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		Chapter 1 - Oh ... shit! 


		 

		"Hello. Err ... who are you?"

		"Good morning. His wife," the blonde woman with the big sunglasses replied and nodded towards the cabin.

		"Oh ... shit!" The young, slender girl covered her small breasts and was painfully aware that her micro panty barely covered her vulva. She was also painfully aware of the fact that it wasn't only pulled into her slit, creating a nice camel toe, but also caked in her juices and the cum of her lover, which was, unfortunately, the woman's husband. Apart from that she wasn't aware of a lot of things, which was partly due to all the rum she had drunk the night before and partly because she had just untangled herself from her friend and their beau.

		"Yeah, 'oh shit' pretty much sums it up, doesn't it?" The woman watched the girl scratch her head as she tried to figure out what the appearance of her lover's wife might imply. Apparently she didn't come up with much, for she sat down on the opposite bench on the aft deck of the 'Artemis', crossed her legs self-consciously and looked quite lost.

		"I ... err ... well ... I guess ... I'm sorry ...”

		"Nah. You're not sorry, honey. You have no idea yet what being sorry means. But no worries, you'll learn about that soon enough. What's your name?" The woman smiled warmly at Kylie, but the tone of her voice made it clear that she hadn’t come to exchange pleasantries.

		"Kylie."

		"OK Kylie. Go and wake them up. And please," she said to the girl when was about to go down into the cabin, "put something on. I don't really want to talk to your slit."

		The girl blushed, stooped over to step down the steep ladder to the cabin, bending her legs sidewards, aware that otherwise she would expose much more than just her slit and the crack of her ass. Not that she minded to expose herself. Not at all. As a matter of fact, for the last couple of weeks she had seldom worn anything, or more than the skimpiest of bikinis. But she felt naked enough in the presence of this woman.

		"Oxana, Derek, wake up. We've got a problem." They stirred in their sleep but since they had had even more Cuba Libres than Kylie it wasn't until ten minutes later till they were coherent enough to realize what the problem was.

		 

		In the meantime, Kylie had put on a large shirt that covered her ass, at least as long as she was standing, struck her head out of the hatch and looked at the woman who still sat quietly on the padded bench, looking around at the marina.

		"I guess I better start packing ..."

		The woman turned and smiled once more. "No, my dear, that's exactly what you shouldn't do. But please make some coffee; I think you all might need some caffeine." She put her sunglasses on her blonde hair and Kylie saw that she had the bluest eyes she had ever seen. For a minute the two women looked at each other, one smiling friendly, not mad or sad at all, the other confused, not sure what she should make of this. A slap on her face and some insults to the effect that she was a slut who didn't have a problem sleeping around with married men would have been easier to deal with. But this calm friendliness was hard to cope with. In the end Kylie smiled too, although hers wasn't a calm and warm smile, but rather a weak, insecure one.

		Kylie kept turning to look at the woman as she prepared the coffee. She looked good in her beige linen dress, a long skirt with slits almost up to her hips, expensive, strappy sandals, the clasp of a black lace bra flashing from between her matching linen west. Her nails were perfectly manicured, her hair cut in a stylish and fashionable shoulder long haircut which perfectly matched her delicate facial features. She was beautiful and she also had class, which was obvious. 

		The cafetiere was hissing and blubbering steam by the time Kylie returned from the tiny toilet, where she had washed her face, brushed her teeth and hair and managed to get herself at least halfway presentable. Her pussy was still sticky and smelly, though.

		"You want cream and sugar with your coffee?"

		"No, I don't want any coffee. Just make sure the lovebirds get their asses out of bed and come to me. We've got things to discuss."

		With a cup of black, strong coffee in her hand Kylie once again went to the cabin with the large berth. "Guys, get up. Your wife's here," she told Derek and Oxana. This time there was a reaction. Derek got frantic, searching for his clothes, while Oxana scratched her ass and mumbled something to the effect that stupid jokes was the last thing she needed right now, what with that hangover she was suffering from.

		"Honey. It's no joke. She's sitting on the aft deck, waiting for us. So far she seems to be pretty relaxed, but I wouldn't count on that to remain like this, so you probably should get your lazy asses up."

		"Oh shit! Oh shit, shit, shit, shit!" Derek yammered.

		The blonde was less than sympathetic. "Yeah, should have thought about that before you decided to nail us," Kylie said and left the two to get their asses in gear.

		 

		
"I take it you've spent the last couple of weeks fucking my husband?" The woman asked once Kylie was sitting opposite her and was slowly getting into motion as the caffeine streamed through her body.

		There wasn't much use denying that. One look at at Kylie would have convinced the blonde that there had been much more going on on the ship than what should be expected from a married man. Also, the woman apparently knew much more than she should have or could have, even. But Kylie had already decided that it wasn't her problem. After all, she hadn't cheated on anybody; she just had screwed with someone who happened to be married, a fact Derek had failed to mention to his two gorgeous playmates.

		"Yes, he picked us up in Myrtle Beach."

		"Uh huh. I see." Once again the woman flashed her nicest smile, showing a row of perfect white teeth. "And? Did he fuck you properly? Is he a good fuck?"

		That really isn't her business, Kylie thought. But then again, maybe it is. Either way, she'd be out of here as soon as her coffee was finished so she could just as well be honest.

		"Hmm, to be honest, he was a bit out of his depth with two gals like us."

		The woman silently chuckled and extended her hand. "My name is Cassandra. Pleased to meet you, Kylie." In this moment Oxana clambered up the steps from the cabin, put her coffee on the deck and rubbed her eyes. 

		"Good morning, gorgeous," she was greeted by Cassandra. 

		"Err ... good morning, Ma'am." She shook the older woman's hand, as confused about the politeness as Kylie was, and plunged down on the bench beside Kylie, wearing a pair of very short cut off jeans and a bikini top. 

		"I hope my beloved husband will join us soon. We've got a lot to discuss." Cassandra looked the two girls over. Tall and slender Kylie with her small but firm breasts, her crotch peeking out from beneath the shirt whenever she uncrossed her legs, still barely covered by the red micro bikini bottom. On her left Oxana, shorter but just as slim and fit as her friend, her dark, almost black hair and tanned skin a reminder of her Latino heritage. It was hard to tell right now; what with the girl squinting her eyes against the bright light of the tropical morning sun, but if she wasn't mistaken the girl had beautiful big doe eyes.

		Oxana pulled up her legs, obviously not bothered too much by the fact that her jeans were cut so short her vulva was only covered by strap about an inch wide, showing dark skin on either side. 

		Two lovely, sexed up babes. Arm candy. Heartstoppers. Some people would call them sluts, but Cassandra wasn't one of them. They were just gorgeous girl who enjoyed life and liked to fuck. Nothing wrong or slutty about that. They had just done what lots of girls their age do, except that they had fucked the wrong guy. For which they would pay, as would her husband.

		After a minute of silence in which the girls slowly sipped coffee, waiting for Derek to make an appearance or Cassandra to say something, Oxana finally spoke.

		"I'm sorry. I mean, well, we didn’t exactly know he was married ... but ... well, we kinda figured anyway …” She stopped and looked at Cassandra, then went on “Again, I'm sorry."

