off, so we
can all have some fun first.’

He turned around, looking over them – two of
them were almost copies of each other, with the same,
exquisitely-cared-for hair, youthful curves, even similar faces,
probably getting their plastic surgery from the same place. One was
the same, but with black hair instead, as her eyelashes started to
flicker, consciousness returning. Of the remaining two, one was a
petite Asian, red-rimmed glasses on a small, round face, framed
with black bangs. He reached out and carefully slid them off her
face, folding them up and putting them into a drawer. The last one
was darker, skin a soft brown umber, her black hair tied into a
single thick braid, wound with golden jewelry, her body tall and
slender.

‘As captain, I will pick who gets used
first.’

One of the blondes spasmed in her restraints,
pulling herself up by her arms before dropping back down, the ropes
digging into her wrists. Her long lashes fluttered, before she
tensed up with a pained grunt, getting zapped.

‘I think this one.’ He pointed at the
dark-haired woman. A faint trickle of droll was starting to flow
down her perfect, shiny lips, around the bright sphere of the
ball-gag. Two of the deck crew took her down, dragging her over to
the stocks. She seemed more awake than the others, but not by much,
barely struggling as her head was shoved into the stocks, the top
bar locking her into place.

Kathy handed him a Cuban cigar, which he lit,
taking a deep drag, holding it in and savoring the taste, as he
walked behind the bound woman. His hand cracked against her
buttocks, as hard as he could manage, the sound echoing against the
cabin walls. She groaned through her gag, and he spanked her again,
before she awoke fully, her body tensing up.

‘Oh good, our guests are starting to wake
up.’

The stocks were arranged opposite the
suspended women, as they started to wake, able to see their friend.
Surprised and shocked squeaks sounded out from behind gags, as they
started to squirm and wriggle, pulling themselves up before
dropping down.

‘Good evening, ladies.’ He took another drag
on the cigar, blowing out, able to see the smoke dancing in the
air. ‘There’s been a change of plans – for the rest of this trip,
you will be entertaining us, rather than vice versa. I’m sure this
will be the first time in your pampered lives you’ve ever had to do
work, but you’ll have to do the best you can.’

He laid a hand on the bare back of the woman
in the stocks. ‘Jemima, wasn’t it? You were given a job in your
daddy’s company as a vice-president, despite having no skill or
qualifications. So consider this community service.’

Low, wet moans echoed out, all of them trying
to protest from behind their gags, wriggling against their
restraints. Their bodies, lovely and soft, tensed up, feet
scrabbling for purchase. He took another drag on the cigar, before
pushing it down, stubbing it out between Jemima’s shoulder-blades,
the tip burning her flesh. She made a louder moan, her arms
twisting, unable to get out of the stocks.

‘You’re going to be the first, and then we’re
going to have some fun with you and your friends.’ He started to
grind his hips against her soft backside, feeling himself harden.
She tensed up, trying to pull herself away, but couldn’t, caught in
the stocks.

The five others, still dangling from the
ceiling, were watching, eyes wide with shock and fear. There was
the sound of wood on skin, the Asian grunting as Billy hit her ass
with a paddle, using enough force to make her swing through the
air.

‘Sometimes meat needs to be tenderized
first.’ He jabbed a finger into the burn-mark from the cigar,
pressing down hard, enjoying the way Jemima squirmed, before
opening up his flies. His cock fell between her buttocks, and he
ground against the soft curves of flesh, enjoying how they gripped
at him, the slight scratchiness of her panties. ‘I wonder if you’ve
ever had a good ass-fucking before? Maybe it would have taught you
better behavior if you had.’

She squealed again, her wrists and neck
knocking against the stocks, still unable to free herself. He
parted her buttocks, pulling her panties aside, revealing the tight
little knot of her asshole.

‘The more you relax, then the easier this
will be. But the more you struggle, then the more fun it will be
for me!’ He spat, the glob of spit landing between her ass-cheeks,
using his cock to smear it over her asshole. ‘Surprised you’ve not
had anal bleaching, you seem vain enough.’

‘Nphhh! Pleph, stophhh!’

Malcom ignored her pleading, spitting again,
before taking his cock in hand and starting to push it into her. He
had to push hard to violate her body, forcing it into the tight
hole, feeling every little twitch and judder she made.

‘Nice tight bitch, aren’t you? Maybe we
should have gotten you more drunk to help you loosen up?’ He spat
again, this time the gobbet landing on his cock, helping him to
slide further into her. She was twitching and writhing in shock and
fear now, the other women all looking on with fear in their eyes,
unable to move to protect themselves.

He withdrew, before thrusting his hips
forward, feeling as Jemima tightened around him. He was deeper into
her now, deep enough that she couldn’t keep him out, his hands
taking hold around her hips, keeping her in place. She groaned, as
he started to set a steady rhythm, thrusting in and out of her, now
managing to get deeper with every thrust. From what he could feel
of her breathing, she was in full-on panic mode, her breaths short
and shallow, trying to wriggle out of his grip.

‘Rich bitches always have the best shitters!
Nice and tight, and you’re all on weird diets so you’re nice and
clean.’ He looked up, staring at the suspended women, still trying
to wriggle free, their wrists starting to chafe from the ropes.
Which one would be next? The blondes would probably all be the
same, but at least this time there was a bit of variety.

He could feel his release building up, as he
looked over the crew, all with tools and toys in their hands.

‘Kathy, label them up. We can rate them as we
go, and I’d hate for us to get our guests confused.’

‘Yes, Captain.’

She took a red marker pen and popped the cap
off, approaching one of the blonde women. She tried to move
backwards, feet scrabbling against the floor, but had no traction,
as Kathy wrote across her belly. “Slut 1”

Malcolm was now fully lodged within Jemima,
able to feel every slight twitch of her body. She was so tight, he
could feel her sphincter around his shaft, resisting his movements!
And then he came, shooting out cum into her asshole, easing his
path, making it easier to shift his hips back and forth, before he
withdrew.

Some of the cum started to ooze out of her
asshole, as she choked and sobbed, before Malcom slapped her ass,
enjoying the hand-imprint he left behind. ‘Was that your first
time? I thought you rich bitches liked it up the ass! Now, line up
in rank order.’

The crew obeyed, forming an orderly line,
with Kathy at the front, a fat strap-on buckled around her
waist.

‘Everyone gets a turn on young Jemima here,
and then we can move onto the others. I firmly believe that all
bonuses should be evenly shared! And she mentioned that it’s her
birthday, so I think one fuck for every year, that seems fair.’ He
slapped Jemima’s backside again, before stepping aside, Kathy
stepping in and slamming the strap-on deep into Jemima’s asshole,
stretching it wide. Jemima screamed, at least as much as she could
with the gag in, her back writhing. The other guests were moaning
as well, their gags making the sounds into wet mumbles, their lips
unable to form words.

Malcolm watched as the crew each took their
turns on Jemima’s asshole, the tight knot getting forced wide,
loosening after each fucking, cum and lube dribbling out, stained
with red. When he went around to her front, Jemima’s eyes were wide
and unfocused, staring into space. Even several slaps to her cheeks
only bought a vague semblance of awareness to her face, fat, thick
streams of spittle flowing out from behind her gag. Well, that
would make her nice and easy to deal with!

He turned to the other guests, all of whom
shrieked and tried to back away. ‘If you’re good guests, then we
won’t have to be too harsh with you. But if you’re naughty
or disobedient, then things will get rougher for you. We’ve had to
deal with a lot of wealthy pricks this year, so you’ll have to
forgive us for being frustrated.’ He reached out, grabbing a pair
of breasts and squeezing. ‘Are these natural? Congratulations if
so.’

‘Mphhhh!’ The woman’s response was a muted
scream, panic on her face, unable to escape, as he chuckled at
her.

‘Don’t worry, we’ve got a full trip planned.
Lots of fun for everyone! So why not be friendly?’ He squeezed
harder, before slapping her belly, enjoying the whoosh of breath
from her lungs. When he turned back around, most of the crew had
done, Jemima limp in the stocks, a puddle of dribble beneath her
mouth. A tally had been etched onto one of her buttocks, marked up
to 8 lines already.

‘Very good. Now let’s have some fun!’

 



Chapter 2: The
Stowaway

Malcolm took a puff on his
cigar, leaning out of the window to exhale the smoke. From behind
him came muffled and gagged squeals, the guests getting fucked –
Jemima’s ass was now covered with a load of scrawled tally-marks,
cum and lube flowing from her asshole, having splashed to the tarp
beneath her. The others were still struggling against the ropes,
their bodies attracting a few slaps and pinches, but everyone’s
focus was on Jemima. She was limp in the stocks, sagging down,
probably barely conscious.

He felt a hand pull on his sleeve, turning to
see Holly, the third stew. She’d slipped out after ass-fucking
Jemima, but had come back, looking nervous.

‘Captain, there’s… something of a
problem.’

He took another drag on the cigar, before
tossing it out the window, into the sea.

‘What is it?’

She was practically vibrating with
nervousness, her fingers twitching, eyes darting around. ‘There’s…
There’s someone else on board! I went into the primary’s cabin to
see if there was anything good in her luggage. And there was
another woman in there, on the bed! She started to wake up, and I
ran to get you.’

Malcolm looked back around, to see Jemima
getting ass-fucked again, her body twitching without any conscious
control, the others still squirming and moaning, unable to break
free, before walking away, being sure to close the door behind
himself to block the noises.

The ship hallway was quiet, the plush carpet
beneath his feet swallowing the sounds of movement, as he turned
his head, trying to listen. He could just about make out dim sounds
of fucking still, and the throb of the ship’s engine. And then a
voice, still drowsy from sleep – ‘Peyton? Where is everyone? You
didn’t invite me, so I snuck into your luggage!’

He strode towards the sound, turning around a
corner towards the guest cabins. Walking towards him was a young
woman, her hair long and unbound, falling to her waist in a soft
auburn river, wearing a disheveled party dress, short and black,
just barely long enough to cover her crotch. She blinked at him,
slightly bleary, before smiling.

‘You must be the captain? I’m a friend of
Peyton Osgelt, who is paying for this. Where is everyone?’

Malcolm approached, putting on a wide smile,
hoping that his half-erect cock couldn’t be seen through his
trousers. ‘We weren’t informed of another guest. The other are
currently celebrating.’ What would be the easiest way to get her
under control? Having someone wriggling and screaming was always a
pain in the ass, and if she started to kick and fight, she might
scratch or damage the interior walls! She wasn’t very large, but
her nails looked sharp enough to scratch, and the adrenaline of a
fight response could make even the dumbest of rich sluts into a
nuisance to deal with.

Holly pushed against him from behind,
whispering into his ear. ‘Want me to try and bag her from behind,
Captain?’

He nodded, standing to the side to let Holly
walk past, pulling out a plastic bag from her pocket, speaking to
the woman again. ‘Don’t mind her, she has work to do. I’m Captain
Malcolm, and this is my ship. Having an extra person on board might
cause problems, so I’ll need to see your passport and other
documentation.’

She giggled – was she drunk? He glanced down,
seeing an open bottle of champagne in her hand. ‘Don’t worry, I’m
sure that can all be sorted out!’

Behind her, Holly turned around, holding up a
clear plastic bag. She bought it down over the woman’s head,
managing it in a single, smooth motion, then tightening it around
her neck. She immediately started to struggle, her hands coming up,
the champagne bottle getting dropped. Malcolm lunged for it, not
wanting to have to deal with the mess of a spillage, hand grabbing
the neck before it hit the floor.

The woman’s eyes were wide and bulging, her
hands coming up to her neck, trying to pull on the bag, her mouth
wide open and panting. Malcolm backhand-slapped her in the belly,
knocking the air from her, enjoying the way her eyes went even
wider, her pained groan audible even through the bag. She tried to
throw herself back to get Holly off, but Holly bent with the
motion, keeping the bag tight, as it was sucked into the woman’s
mouth. She started to flop, the strength leaving her body, Malcolm
slapping her stomach again.

She was slowly lowered to the floor, her legs
giving way beneath her. ‘Must be a friend of those other bitches.
Well, there’s always room for one more. Stupid rich sluts!’ He
pulled at Holly’s hands, letting air flow beneath the plastic, the
woman taking a convulsive breath, still barely conscious.

