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AUTHOR’S NOTE


BAITED

She sat on a large towel draped over the deck. Her toned, long legs stretched out in front of her, crossed at the ankles. She leaned back on her hands, chest thrust out, head lying back, basking in the hot sun as the sailboat cut easily through the water. The air caught her lustrous brown hair, which was bleached to a golden ombre by the sun.

“Fuck me,” Jack cussed at himself.

He stood behind the starboard helm of the 60-foot sailboat as it gently listed to port in the strong breeze driving them through the crystal blue water. Lying on the deck of the boat was Kelly Turner, the 22-year-old daughter of the second-richest man in the world. She was on her spring break. And rather than spend it with all her other rich friends, she wanted to spend it alone, away from everyone, including her family, out on her boat sailing around the Bahamas. Of course, she didn’t know how to sail herself, so Mr. Turner, her father, had ordered Jack to take her out.

“Keep her safe,” was the last thing Mr. Turner said as they pushed away from the pier.

Jack knew that not only meant don’t let her drown, her physical safety, but also implied, “Don’t fucking touch her or I’ll kill you.” He saw it in Mr. Turner’s eyes and heard it in his voice. Mr. Turner hired Jack several years ago to Captain his small fleet of yachts. Included in this fleet was his daughter’s sailboat. Over those years, he saw Kelly and took her and her friends out on the boat a few times. On each of those trips, she made it a point to flaunt herself — not just to her friends, but purposefully in front of Jack. Purposefully, moving past him, pressing her taut body against his as she made her way around him in the tight cabin of the boat. Purposefully, draping her arms around him and on his shoulders, her body melting over his as she stood next to him while he helmed the boat.

On one overnight sailing trip, he woke early in the morning with his cock painfully engorged, more rigid than the mast, after he dreamt of her. He masturbated thinking of her and came into a t-shirt wadded up in his fist. He hoped she didn’t hear him as he rubbed one out, with grunts and his guttural whispers of her name as he came.

But he had his doubts as he slowly calmed his breathing and heard muffled, vigorous wet sounds and deep panting coming from her cabin.

That was their last sailing trip of the summer before she left for her senior year of college.

Now she was back. It was just the two of them sailing several miles from any prying eyes or photographers, and thousands of miles from her father, who flew back to the mainland.

Kelly brought her head up and twisted around to look back at Jack.

“I want to swim. Find a place we can anchor and jump in,” she yelled back at him.

Jack nodded as he brought the boat around and started to head toward the leeward side of a small island.

As the wind started to slacken, Jack eased the boat to within 100 yards of a white sand beach.

Kelly stood and made her way along the gunwale towards the stern.

Jack took a deep breath as he admired her lithe body, easily walking along the edge, legs confidently and gracefully taking each step as the boat gently rolled and settled in the calm.

She stepped down into the cockpit and headed towards the companionway leading down into the cabin. She stopped at the top of the steps, left hand resting on the lip of the deck above the steps, her ass cocked to one side with her right arm draped along her side and subtly flared hip. Looking over her right shoulder at Jack, she said, “I’ll be back up. Get us anchored and be ready.”

Jack’s cock swelled within his shorts as he watched her slip into the shadowed cabin.

“Be ready for what? To fuck you?” He wishfully said to himself, knowing it would never happen. She was a tease. And even if she offered herself…Well, at 49 years old, Jack thought to himself, he couldn’t afford to lose this job, let alone think about what Mr. Turner would do to him.

After several minutes, Jack had all the sails taken in, lines cleaned up, and the anchor set. He stood at the stern and pressed a button to lower the deck horizontally, flush with the surface of the water, making it easier for bathers to get into and out of the water.

He had taken a sip from a bottle of water when he heard her behind him.

“You don’t look ready.”

He turned and choked on the water in his mouth and coughed it out over the side. He wiped his lips with the back of his hand as he looked at her, taking her in with wide eyes.

She was naked.

Her pert, slender body rose out of the dark cabin, step by step up the companionway. Her small, perky breasts, high on her chest and tipped with dark chocolate nipples, led her out of the dark cabin and into the bright sun. The expanse of her slender, tanned body, a rich burnt butter in color, highlighted with small triangles of a light mocha over her breasts and smooth pussy, shimmered with light oil.

His breath caught in his chest as his heart rapidly beat in his ears.

A body of subtle curves and angles slowly prowled toward him. Her legs crossed slightly, stepping toe to heel, as her hips seductively undulated with each step. Her dark eyes, catching the light like polished, freshly oiled mahogany, locked on his despite his sunglasses.