		“Yeah,” Kylie chimed in. “Me too. Really sorry.” It was obvious that the girls weren’t native English speakers. They were probably Europeans. Germans, or Dutch or Scandinavian. Still, their English was pretty good.

		But that wasn’t what surprised Cassandra because she already knew exactly where they came from and what had brought them to the Sates. More surprising were their apologies. She had expected the girls to lay the blame on her husband, to deny that they had known he was married or even accuse her of being a bad wife. Instead, they both had taken their blame and apologized. Not that it mattered. She didn't want any sympathy, nor did she expect an apology. 

		And where did that leave her coward of a husband, who didn't even have the guts to show up?

		"Yeah, love, don't worry. I'll survive. So will you. Not too sure about my hubby, though, if he doesn't get his ass up here soon," she giggled. The two girls wondered even more what this was all about.

		 

		Finally Derek appeared, wearing shorts and a shirt and looking awful, his face flushing a deep red as he looked at his wife. She cut him off with a brusque gesture before he could say anything, then got up, took his head in both hands and kissed him passionately on the mouth.

		The girls looked at each other as they saw the bulge in his trousers growing. He had fucked the whole night, or at least until he passed out from all the booze, yet here he was, sporting a formidable erection again. And could they take advantage of it? Could they lay him down and ride him? Could they feel him pound into their throbbing cunts? Could they at least suck him off?

		You bet they couldn't. All they could do was watch mesmerized as Cassandra started to rub him, then her hand gliding beneath the shorts, stroking him until he moaned loudly while the pussies of the girls started to tinge and moistening their panties and jeans respectively.

		Cassandra didn't stop, stroked Derek's cock until he came in his pants, oblivious to the fact that they were standing in plain daylight on the aft deck of a sailing ship moored in a busy harbor and in plain view of everybody who wanted to look.

		She pulled her hand out and wiped it on the leg of his shorts. "Good to see you, my love."

		Derek still was at a loss, but apparently she didn't expect him anything to say. "Kylie, would you please be so kind to fetch a coffee for my husband?"

		As soon as Kylie was back, bringing not only a coffee but also a couple of Aspirins, and Derek was nursing his coffee, the elegant woman got down to the business at hand.

		"OK, ladies and gentleman. Listen, and listen good, for I will only tell you once what I've got to say and I expect you all to fully cooperate." She looked at each of them, waiting for everybody to look back and give her the attention she demanded. "We go on a cruise."

		Kylie was the first to react. "Err ... I don't think I want to go on a cruise."

		"Yeah, I'm aware of that. Quite different to sail down the coast fucking a guy and go on a cruise with the same guy and his wife, isn't it?" It obviously was a rhetorical question, because she continued before anyone could say anything. "But, since it appears to have slipped your attention: It wasn't an invitation. We go on a cruise and you all come along. And to make sure you don't go anywhere or do anything stupid; I have here your passports and your purses." She bent down, opened the large bag at her feet, took out their purses and passports and flipped the first open. "Let's see: Oxana Rodriguez, eighteen years old, citizen of Switzerland, probably the daughter of Spanish immigrants, tourist visa expired three weeks ago. You have any idea how long it takes until you're sitting in the next plane to Zurich International Airport if I report you to the authorities? Wanna go back to cold, foggy Zurich to freeze that beautiful ass of yours off or do you want to spend the next two or three months cruising the Caribbean?" Again she didn’t wait for a reply. She opened the other passport and looked at Kylie. "Then we have Kylie Loss, from Dusseldorf, Germany, just turned nineteen a month ago. Your tourist visa also has expired, although only a week ago. I bet Yucatan is warmer and sunnier than the Ruhrpott." Again she flashed them her nicest smile. 

		The two girls looked at Cassandra for a minute, until they both cast down their eyes. She was, after all, right. November wasn't the best of times, neither in Zurich nor in Dusseldorf, and there were at least three more months of winter and cold and grey to expect. Spending those three months on a sailing ship in the Caribbean was for sure the better prospect than to freeze their feet and asses off in the European winter.

		"You two," she continued, looking at the two girls, "you go buy groceries. For two weeks. Including beer and wine. No other booze like Rum or Vodka. Here's money." She opened both their purses, took out all the cash she found in them, counted it and then opened her own purse, adding another two hundred to the 64 the girls had on them.

		"Take a cab and don't forget to refill the cooler with ice at the marina." She handed Kylie the money and watched as the girls stood up. "Make sure to be back at three in the afternoon. And please, put on some decent clothes, I don't want you to walk around like cheap sluts. Not as long as we're moored in a harbor, at least."

		Once in the cabin the two girls finally got to talk with each other in German. "What's that? Do you get it? What's with this woman?" Oxana asked her friend.

		"No idea. But she's got our passports, our credit cards, our plane tickets, everything. Besides, I don't mind sailing the length and width of the Caribbean, even if she's a bit nuts."

		"Yeah, guess you're right. Did you see all that cash she's carrying around? She must be real rich." Oxana stripped out of her clothes and put on something better suited for a shopping expedition. It was still showing lots of skin, but at least her pussy wasn't in plain view as long as she wasn't standing broad-legged over someone.

		"Uh huh. You know, I bet the ship's hers, too."

		Oxana knelt down to inspect the fridge as Kylie sat down on the toilet. She turned, looked at her friend's stubbled pussy and grinned. "Looks like you don't need to shave since your pussy won't get too much action in the near future."

		"Yeah, there's always a bright side to look on, eh?" Kylie replied, wiping herself and pulling up the miniskirt. Then they sat down to work on a shopping list.

		 

		Cassandra, in the meantime, had told her husband what she expected him to do until the three women were supposed to be back at the boat. He wondered briefly how he would manage to get all that done, since his head was still killing him. But then he shrugged, went down, shot the two girls a longing glance as he walked past them to the shower, wondering if he ever would have their velvety pussies beneath his hands, sink his dick into their hot cunts or feel their lips wrapped around it, especially Oxana's, since she'd been such a beautiful sight when she had looked up at him whenever she had sucked him off while he had stood at the helm.

		Cassandra was ready to leave and put her head through the door to the cabin. "Bye girls. Make sure you don't forget anything and be back at three."

		"Yes Ma'am," they girls replied in unison and soon afterwards they headed out too.

		 

		***

		 

		Hours later they were all sitting on the aft deck, Cassandra sipping a beer, the girls holding a glass of iced tea, Derek at the helm, the skyline of Miami slowly receding, sending bright reflections of the setting sun in the skyscrapers' windows after them. A light breeze was driving them southwards.

		The girls had schlepped a lot of food and beverages onto the Artemis and stowed it the way Derek had shown them, then fetched a full cooler of ice, filled it with beers and cokes while Derek had refilled the water and gas tanks and went to buy a fresh gas cylinder for the stove.

		What Cassandra had been up to was anybody's guess. She had left empty handed but come back with a large bag which apparently was heavy, too heavy for herself and so she had paid the cab driver  an extra tenner to do the work.

		"To our cruise," she now toasted towards the girls, then got up to kiss her husband. 

		"To our cruise," the girls dutifully replied, still wondering how this cruise would turn out.