‘Give me a hand carrying her, we need to get
her restrained, and teach her a lesson.’ He moved around and
grabbed her shoulders, Holly taking her legs, hauling her back into
the main lounge. Everyone looked up as he entered.

‘We’ve got a stowaway. Looks like our guests
had a tagalong – I think she needs punishing, don’t you all
agree?’

The guests moaned and wriggled, but the crew
made sounds of agreement.

‘She seems to like champagne, so I suppose we
can give her a treat of that. Hold her down.’ She was dropped onto
the tarp, the crew holding her limbs spread out, as she started to
regain consciousness. She wasn’t strong enough to break free
though, easily pinned in place, as Malcolm went over to Jemima,
slapping her face until she roused herself from her
fuck-stupor.

‘Do you know her?’

A vague grunt came through the gag, before
more slaps produced something that sounded like a “yes”.

‘What’s her name?’

He had to focus, pulling on her hair to make
her look up, trying to make out the name turned to mush by the gag
– “Paif”.

‘Paige?’

A weak and pathetic nod, and he let her head
drop.

‘Well, let’s give Paige a nice welcome.’

She was still trying to break free, the
plastic bag getting sucked into her mouth as she breathed in, deep
and panicky gulps, before exhaling and blowing it away.

‘Kathy, get a towel, nice and thin. Holly,
get some champagne. Let’s give her some – just to see what
happens.’

He went and stood over her, before pushing
his foot down onto her belly, pressing down, forcing the air out of
her body. He could feel her try and tense her stomach to push it
off, but lacked the power to do anything, as he ground his heel
down onto her. As she weakened, he stepped around her, kneeling
over her head, gripping it between his knees, then taking a towel
from Kathy. With a single motion, he whipped the bag off Paige’s
face, before pushing the towel down, making sure it covered her
nose and mouth.

‘This is going to be the most expensive
waterboarding I’ve ever seen.’ Beneath him, Paige tried to moan,
before he pushed the towel down harder, taking a bottle of
champagne that was pushed at him. It took a few twists of his
fingers to unwind the metal cork-cage, before he turned it towards
one of the suspended guests, twisting at the cork. It popped out,
shooting forward and impacting against a breast, provoking a pained
yelp that made him smile.

Then he tilted the bottle, pouring it onto
the towel. The liquid soaked in, blocking Paige’s breathing, the
towel molding itself to Paige’s face. He could see short little
puffs of air, making it deform around her mouth and nose, but he
pushed it down, keeping her airflows blocked.

Fabric ripped as her dress was torn off,
revealing smooth, pale skin, without the tan of her friends. A
tattoo wound was etched onto her belly, a heart surrounded by
thorns, as her chest heaved, her back arching up in painful
spasms.

He poured more champagne on, the scent of the
stuff filling the air as it splashed onto the tarp, Paige’s
wriggling getting more and more intense, desperately fighting to
free herself, before reaching her limit and sagging down. Then he
pulled the towel up, peeling the wet material off her face, letting
her have a single, pained breath, before letting it drop back into
place. It was wet enough that it slapped back down, falling across
her face. A pained and pitiful attempt at a scream came from behind
it, degenerating into desperate chokes and spluttering, as he
poured more champagne on, then he put the empty bottle aside.

Another bottle was supplied, and this time he
aimed it at the Asian, the cork striking her thigh, making her
shake in her suspension. Paige had managed to muster up more
strength from somewhere, her torso desperately shaking around, as
she managed to twist her head out from between his knees with
enough force that the towel slid off her face, and she gulped in
several breaths, eyes wide and panicked.

‘Naughty girl! You should take your drink.’
He shoved on her forehead, pushing her back down, tightening his
thighs more firmly, before pushing the towel back into place,
pressing it down with his hand. He could feel the warmth of her
body as she fought, and the pulses of air pushing against the
towel, as she tried to breath, the champagne blocking her.

He poured the next bottle more slowly,
carefully trickling it over her head, enjoying how she bucked and
writhed, her limbs easily pinned and controlled by the crew. From
beneath the towel, she was making increasingly desperate gasps, and
he could see the hole of her mouth as she sucked in, the towel
outlining a neat, round “O”. Her wriggling struggles were
weakening, her heels slamming down onto the tarp, making the
champagne puddles splash.

‘Now, what to do with a stupid stowaway?’ He
pushed down, pinching her nose shut, feeling her desperate shaking
underneath his palm. ‘All your friends are nice and ready to be
used, but we need to deal with you first.’ He lifted it up, peeling
it off her face, enjoying the sound of desperate inhalation, before
letting it splat back into position.

‘Nice body, let’s see how loose you are.’
Malcolm poked a finger into the wide-open mouth, Paige having just
a narrow avenue of air, her head slumped down, body slack and
barely moving. He moved around, going between her spread legs, then
slapping at her bare cunt. She twitched on reflex from the impact,
still unable to break free.

‘Not even wearing underwear? Dirty slut!’

Her slit was exposed, and he used one hand to
spread it wide, looking at her soft, pink folds, sliding a finger
into her. She grunted, trying to twist her hips away from it but
unable to get any traction. She was dry, but he pushed his finger
into her, sliding it back and forth, each shove going deeper,
increasing her pained rasps.

Then he took the champagne bottle, putting
the neck of it against her slit, still holding her spread and open.
He could see her chest heaving as she strained for breath, the
towel closely molded to her face, head in a puddle of champagne,
before starting to push the bottle into her, using his finger to
massage her lips, and stroking inside of her. She tensed up around
it, trying to fight against it, but he slid it back and forth,
feeling her start to loosen, her body reacting against her
wishes.

As he pushed harder, the resistance grow, the
wider part of the bottle stretching her painfully wide. But she was
starting to get wet now, a faint slickness he could feel under his
fingertips, arousal being forced onto her body. The other guests
were still whining from behind their gags, bodies stretching lovely
and taut, up on their toes.

‘Once we’re done with her, then it’s time for
you.’

‘Mpphhhh!’ All of them groaned and whined in
unison, desperately trying to break free, the ropes easily holding
them.

By now, the whole neck of the champagne
bottle was inside of her, and he twisted it around, feeling the
weakening resistance of her body, getting looser and wetter. When
he pushed down on her belly, he could feel the hardness of the
thing inside her, making her desperately whine again, her head
coming up for a moment before dropping down.

‘Let’s see if your other hole is as loose.
I’m sure you’re used to a good ass-fucking.’ He drew the bottle
back. ‘Pull her legs back.’

She was too weak to resist, as her legs were
pushed, her body flexible enough that that almost touched the floor
on either side of her head, exposing her soft buttocks, and the
dark hole of her ass.

When he pushed the bottle against there, she
tensed even more, the lines of the muscles of her legs becoming
stark and obvious. She still lacked the strength to break free
though, letting him push the glass tube against the hole, slowly
forcing it into her.

Her asshole was tighter than her pussy,
requiring more force to violate. He twisted the bottle, feeling her
pucker resist, but not enough to stop it slowly penetrating into
her. Another note of pain entered her whining pants, the top of the
bottle now inside of her. Her resistance was fading now, making it
easier to slide the bottle back and forth. It slid deeper into her
with each shove, her asshole gaping wide.

‘I wonder how much of this you can take?’

Another few shoves, and the whole length of
the neck was inside her, the bottle itself supported outside of her
bottle. Her breathing was in painfully desperate short pants now,
her skin slick with champagne and clammy fear-sweat. Malcom gave
the bottle another push, past the neck of the bottle, seeing if her
asshole would stretch enough to take the bottle itself. She whined
and gave a pathetic twist, unable to free herself, as he forced her
asshole a little wider.

As soon as he stopped applying pressure, the
bottle slid a little outwards. The tight little asshole gaped wide,
only slowly closing up after the ravaging. He started twisting it,
slowly easing it back and forth, using his other hand to play with
her pussy, feeling the wet warmth developing there, forcing arousal
onto her.

‘See? Your body knows how to submit.’

When he slid a finger into her now, it was
easier, her pussy tightening around the digit. He pulled out, then
slapped her cunt several times, forcing her back into pained
twitches, feeling himself hardening.

‘I don’t think she’s going to be fighting
back, so I’ll use her first.’

He had to move himself into position, over
her body, guiding his cock into her. She was blinded and choked by
the towel, the thing clinging close enough to her face that he
could see her features through it, the only deformations around her
mouth and nose, caused by her exhalations.

As he pressed down against her, he could feel
the stickiness of the champagne soak into his clothing, making him
wince, but he still pressed on, pushing himself inside of her. Her
body tightened around his cock, tight and warm, and he thrust his
hips, forcing himself fully into her in a single motion. The towel
puffed outwards as she gasped, and then he started to rock back and
forth, enjoying the sweet pleasure of her pussy. Despite her
whining groans, her pussy tightened around his cock, and her
nipples were small, hard nubs, pressing back against his chest.

It didn’t take long for him to come, shooting
a blast of cum into her, feeling it flow around his shaft. Then he
withdrew, leaving her there, cum oozing from her slit, the bottle
still shoved into her asshole.

‘Go get a crate for her, we’ll deal with her
properly later.’

She was too weak to fight back as her legs
were twisted up, getting dragged into the fetal position, and then
getting picked up. The bottle was shoved in deeply enough that it
stayed in place, as she was carried away, her hair sticky and wet,
champagne dropping off her body.

‘Try not to drip anywhere, or you’ll be
mopping it clean!’

‘Aye, Captain.’

A door opened and then shut again, as Paige
was carried away, to be dumped into a crate for future use.

‘Now then, ladies, time for some fun with the
rest of you.’

‘Mphhh!’

They twisted and writhed, desperately trying
to move away, fear in their eyes, dribble flowing around their gags
and splashing to the ground.

‘Don’t whine too much, unless you want a
bottle-fucking as well.’

That didn’t silence them, as they continued
to try and protest, tears in their eyes, the crew descending,
grabbing and squeezing at soft, sultry flesh…

 



Chapter 3: Daytrip
Excursion

The monsoon rain was thick
and heavy, but quite warm, pattering off the large umbrella,
Malcolm able to feel the impacts through it. It hissed against the
leaves of the surrounding jungle, gathering up before splashing to
the ground. He pulled on the chain in his hand, hearing a groan
from behind him, turning to see.

The guests were all lined up behind him, with
thick metal collars around their necks, joined by sturdy chains.
All they were wearing were bikinis, expensive scraps of skimpy
fabric around their breasts and crotches, with metal yokes around
their necks, holding their arms outstretched, and canvas sacks on
their heads.

The rain had soaked into the hoods, turning
the rough fabric dark, sucked in around their mouths. Their legs
were splattered with thick, black mud, squelched between their
toes, as they stumbled forwards. Malcolm gave the chain a strong
tug, enjoying the sight of Peyton stumbling forward, pulled by the
neck.

Her foot caught a tree root and she twisted,
falling to the ground. As she did so, the movement was transferred
along the neck chain, dragging the woman behind her down, with a
squealing moan, gags behind the hoods swallowing most of the noise.
All of them fell, splashing down into dirty, wet puddles, their
bodies getting stained with mud.

‘Mphhhh!’

It was impossible to tell which of them were
complaining – probably all of them – as Malcolm approached Peyton,
pushing a foot down onto her shoulder, leaving a dirty boot-print
on her soft skin. She wriggled beneath him, body twisting in the
dirt, moaning into her gag.

‘You said you wanted an island excursion, so
stop complaining.’ He pulled on the chain, the collar tightening
around her neck, as she struggled to get her feet underneath
herself, her breasts squashing against the ground. ‘All of you were
fun last night.’

‘Mphhh!’

‘We’ve got a few more days to go, so don’t go
passing out yet.’

There was a pained sob from beneath the hood,
before he pulled the chain upwards. Peyton managed to twist around
enough to get her feet underneath her body, struggling to stand
with the neck-chain connecting her to her friends, needing to lift
a far greater weight than just her own body.

All of them were now dirty and mud-streaked,
contrasting with the expensive, designer-brand bikinis they were
wearing. Through the mud, he could see the tally-marks on their
thighs, to show how often they had been used, smears of dried cum
beneath the mud.