His feet felt locked in place as she strode up to him on her way to the stern deck.

Twisting as she came beside him, she pressed her breasts against his barrelled torso. Her hand grazed his thigh and gripped his thick cock that was rapidly becoming engorged under his shorts.

“Come swim with me,” she breathed huskily as she looked up at him before stepping down onto the deck where the water lapped at her feet.

She stepped to the end of the deck. Her toes curled over the edge. She stood there for a moment before grasping her hands in front of her and raising them above her head in a seductive stretch.

Jack’s eyes took in the graceful sinuation of her back. The dimples above her tight ass dipped and raised as she leaned slightly left and then right.

Her arms came back down to her sides. She looked over her shoulder.

“Come.”

Her knees flexed slightly as she dove into the water.

He found himself standing at the edge of the stern, just above the swimming deck, watching her slender form dive down and then arc back to the surface.

She broke through the surface in a glistening shimmer of water and twisted around to face him. Drops of water sparkled on her cheeks and nose. Her long eyelashes were stuck together in sharp points, framing her dark eyes that burrowed hungrily into him.

Jack looked at her and admired her nude body beneath the water that rippled in the refracted light breaking the surface. The top of her wet breasts reflected the sun into his eyes as she treaded water. She said not a word, but her eyes pulled at something deep within him.

They stared into each other’s eyes for several seconds. Then she swung her left hand over her head and down as she dove under the water. Her ass rolled to the surface and then vanished as she swam away.

His cock strained against his shorts as it attempted to lead him to her.

“Fuck!” Jack grunted to himself with clenched fists as he watched her.

He quickly tore off his clothes and threw them into a pile. Naked, his cock jutted out from his body like a veined pale bowsprit.

“Fuck it! I’ve lived a good life. Let’s at least end it on a high note!” he said to himself just before he dove into the water.

Kelly stopped swimming, brought her head up, and looked back at the stern of the boat. Jack wasn’t there. She felt a swell of embarrassment overcome her as she thought she may have misread their flirting and overplayed her hand in trying to seduce him.

Then Jack burst through the water in front of her with a gasp. A wide, excited smile went from ear to ear before she quickly hid it from him as he wiped the water from his eyes.

They treaded water in front of each other as she looked into his eyes and said in a dry voice, “What took you so long?”

“Well…”

Before he could finish, she swam away on her back. Her eyes stared back at him as her breasts swayed from side to side, nipples breaking through the surface and then submerging before they were hidden behind the whitewash of feet kicking water into his face.

Jack ducked his head into the water and started swimming after her.

She stopped a short distance away. Jack again brought himself before her.

“Well, what?” she asked.

“I was going to say that…”

Suddenly, her two hands shot out of the water and pressed down on his broad shoulders. He managed to suck in a quick breath before his head was forced under the surface. His eyes briefly took in the blurred image of her nude body below the water before he shut them.

Her hands came off his shoulders as he sank. Jack thrust himself back to the surface. He quickly wiped the water from his face and looked at her with stern eyes.

Kelly started wading away from him. Her face split into a wide grin.

“Got you!” she gloated, slapping the water at him.

“You little…” he snorted, leaping at her with two quick, short paddles in the water.

Kelly squealed and twisted about in an attempt to flee, kicking behind her frantically. But she was too slow. Jack’s large hands came down on her shoulders and pressed down with all his weight. A short shriek escaped her lips before she vanished in a spray of water.

Then she was gone.

Jack wiped his eyes again to clear the water. He looked around the surface of the water for her and didn’t see her. Then tried to find her below the water, through the foam. The longer she stayed down, the more his concern grew. He was suddenly terrified that something happened to her.

Then, just as panic started to set in, there was a triumphant yell from behind him as she burst up and tried to press down on his shoulders.

Sucking in a deep breath, Jack let her drive him under as he reached up and grasped her wrists, pulling her down with him.

Jack pulled her arms over his shoulders as they sank. Her firm breasts pressed against his back as he pulled her wrists around him in a type of hug. Her taut body writhed against his back. Her legs kicked and brushed against his ass and sides, attempting to kick her way back to the surface.

He heard her yelp under the water and let her wrists go. Diving deep, he turned under the water and looked up at where she was — a slender, graceful silhouette against the sparkling surface. Her legs beat from side to side, baring her pussy to him below, as she floated at the surface.

Jack gave her a few seconds before he reached up, grabbed her ankles, and pulled downward. His body was thrown towards the surface while hers shot back down.

His mouth broke the surface. He took in a deep breath and laughed to himself.