		Cassandra was wearing a skirt now too, along with a tight tank top against which her nipples poked nicely. She really was a beautiful woman, and each of the girls was well aware that they could call themselves lucky if they still looked that good in about 25 years. 

		"Well, since we're not in a port anymore, you are allowed to strip now. Then go down and bring all your clothes." The girls looked up at her, saw that she was smiling but not joking. Then they slowly got up and stripped, putting their clothes in neat piles on the bench, all the time being watched by Cassandra who smiled appreciatively at the sight of their naked bodies and getting more than the occasional longing glance from Derek.

		 

		Once they had brought all their clothes and put them on two piles on the deck, Cassandra told them to sit down again "with your legs apart, please."

		Blushing only slightly the girls obliged, posing with their legs spread wide, pink flesh showing, already a hint of glistening on their pussy lips. They knew they were wanton cunts and they weren't ashamed of it.

		'Perfect. They're just perfect,' Cassandra thought as she picked up Oxana's pile of clothes. She went through every item, putting them on two different heaps, one with skimpy, slutty clothes, one with more decent ones. Then she simply threw the pile of the decent ones overboard.

		"Hey! Those were all my nice clothes," the brunette protested, jumping up and leaning on the rail to look after her clothes which were floating in the wake of the Artemis.

		"Yup. You don't need them anymore. Only if we go on shore, but then you'll be fine with the slutty stuff," Cassandra piped cheerfully. "Before you have to ask: Yes, yours are next," she told Kylie who only shrugged. 

		
As soon as Kylies clothes were in the water as well Cassandra sat down again and told Oxana to put away all the remaining clothes. "And while you're in the cabin: Do us a favour and prepare dinner, please. Just something light, sandwiches and such."

		Oxana shot her a not so friendly look, mumbling in German that she wasn't the maid around here and was taken completely by surprise when Cassandra grabbed her long dark locks and pulled her towards herself. 

		"German is taboo. You speak English. Und übrigens: Ich verstehe Deutsch genug. Whether you are the maid around here has yet to be established. In the meantime, it would be nice if you could fix us dinner. Please."

		They stared at each other for a while, until Oxana nodded. "Yes. OK." Cassandra let go of her and the girl went down. 

		"I bet she got just a bit wetter when I grabbed her," Cassandra smiled at Kylie. "Would it arouse you?"

		Kylie didn't miss a bit. "Maybe." She thought about it a bit longer. "Probably," she added with a smile.

		"You know where this all is leading to?"

		"I think I got a hunch, Ma'am."

		"And?"

		"What 'and'?"

		"Do you like where it's leading to? Or are you afraid? Curious? Excited? Indifferent?"

		Kylie chuckled. "Well, I'm certainly not indifferent. Curious? Yes. Excited? A bit. Afraid? Yes."

		"Of what? Of me? Of yourself?"

		This time Cassandra had to wait quite long for an answer. "Of you," Kylie whispered eventually, blushing. "And of myself, too."

		Once again they looked at each other for a long time, but this time neither of them averted their gaze, Cassandra trying to tell the girl with her eyes that there was no need to be afraid, Kylie feeling how she lost herself in the depth of those immensely blue eyes, searching for answers she hadn't even asked herself yet. 

		 

		
"Dinner's ready, señoras y señor," Oxana announced as she came up. Kylie quickly pulled out the table; Derek fixed the helm on a south-south-western course and stepped down.

		"Perfect wind, we can go like this without having to cruise," he said.

		"I hope you haven't just screwed those lovely girls, but also taught them something about sailing."

		"Uh huh. They know the basics," Derek replied, his gaze all the time wandering to the naked girls, resting on their perky tits and their smooth slits. 

		"The basics? Hmm." Cassandra obviously wasn't pleased. "I want you to teach Oxana and Kylie until they can handle the Artemis single-handedly."  

		"Yeah. OK, they're smart, shouldn't be too much of a problem," Derek said, trying to avoid looking at the two naked girls but failing utterly. 

		"Don't worry, dear. They're naked for both our pleasure. Would be a waste not to look at them," Cassandra said, smiling as she saw him blush and reached for a sandwich. They all ate in silence for a while, until Cassandra told them that the girls' passports and other documents were with a lawyer in Miami. "You'll get everything back once we return." Then she directed her words at her husband. "I've also changed my last will. Currently you'll get zilch. That, too, can be changed once we're back in Miami. So it's in your best interest to make sure that we all get back there safe. I don't think any of you will entertain stupid ideas, but I needed to be sure." She let her gaze wander from her husband to each of the girls. Seeing that so far they hadn't entertained any stupid ideas she continued. "I do believe that we'll all enjoy our cruise. Well, maybe not all will enjoy it as much as I do, but still. First, we go to Key West, then on to Habana, then Cancún where we'll meet some friends of mine. From then on we'll see."

		They all nodded, mostly because that was fine with all of them, but also because they knew that their objections wouldn't make a difference anyway. Cassandra was in full control and neither of the other three had a problem with that. Derek was still too subdued to argue with his wife, Oxana was fine with a cruise around the Caribbean and for the time being had decided to play along. 

		And Kylie, sweet, excited, curious and worried Kylie was under a spell since she had stripped out of her clothes and looked deep into Cassandra's eyes. She already felt that she wouldn't ever question the woman; she'd simply do as she was told.

		And the opportunity to prove that arose sooner than she had hoped. Cassandra told her to clean the table and put it away, Derek went to check on the course again, adjusting the sails and ropes and whatever needed to be done to make sure they'd be heading for Key West and Oxana brought two lamps because the sun had set and dusk was quickly turning into night, as is usual in the tropics.

		"Is any of you bisexual?" Cassandra asked when both girls sat on the bench again. She knew the answer already or at least for one of them but she still delighted in the surprised looks she got from both of them.

		"Me, Ma'am," Kylie finally replied truthfully while Oxana shook her head.

		"Good. Then I propose Oxana tells me how you two met my husband and what you did on your way down from Myrtle Beach. And please, don’t leave out the gory details." She leaned forward, took hold of Kylie's chin, tilted her head up. "And you fetch us all a cup of coffee."

		


		

	
		

		Chapter 2 - Picking Babes


		"He picked us up when we ran out of fuel whilst in a boat," Oxana began but got interrupted by Cassandra.

		"Start at the beginning. When you two met."

		Oxana started again. "Kylie and I met each other at school. In Atlanta, where we both stayed as au pairs." Oxana leaned back and laid her arms on the railing, her full breasts stretched; her nipples hard in the cool evening breeze. "We got along well and when our time was over we decided to go to the beach, wanted to go down to Florida, but got stuck in Myrtle Beach."

		"You have money?"

		"Err ... no, actually we don't. We found work as cocktail waitresses. Had guys paying for us, stuff like that. And so, well, as I said, we got stuck."

		"Uh huh, I see. And did you screw the men of the families where you stayed as au pairs?" 

		"No. Umm ... no ... I was looking after two girls, five and seven years. Lovely kids. They had a half brother. Nineteen, like me. I slept with him a couple of times. As far as I know Kylie only slept with dudes she picked up in bars and clubs. Well, so, yeah, and then we were in Myrtle Beach, meeting guys, working our asses off, getting a nice tan. And then, one day, we took waterskiing lessons, a few weeks later we rented a boat, went out, skied until our arms almost fell off and ran out of gasoline."