‘I’m sure you’d pay thousands for a mud bath,
so stop whining and get a move on. My crew deserve a break after
looking after bratty bitches like you.’ He reached down and grabbed
Peyton by the neck, dragging her up, before slapping her across the
cheek. Although the sack-hood absorbed most of the impact, he still
heard the grunt of humiliated pain, seeing her arms tense and shake
within the yoke.

‘Not much longer! We’ve got a full day of
entertainment planned for you.’ He pulled on the chain again,
stepping backwards as he did so, using his own weight to drag at
Peyton. She was forced to stride forward, dragging her friends with
her, the neck-chains clinking together, snapping taut.

‘Keep moving!’

From the back of the line came the crack of a
cane on flesh along with a pained yelp, someone whipping at
unprotected buttocks.

‘Not much further!’

That didn’t do anything to stop the pained
whines and groans, but it was amusing to see their bodies
splattered and grimy, toned legs grimy with mud, their flat bellies
and curvaceous hips now just as dirty, their breasts smeared with
sticky mud as well.

Their destination wasn’t much further – a
clearing in the jungle, outfitted for luxuriously expensive
holidays, with a small holiday cottage, a pool and a hot-tub,
already bubbling away. Several coolers of drinks had been prepared,
beer and wine bottles poking out from amongst the ice.

Malcolm approached one and picked up a beer
bottle, the thing cool and slippery in his hand, before approaching
Peyton, as she staggered onto the suddenly-firm ground. He pressed
it between her breasts and she shrieked in confused fear, trying to
stagger backwards before the chain went tight, stopping her
movement.

‘Maybe I should see how much of this you can
take? Your friend managed most of a champagne bottle – I wonder if
you would be tighter or looser?’ He rubbed the bottle between her
breasts, the coldness sweet against his hand in the clammy air,
condensation wiping away mud. She hunched her shoulders and tried
to back away, but he pulled on the chain, keeping her close,
rubbing the bottle further down, against her belly, feeling the
coolness of the bottle contrast with the heat of her body. And then
even lower, between her legs, rubbing it against her thighs. The
whimpering from behind the hood got louder, her head shaking
around.

‘Think of this as part of your holiday
package.’

He moved the bottle away, twisting the cap
off and knocking back a swig of it, before pouring the rest over
Peyton’s head. It soaked into the canvas, sticking it to Peyton’s
head, making her shriek again.

‘Let’s wash them down and then we can have
some fun. And no whining, unless you want this up your tight little
asshole.’ He jabbed at her with the base of the bottle, enjoying
the sight of her stained, beautiful body shudder, pressing it into
her belly, watching the skin deform under the pressure.

There was a wooden frame, intended to cover
sunbeds beneath, but currently bare. Malcom pulled Peyton towards
it, the guests leaving muddy footprints on the paving around the
pool. Then he tossed the chain around the horizontal bar and
padlocked it into place, making sure that Peyton was forced onto
her toes. The woman behind her kept moving, bumping into Peyton and
knocking her forward, making her squeal into her gag, the collar
choking her before she managed to regain her balance.

The stumbling squeals spread through the
group as they knocked into each other, before coming to an uneasy
stop, unsure what was happening. He whipped Peyton’s hood off and
tossed it aside, the thing heavy enough with beer and water that it
splatted to the ground.

Beneath the hood, her hair was a mess, lanky
and damp, stuck to her scalp. Her eyes were wide with fear and
shock, her lips spread around the fat gag-ball. Dribble had crusted
onto her chin, more of it starting to flow downwards.

As she saw him, she shook her head, some of
her hair splatting around, tears forming in the corners of her
eyes.

‘Don’t worry, we’ve got plenty more fun to
have yet. We’ve not even used your mouths yet, after all!’ He
reached out and groped one of her breasts, the bikini-top molded to
her skin, offering no protection against his fingers. The
breast-meat was warm and soft, easy to squeeze, and he could feel
the nipple against his hand, twisting the tit around.

‘Mphhhh!’ She wriggled, the motion pushing
her closer against his hand, and he let go and slapped her across
the cheek, putting his weight behind the strike. It turned her
head, her eyes going even wider and silencing her.

‘Stop whining!’ He raised his hand, and she
flinched away, shuddering and going silent. ‘Good. Be nice and
quiet, and you’ll be hurt less.’ She made a pathetic whimper, more
fat tears starting to roll down her cheeks, as they bulged around
the ballgag. Her arms were limp in the yoke, her will to resist
already gone. ‘We’ve had some fun with Jemima’s asshole – nice and
tight, or at least it was. Maybe we should do the same with
you?’

She squeaked in fear, shaking her head,
making the leash-chain clatter and clink. Her friends were all
still hooded, their heads drenched in the rain, the monsoon rain
slicking their skin.

‘All that work you put into have beach
bodies.’ He kept stroking her, ignoring her shivers. ‘I wonder how
much it cost? Hundreds of thousands of dollars, probably? And
that’s before when you start getting plastic surgery when you get
older.’ He moved his hand down between her legs, sliding it between
her thighs, stroking her through her bikini-bottoms. ‘And now
you’re muddy and dirty, waiting to be fucked.’

‘Mphhh!’ She shuddered again, as his fingers
moved beneath her bikini bottoms, finding her slit, cold and
dry.

‘Let’s clean you up a bit.’

He unzipped his trousers, enjoying the
shudder of fear that ran through her, before taking his cock in
hand and relaxing his bladder. A stream of watery piss splashed
over her legs, cleaning off some of the mud, as she shrieked into
her gag, legs trying to shift away. He twisted his hips, moving the
golden flow over her beautiful, long legs, leaving her standing in
a small puddle of the stuff, all while squarely staring into her
eyes.

‘Feel cleaner now?’ He shook his cock, a few
more droplets of piss splattering onto her. ‘Would you like it in
your mouth instead?’

‘Nphhhh!’ She shook her head, desperate
enough to manage the movement despite the yoke.

‘Then be a good slut, or you’ll go into a
crate filled with piss, or worse.’

The rest of the male crew followed his
example, hosing down the guests with their piss, puddles forming on
the concrete base. It cleaned off the worst of the muddy streaks,
the monsoon rains quickly washing it away. Not that the guests
stopped shrieking and whining, trying to protect themselves,
without any success. Malcolm waited for the rain to sluice down and
clean the piss away before continuing.

‘There’s a fun little game to play.’ He
reached out and stroked Peyton’s cheek, before grabbing her hair
and dragging it around, her eyes showing her pain. ‘You’re going to
fuck one of your friends. If you refuse, then everyone will fuck
you. And I bet your asshole is as tight as that of your friend – so
we’ll bust that nice and wide.’ He slapped her cheek, forcing her
to pay attention, before twisting her around to look at the others.
All of them were shrieking now, their gagged whines mingling with
the monsoon-wind blowing through the trees.

‘Which of them are you going to fuck?’ From
here, he could reach out and squeeze the breast of the next woman
in line, one of the blondes. ‘I bet none of you actually like each
other, do you? Or you could sacrifice yourself, and get that tight
little asshole of yours ripped wide open. I’m going to remove your
gag so everyone can hear your choice – if you start screaming, then
I’ll assume you want a nice, solid ass-fucking.’

She whimpered and shuddered, before going
limp, as he found the buckles for the gag-harness and released
them, the ball popping out of her mouth. Just in case, he slapped
her cheek again, harder this time, without the gag to absorb any of
the impact, before turning her head to see the others.

‘Well? Which of your friends do you want to
fuck? Are any of them anal sluts, or are you just wanting to hurt
them?’ Another slap, her cheek now glowing from the repeated
strikes. ‘Or you’re willing to sacrifice your asshole for
them?’

She was openly weeping now, fat and ugly
tears rolling down her cheeks as she blubbered.

‘No, plea… OW!’

Another slap cut off her pleas, before he
grabbed her hair more tightly, forcing her head up.

‘Even a dumb bitch like you should be able to
follow basic instructions. You’re going to fuck one of your
friends, or be fucked yourself. Which is it?’

‘I’ll… I’ll fuck one of them!’

‘Good.’ He stroked down her body, feeling the
fear-tremors running through her body, enjoying her terror, and her
obedience. ‘We’ve got a nice big cock for you to use – so who is
going to be taking it?’ The way her chest pulsed, in pained and
desperate pants, was arousing him, making his cock stiffen – maybe
he’d fuck her, or one of the others. The darker woman was
struggling more, the skin on her wrists and neck visibly chafed
where the metal had rubbed. One of the crew slapped her backside,
the spanking sound satisfyingly loud.

‘So, who are you going to violate? Last
chance before we have fun with you!’

‘Ta… Tanisha!’ Her voice got more determined,
the darker woman growling from beneath her hood, struggling even
more, the neck-chain clattering and clicking.

‘Good girl. Let’s get you equipped.’ He spat
on his fingers before shoving them into her, pushing her lower lips
apart, making her grunt with pain as she was violated. ‘You need to
learn to loosen up, or this will be even worse for you.’

Kathy approached with the strap-on in hand –
it was double-ended, with a cock designed to settle inside of the
user’s body, an even larger shaft on the outside. She held it up so
that Peyton could see it, before moving around her body and shoving
the cock into Peyton.

From how the woman gasped and winced, it
chafed painfully, getting shoved in without any extra lubrication.
As the strap-on was attached, Malcolm took the chance to grope
Peyton again, enjoying the softness of her breasts, able to fear
the frantic thrumming of her heart.

When Kathy grabbed the external cock and
pulled it to the sided, Peyton gasped again, the inner cock getting
wrenched as well, forcing her inner walls to spread.

‘If you try and run, we’ll catch you and hurt
you, and hurt your friends even more. So are you going to be a good
girl, and fuck Tanisha? Nice and hard?’ Another slap made Peyton
pay attention, his knuckles stinging from the force of the backhand
impact.

She shuddered before responding, slowly
nodding her head, addled with shock. ‘Yes! I’ll do anything,
please!’

He released the chain from her yoke, before
grabbing the front ring and using it to drag her forward. Her
footsteps were heavy and unfocused, slapping against the floor, as
he pulled her around into place.

From behind, Tanisha was an appealing sight,
with her long hair winding down to taut, toned buttocks, an ivory
thong showing off her ass. When he slapped her there, one of her
legs tensed, obvious anger rippling through her frame. Another
spank produced a stronger reaction, her foot stamping down onto the
floor, splashing into a puddle.

‘She seems a bit more willful than your other
friends. Maybe she’ll be nicer after a good ass-reaming?’

He saw the leg tense up, before kicking
backwards, shoving Peyton in the way. It caught Peyton on the calf,
making her gasp with pain.

‘Billy, shackle her legs. Rebellious little
bitch! Guests should be quiet and obedient.’

As Tanisha twisted, trying to connect with
another flailing kick, Billy grabbed her neck-chain to drag her
off-balance before ducking and grabbing both of her ankles. Heavy
chains connected to metal shackles locked into place, hobbling her
steps. When she tried to pull her legs apart, the chain clicked
taut, with less than a foot of slack there.

‘Now, Peyton, time to do your part. Let’s see
how Tanisha likes a big fat cock buried in her asshole.’

‘Nphhh! Fuphhh
offfh!’ Garbled mush came from beneath Tanisha’s hood, her hair
slick and wet down her bare back.

Malcolm pressed
himself tightly against Peyton, grinding his own cock between her
buttocks, guiding her forward. The fat dildo-shaft bumped against
Tanisha’s own buttocks, and he had to flick the thong aside, lining
the shaft up against the dark knot, the tip just slightly
penetrating.

‘You’re
going to need to do some work, Peyton. Push it in.’

Peyton
whined, but started to
push her hips forward, forcing the shaft into Tanisha’s tight hole,
spreading her friend open. Tanisha tried to pull away, but Malcolm
stretched forward and wrapped an arm around her belly, pulling her
backwards, hearing her ankle-chain click and clank. Angry grunting
came from beneath the hood as Tanisha was slowly impaled, more and
more of the fat cock-shaft entering her.

Her skin
was slick with
rainwater, but still hot beneath his fingers, her body reacting to
the penetration. She was fighting it, but couldn’t do anything to
stop it slowly entering her, Peyton pushing her hips forward,
forcibly violating her friend. Malcolm’s own cock was between
Peyton’s buttocks, and he rubbed forward, enjoying the feeling,
Peyton sandwiched between himself and Tanisha.