She quickly stopped her downward momentum and slowly swam back up behind him. As she came up and around him, her eyes took him in: his thick thighs beating back and forth; his thick, hard cock thrust out in front of him bobbing up and down as he treaded water; his taut but expansive barrelled torso and chest that swelled with his breathing; broad back and powerful arms that easily moved back and forth.

As she slowly came up behind him, she reached her hands out to feel and run them up his body.

Jack gasped as her hands firmly roved over his pumping legs and drew to the back of his thighs. Her fingernails raked up and over his tight ass and lower back. He heard her break the surface of the water behind him and take in a deep breath. Her hands wrapped around his chest, gripped him, and pulled herself against him. Her round thighs rubbed up and down, pressed against him and away, as they massaged around his back while she treaded water.

The cool water around him grew hot as her enflamed body pressed against him. Her supple flesh melted into him.

“I want you. I want you to fuck me,” she breathed into his ear.

In one motion, like an octopus easily moving around a rock, she ducked under the water, under his right arm, and came up in front of him. Her lips were inches from his.

Jack took in one quick breath before he lost control.

He wrapped his right arm around her small frame and held her tight as his lips enveloped hers in a searing kiss. Her legs wrapped around him. His legs beat harder in the water, trying to keep them up. His cock thrust up and down, his large head rubbing along her pussy and ass.

He then let them slowly sink.

His left hand gripped her ass. His thick fingers plying her cheeks apart while his middle finger pressed against her asshole.

He arched his hips upwards. His cock found the silky entrance. Pressing her ass down, he thrust upward in one powerful stroke, tearing deep into her tight pussy.

A deep moan erupted from between their lips in a series of bubbles. Their kiss never broke as their tongues twisted together.

They slowly sank a bit more before they both broke free and kicked to the surface.

Their eyes locked onto each other as they bobbed on the surface and tried to regain their breathing.

She gestured with her head back towards the boat, “Come fuck me.”


CAUGHT

Jack’s head was spinning as he regained his breath and watched Kelly swim back to the boat. Her tanned back rolled from side to side as her arms slipped in and out of the water. Occasionally, the swell of her ass would break the turbulent water behind her and shimmer in the sun before submerging again.

The tight constriction of lustful greed gripped him inside as his turgid cock ached. He hadn’t felt this way since he was her age.

Jack put his head down and started swimming to catch up to her.

They weren’t too far from the boat, but Jack’s exuberance drove him urgently to catch up to her and reach the stern deck at the same time as her. Breathing hard from his short swim, he looked over at her.

“Help me up?” she asked.

He nodded and pulled himself up onto the deck in one quick upward thrust. Pulling his wet hair back and out of his eyes, he turned to offer his hand to pull her up.

Jack’s breath caught in his throat as he looked down at the nymph looking up at him.

Her wet hair lay straight back against her head. Water glistened on her brow and cheeks. And her eyes shimmered brilliantly.

“Well? I could use that…long rod you have…but I’d rather use it for something else.” She grinned slightly before biting her bottom lip.

Jack reached down, his large hand easily gripping her wrist as her small hand tried to grip his. He braced his feet and leaned up and back. Kelly shot out of the water. She twisted as she came up and sat, landing gracefully, on the edge of the deck.

Jack let go of her arm and took a step back, up into the cockpit of the sailboat as he watched her get up the rest of the way on her own.

Kelly looked up into Jack’s eyes as she swung her legs up and onto the deck, then effortlessly stood.

His heart thundered in his chest as he stumbled backward, taking a couple of steps back to give her room to step up into the boat. His eyes took in her entire body as water cascaded over every curve: dripping off her dark nipples; running down her stomach and over her hips; rivulets darting between her thighs and falling off her hairless labia.

He licked his lips as she stepped up to him.

She stood in front of him. Her left hand brushed over his broad chest as her right hand ran up his thigh, gripped, and then massaged the length of his veined cock.

“I want you to fuck me,” she said as she looked into his eyes.

She moaned as her fingers ran over him and she tugged on his cock. Her eyes then looked down between them at his enormous cock.

“Mmm…I have always wanted your cock…wanted to suck it.” She looked back up into his eyes, “Wanted your cock to fuck my tight pussy!” She gripped him tight and pulled herself into him.

Jack inhaled deeply just before a feral growl escaped from within. He took her in his arms.

Their arms wrapped around each other. Their hands feverishly, hungrily, searched for something to grip and pull tighter upon. Kelly’s lithe body pressed his pulsing cock between their writhing bodies as passionate moans erupted. His lips covered hers as his tongue drove into her mouth. Her hard nipples pressed into him as she sinuated up and against him.