		She stopped as Kylie came with a tray of coffees and cookies. Kylie made the round, starting with Derek who by now was sitting on the roof of the aft deck, his legs dangling down, then gave the next cup to Oxana, serving Cassandra last. Whether she did it on purpose or whether it was pure chance will never be known, but it was just as well that the tray was emptied when she bent down to place Cassandra's cup on the bench, because the older woman reached up and gently but firmly gripped the girl's blonde mane and pulled her down.

		"Sit here beside me, my love," she purred in Kylie's ear. The blonde girl sat down, leaning against Cassandra who still held her by her hair. "Please go on, Oxana."

		"Err ... well, where was I? Oh yeah, we were drifting."

		"Yeah, you were drifting out into the Atlantic Ocean. And I picked you up."

		"Right. Derek came along and saved us. Tied our boat to the Artemis and set sail. And then, well, I dunno, I asked him whether I could steer the boat and he said 'yeah, sure, if I can screw your friend,' but like as a joke, and I said, 'yeah, no problem, she'll like that'." 

		Derek felt himself getting hard as he thought back to that day. First, his luck to chance upon a drifting boat with two young, lithe and topless girls in it. Then their reaction when he joked about fucking the blonde one while the other stood at the helm. Oxana had shouted to Kylie who was lying topless on the foredeck. "Hey, our savior is coming to fuck you!"

		"What?"

		"He'll fuck you."

		"He will?"

		"Yes."

		"Says who?"

		"Me."

		"Oh? And who died and made you the Mistress of my pussy?

		"Nobody. I just happen to know that you love to have a cock up your snatch," Oxana giggled.

		"So do you. Pray tell me, why doesn't he fuck you?"

		"I'm busy steering the ship, dumbass."

		"Oh, right. And so you think you can decide who's going to fuck me or what?" the girl sounding angry now, but she had also rolled onto her side, one leg propped up and then she had smiled at him and reached between her legs, rubbing herself through her bikini bottom before she had pushed it aside and exposed her pink, wet flesh. And so he had quickly checked the sails and the course and then he had gone to her, let her undo his pants and pull him down, guiding him inside her sweet, hot pussy. 

		"Fuck her hard, she likes that," Oxana had shouted from the helm and yeah, he had fucked her hard, had pounded her cunt, driven his cock deep into her wet pussy, her legs wrapped around him, pulling him down, forcing him inside her, mouth open, lips glistening and her eyes closed. A bitch in heat, he had thought at the time, a bitch in heat eager to be fucked.

		He had had his share of pussy, both before and after he had married Cassandra, but he couldn't remember one being so eager to have him fuck her. After only five minutes she had dug her nails in his buttocks, arched her back and screamed her pleasure across the azure sea.

		He hadn't lasted much longer and pumped his cum into her wanton snatch, growling and moaning, had rammed his cock into her with the last drop of cum, then collapsed on top of her to catch his breath.

		Finally he had rolled off of her, laid beside her for a minute, neither of them speaking, Kylie's eyes still closed, her arms above her head and her tits stretched flat except for the hard dark nipples.

		 

		He turned his attention back to Oxana who still was telling Cassandra what had happened in the three weeks since he had picked them out of the ocean.

		"Well, basically he fucked her on first notice, but she was also uber-eager to get fucked. When he was done with her he came back, took the helm from me and sent me to get beers. And when I came back, well, umm ... I wondered whether I could get him to cum again, what with him being not the youngest anymore. And so I sucked him off and well, yeah, I managed." She grinned somewhat embarrassed at Cassandra who didn't say anything, just continued to play with Kylie's hair, waiting for Oxana to continue.

		The brunette looked at her blonde friend, wondering why she had such a dreamy expression. Then she continued, looking up at Derek. "Well, what I want to say is, Derek didn't really have much of a chance. We more or less forced ourselves on him."

		"He could have said no, right?" Cassandra asked.

		"Yes, true. But ... I mean, he's a guy. I don't know of many guys who would have managed to keep their dicks out of our pussies." She paused, blushing slightly and when she went on her voice was low and subdued. "I'm really sorry. I didn't want to hurt you."

		"Me too. What we did was wrong," Kylie chimed in.

		"Blablabla. I'm not interested in your apologies. You will pay, though." And with that she turned around, pulled Kylie's head back and kissed her on her mouth. Oxana and Derek looked on mesmerized as the blonde eagerly opened her mouth and returned Cassandra’s kissing, the two women tasting each other for the first - but certainly not the last - time. And when Cassandra slowly slid down on the sofa, pulling the blonde along, their hands all over each other and a finger already buried in the slippery slit of her friend, Oxana could barely keep herself from fingering her own throbbing pussy.

		 

		Finally the two women laid on top of each other, Cassandra put one leg on the backrest, their mouths still kissing passionately, until the older woman pulled harder on Kylie's hair, forcing her slowly down, sighing when they ended the kiss and then moaning when the blonde caressed her throat with her full lips. 

		Arching her back Cassandra turned towards Oxana. "You continue. And feel free to finger yourself. But make sure you don't cum. On this ship I'm the first to cum."

		Everybody was surprised by this statement, but nobody dared to say anything, and when Oxana continued her tale she wasn't too sure whether anybody was actually listening, but she didn't care too much either, she had enough to do watching her friend pleasuring Cassandra and fingering herself. Before she went on, she looked up at Derek, seeing that his gaze was firmly fixed on Kylie’s ass and his shorts showed a massive bulge. Oxana certainly wouldn't have minded to feel that cock inside her own buzzing pussy, but she didn't suppose this was a sensible request to put forward.

		"Well, the next weeks were more of the same. We fucked and we sucked. In the beginning Derek was a bit reluctant, but then he realized that we were always eager to spread our legs and from then on it all went downhill. We were a bit too much for him, though," she said, looking at Derek who still stared at Kylie's ass, "and so one day he asked whether we had a dildo, which of course we had, and then he taped it to the mast, so that we could fuck ourselves whenever we wanted." She stopped again, thinking about the last two weeks, feeling a bit ashamed about the wantonness they had displayed but getting even hotter when she remembered how Kylie had knelt besides the mast, poised her cunt at the tip of the dildo, then slowly impaled herself on it, taking her sweet time as she fucked herself on the rubber cock, all the time fingering and rubbing her clit. And especially how her eyes had rolled up as she had come. "Yeah, I guess we're real sluts."

		Nobody said anything for a while. Kylie was still busy kissing and sucking Cassandra's breasts, Derek was lost in the sight of Kylie’s firm butt and Cassandra, well; she wasn't too lost or busy, although she profoundly enjoyed the caresses of the talented girl on her body. But she wanted everybody to think about their betrayal, most of all her husband, the randy bastard. It hadn't escaped her attention that he couldn't keep his eyes from Kylie's perfect ass but so far had managed to never look at her, at least not with the same hungry expression in his eyes.

		Not that Cassandra cared too much about that. As far as she was concerned, she was done with him. No need to tell him yet, though. He'd behave to get her back, hoping he could convince her to change her will again or at least reach a favorable divorce agreement. But that was all she wanted from him. Just his best behavior. Not more, but not less either.