It was
almost a shame letting
go for a moment, using one hand to take his own cock and guide it
into place. He spat down, the spittle lubricating his cock as he
started to penetrate Peyton’s asshole himself, feeling the tight
hole slowly yield, forcing himself into her.

‘Keep
going.’

Peyton whimpered, as he wrapped his arms around Tanisha, grabbing
at her breasts and using them to pull himself forward, pushing
himself deeper and deeper into Peyton, and forcing her into
Tanisha. Both of the women were grunting and gasping now, as their
assholes were spread wide, forced to take cocks. Peyton’s body was
lovely and soft against his own, and his fingers dug into Tanisha’s
breasts, gripping and squeezing, finding her nipples and pinching
at them, drawing them out before he slid a hand down, feeling the
smooth curve of her belly.

He thrust
his hips forward, Peyton
getting shoved forward as well, the full length of the dildo buried
within Tanisha. She was shaking now, probably hurting herself more
in the process, her hips moving of their own accord, as Malcolm set
his own rhythm, pounding and grinding into Peyton, sheathing
himself in her body.

When
he came, he could feel
the cum shoot into her, pinching tightly at Tanisha’s body, and
then only slowly withdrawing. When Peyton tried to move back, he
squeezed her ass.

‘Keep
going.’

Peyton started
to thrust and grind with her hips, the dildo appearing for a moment
before sinking back into Tanisha’s body, each thrust drawing out a
whining gasp.

‘Good
girl. Once you’ve done her, I think we should have you work along
the line. Bratty bitches are always more obedient after a nice
ass-fucking!’

The other guests
all shuffled awkwardly, chains clinking, but there was no escape
for them, as Tanisha moaned into her gag, unable to escape the
forced violation of her tender asshole.


Chapter 4: Deck
Party

Malcolm settled back onto
the sunchair, making himself comfortable. A gagged whine came from
nearby, metal scratching on metal, chinking and rattling. One of
the blondes was cuffed to the rails around the edge of the ship,
down on her knees, Billy face-fucking her, his cock deep in her
throat. He held her there, ravaging her throat, as she made pained,
wet gulps, dribble streaming from her mouth. Her arms twitched, the
cuffs scraping and scratching against her wrists, her body spasming
as she choked on the cock.

Billy was grunting and gasping himself, grip
tight, not needing to thrust his hips forward, letting the choking
gasps of the woman get him off, her throat tight around his
shaft.

Malcolm looked around – on the other side of
the deck, Tanisha had been bent fully over the rails, her ankles
cuffed to her wrists, making it impossible for her to stand up. Her
ass was covered with brutal welts, dark black bruises around the
slash-marks. And her asshole gaped open now, a trickle of semen and
lube dribbling out. Her upside-down face was flushed, her eyes
barely open, mouth still sealed with a gag. The position made her
legs lovely and taut, highlighting her thighs, a surge of desire
flowing into Malcolm’s crotch.

‘It’s been a while since we’ve had such nice
guests, hasn’t it?’ Kathy was stretched out on the next sunbed,
oversized sunglasses on her eyes, a swimsuit tight against her
body, enjoying the bright sunshine.

‘Yes – it’s a nice end to the season. A few
more days of this, and then we can drop them off.’ He reached out
for his drink – some of the most expensive whisky on board, all
paid for by the guests. As he picked it up, there was a pained
squeak, and he pushed down on the tray, enjoying the squeal of
pain. The tray holding it was strapped around the waist of the
other blonde, clamps attached to her nipples. Thick smears of
dribble had dried and crusted between her breasts, and her arms
were bound behind her back with cuffs around her wrists and
elbows.

‘It’s so nice when we don’t have to look
after guests all the time. Not having to be at their beck and call
at all hours is such a relief!’

‘Time for some more entertainment, I
think.’

Billy came, grunting as he shot his load, his
victim choking and spluttering, her arms pulling on the cuffs,
still unable to break free at all, her body slumping into forced
relaxation as she suffocated on the cock.

‘Where are the others? The stowaway and the
small one? She looked quite cute, a bit of a change from all these
others. I still can’t tell some of them apart.’ He sipped the
whisky, savoring the taste.

‘The shorter one is Bethany, I think. And the
other one is Alice. Neither of them like pain, so they’re nice and
easy to keep in line. I’ve had Peyton spread out in her bedroom, if
you want to visit her – the rest of the crew have been enjoying
her. And she’s OK at licking pussy, which is nice. I had to slap
her pussy until she started to cooperate, but she got there in the
end. All that expensive education didn’t go completely to waste, I
suppose. The stowaway is in the kitchen, keeping the chef company.
I’ve wrapped her up in tape and left just her mouth free, so she
can still be used. The Japanese girl was very flexible – I put her
in a suitcase, to keep her as a treat for later. We don’t want to
wear them all out too fast, do we? She’s nice and petite, almost
like an after-dinner mint. Something to clear the palette.’

‘Is that in the main cabin?’

‘No, she’s in her own. The smaller guest
cabin.’

He rose, putting the whisky glass back down,
more forcefully than he needed to, stretching out the woman’s
breasts, enjoying her gasp of pain.

‘I’ll go and get her. I feel like a bit more
of a show, and I think she’ll be obedient now.’

Kathy stood up as well, reaching over and
pressing her hand down onto the tray, using the thing to torture
the woman, keeping the soft breasts stretched out, the nipples
crushed and tortured. She moaned in pain, her eyes going wide.

‘I could do with someone a little fresher.
This slut is too deep in shock and needs some time to recover
before she’ll really be fun to play with again. Maybe tomorrow.’
She walked away, Malcolm turning to look at her body – older than
the guests, but still pert and firm, and with an amusingly sadistic
streak.

He followed along behind her, leaving the
sounds of fucking behind – it was good to see the rest of the crew
relaxing and enjoying themselves! They’d worked well and deserved a
break.

The interior of the ship was silent, except
for the thrumming of the engine. The guest cabins were all off the
small hallway, the walls covered with wooden laminate, polished to
a fine sheen. The door to the main cabin was open, showing the huge
double-bed, with Peyton spreadeagled there, bright red rope binding
her wrists and ankles to the corners, her eyes blindfolded. The
smells of fuck-sweat, semen and pussy-juice flowed outwards, her
body dirty with cum and sweat. She stirred in her restraints, head
coming up, hair flowing behind her, fanning over the pillows. Her
mouth was plugged with a jaw-stretching gag, making it impossible
for her to do anything more than make a light moan.

Her belly was covered with tally-marks – at
least thirty, but he couldn’t be bothered to count them all. He
snapped his fingers, enjoying the shiver of fear that rippled over
her body, the ropes easily taking her movement without any danger
of breaking.

The small guest cabin was a little further
along – still luxurious, but with just a single bed, and a large
suitcase in the corner. He went and grabbed it, picking it up and
throwing it onto the bed, feeling the weight inside it slide
around. When he unzipped it, the Asian woman was inside – just like
a package, she was wrapped up in plastic film, her body forced into
the fetal position, with a blindfold over her eyes and a gag in her
mouth. Her wrists were cuffed to her ankles, even within the wrap,
further limiting her movements. From how the plastic had wrinkled,
she must have struggled at some point, but with the stuff
completely wrapped around her, and nothing to rub against, there
was no way for her to escape.

She was small and light, easy to lift out,
starting to stir, before waking up. She squirmed and twisted,
making the plastic wrap rustle, trying to roll away.

‘There’s nowhere for you to go. If you make
yourself a problem, then we’ll have to dunk you in the ocean a few
times, see if that calms you down at all.’ She kept wriggling
around, Malcolm rolling her onto her back and slapping at her
backside, although the wrap absorbed most of the impact. ‘I’m going
to free you, but only if you obey.’

‘Mphhh!’

‘If you want, I can be harsher.’

‘Nphhh! Nphhh!’

The wriggling stopped, the woman going
limp.

‘Good girl.’

From outside, it was easy to grab the tape
and rip it open, tearing it off the woman’s body, exposing her
naked flesh beneath it. Her skin was clear and clean, and he had to
resist the urge to strike it, wanting to leave some marks
there.

‘She’s got some nice clothing, I think she
should dress up.’ Kathy was looking through the closet – the
clothes there all looked tight and skimpy, slutty little party
dresses, small strips of tight cloth to display her body to best
advantage. ‘I’m sure she’d be fucking and sucking whoever wants her
at some club if we weren’t having fun with her.’

Without the film, she could stretch out more,
although the wrist-and-ankle-cuffs still restrained her. It made it
possible to reach a hand down and feel her chest though, Malcolm
stroking at her small breasts, then taking a nipple and giving it a
sharp pinch.

‘Hear that? We want you to dress up, nice and
sexy. And then you can entertain us – if you look nice enough,
maybe we won’t be as harsh with you. Do you understand? Or I can
just fuck you like this.’ He molested her breasts again, squeezing
at the small mounds, feeling her shivering and wriggling.

‘Mphhh!’

‘I hope that’s a yes. It would be nice to see
what you’re like. If you’ve a good girl, I might let you have some
fun with your friends – I’m sure you’d rather do that than be hurt
yourself?’

He found the key for the cuffs, clicking them
open, still keeping one of her breasts in hand, ready to squeeze
hard if she tried to rebel. Her limbs slowly moved, stretching
herself out – the sight of her slender, petite body, spread over
the bed, naked except for her gag and blindfold, made him hard, and
he had to resist the urge to fuck her right away. Another savage
nipple-twist bought out a delicious moan, before he stood back,
leaving her there, twisting in confusion.

‘I’ll give you a few minutes to get her
ready, I need to go check the steering.’

‘Yes, Captain.’

Malcolm dragged the small woman upwards,
enjoying how easy it was to haul her around, her body light and
petite, tossing her at Kathy, who caught her and then slammed her
against the wall.

It didn’t take long for him to duck out,
heading up towards the ship’s wheel and checking the GPS, making
sure that the ship wasn’t drifting or about to run aground.

By the time he got back, then Kathy had
finished preparing the woman. She wasn’t blindfolded anymore, her
eyes darting around nervously. Kathy had even managed to apply
makeup, making the woman’s lips glossy and bright, dark mascara
making her terrified eyes seem even larger.

She was wearing a sleek, short dress, tight
and black, just about long enough to cover her crotch, with several
slashes over it to show off her skin beneath. There was also a
tight metal band around her neck – Malcolm couldn’t tell if it was
a choker, or a more ornate collar.

‘I’ve been telling little Sumiko here about
what might happen if she’s disobedient. I think she realizes that
it’s better for her to obey. Isn’t that right?’ Her hands gripped
onto Sumiko’s shoulders, digging into the thin material, hard
enough to make Sumiko wince, her red-tinted lips forming into a low
groan. ‘Why don’t you show the captain your appreciation?’

Malcolm watched as Sumiko forced herself to
smile, clearly faking it, before lifting her hands up and stroking
down her body. She twisted, to show herself off, the dress
sheathing her body completely, fitting as closely as a second skin,
showing off her curves.

He sat down on the bed, spreading his legs
and watching.

‘Cute little thing, aren’t you? You’d do well
in the titty-bars around here. I bet you’re nice and tight.’
Malcolm reached out and slapped her backside, feeling the tightness
of her backside. She didn’t stop twisting, a slightly awkward
dance, displaying herself. ‘Not that someone like you would ever
have to give a lap dance for a few bucks. Bitches like you are
always cheapskates that barely even tip!’

She bent over a little, the motion making her
dress ride up, showing more of her ass off. Her hands came down to
pluck the material back into place, but he slapped them away.

‘You have such a lovely body, you should show
it off.’ He grabbed and squeezed a buttock, feeling how tight the
muscle was. ‘You’re going to be a lovely ride, aren’t you? But you
can entertain me first.’

Kathy had taken up a position opposite,
leaning back against the wall. ‘Maybe we could keep her as a ship’s
pet? She’s small enough that she would be easy to keep. And she’d
be nice and easy to punish.’

‘You know the policy – catch and release.
Although she is cute.’

Sumiko had moved closer towards him, starting
to grind her ass between his legs, raising her arms and stroking
them down her chest. Her eyes were closed now, not opening even
when he spanked her backside again, trying to find some sense of
inner control. Well, she was obedient, which was the main
thing.