His left hand explored her slender back, tracing the curves and hollows of her shoulder blades and the valley between. His right hand coursed downward, to the dimpled small of her back, then lower where his fingers slipped between the cleft of her tight, small ass cheeks. His hand finally found purchase and easily gripped her ass and pulled her tightly against him.

Jack lost all sense of time in the maelstrom of lust and pleasure that Kelly’s kiss and youthful body ignited within him.

Kelly brought her hands between them and pushed him back, finally breaking their kiss.

Jack took a step back, his heels hit the edge of the bench, on the side of the cockpit, and slammed down onto his ass with his cock jutting upward. A wicked smile cracked the corner of his mouth as his eyes narrowed in a determined stare. He spread his thick thighs, letting his heavy balls rest on the cushion of the bench while his cock strained upward.

“Come here,” he said with a deep commanding voice as he curled a finger at her.

Kelly threw herself down onto her knees between his spread legs. Her small hands attempted to wrap around the muscles of his upper thighs as her fingers pressed in and slipped up toward his waiting cock.

Jack looked at Kelly as she knelt between his legs. He couldn’t recall the last time was that he saw someone as beautiful, as seductive as her. A series of curves and graceful angles knelt before him.

Her hair, still wet, formed a fan of lustrous brown and gold around her face. Her mouth, delicate, plump lips parted slightly. Her eyes glittered in the glaring sunlight and raptured his soul. Her slender arms and delicate hands reached for him. A few droplets of water sparkled in the darkly tanned, graceful hollows of her collarbones. And her small breasts quivered with each of her deep breaths.

He had fantasized about this for quite some time, but never thought it would happen.

Looking into his eyes, she gripped the base of his cock, one fist atop the other, and slowly worked them up and down with slight twists of her wrists. She then parted her mouth wide, looked down at his menacing cock, and took the flared head into her small mouth.

Jack moaned as her mouth engulfed him.

Her fists and mouth worked in unison, driving up and down. Her tongue lapped around his glans and flicked along the tight slit. Deeper and deeper she took his cock into her mouth until it hit the back of her throat.

She gagged and pulled her mouth off him. Spit ran down her chin as she took in a deep breath. Her hands gripped him tighter as they worked faster along his spit-coated cock.

She hefted his balls in her left hand as she looked back into his eyes. Her tongue flicked and twisted around one, then the other. Darting around one, her tongue and fingers lifted it to her mouth and sucked gently on it before taking it all into her mouth as her right hand continued to stroke his cock.

He grunted as he felt her tongue lap and her mouth suck tightly upon one of his balls and then shift to the other. The fingers of his right hand raked through her damp hair, helping guide her mouth in its ministrations.

Kelly let his ball drop from her mouth. Spit ran in thick threads from her lips to his balls. Behind hooded eyes, she smiled as she pushed back from him, off her knees, and onto her ass a few feet from him.

The siren posed sensuously for him. One arm casually draped over her tits as she leaned back, resting on the other hand. While one leg lay straight, the other knee bent, slightly crossed over her other thigh, blocking his view of her delectable, hairless pussy.

Jack found her innocent, coy pose more arousing than if she sat spreadeagled before him.

Saying not a word, she extended the index finger of her free hand and curled it. She now beckoned him, and he obeyed.

He brought himself down off the bench and knelt before her. His eyes looked into hers before roving down her body. His hand on her knee, he gently pushed it aside, revealing the aroused lips of her pussy that glistened.

Jack breathed out a deep sigh as he took her in.

Her chest fluttered, her tits trembled. Breath caught, a flush of heat erupted within and surged throughout her body.

He reached out one hand. His thick fingers delicately brushed against one of her swollen nipples as he cupped her tit in one hand. He felt her tit rise and fall with her breathing before he gripped her supple flesh firmly in his hand and squeezed.

The intense heat from his fingers seared her skin. Kelly’s breath caught again in a sudden gasp. Her eyes darted from his hand to his engorged cock, now jutting just inches from her pussy.

Jack leaned his weight on his other hand just outside her reclined torso. He slowly brought his lips to hers and kissed her deeply. Their tongues twisted around and within each other’s mouths as she slowly reclined further onto her back.

He broke the kiss but hovered above her mouth. They breathed in the warm air between themselves as Jack’s hand now worked slowly down her soft stomach to her quivering mound.

His fingers brushed gently over and around her hard, swollen clit.

Kelly's eyes shut tightly as she let out a gasp and whimper. His fingers teased along and around her nub in twisting circles. Her hips desperately tried to match his motions, to get his fingers to drive within her, to get his cock to take her.