		She looked at Oxana who seemed to be lost in her own lust, two fingers buried in her pussy, one hand playing with her full round breast, her eyes half closed, then she directed her gaze at Kylie, still busy kissing and licking and sucking her tits, apparently content with that and probably ready to do this as long as she wasn't told otherwise.

		Yes, those girls were indeed perfect. Perfect for what Cassandra had in mind, but also perfect in their beauty, their wantonness, the way they behaved, proud yet aware that they had fucked up, taking responsibility for their error. 

		 

		That didn't come as much of a surprise, since Cassandra knew already a lot about the girls. She knew that they liked to fuck and suck just as much as they liked to be fucked and licked, she knew that they were smart and proud young women looking at bright careers if they wanted. Both of them had finished high school with the best grades and would be welcomed to the best European universities. She knew that Kylie wanted to become a paediatrician and that Oxana was still unsure whether she should study arts or psychology. They both had younger siblings; Oxana had been an avid girl scout until she had left Zurich for the States while Kylie had played volleyball in the second division of the German national league. 

		But she knew much more, like their shoe and dress sizes, their favourite foods and drinks, what music they liked and which movies they'd seen recently. She even had known that Oxana fancied a dark, short trimmed landing strip above her pussy while Kylie preferred to shave everything and, finally, what contraceptives they used was no more a secret than their favorite perfume. 

		All that she had learned thanks to a private eye who had followed the girls for a couple of days, shot pictures from a motorboat one day while they had fucked her husband, thinking they were unobserved. But thanks to a powerful lens you could actually see the stubble on Oxana's pussy as she spread her legs wide in anticipation of Derek's cock.

		A sneak visit to the ship while the girls and Derek were out having dinner had provided a lot of useful information too, and the rest was just a matter of spending a day or two on the phone and the internet checking Facebook and other sites the girls visited. It was amazing how much you could find out about a person once you knew their name.

		But they sure as hell weren't sluts. And if they thought so, they needed to be convinced otherwise. "No, Oxana, you're not sluts. Sex-crazed babes, maybe. Randy girls, probably. Lasses who enjoy life, certainly. But no sluts. And if I ever hear you refer to yourself as a slut again you're in deep trouble. Understood?"

		Oxana was lost for a moment but then she quietly replied. "Yes Ma'am."

		Cassandra pulled Kylie's head off her breasts. "Did you hear me too?"

		"Yes, Cassandra," the girl whispered, then went back to her task when Cassandra loosened her grip on her hair. 

		"Good girls. You're not sluts, you're simply gorgeous girls enjoying life and don't ever let anybody tell you otherwise. And now I need to cum," she said to Kylie and pushed her down.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3 - Needs and Deeds

		 

		
And how did Kylie fare during all of this? She did well enough. Brilliant, even. After all, she was bisexual, she had had and enjoyed sex with other girls before, she knew she enjoyed pleasuring a woman and being pleasured by one. And she also liked the taste of a woman's lust and knew how to increase that lust and drive a woman wild. 

		Therefore, when Cassandra pushed her down towards the hot, dripping centre of her passion, Kylie wasn't just ready, she was eager. Her tongue parted the smooth lips, found the hole and teased it, then in one long lick Kylie lapped all the juices, tasted the woman for real, all her taste buds on high alert, not to miss a hint of that sweet woman's taste, just like she breathed deeply to fill her nose with the wonderful scent of aroused pussy. And when Cassandra gripped her hair with both hands, bucked her hips and fucked herself on Kylie's face, her hot, slippery flesh pressing hard against the girl's lips and nose, Kylie knew she had succeed. She also hoped that the older woman would return the favour, because her own pussy was dripping and she could feel her own juices running down her legs.

		But for the moment she was still busy licking and sucking Cassandra, who by now pulled her hair hard enough to hurt her. The grip tightened even more when Cassandra came, screaming her lust into the night and her pussy bucking wildly into Kylie's face.

		Her face smeared with Cassandra's juices and with her taste full in her mouth she looked across the aft deck to Oxana, who was leaning back, still keeping herself aroused, slowly fucking her own cunt with two fingers. Her need was visible on her face, but she still wasn't sure what to do.

		Cassandra's voice was husky when she finally talked. "That was fantastic, Kylie. You're a very talented girl. Come and kiss me."

		They kissed for a long time and by the time they broke the kiss Kylie felt much more than just horny and aroused. She liked that woman; more than she thought would have been possible after only a few hours. 

		"Go and do the dishes now, my love. You'll get your reward later." The girl wasn't too thrilled about being sent away like a maid, but the prospect of being rewarded didn't fail to make parting from Cassandra easier. Besides, she wasn't a lazy girl and the dishes needed to be done.

		Once inside, the lingering scent of pussy in her nose putting a smile on her face, she listened to Cassandra as she spoke with Oxana. 

		 

		"We both know what you want. What you need. But you will not get it. Not until you have earned it." 

		Oxana still had her fingers in her pussy, but she wasn't playing with herself anymore. Her gaze wandered from Cassandra to Derek and back, but she couldn't withstand the older woman's look and finally settled to look at the starry night sky. She bit her lip. Yes, she wanted to cum. She needed to cum. Badly. And she knew how she had to earn that privilege. 

		But no. No, no, no. This was crap. She was almost nineteen years old. She didn't need permission from anybody. Not from this woman, not from anybody else. She got up. "That's bullshit. I don't need to ask you if I want to cum."

		"You're right. I don't want you to ask. But this is my ship. I'm the owner, I'm the captain, I make the rules. And my rule is that you need my permission if you want to cum. As long as you're on this ship, your lovely, dripping and hot pussy is mine. If that's not OK with you, you will leave this ship. With this wind we should be in Key West tomorrow afternoon." 

		The two women stared at each other, Oxana's body tense, the only sound the lapping of the waves on the hull. Everybody present was fully aware that this was a decisive moment. But only Cassandra saw that Oxana slowly took her hand off her lovely, dripping and hot pussy. Nobody will ever knew whether Oxana herself realized this.  

		When Cassandra stood up too, straightening her skirt, the brunette girl simply nodded her approval of the rules. "Good girl. Think about it. If you want, you may suck off my husband. Looks like he could do with some attention of a skilled mouth and tongue." She started down the ladder, then stopped and turned around smiling. "By the way, sweetheart, I know you will never ask for permission. That's why I expect you to beg. Good night."

		 

		Oxana stared at the empty hatch for five long minutes. What Cassandra had said was all a bunch of madness. She'd cum whenever she wanted. In fact, she'd go suck off Derek, then lay down in one of the bunks and get herself to as many orgasms as she could manage. And tomorrow she'd leave this ship, with or without Kylie. And if the woman didn't give her the passport and her money she'd walk right up to the next police station and tell them everything. But she sure as hell wouldn't beg the bitch for permission to cum.

		She looked up at Derek, saw that his eyes were fixed on her. She also saw that he wouldn't stand up to his wife. He was basically a coward. He had enjoyed their pussies as long as he could, but now he'd let go of them in the hope to get back his wife and her money and not necessarily in this order. A wimp with no backbone. But at least he had a cock.

		There was surprise in Derek's eyes when she got up and started to massage his erection through his pants. "You ...?"