He reached out and stroked one of her legs,
feeling her soft, warm skin. ‘Just like a titty-bar, except any
touching is allowed!’ When he pinched her thigh, she yelped in
pain, her eyelids fluttering, before she pressed herself more
closely against him. He felt around her body, stroking at her
small, firm breasts, squeezing them in his hands.

‘You should get these pierced. Then you’d
have something to draw the eye a bit. And it’s fun to attach a
chain there.’

She kept gyrating against him, his cock
stiffening as she moved, her body yielding and obedient. He kept
stroking her, feeling her warm up, her breathing getting faster.
Her butt slid over his crotch, and he grabbed it, parting her
buttocks, rubbing himself between them.

‘You ever been fucked back here? I wonder how
much you can take, a little thing like you?’

She made a quiet sobbing noise, but didn’t
stop moving, as he got fully hard, grinding her ass against his
cock.

‘Let’s see if you can give a tit-job. Never
had one from someone with such tiny titties before!’ He pushed her
away, and she stumbled, before turning around and dropping to her
knees, her shoulders hunched defensively. A slap to her face made a
loud sound, and made her whimper again, as she stroked her breasts,
eyes still closed.

‘You’ll need to be naked. Like the slut you
are.’

She shuddered, before reaching up to her
shoulders, peeling the dress off her body, leaving her utterly
naked again. Then she pushed her breasts together, trying to plump
them up, as he unzipped his trousers, his cock springing out. Her
eyes slowly opened, dark and glazed, but she crawled forward,
dipping her head down, her tongue lolling out. She licked his
cock-crown, flicking her tongue around, deliciously hot and wet,
opening her mouth up.

Malcolm put his hand on her hand, before
pulling her back. A long string of spit stretched out, joining her
tongue to his cock, before snapping and dropping down. ‘Remember
your orders! Use your tits.’

Her hands were still covering her breasts,
pushing and pulling on them, as she shuffled closer, pressing her
chest against his cock, nice and warm. She had to stretch and twist
her breasts out, trying to make them large enough to wrap them
around his cock, her body rocking up and down. His pleasure started
to increase, despite her small breasts.

‘Keep going. Better than I expected.’

She leaned further in, opening her mouth to
let dribble flow out, deliciously wet and hot on his cock-head.
Behind Sumiko, Kathy was buckling a strap-on into place, smearing
lube over the long, black cock, then approaching Sumiko.

‘Mmmm, good slut! You’re a lot more obedient
than your friends – are you their bitch as well? Do they just bring
you along for fun, or to please their boyfriends?’

Her breasts were small enough that most of
the rubbing came from her chest, as she twisted from side to side,
trying to pleasure him. Kathy slid in behind her, pulling her
upwards, then kissing her on the neck.

As Sumiko was pulled onto the cock, she
squealed and exhaled, taking the dildo into her ass. Kathy pulled
her on, a little bit at a time, forcing the shaft into Sumiko’s
taut little body.

Malcolm rested his hands on the bed, letting
himself be pleasured. ‘Good girl! Nice and obedient.’ Her lips
shivered, her eyes flicking up for a moment before looking away,
not meeting his gaze. She kept rubbing her chest against his shaft,
rocking her body, her ass getting filled by Kathy. ‘I might keep
you to myself for the next few days.’

Another torrent of spit dribbled out from her
slack lips, her ass-fucking making her grunt and groan, Kathy
taking a firm hold of Sumiko’s hips and driving the strap-on cock
deeper and deeper into place.

Malcolm came. His cock spasmed, his own
thoughts going blank, his cum smearing over Sumiko’s chest, leaving
creamy, white droplets over her chest. Some of it mingled with the
spit, turning the sticky smear white.

He let her rub his cock some more, his
thoughts slowly returning as the orgasm faded.

‘Huh, so you can manage a tit-job. I’m quite
impressed – you’re nice and enthusiastic!’

She moaned, eyes fading shut, Kathy’s
ass-reaming getting more vigorous. Malcolm pushed Sumiko away,
Kathy bending her over and thrusting forward, burying the entire
length of the cock into her. Sumiko shuddered and groaned every
time it pushed into her, stretching her asshole wide. She started
to shake and twitch, her lips making vague mumbles, before her hips
began to move to match Kathy’s rhythm.

‘Are you an ass-slut?’

‘Mrpphhh…’ She was outright dribbling now,
leaving a damp patch on the carpet, Kathy’s hips bumping against
her ass. She made a loud groan, her neck arching upwards, a sudden
scent of pussy-juice.

Kathy looked shocked, but didn’t stop,
spanking Sumiko until the girl started to regain some semblance of
consciousness. ‘She really is an anal slut! Coming from an
ass-fucking – dirty bitch! I’m going to have some fun with you.’
She changed position, making sure to keep the cock within Sumiko’s
body.

‘Enjoy yourself – get her dressed up and
bring her to my cabin, we can have some fun together. I’ll go check
the rest of the crew, make sure they’re not doing anything that
they shouldn’t be.’

Kathy grinned, dragging her nails down
Sumiko’s back to make her twitch and shudder, scratch-marks showing
on her small woman’s skin.

‘I want to see if I can make this one come
again. Dirty little ass-slut!’

He left her to it, enjoying the sounds of
Sumiko’s increasingly desperate squeals, as she was ass-fucked,
again, rough and harsh.


Chapter 5:
Punishment

Tanisha’s eyes were wide and
panicked, her lips sucking tightly on the fat gag-ball in her
mouth. Water lapped at her cheeks, just barely beneath her mouth,
Malcolm’s hand on a lever. Her chest was heaving, her hair
spreading out from her head in a thick black slick, floating on the
water of the hot-tub.

‘Impressive of you to try and escape – I
wasn’t expecting anyone to be able to break out of the restraints.
You’re stronger than you look.’

Malcolm couldn’t tell if she was even
listening, the water lapping against her ears. She was tied to a
Y-shaped metal frame, holding her legs spread, her arms securely
lashed with leather straps along her body. It was on a pivot, able
to hinge up and down, to submerge the occupant’s head. He pushed on
the lever, just a little, but enough to push her head further down,
the water flowing into her nostrils.

There was a convulsion in her chest, as she
exhaled in a desperate attempt to keep her airways clear, before
she was out of air. She almost immediately started to twitch and
spasm, falling into the panic of drowning, before he bought her
back up again, bringing her head higher up. Water streamed down her
body, highlighting her breasts and the curves of her body. With the
gag in place, she struggled to cough properly, snorting up water
from her nose, her arms tensing up, making the leather strips dig
into her skin.

‘A good thing we managed to capture you. If
you had managed to get one of the lifeboats, then you’d probably
just have died somewhere in the ocean. You might not like this, but
at least you’re still alive.’

He gave the lever a push, making her drop,
enjoying the pained wheeze of fear, stopping her just above the
surface of the water.

‘We could turn the hot-tub on. All those
water-bubbles blowing and popping – that would be quite
distracting, wouldn’t it? The heat would be quite intense as
well.’

There was another fear-whimper, showing that
she was at least able to hear him.

‘And because of you, we’ve had to be more
careful with your friends.’

Malcolm looked over his shoulder – Peyton was
tied over a table, rope holding her wrists and ankles, cum oozing
out of her asshole, the hole forced wide, her asshole almost black
with tally-marks. Both the blondes were cuffed to the railings,
spit and cum smeared over their cheeks, their eyes glazed and
distant. Billy approached one of them, slapping his cock against
her face until there was a vague groan of awakening, at which point
he started to throat-fuck her, forcing his cock and balls into her
mouth, her jaw slack and open.

‘You see? You could just have been nice and
obedient, and we wouldn’t have been forced to be quite so rough.
Even little Sumiko is being punished, and she’s been a good
girl.’

Sumiko was on her toes, a rope around her
neck forcing her to stand up straight, her petite body well-marked
with lash-marks, bright red against her pale skin, starting to form
into bruises. Tears streamed down her face, her face distorted by
an oversized ball-gag, her cheeks bulging.

‘The stowaway is being punished as well. This
yacht doesn’t have a figurehead, but we lashed her in place. And
her backside is still nice and available – all of you are going to
be nice and loose after this. I hope you appreciate it – it takes a
lot of work to loosen up you tight bitches!’

He dunked her again, slowly counting to 5 in
his head, and then bringing her back up again.

‘Now it’s time to have some more fun with
you. Kathy likes to be particularly harsh to guests that cause her
problems, so she’s gone to get some of her special toys.’

Tanisha almost certainly couldn’t hear him,
coughing up water again, as he moved around between her spread
legs, running fingers along her thighs. He could feel the tension
of her body, wracked with pain, lightly tickling along her inner
thighs, feeling her pants and gasps. It was easy to reach along and
gently part her pussy-lips, stroking fingers into her, enjoying her
whimpers. When he withdrew his hand and slapped her crotch, her
legs tightened against the straps, her head reflexively coming up
before slumping down again.

‘I’ve got everything, Captain.’ Kathy
approached, still in her uniform, the shirt crisp and white, her
hair neatly arranged. She was carrying a small black case, which
she handed over to Malcolm. He unclipped it to get it open, the
sunlight gleaming off neatly-arranged needles, stuck through black
foam, each with a large bead on the blunt end. Malcolm drew one
out, holding it carefully so he wouldn’t drop it, moving between
Tanisha’s legs.

He held it up, so that Tanisha could see it,
a vague spark of awareness in her eyes. The fear there was
arousing, more desperate sputtering and gasping coming from her
mouth.

‘This should teach you a lesson. Depending on
how many needles you can take and how long you can entertain me
for, then maybe I’ll do the same to your friends as well.’

‘Mmphhh…’ Her whimper was quiet and pathetic,
her head suddenly dropping, a brief dunking beneath the water as
Kathy pushed the lever before bringing her back up, Tanisha
desperately blinking water from her eyes. Putting the case down, he
pinched one of her pussy-lips, stretching it out, enjoying the soft
stretchiness of her pussy. He scratched the needle along the inside
of her pussy, staring down at her, before starting to push it into
her. Her skin resisted, Tanisha inhaling a desperate, sucking
breath.

He pushed harder, and then it suddenly
penetrated, jabbing into and through the skin. As Tanisha started
to scream, she was dunked again, her face vanishing beneath the
water entirely, the fluid swallowing her sound. When she was bought
up again, she was silent except for painful-sounding gasps and
gulps.

The pin was now stuck through her pussy-lip,
the metal shining on each side of the dark skin, the bead hanging
there. He flicked it, making it twitch, sending a ripple of pain
through Tanisha’s body.

‘That’s one. I’m going to be adding quite a
few more than that though.’

He took another one from the case, admiring
the clean, bright sheen of the steel, dazzlingly bright under the
sun. On the opposite pussy lip, he started to push, feeling the
skin starting to yield, before the pin pierced through, sliding
easily through the skin and out the other side. Tanisha was looking
up at him with desperate fear in her eyes, limp with fear and pain
now.

‘You see? In the old days, you would have
been keelhauled, but this is a lot more fun. I think at least two
more on each side.’

‘Leave some space for me, Captain!’

‘You can take her breasts.’

He took another pin, Kathy reaching around
him and taking several, holding them carefully between her fingers,
and then walking around the tub. She took a seat on the seat,
putting her feet into the water, splashing around to send water
rippling over Tanisha’s face. Her fingers reached out and squeezed
one of her breasts, her pale fingers contrasting with Tanisha’s
darker skin, digging into the large mounds.

‘You have no idea how much I fantasize about
this sort of thing! Having to keep dumb, rich bitches like you
served, fetching you drinks and food… Maybe this will teach you to
be better behaved in future?’

She pinched a nipple, drawing it out and
pushing a needle against it, forcing it through the dark nub of
skin, until it pierced all the way through, coming out the other
end. As she did that, Malcolm stroked Tanisha’s crotch, feeling it
slowly loosen and moisten, despite the bright spikes jabbed through
her lips.

‘No matter how tough you pretend to be,
there’s not much you can do about this, is there?’

‘Mph!
Nphh! Pelph…’ Tanisha’s
protests were weak and desperate whimpers, her strength faded.
Kathy was pushing another pin into Tanisha’s breast, this time
skewering it through the tit-meat proper.