His thick middle finger drove down, plying her wet folds apart, then diving deep into her.

She convulsed in small, tight tremors, hips shaking beneath his hand as an orgasm burst within her. Her right hand shot out to the side, her fingers desperate to grasp onto something. Her left hand gripped his shoulder, nails digging in. Her mouth gaped open in ecstasy. He covered her mouth with his and breathed in her tormented moan.

Jack worked his finger in and out of her tightly clenching pussy as her juice poured forth.

As the orgasm subsided, he pulled his finger out and licked it.

“So, so sweet,” he said.

He brought his finger down to her lips as he asked, “You ready for me to fuck that tight pussy of yours?”

“Yes…yes…fuck me!” she panted before sucking his finger between her tight lips. Her tongue lavished it, savoring her own taste.

Jack looked down at her face as he lowered his hips, bringing the thick head of his cock against the enflamed lips of her pussy. Her eyes shut tight, brow knitted as he slowly pushed against her entrance.

She was tighter now than when Jack thrust his cock into her while they were swimming. He leaned back and grasped the base of his cock and drew the head up and down her wet slit. The glans of his cock glistened with her juice as he again thrust downward. He looked down as he gripped his cock and ever so slowly parted her lips wider and wider as he thrust into her.

Kelly propped herself up on her elbows and also watched as his massive girth drove within her. She grunted as the flared edges of his glans were enveloped by her pussy. Inch by inch, his veined length filled her.

With half his length in her, he let go of his cock and rested his weight on both his hands. He felt the tight walls of her cunt grip him even tighter and then relax as if pulling him in further.

“Fuck,” Jack grunted and threw his head back, relishing the intense heat of her tight pussy wrapped around and milking his cock.

Kelly’s arms gave out. She collapsed onto her back as she took quick breaths, overwhelmed by the feeling of him filling her up.

He looked down into her eyes and slowly pulled himself back out. With the head of his cock just inside the tight lips, he drove back in slightly faster.

She grunted when his balls slapped against her ass and gripped his arms, bracing herself for the fucking she was about to receive.

Jack rolled his hips with his cock entirely within her. His rod pushed and pulled around inside of her. She was overcome by another sudden orgasm after feeling him turn her insides. Her nails dug into his arms, head thrashing from side to side. A flood of her cum shot out.

“Oh…fuck…” she gasped.

He pulled his cock out and slammed it down into her. Brought it back out and down again. Wet-sucking sounds of her pussy being pummeled mixed with the sounds of their skin slapping. Again and again, he pounded his cock into her. Her juice squirted between the tight lips of her pussy, coating his groin and her thighs.

Her legs wrapped around his waist, her heels digging into his ass and pulling him in as he rammed down.

The teak deck beneath them shuddered with each successive pounding. Her small tits shook violently. Her mouth opened and screamed out each time his cock came crashing down. And her eyes rolled back in her head as the pleasurable eruption neared.

“I’m…going to cum…” he grunted between rapid thrusts.

He brought his mouth down over one of her shaking tits, sucked her nipple into his mouth, and bit as the final thrust buried his cock deep within her and flooded her with one thick rope of cum after another.

Kelly's arms flailed as her body convulsed beneath him. Her back arched and slammed down on the deck as wave after wave tore through her.

As their climax finally settled out, he collapsed next to her, sweating and trying to regain his breath.

*   *   *

They didn’t sail away from their secluded anchorage for the remainder of her spring break but enjoyed themselves in and out of the water.

The week ultimately had to come to an end. And as Jack finished tying up the boat to the pier, Kelly came over and kissed him.

“I’m looking forward to my graduation cruise,” she whispered in his ear.

She let her hand brush along his arm as she started to walk down the pier where her car waited to take her back to the airport.


AUTHOR’S NOTE

Thank you so much for reading Sea Nymph.

I hope Jack and Kelly’s sun-soaked sail through the Bahamas left you breathless, turned on, and maybe a little jealous of their salty, no-holds-barred adventure. Please take thirty seconds to drop an honest review on Amazon. Your words really do make a huge difference. They help other readers find the book and let me know what you loved (or what you’d like to see next). Just click the link below and share your thoughts—I’d be incredibly grateful.
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And if you’re hooked on stories like this—full of tension, desire, and that edge-of-your-seat erotic rush—I’d love to have you along for the next voyage. Follow me for updates on new releases, exclusive teasers, and more pulse-pounding tales that don’t hold back. Click the link below to stay connected.
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Thanks again for “coming” aboard with me. Here’s to more sun, more salt, and more debauchery at sea.

Until next time,

Rick Belgrin
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