		"Shut up and enjoy." She made sure he enjoyed it, worked his cock with her skilled tongue and her luscious lips, pleasing him as best as she could. And because her best was very good and Derek was very horny it didn't last long until he came in her mouth, looking down at her when she pulled back and masturbated him to get the last few shots of his cum on her face. This babe is crazy, he thought, watching her lick a glob of his cum from her upper lip. But she's also one hell of a fine cocksucker.

		"Just in case you haven't realized yet: This was a pity blowjob. The last one you'll get from me. The last one you'll probably get on this ship." With that she went down into the cabin and laid down on one of the bunks, her fingers already between her legs. But then, when they were sticky and her pussy was tingling and throbbing, she pulled it away again, turned around and tried to sleep.

		 

		Derek was still bent over as he had been to watch Oxana's perfect, firm ass disappear in the cabin. Whoa. What an ass. Just perfect. Tight, smooth and warm. For a moment he lingered on the memories how her ass had looked when he had fucked her doggy style, the dark skin in the crease, the tiny puckered asshole he would have loved to fuck so much but which she refused him, despite all his efforts to convince her. "My asshole is off limits," she had said and that had been that.

		Then he thought about her words. A pity blowjob? The last one he'd get on this ship? Did the girl know anything he didn't know yet? Be that as it may, at least she had taken care of his throbbing erection. And he was sure she'd leave ship tomorrow, as soon as they'd reach Key West. His wife obviously had gone nuts. 'I'm the first to cum on this ship. You have to beg for permission.' What kinda crap was that? Where did she get those ideas from? And, most important, when exactly had his wife become a lesbian? Or at least bisexual? In all those years they had been married she had never shown an interest in other women and now, all of a sudden, she was enjoying a girl going down on her?

		He got up; made sure the ship was still on its south-westerly course, checked the sails and the charts and decided he'd go down for a few hours of sleep.

		 

		When Cassandra had inherited the "Artemis", the ship on which she had spent much of her childhood, from her father; she had changed only a few things: She had turned the two aft cabins with two bunks each into one large one, with one big bed. Her father, being the avid sailor he'd always been, had held no interest in comfortable quarters. The Artemis was a sailing ship, fast, reliable, sure to make it even through the roughest storm, provided there were able hands sailing it. Cosiness or even luxury had never been its purpose. Apart from that, Cassandra had had mounted a couple of solar panels so that the ship had enough electricity to run more than just a radio and a GPS. There were a few lights in the cabin and a small stereo which would run at least a couple of hours on the batteries that were powered by the solar panels. And since they were cruising the Caribbean, those batteries most likely would be regularly loaded by the tropical sun. Apart from that it still wasn't a very comfortable ship, but for four people it would do perfectly. Plus there was the large cabin where two persons actually could sleep in the same bed and didn't have to lie one on top of the other.

		It was here where Derek and the girls had slept, if they had slept and not fucked the whole time and it was here to this cabin were Cassandra had led Kylie.

		"She will go. Oxana is a proud girl. She'll never beg," Kylie whispered, feeling herself getting wet under Cassandra's caresses while her friend was busy giving head to Derek.

		"We will see. Tomorrow we will see. Tonight, we have more important things to do. I want to reward you. I want to make you mine. I want to give you pleasure you like you pleasured me." Cassandra paused for a minute while her fingers softly trailed Kylie's spine, to the crack of her ass and beyond. The blonde girl eagerly spread her legs and raised her hips, longing for Cassandra's touch on the epicenter of her arousal. She always had enjoyed being with a woman, the soft and tender caresses only a woman knew to give. It wasn't better than having sex with a man, but it was very different. A few times she had tried to have sex with Oxana, but her friend had never wanted to, never shown any interest beyond a few kisses and hugs. Oxana firmly believed that sex involved a cock, a cock buried deep in her pussy and stayed there and fucked her for as long as possible. "I'm a cock girl. You won't change that. Nothing ever will," she had once said giggling. 

		Cassandra's hand slid between Kylie's legs, brushed her silky folds, evoking a soft gasp from the girl, then she cupped the sex with her whole hand, lifted the girl’s hips and rolled her over on her back. And then she really began to pleasure the girl, with her fingers, with her mouth, with her hair, with her whole body. She sucked Kylie's clit, pinched her nipples, fucked her cunt, caressed her throat, pulled her hair, kissed her passionately on the mouth, penetrated her ass with a finger while stretching her pussy with two crooked fingers, driving the girl wild, bringing her to the edge and pushing her into blissful oblivion time and again.

		Oxana and Derek lay in their bunks and were forced to listen to the screams and moans of pleasure coming from the master cabin as the young blonde came multiple times, until she lay spent on the bed and drifted into a sweet slumber, safely wrapped in Cassandra's arms.

		Unlike on other nights, the ship's slow rolling didn't help them to find sleep. Oxana was lying awake in her bunk, the thin walls of the cabin letting her hear every sigh and moan of her friend. And what she heard seemed to indicate that Kylie was having a very, very, very good time. The two girls had witnessed each other cum many times since they had started to go out together, sometimes fucked in the same car in Atlanta and certainly had seen the other cum a lot on the Artemis, but Oxana couldn't remember hearing her friend this ecstatic before. To sleep was out of the question, and so she started to finger herself again, imagining what Cassandra was doing to her friend.

		She was just about to cum when Derek stood in the doorway.

		"What do you want?" she asked him, her voice husky with lust.

		"Let me be with you," he whispered and tried to lay down on the bunk with Oxana.

		"No. Leave me alone and go to bed."

		"Why not?"

		"I'm not in the mood. Besides, your wife is next door."

		"But ... why? You didn't mind to fuck with me the last two weeks."

		"Yeah, right. And maybe it was a mistake. Either way, that's in the past." She turned around, felt his gaze on her ass for a few moments, then heard him retreat. Yeah, he was a loser. She wouldn't be surprised if Cassandra kicked him off the ship in Key West.

		Then she felt his hand on her ass, forcing his way between her legs. She spun around and grabbed his hand. "Don't. Don't spoil everything we had. Please. Go now."

		At last he reluctantly let go and went to the cabin across the aisle. And much later the two women in the master cabin fell silent and Oxana finally dozed off and slept a fitful sleep.

		 

		The overture to Rossini's "La Gazza Ladra" roared from the high-end stereo, waking everybody on the ship. Everybody except Kylie, that is. She had already showered and shaved her legs and pubes after she had slipped out from Cassandra's embrace and now she was preparing breakfast, setting the table on the aft deck to enjoy the brilliant sun that was already standing high in the sky.

		She had also checked on the ship's course and although she wasn't too sure whether she got it right she'd judged from the compass that they were still sailing in the right direction.

		"Everybody rise and shine," she shouted from the aft deck, an enthusiasm that was only met by Cassandra as she climbed off the bed and gave Kylie her best smile before she headed for the shower.

		Oxana groaned, did her best to roll over on the narrow bunk and buried her head beneath the sheets while Derek was in a sour mood. He had thought all night about what Oxana had said. And he had all night longed for the silken feeling of her pussy around his cock, had thought how it would feel to plunge into that hot wetness or at least have her delicate fingers around his cock. But she had definitely made it sure that she wasn't going to screw him anymore.