‘Your
body seems to enjoy this, even if you don’t.’ He could feel her
pussy-juice starting to flow, stroking her folds more, before
stretching out her lips again, and then, as slowly as possible,
forcing another pin through the skin, penetrating into Tanisha’s
body, despite her desperate protests. Three thin, shining pins
impaled her now, and he flicked them in quick
succession.

‘Would
you rather be submerged again?’

The
answering whine was incomprehensible, and Malcolm wasn’t sure if it was even an answer,
or just a desperate gasp. Her other nipple had been penetrated now,
with a pin through it, bright and stark against her
skin.

‘A shame
we can’t keep you around. But we’ll have to be content with
this.’

He had to
be careful fingering her, not wanting to jab himself on the tips of
the pins, stroking her more before adding a fourth pin to even her
out. By now, he had
found her clit, a hot little nub at the top of her pussy, starting
to emerge. With a single finger-tip, he stroked it, lightly rubbing
the sensitive little lump.

‘It would
be nice to more properly train you, but I’ll have to settle for
just hurting you.’ Another pin, and he started to push it against
her clit. Tanisha moaned, her thighs tensing up, feet twitching and
shifting, but the bindings held.

‘I’m sure
you’d get a clit-piercing if it was fashionable enough, right? This
isn’t really any different.’ The pin jabbed against the clit,
Malcolm keeping the pressure even, tormenting Tanisha further.
Another sliver of metal pushed into a breast, making Tanisha whine,
and then Malcolm pushed harder.

The
clit suddenly yielded,
the pin sliding cleanly through and out the other side. Tanisha
spasmed against her bindings, muscles straining, desperate for
escape. Malcolm reached for the lever and dunked her again. Bubbles
poured from her mouth and nose, breaking the surface in a constant
stream, her toes curled in desperation. He tapped the needle,
making the clit twist and deform, and then bringing her back above
the surface.

‘Kathy,
take her gag off. I’m sure she’ll be sensible and not start
screaming. It’s not like there’s anyone around to hear
her!’

Kathy tapped one
of the tit-needles, deforming a dark nipple before she unbuckled
the gag, putting it on the side of the hot-tub. Tanisha coughed up
more water, her throat sounding raw and rough.

‘You can
use that mouth for something fun, can’t you? I want to hear you say
“yes”, or it’ll be another pin going in.’

She was
conscious enough to hear him, a full-body shiver rippling through her. He pinched her
hip, feeling her skin over her hip-bone, twisting the skin between
his fingers.

‘Sounds
like she wants another pin.’

‘Nooo!
Please…’ Her voice trailed off, weak and pathetic.

‘So
you’re going to be a good little cock-suck slut?’ He moved his hand
closer to her slit, resting it on her pubic mound, just about
avoiding the needles. Her chest was moving fast, gulping in
painful, short pants, panic instincts setting into her body,
overpowering her mind.

‘Yes!
Anything! Please!’

Malcolm
stepped into the hot-tub, the water coming up to his knees, below his uniform shorts. He
had to wade through the water to get to her head, before standing
over her and looking down. Her hair swayed and streamed through the
water, stroking against his legs, soft and silky before the
currents of the water swirled it away. He unzipped his trousers,
his cock sliding out, half-hard already, slapping it against her
nose.

Her head
came up as Kathy pushed
the lever, bringing her to an easier-to-use height. He pinched at
Tanisha’s nose, holding it shut, her mouth reflexively opening. He
thrust his hips forward, shoving his cock into Tanisha’s gaping
mouth.

‘If you
bite, then you’re going to get hurt even more. So be a good
cocksleeve, and you won’t be hurt too much more.’

Her mouth
was warm, wet and loose, her tongue flapping against the top
of his cock. He pushed
deeper into her throat, hearing her gag and splutter. Her cunt was
in front of him, and Malcolm reached out to gently touch the
cunt-pin. As soon as he did so, Tanisha tensed up, her throat
tightening around his cock.

‘That’s
it! Good girl, just like that. I’m sure you’ve swallowed enough
cock before – put that practice to work.’

Her
tongue started to move, sliding around his shaft as he pushed his
hips further forward, feeling his balls knock
against her face. Every
time he moved the metal penetrating her clit, she gasped, the
sensation hot and tight on his cock, now fully hard, his cock-crown
bumping against the back of her throat. He let go of her nostrils,
just long enough for her to suck in a desperate gulp of air, before
pinching her shut again. His cock slid down into the tight hole of
her throat, her muscles grasping him, and he started to pump back
and forth, forcing her throat to accept his cock.

She
groaned and writhed, and
Malcolm could feel her hot breath on his balls, as she gasped and
spluttered, choking on his length. ‘You’ve certainly been fun
guests to play with!’

He was
fully inside of her now,
his balls slapping against her nose. He twisted one of the
pussy-pins, stretching out the wet folds, her painful gasp sending
a strong ripple of pleasure through his crotch, making him sigh in
pleasure. With slow, steady motions, he pumped in and out of her
throat, shoving all the way in, then coming out, slapping her
across her cheeks with his spit-covered cock, before shoving it
back in, ravaging her throat again. She didn’t resist, her mouth
hanging slack and open, letting herself be used.

‘Mmmm, so
tight!’ All he had to do was touch one of the pins in her pussy,
and her throat would tense up, drawing him closer and closer to a
release. He kept himself lodged within her, letting her throat do
the work, her dribble sweet and wet around him.

He came,
shooting his load
directly down her throat, making her gasp and choke again. Malcolm
didn’t relent, keeping his cock shoved into Tanisha, spurting
again, his cum splashing backwards, hot and sticky.

Tanisha
twitched in her restraints, chest desperately straining for air, Malcolm keeping a
tight hold of her nostrils. Only when his cock started to shrink
did he withdraw, letting Tanisha breathe again, her body now limp
and powerless. He wiped himself clean against her face, and then
she was submerged again, cum-tainted spit washing out of her mouth,
her hair coiling and slick beneath the water, spluttering once she
came up again.

‘You want
to have some more fun with her? I need to go and get us headed back
to port and make some arrangements.’

Tanisha
whimpered before she was dunked again, silencing her.

‘I like
this one – not as fragile as the others.’

‘Don’t
break her too badly! We need her mostly intact!’

‘Yes,
Captain.’

He
stepped out of the
hot-tub, the bright sunlight quickly drying him off, before he
headed into the ship. The sounds of gasps and squeals from the
other guests got louder, the crew fucking them, making vigorous use
of them. Malcolm smiled – it had been a good cruise!

 



Chapter 6: Drop-Off
Point

Paige and Peyton both
squealed, their bodies limp, bent at the waist over the railings,
feet not touching the floor, arms dangling down. Malcolm spanked at
Peyton’s backside, trying to provoke a reaction, making her asshole
tense up around his cock. She’d been ass-fucked so many times that
her butthole was now loose, easy to shove his cock into. Another
spank made her tense and tighten up a little, just enough to get
him off, another blast of cum starting to flow out of her.

Malcolm wiped his cock off against her
backside, taking the chance to squeeze the woman’s buttocks. Beside
her, their wrists cuffed to the railings, were both of the blondes,
both barely conscious, dried tears crusted down their cheeks, their
mouths slack, cum having dried into place.

‘Be a shame to off-load them, they’ve been
fun.’ He spanked Peyton as hard as he could, forcing her to groan
in pain. How many times had she been ass-fucked? From the
tally-marks, at least forty – no wonder she was stretched and
gaping! ‘Is all the luggage packed?’

‘Yes, Captain. Made sure to pack all their
stuff.’

Billy was next to him, balls-deep in Paige,
gripping strongly enough onto her hips that he was causing bruises
to form as he thrust and fucked away.

‘Well, they might be allowed to use them
where they’re going.’ He spanked Peyton again. ‘Looks like your
daddy wasn’t quite as rich as he thought – he had some debts to
clear. And it looks like you and your friends were enough to clear
it. Hope your new owner doesn’t mind you being nice and loose in
the ass! Although I suppose he can always leave you for a while and
use your other holes instead, give you some time to recover.’

He couldn’t tell if either of them were
conscious enough to be even aware of what he was saying, their
minds addled by the repeated fuckings that they had received. Their
pampered, soft skin was marked with bruises and welts, rubbed raw
by metal cuffs and ropes around their wrists and ankles.

‘I suppose you’re a bit more broken in now.
Maybe they’ll train you? Or just keep you to be used.’ He had to
slap her ass again to make her respond, a pained groan sounding
out. ‘If I release you, I hope you’re not going to do anything
foolish? Unless you want to end up like Tanisha?’

That seemed to penetrate into her
consciousness, her head coming up, a low groan sounding out.

‘I suppose we need to get them ready to send
off.’ He wiped his cock against the woman’s backside before putting
it away. As soon as he stepped away, a focused blast of water
streamed against her body, spattering onto the deck before flowing
into the sea, Kathy flicking the hose over the woman’s backside,
cleaning off sweat, cum and other grime.

The strap-on around her waist was a strange
contrast with her otherwise crisp uniform, her blouse starched and
white, black skirt beneath the fat shaft of the cock. She flicked
the hose over Billy, spraying him as he climaxed, more cum flowing
out of Paige’s slit.

‘You’ve had long enough, get a move on! We
need to get the ship cleaned once we’ve got these sluts packed
up.’

Billy flinched from the cold, pressurized
water, Malcolm standing aside himself, not wanting to get caught in
the stream. It stirred both the women into movement, the pressure
of the water making them moan and squirm, their minds not
completely fuck-addled.

‘I’ll go and check Tanisha, make sure she’s
still held.’ It wouldn’t be long until they were back in port, and
the women could be sent away. And then back home for the
off-season! It would be nice to be on land again, rather than
cramped up on a boat, despite the entertainments on offer.

He walked into the main cabin, the sudden
lack of sunlight blinding him for a moment, feeling the plastic
tarps crinkle beneath his feet. He could feel them twisting and
moving, before seeing Tanisha, wriggling around. She was trapped in
steel – a yoke around her neck held her arms, but her legs had been
bent backwards to go through holes on the end of the metal bar as
well. Small pin-prick wounds marred her breasts, the stabbing of
the pins not yet fully healed, and she was gagged, her cheeks
marked with wet dribble.

Her hair was now completely loose, her braids
having come undone, the glossy shine of her hair starting to fade.
Nothing a good shampoo wouldn’t fix! She saw him and grunted, lips
tightening around the gag, trying to make herself move. With her
legs spread and bent backwards, there wasn’t much she could do
other than attempt to roll from side-to-side, her stomach tensing
up.

‘I doubt you’ll be able to break out of
that.’ He could see bruises forming on her wrists, where she was
straining against the metal. ‘If you want to hurt yourself, I
suppose that’s fine.’ He walked closer, enjoying the way the pose
made her long legs nice and taut, spread wide to expose her cunt,
and then shoved his foot down onto her crotch.

She squealed in pain, and he ground his heel
into her body, feeling her exposed softness. Tanisha tried to move,
but didn’t have anywhere to go, stretched out and on her back. He
kept pressing down on her, feeling her squirm, her breathing
getting faster and faster. ‘That yoke makes it nice and easy to
carry you. Given your past escape attempts, I think I’ll just keep
you like that. Nice and easy to deal with!’

His heel pushed into her, pressing apart her
pussy lips and making her gasp, her eyes going wide with shock.
When he withdrew and squatted down next to her, she didn’t move,
just bringing her elbows in, attempting to protect herself, her
legs straining to escape the metal.

He put a hand on her crotch, before bringing
it up and slapping down, hearing a pained gasp as he hit her. ‘I
wonder how obedient you’ll become? If you’re too much of a pain,
then things will get even worse for you.’ He slipped a finger into
her, feeling her tighten up around her, despite her whining
protests. Stirring it back and forth made her groan, pleasure mixed
with pain, her eyes starting to close. ‘That’s it. Good girl. Nice
and obedient. But it’ll be easier if you’re nice and quiet.’

Malcolm’s fingers quickly found her clit and
gave it a squeeze, making her whimper, the nub not yet healed from
the pin-torture. She was still getting wet around his fingers, her
body desperately seeking for pleasure before he withdrew, then
grabbed one of the yoke. He had to strain, but managed to flip her
over, so she was now face-down, her breasts squashed against the
floor, the dark curves of her ass in front of him.

‘One more for the road!’ He spanked her,
before unzipping and rubbing his cock between her buttocks, quickly
getting hard. It was easy to spread her cheeks wide and start
pushing himself into her, her back passage bruised and stretched
from past use, without any resistance. It was still lovely and
tight though, as his cock shoved into her, embraced and tightly
held by her body.

She groaned, starting to pant in times with
his thrusts. Tanisha’s pussy was getting even wetter now, her body
reacting to the ass-reaming, and he reached around to finger her,
spreading her pussy wide.

‘You and your friends are going to make some
people happy! If you behave well, you might be treated well. Or
maybe not – you might end up as caged brats. Although steel does
suit you.’ She whimpered again, going limp and passive in her
bonds. He had to finger-fuck her more vigorously to make her keep
shaking her hips, until he was fully sheathed within her body, his
whole length buried within her.

It didn’t take long until he came, shooting
his load into her bowels, savoring the moment of release, only
slowly withdrawing, waiting for his head to clear.

‘You see? That wasn’t so bad, was it?’ She
made a pathetic mewling sound in response, her body going slack,
hips slumping down, cum dribbling from her asshole, the pucker only
slowly closing up. ‘I’ll go check on your other friend, and then
Sumiko. She’s been very friendly! Once she saw what would happen
otherwise.’

He looked down on her, in a puddle of sweat
and cum, her hair slicked to the floor, face completely slack. Even
bringing his foot down onto her buttocks didn’t provoke any
response, her senses gone completely.

Hadn’t there been a brunette? Where was she?
He left Tanisha there, droplets of cum trickling from the dark knot
of her asshole, panting and gasping softly, checking through the
cabins. The beds had all been made, the sheets neat and pristine,
with the guest’s suitcases all neatly packed up.

He stepped into the master bedroom to find
Holly, bent over the bed, straightening up the sheets, her skirt
drawn tightly enough across her backside to show off her panties.
She turned and smiled, patting the sheets, making the corners
even.

‘Have you seen the brunette? I lost track of
her.’

‘She’s wrapped up, Captain. I put her in the
closet.’ She walked over to the wooden doors and slid them open.
Inside was the brunette woman – her body was wrapped in clingfilm,
wound around her again and again, enough layers to create a silvery
sheen over her body, her legs bound, limbs bound to her sides. Tape
covered her mouth, a large block of dull grey duct tape.

He reached out and squeezed a breast, feeling
the film crinkle. Rope was wrapped around her neck, binding her to
the rail inside the closet. As she saw them, she squeaked,
shuddering and trying to twist away. That made the rope tighten up
around her neck, the cords digging into her skin, making her choke,
trying to sway herself back to somewhere less painful.

‘Ah, you’ve packed her up for transport as
well. Very good.’

‘I made her piss herself as well, Captain.
Don’t want her making a mess!’

‘Very good, Holly. Always good to see someone
using their initiative.’ He groped the breast harder, staring into
the woman’s eyes. The tape across her cheeks shifted as she moved
her lips, a weak moan sounding out.

‘I shoved some of her panties in there. Saved
the trouble of washing them!’

‘That should keep her nice and quiet.’ He
slapped her across the cheek, enjoying the impact, knocking her
backwards and making her choke herself as the rope tightened into
place. ‘And that’s a nice knot. You’re improving – if you’re
looking for a job next season, let me know, it’d be good to have
you back again.’

She beamed with pride as she fluffed the
pillows on the bed. ‘Thank you captain! It’s been a good first
season for me. And, uh… I quite liked this final part.’

‘It’s good to relieve some of the stress,
isn’t it? Some of our guests can be a problem to deal with, so
taking it out when there’s a chance to helps.’ He untied the
noose-rope from the pole, before picking the woman up – she was so
tightly wrapped that she stayed straight on his shoulders, unable
to bend. At least she was light though, easy to carry, with the
wrap easy to grip.

‘Sumiko’s down in the crew mess.’

‘I’ll drop this one off on the top deck then.
Just another piece of luggage!’ Although she was long enough that
moving her stiff length through the narrow passageways, ignoring
her squeaks of discomfort as her head and feet were bumped into the
walls. It was a relief to put her on the top deck, stowing her
securely against one of the walls, making sure that she wouldn’t
roll away.

Down on the lower deck, he could see Billy
stowing the two blondes – roping them into tight hogties, lashing
their wrists to their ankles, bending their bodies into bows. Kathy
sprayed the ropes with water, letting him tie them more tightly.
They were both still gagged, squealing in protest, their hands
flapping, but unable to break free.

In the crew mess, everything was neat and
tidy, the surfaces all wiped, air smelling of disinfectant, the
usual scent of sweat gone, at least for now. A box of sex-toys was
there, the dildos all clean. Sumiko was bent backwards over the
table, long cuffs running from her wrists to the table legs, her
ankles bound as well, with her head dangling over the edge. A strip
of tape was currently over her lips, sealing her mouth shut. A
chain ran between her breasts, clamps tight on her nipples.

An impressive number of tally-marks were
visible on her thighs, along with thick smears of sweat and cum
dribbling out, some of it having splashed onto the floor. She
stirred, her body shivered on the table, cunt tensing up, more cum
splashing out.

‘You’ve been well-used, haven’t you!’ There
were bite-marks on her small breast, and down her belly. He grabbed
at the chain and pulled, dragging out her breasts, until she
groaned, her head coming up, eyes blinking, bleary with pain and
confusion. Her face twisted, jaw shifting, the tape shifting
around. ‘I’ve not got the energy to take you again, but I think
I’ll leave you something to remember us by.’

He picked up one of the dildos, the largest
he could find and held it so that she could see. ‘Just to see if
you can take it.’ She shook her head, black hair flapping over her
eyes, short and desperate movements. ‘I’ll even use lube!’
Fortunately, there was a bottle of it in the box. He put the dildo
on her belly, before squirting lube over it, enjoying the sight of
her skin getting shiny and smooth, then rolling the fat cock around
in it.

She was straining to keep her head up,
shivering slightly with fear, trying to pull her legs closed, the
cuffs biting into her ankles. She had no way to stop him pushing
the cock against the tight ring of her asshole, resisting despite
the previous ass-fuckings she had received. He had to press forward
with his weight before it penetrated, making her whine and gasp,
the cock starting to enter her. He had to drag it back and forth,
enjoying her pained gasps, pushing his other hand down onto her
lube-smeared belly.

As it slid into her, he could feel the
tension within her body increase, and he pushed down. Was that the
shaft inside of her he could feel? She was small enough that it
might be! With his hand on the base, he pumped it back and forth,
pushing it deeper and deeper, twisting it around. She was rasping
for air now, panting in time with his motions, and he could feel
something within her.

He moved his hand over her slit, finding it
warm and wet, easily able to slide three fingers into her. From
inside of her body, he could feel the rigidity of the cock as he
shoved it around, separated only by her internal walls. Twisting
his fingers made her twitch, her hips rising up, and he shoved the
cock all the way into her.

With that fully sheathed, he kept fingering
her, fingers pumping back and forth, her body heating up, confusion
in her eyes. She tensed around his fingers, drawing him deeper in
before coming, making a long and strangled gasp, her hips rising
up. Her juices flowed over his fingers before he withdrew them,
wiping them clean on her thighs, smearing some of the tally-marks.
As her hips dropped, the cock knocked against the table, twisting
inside of her and making her groan again.

Her head flopped down, her strength gone.
That gave Malcolm the chance to release her from the table, instead
using the cuffs to bind her into the fetal position, her wrists to
her ankles. She was a sweaty, cum-stained mess – he didn’t want to
carry her, what would be the best way to package her up?

There was a roll of binbags and he tore one
off, putting her into it, the plastic sticking to her damp skin. He
wrapped it around her neck, before getting another binbag and
wrapping her in that as well, then finding a roll of tape and
winding it around the black mass. By the time he was done, there
was a dark blob wrapped in tape, and he poked an air-hole, feeling
through it for the wet gag-ball, checking she could breath.

With that done, it was easy to pick her up,
feeling his back ache and strain slightly, but she was light enough
he could manage. She was soft beneath his grip, despite the plastic
in the way, and he carried her up onto the deck. The other guests
were all there, bound and gagged, Billy dragging Tanisha into place
using the yoke, Tanisha’s body bouncing along the deck.

He covered his eyes against the sun – from
here, he could just about see the harbor, and an empty berth
waiting for him, with a dark van already pulled up and waiting.

‘Good. Kathy, Holly – you two keep an eye on
the guests, just in case. Everyone else, get to your posts, I want
a nice, smooth finish! And then they can all go to their new
homes.’ He reached out with a foot, pressing down at Paige – or was
it Peyton? – enjoying the gasping wheeze. ‘From their luggage, we
got a nice big tip as well. Something nice to end the season
with!’

There was
a polite cheer, before the deck crew went to get everything ready, preparing ropes to
tie onto the harbour. He squatted down, pressing his hand against
the bag with Sumiko in, then squeezing Tanisha’s large breasts. It
was almost a shame to pass them on, but he’d had enough pleasure
for one season!

 


 


 


THE END


Studying Submission Preview Chapter
One: An Isolated Institute

 The hangover
jangled Madison’s head, her skull throbbing as the car drove up the
winding mountain roads. She was thankful for the tinted windows,
helping to block out the bright sunlight on steep, tree-filled
hillsides. How much had she drunk last night? But it had been a
great party – dancing from dusk ‘till dawn, going through a blurry
succession of clubs, her mind filled with the memories of flashing
strobes and heavy bass. Groping hands moving over her butt,
attractive men pushing themselves against her, sweat heavy in the
air. Not that she’d gone all the way with any of them – although
she might have blown one of them in the toilets? That had been
after slamming down several shots of vodka, so it was hard to
remember though. But the way that the men had looked at her, their
eyes hot and covetous…

Madison pulled her thighs together, a tired,
head-throbbing pulse of lust washing through her. Was she even
wearing underwear? A memory flashed up, of her pulling them off,
holding the skimpy lace out, before rubbing them onto the face of
someone, grinding against them and feeling their cock pushing
against their jeans, before leaving them there, frustrated and
denied.

‘You need to be on your best behavior.’

Madison groaned as her bitch of a stepmother
spoke, primly perched on her seat. She was dressed in a
close-fitting black dress and pearls, paid for with Daddy’s money,
of course. Money-grubbing bitch! Why Daddy had married her…

‘You’ve been causing a lot of problems
recently, so I convinced your father to take action. This is a
chance to make a new start – a finishing school, far away from any…
negative influences. And it’s costing a lot of money, so I do hope
you won’t disappoint your father again. You’re almost twenty, you
should be behaving more like an adult!’

If Madison hadn’t been so hung-over, then she
would have stuck her tongue out, but her mouth was dry and gungy,
and all she wanted to do was sleep, maybe after a good fuck, or at
least a session with a vibrator. She was twenty, yet was still
treated like a child!

The car turned around a mountain-edge, and a
valley opened up – a picturesque mountain village was neatly
contained around a sparkling lake, wood-framed houses set around a
village square. Madison groaned – the place was tiny, and
definitely wouldn’t have any clubs or bars! Overlooking the village
was an odd mixture of a castle and manor. Thick grey walls were
softened with flower-covered vines, a blocky central tower rising
up from behind it, windows reflecting the sunlight. But next to
that was a castle-manor like something from a TV shows, a
combination of sturdy grey stone and less military mansion. It was
like something from a theme park, except real, with splashes
of color – more flowers? – visible at the windows.

Madison’s stomach lurched as the car dipped
down a steep slope, bumping her around in her seat.

‘Here. Drink this.’ Her stepmother handed
over a bottle of water, the stuff looking cloudy, but Madison
didn’t care, opening it up and gulping it down. She’d need to go
for a piss soon, but she needed liquids!

The road through the village was
cobblestones, the bumping around making Madison’s entire body ache,
her head too numb to form thoughts. All that she noticed through
the village was that there seemed to be more young women than
expected, all dressed in a uniform – knee-length black skirts and
white blouses, with red blazers, most wearing tights. A uniform?
She wasn’t a kid! Although it did look tighter than most,
highlighting their breasts and waists.

The agonizing cobblestones continued, as they
drove up towards the castle. The place was surrounded by large,
open gardens, old-fashioned statues set amongst greenery, box
hedges blocking her vision, with smaller buildings half-hidden
amongst the estate.