		"Good morning, gorgeous," Cassandra greeted Kylie as she sat down and watched the blonde fill her cup with steaming coffee. "Thank you."

		Kylie answered with a loving smile and sat down again.

		"Do you like classic music?" Cassandra asked in reference to the music that was still blaring from the loudspeakers, although at a more moderate level now.

		"Not too much, but I figured it's what you like, judging from what you got on your iPod."

		Now it was Cassandra's turn to smile lovingly. She couldn't wait for the moment when the young girl would kneel at her feet and smile this smile. And she was sure the blonde would soon enough kneel at her heels and follow her every command. She couldn't just feel it, she could actually see it in the girl's eyes. What Oxana would do remained yet to be seen. Cassandra hoped very much that the girl would stay on the ship too. But if she decided to go, she would be welcome to do so and certainly would get her passport and money back. But the image of having both these beautiful girls kneeling at her feet was too enticing not to think about.

		"You were wonderful, Cassandra." Kylie's voice ripped her out of her reverie.

		"Thank you. I intend to do much better the second time."

		"It was ... I mean, you have never ...? Wow!" Kylie was clearly impressed. 

		"She has never what?" Oxana wanted to know while she came up the stairs from the cabin. Her hair was still wet and dripping from the shower, hanging in ringlets down her back and almost between her breasts. Cassandra was pleased to see that the girl hadn't bothered to put on clothes. If she had been really defiant she would have put something on, she thought. Or maybe the girl just didn't care at all whether she was dressed or naked. At least she had made that impression the evening before and now she didn't seem to mind her own nakedness either.

		"I've never had sex with a woman before." 

		Oxana looked up at Cassandra from her plate where she had been spreading butter and jam on a slice of bread, the surprise clearly showing in her expression. Then she gazed at Kylie who wore that smile of someone who had had a fantastic night full of passion and fulfilled desires.

		"It certainly sounded like you knew what you were doing," she finally said, her voice a mixture of admiration, teasing and a tiny little bit of envy, too.

		"I take it he came to you in the night?" Cassandra asked, nodding towards the cabin where they could here Derek having a shower.

		"Uh huh. He even came back after I told him to go to bed. Tried to be funny."

		Cassandra's eyes got cold and hard. "I see. Too bad. And I'm sorry."

		 

		It was late afternoon when they reached Key West. Cassandra announced that she'd be back in an hour and that she expected Derek to have his things packed. "Change of plan: You're leaving us here," she had said before she had sashayed down the jetty.

		"What's that? She's kicking me from the boat?" he had said, incredulous.

		"Told you so," Oxana dryly replied and turned around to look at a couple of youngsters who were leering after her. She had put on a bikini upon entering the harbour, but it was rather on the skimpy side and her full breast were almost too much for the small white triangles that covered them.

		"But ... but she's my wife."

		"You should have thought about that before you started to stick your dick into every pussy, including mine and Kylie's." Oxana's voice was cold, like Cassandra's had been whenever she had addressed her husband, which hadn't happened too often during the day.

		He glared at her, then he realized that she was done with him. 'Bloody bitch,' he murmured as he went inside, still trying to decide whether to defy his wife or do as she had told him.

		"Sticks and stones ...," Oxana said after his retreating back. "Besides, you didn't mind as long as I spread your legs for you. Be a good boy and remember the good times; they were bound to be over sooner or later."

		That much was true. He had intended to kick the girls off the boat in Miami, before he left for Key West where Cassandra was supposed to meet him. So their time would have been over anyway, but he hated the notion that every initiative had been taken away from him. What he hated even more was that he was more or less completely at the mercy of his wife. She had the money, she owned her own company, it was her boat. And what did he have? Not much. Almost nothing, to be exact.

		 

		In the end he couldn't even make up his mind. He just sat on the bed and did nothing until Cassandra returned. She arrived in the company of two men in dark suits who had 'lawyer' written all over them. They openly stared at the girls who were lounging on the roof of the cabin, curious to learn what would happen next. 

		"Derek! Come, please. Sit down." She indicated the bench opposite her after the two men had sat down on the bench on either side of her. "Please, Mister Campbell, tell my husband what we have discussed," she said to the lawyer on her right as soon as Derek was sitting. Then she leaned back and put her shades over her eyes again.

		"OK. Mister Taylor, your wife wants a divorce. Now. Here's her offer. A very generous offer, I might add. I've seen people who had cheated less on their spouse walk out of a courtroom with only their underwear. My advice is to sign this contract." He slid a couple of papers across the table, turning them so Derek could read them.

		Derek looked from Campbell to his wife, clearly flabbergasted. Then he read the paper, although whether he actually understood what his eyes saw was anyone's guess.

		"As you can see, you're wife is very generous. But, as I might add, this offer is only valid until 6 p.m. Of today." He checked his watch. "That's seventeen minutes from now. If you don't sign by then, it's the judge who decides what you get. And let me assure you that things look rather bleak for you."

		Derek started to sweat profusely, the hand which held the pen shook and tears welled up in his eyes. Nobody said a word for a couple of minutes until Cassandra looked up at Kylie. "Sweetheart, go pack Derek's stuff, please. He will leave us tonight no matter what."

		"Yes, Ma'am," she replied and went inside, the eyes of the two lawyers following her. She filled one suitcase with his clothes in no time, then put all the other stuff in a bag and took a last look around to make sure she got everything. All the time she thought that this was a bit harsh, to force a divorce on him and throw him off the boat like that. He was, after all, not a bad guy. OK, he had cheated on her, and probably cheated on her a lot, but still. She listened for voices, but couldn't hear anything. Finally she sat down on the bed, started to finger herself, rubbing her pussy through the thin fabric of her bikini bottom, getting wet in no time as she thought about last night, all the nights on the ship before. When the bikini was soaked with her juices and she was sure that it smelled enough of her pussy she put it in a little plastic bag, tied a knot in the bag and wrote a little note saying "Thanks for everything. Take care. Kylie" which she then taped to the bag before she put it in his suitcase.

		The bag and the suitcase being ready on the aft deck she put on a pareo which almost entirely failed to cover her ass and went up again. The lawyers' eyes almost popped out trying to sneak a peek at Kylie's pussy when she climbed up on the roof of the cabin and even Derek leered after her. Cassandra just smiled and licked her lips.

		"I don't want to divorce you," Derek finally said.

		"Yeah, well, that's kinda nice to hear. But I'm afraid it's not your decision. By the way, you trying to get into Oxana's pants last night, after she told you to leave her alone, cost you 25 percent of what I was ready to pay you." Cassandra folded her arms across her chest and leaned back again, smiling at Derek's glaring, while one of the lawyers looked at his watch.

		"Six minutes left, Mister Taylor. Again, this is a better offer than you could expect under the circumstances. I strongly advice you to accept it and sign the divorce papers."

		Another two minutes passed, until Derek let out a long sigh, picked up the pen and signed both copies of the papers. "Happy now?" he angrily looked at his now ex-wife.

		"Happy? You gotta be kidding. Relieved, yes. Happy, no. Good bye, Derek. Take care." Cassandra got up, kissed him on the cheeks and they all watched Derek pick up his belongings and step onto the jetty.