It was a relief when the vehicle finally
stopped, the juddering throbbing no longer running through her
bones, the motor clicking off.

The door was opened, warm air and sunlight
rushing in, Madison fumbling to put sunglasses on. Outside was
stood a young woman, wearing the same uniform, a black choker
around her neck, with black leather gloves on her hands. She had
wavy and glossy black hair that fell partway down her back, tied at
the nape of her neck with a leather band, and smooth brown skin.
She looked at Madison, making her feel suddenly self-conscious –
she hadn’t changed from last night, and was still wearing a tight
and short silver party dress, coming barely to her thighs, her
heels discarded for the moment, her feet bare. Madison tried to
stare back, but was too tired, looking away first.

‘Madison, I believe? You are late, but the
headmistress is expecting you.’ They reached forward, grabbing
Madison’s arm and pulling her forward, out of the vehicle. She was
too weak to resist, the woman stronger than she looked,
leather-wrapped hands gripping tightly.

Her bare feet touched onto a gravel floor,
the stones spiking her feet. She yelped in pain, trying to shift
her balance, but there was no way to get comfortable, as she danced
around. Madison tried to jump back into the car, but the woman’s
grip was too tight.

‘Let me go!’

They changed their grip, pulling her closer,
the gravel spiking her feet again, before wrapping an arm around
her waist and lifting her up, carrying her over a shoulder. It
shoved into her stomach, making it hard to breath, and making her
head tilt downwards against their chest. Madison’s long, blonde
hair flowed downwards, getting into her eyes, as she tried to crane
her neck to look around, feeling one hand tighten on her bare ass.
She almost barfed, the taste of bile rising up in her throat, and
then the woman started to move. From the position Madison was in,
she could see that they were wearing brown leather flats, black
stockings sheathing her legs.

Madison was carried inside, through a grand
wooden doorway, grumpy-looking statues glaring at her from both
sides. Another schoolgirl was sat behind a desk and nodded at them,
before scribbling something into a fat leather book, an inside door
then opening with a metallic click. Inside was revealed luxury – a
red-and-gold rug covered most of the stone floor of a waiting room,
the walls covered with expensive-looking paintings and
ornaments.

They lifted Madison off their shoulder,
putting her on the floor, the rug beneath her feet, keeping one
hand on her shoulder. Their gaze was strong, as they reached out
and gently plucked Madison’s sunglasses off her face.

‘It would be better not to annoy the
headmistress on your first day.’ She looked down at Madison’s
clothing. ‘More than you’re already going to, at least.’ They
brushed their hand against Madison’s face, tidying her hair a
little, close enough that her body pressed against Madison’s. They
were wearing makeup, but it was very restrained, “natural” looking,
save for smokey mascara circling her eyes, and her lashes were long
and soft.

The door clicked shut just after Madison’s
stepmother passed through, some device within the thick wood
locking into place. There was a skylight, high above them, but only
one other door, this one just as sturdy-looking. What was this
place? Madison had been drunk when the bitch had been telling her
about it, other than that she was being sent “away” to help with
her “problems”.

The inner door opened, and another young
woman stepped out. Her skirt was shorter, coming to just above her
knee, but her face was red and ugly, with tears running down her
cheeks. Her hands were held open, and Madison could see that her
palms were covered with red marks, before she twisted them away,
turning back to face into the room and bowing, deep enough that the
back of her skirt rose up, revealing that her thighs were covered
with more thin red marks, some starting to darken into bruises.

After bowing, she turned back, her
tear-filled eyes meeting Madison’s for a second, before she
scurried away, slamming against the door and having to hammer on it
before it opened. The sounds of her footsteps retreated, going
silent as the door shut once again.

Madison swallowed, suddenly nervous, her
bladder full. Could she go for a toilet break? But her guide took a
firm grip and pulled her forward, fingers like iron, digging
painfully into the bones of her wrist. She was yanked through the
doorway, into the adjoining room.

It was even larger than the waiting room,
although the stone floor was cold on her feet – there was a large
rug, arabesque patterns of red and blue and white, around an
imposing desk. The walls were covered with dark wooden shelves,
leatherbound books and ornaments in place.

Wood rattled, drawing Madison’s attention, to
where a tall, slender woman was sliding a wooden stick into a pot
holding a whole bunch of the things. She was dressed in an
ankle-length skirt, her blouse showing off an hour-glass figure,
corset wrapped around her waist, black hair scraped up into a
bun.

‘Mrs. Kitherton? And you must be Madison?’
She turned and walked back to her desk, sitting down on the heavy
wooden chair in place behind it, the thing high-backed, like a
throne. Of to one side was a strange ornament, what looked like
hinged wooden blocks stood up atop a wooden base. Although there
were windows, they were only narrow, the room filled with soft
shadows, details of what was on the shelves impossible to make up.
She wanted to lay down and rest, to sleep off the head-throbbing
hangover! The woman dragging her around let go, standing back and
out of sight.

Madison’s step-mother walked forward, seeming
nervous herself. ‘Yes. I heard about your… establishment from a
friend who sent her daughter here. Reiko Ishikawa?’

‘Oh yes, little Reiko. Yes, she took some
work to shape, but she got there in the end. And is now happily
married. It’s always a delight when one of the students is taken as
a wife. Now, this is… Madison, I believe?’ Her voice hardened, any
warmth draining away as she addressed Madison, looking her up and
down.

Madison stared back, trying to ignore the
still-throbbing headache, now shot through with tiredness. She
wanted to sleep! But she wasn’t going to be a good girl for this
old bitch, although she couldn’t help but tug on the hem of the
dress, trying to pull it down a little, to cover more of her
thighs, hoping that it wouldn’t be noticed that she had nothing on
beneath.

‘Yes.’

‘Yes, Ma’am. While you are here, you
will behave with respect towards your superiors. It would be a poor
start if you were to begin with some demerits.’ Her look was strong
and powerful, forcing Madison to look away. ‘Isabella will be your
grande sœur – it will be up to her to explain how things
work here. And to make sure that you are behaving appropriately. It
seems as though you have been allowed a little too much freedom –
that ends now. Your guardians have determined that this is the best
for you. There is no escape from here – the sooner you accept that
the better. Now, Isabella, take your petite sœur in
hand.’

Madison heard a tearing sound, taking a
moment to realize that it was the sound of fabric getting torn,
leather-gloved fingers tearing at the neckline of her dress and
ripping downwards, tearing it away from her body.

Cool air suddenly kissed against her skin and
she realized she was naked, forcibly stripped. Fierce shame burned
through her, the prickling hot-cold flushes of humiliation. Her
hands moved to cover herself, one over her crotch, the other over
her breasts, as she tried to hunch over protectively.

‘As you command, Headmistress Lehrerin.’ A
gloved hand gripped the back of her neck, pushing her forward.

‘Hey! Let go!’ Madison tried to wriggle away,
but the grip on her neck was strong, the other student implacable.
She didn’t dare move her hands away, not wanting to show herself,
as she was shoved forward. The large rug was warmer than the bare
stone, but she didn’t want to be naked! She tried fighting free
again, kicking backwards, feeling her heel connect against a
leg.

A stiff hand chopped into her flank, just
beneath her ribs, before she was simply picked up, lifted off the
ground and back onto their shoulder. Madison bought her hands down,
punching them in the back, but it made no difference, not even
stopping their movement. Her senses spun and swam, hangover making
her wanting to retch.

As she inhaled to protest again, she got
flipped through the air again, the back of her head knocking
against the desk, dazing her. Her vision wavered, the dark wood of
the ceiling flickering around as she stared up at the headmistress.
She reached forward and twisted the wood, bringing it down over
Madison’s neck. When she tried to rise up, the wood didn’t move,
locking her into place. She couldn’t see what was happening, but
her hands were pulled back onto the desk as well, more wood hinging
downwards, forcing her into a painfully arched position, feet
shuffling awkwardly.

‘Fuck off! What is this! Let me go!’ She
flailed with her legs, only stopping when a hand grabbed one of her
breasts, squeezing tightly.

‘Isabella was on the disciplinary committee –
she is very skilled at keeping her fellow students on the straight
and narrow. Now, Madison, I know that you are new, so I am willing
to be somewhat merciful. Apologize to your grande sœur, or
there will be consequences. As she will be in charge of you, I
would advise humility.’

‘No! Let me go! Stupid bitch.’

A hand slapped her belly, her tit still
getting crushed.

‘Another word from you, and you will lose the
privilege of speech.’

‘You can’t do this! Let me grphhhh!’

The headmistress pushed a thick wad of cloth
into her mouth, shoving it between her teeth. It immediately
started to soak up her spit, more fabric getting pushed in, making
her cheeks bulge out.

‘Mpphhh!’

‘Silence. Students that disobey are
punished.’

Madison tried pushing with her tongue,
wanting to get her mouth free, but the headmistress tutted, before
holding up some kind of leather strap, with a thick middle part and
a bright buckle. The middle padded bit was placed over her mouth,
before the strap was wound around her head. ‘Mpphh! Lphhh!’ There
was no way to dislodge the fabric, and it was wicking away all the
moisture in her mouth.

‘Not the best of starts. Isabella, I leave
the rest of her education to you. I was hoping to have her change
into her new uniform, but her behavior shows that she is not yet
worthy of it. Perhaps exposure to the alternative will render her
more obedient? Now, I need to settle some formalities, and payment,
with Mrs. Kitherton. You may walk your new petite sœur to
her room.’

She flicked Isabella’s forehead, before
touching some part of the restraint device and releasing it from
the desk. She was pulled up to a standing position, her arms now
locked into the yoke, in line with her head, elbows down. The
wooden thing was so tight she couldn’t slide her wrists out, her
hands grasping at air. With her head locked into place, she was
looking up, her stomach roiling, chest aching from the strikes and
blows. Metal clicked, and the wooden block was detached from the
upright bar.

She was pulled upwards, bringing her face to
face with Isabella. She tried to whimper through the gag, but
couldn’t manage more than a desperate whimper, before Isabella
hooked fingers through a ring on the front of the wood. There was
no way to resist, as she was dragged away, cool air sliding over
her naked body.

They dragged her forward, pushing the door
open. Shameful prickles flushed through her, hot and cold, her body
entirely exposed, her squeezed tit still aching. Isabella was
moving fast, never giving Madison the chance to recover herself,
pulling her back through the waiting room and the entrance hall,
and then outside. The chauffeur saw her, smiling and shocked as he
looked at her naked body, and she wanted to curl up and die of
shame.

She barely even noticed the biting gravel
stabbing at her feet, as she was pulled forward, and then into
another building. More young women, all in the uniform, were there,
staring at the interruption.

‘Npphh!’ But there was no way to fight back
or resist, and her mind was fuzzy and dazed. She lost track of
directions, getting hauled through hallways and passageways, up a
spiral staircase, knocking her toes against a steep step. Another
wooden door was already ajar, leading to a room she barely glimpsed
before getting pulled into a tiny, cell-like bedroom, with a small
bed, a tiny window and a wooden chest.

She was thrown onto the bed.

‘I was hoping for a nice, polite petite
sœur. But it seems that I’ll have to be rougher with you.
Unfortunately, you seemed determined to act up – if you ever shame
me like that in front of the headmistress again, then I’ll be
punished as well. And if that does happen, then you can be sure
that I’ll take it out on you.’

As Madison tried to stand, Isabella straddled
her, pinning her in place with her own weight. She reached over to
the chest and pulled out some rope and a leather sack.

The rope went through the loop on front of
the wood, then around the bed-frame, getting tied short, dragging
her head over the pillow.

‘You can think about your future behavior.
Afterwards, I’ll be teaching you correct behavior. Harshly, if
needed.’ She squeezed a nipple, hard enough to make Madison squeak,
then shook out the sack. The opening was wide, and it was then
dragged over Madison’s head, plunging her into darkness. It
tightened around her neck, locking out the light, before Isabella
stood up.

‘Good girls get rewarded. Bad girls get
punished. The better you behave, the more likely you are to
graduate to a good home.’

‘Mpphhh!’

The rope held steady when Madison tried
moving, making the yoke tighten around her neck, choking her. She
spiraled down into darkness, giving in to the tiredness the rose up
within her.
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