		Kylie jumped down and leaned across the railing, exposing a lot of her buttocks to kiss him on the lips. "Ciao. Be good."

		Oxana was the last to say good bye. As soon as Derek had turned around and started down the jetty the girls went up on the cabin again while Cassandra wrote a cheque for the lawyers, talked to them quietly for a couple of minutes and bid them farewell too. Then she turned around and went up on the cabin too.

		"That leaves the three of us. I don't think I need to ask you what you want to do," she said to Kylie who nodded. Yeah, there was no question about what Kylie wanted to do. Oxana, however, still didn't know whether she should stay or leave. She had thought about it all day but hadn't come to a conclusion. On the one hand, there was the ship, her friend, even Cassandra, whom she didn't really like but who certainly was fascinating. On the other hand she knew what would sooner or later be expected from her. And Cassandra didn't leave the impression of someone who didn't get what she wanted, and if she wanted Oxana and Oxana stayed on the boat, she'd sooner or later get it.

		The thought of crawling at the older woman's feet, begging her for permission to please her, pleading her to grant her an orgasm was so far out it was almost not real anymore. Oxana had her pride, after all. And she wasn't cut out to kneel before anyone, some rich chick with a private yacht included. On the other hand, whenever she thought of how Kylie had howled her pleasure to the world the last night her pussy began to tingle. So, the question really boiled down to whether her curiosity and her lust were bigger than her pride.

		"Ma'am, can I have a word with her? Just the two of us?" Kylie uncrossed her legs, her clean shaven slit fully exposed beneath the silken pareo.

		"Sure. But not too long, we'll go out for dinner soon." Cassandra got up. "Whatever you decide, I'd love if you come and have dinner with us," she said to Oxana and went inside.

		Once the two girls were alone Kylie searched for the right words. Like Oxana had spent most of the day thinking about what to do, Kylie had thought for hours how to convince her friend to stay on the boat. She'd have talked to her earlier, but Derek had begun to explain her about sailing the ship and she had concentrated on what he had told her and been busy most of the day. Now that they had time on their own, she still didn't know where to start.

		"Just go ahead," Oxana suddenly said. "We both know that you want me to stay here, so tell me what you want to tell me and don't beat about the bush. I'm getting hungry."

		"Yeah, I really want you to stay. What I want to tell you is that you don't have to decide today. Well, not about everything. You can decide to come along and when you are ready to do what she wants you to do, you do it. If you're not ready, she'll let you go anytime."

		"You sure of that?"

		"Yup. She doesn't want you unless it's your own decision."

		"She told you so?"

		"No. But I'm still sure of it."

		"Yeah, I guess you're right." Oxana conceded and fell silent.

		"You're afraid you might enjoy it, right?" Kylie's voice was soft.

		Oxana didn't respond for a while. "Yeah, maybe. You know she won't just have us as her lovers."

		"Yes, I know. She wants more, much more."

		"Everything."

		"Yup."

		"Are you ready to give that?"

		"I'm not sure. But I know that I want to try. She seems like the right person to try it with."

		"Uh huh." Once again Oxana fell silent. Her voice was barely audible when she went on. "It's against everything I believe, you know."

		"Yes, I know. Me too. I still want to do it. Come on, Oxana, give yourself some time. Come along and look how it turns out for me. You can always back out."

		“Yeah, and until then I won’t even get to cum,” Oxana giggled.

		“Hmm, maybe you could sneak in an orgasm when she’s asleep. I sure won’t tell on you,” Kylie replied grinning and winking.

		"That's true. OK. I'll stay with you at least until we reach Cancún." 

		"Woohoo! That's so great!" Oxana smiled at her friend's enthusiasm and let herself be kissed over and over by Kylie. "Stop it, Kylie, stop it now," she laughed and got up. "Let's go, I'm hungry."

		 

		"Is this OK, Ma'am?" Kylie posed on the aft deck, wearing a very short baby blue pleated skirt and a white tube top that accentuated her slender body. 

		"Uh huh. Very sexy," Cassandra, who was wearing a long cotton skirt and a black sleeveless blouse, said.

		"Oh." Kylie blushed. "It's slutty, though, isn't it?"

		"Babe. This is the last warning. You're never slutty."

		"Yes, Ma'am. I won't forget." They sat side by side, waiting for Oxana to come from the shower. "It's cool that she stays."

		"Yup." Cassandra had a good feeling about Oxana. The girl was far too curious to back out, but she needed to give the girl some time to come to her own conclusion. No need to rush, they'd be all alone on the ship for quite some time.

		"Are you done yet? I'm starving!" Kylie called her friend after a while.

		"Yeah, I'm coming. You can't hurry beauty, like you can't hurry love," Oxana answered, singing the last part to the song. A minute later she appeared in the hatch. And she was stunning. Her big, dark eyes were shining, the dark locks pulled to the side and falling on her tanned shoulder and her lips were as red as God had intended them. She wore a white miniskirt and a red blouse, a black lacy bra peeking from the cleavage.

		"You look fantastic," Cassandra complimented her.

		"Thank you," Oxana replied. "We go? I'm starving, too."

		The three women turned a lot of heads as they walked through the harbor and along the boardwalk to a restaurant that Cassandra knew from previous visits. The waiter showed them to a table overlooking the sea.

		"Do you want a drink before dinner?"

		"Yes. We'll have a glass of Chablis each."

		Oxana and Kylie exchanged glances. The woman sure didn’t waste no time to take control

		"To Beauty!" Cassandra toasted. The girls chimed in and they sipped. "So, who's wearing panties?"

		For a moment nobody answered, then both girls grinned and raised their hand. 

		"Well, I should have mentioned before. Panties are off limits on the Artemis. So are bras," she added, turning to look at Oxana. "You want dinner, you take them off." Both girls hesitated, looked at each other, then started to rise.

		"Whoaa ... no, no, no. You take them off here and put them on the table. But before you do that you get them dripping wet. I want to smell you on them." Cassandra smiled her loveliest smile at the two girls.

		They both stared at her, couldn't believe what they just heard. 

		"I told you," Kylie finally said to her friend with a grin.

		"What did you tell her?"

		"That you want all of us."

		"Nah, just your underwear. For now." Again that killer smile as Cassandra watched the two girls blush slightly. But then they proved to be real horny and sexed-up gals who didn't mind too much to reach beneath the table and up their their skirts, their eyes never leaving Cassandra's as they played with themselves, getting aroused both by their skilled fingers and the knowledge that people might be looking, knowing or at least guessing what they were doing.

		"Can we cum?" Oxana asked cheekily after a while, putting down the glass.

		"Kylie can, if she wants. You know what you have to do before you get permission."

		Oxana pouted and at the same time lifted one of her asscheeks to pull off her panty, then the other, sliding the panty down and picking it up while looking into Cassandra's eyes all the time. Before she put the panty on the table she reached beneath her skirt once again, her legs spread wide, rubbing herself with the black lace.

		Then she reached across the table and put the panty right next to Cassandra's fork. "There you go. Enjoy," she added as Cassandra lifted the tiny garment to her nose and sniffed it.

		"Thank you, love. You smell wonderful. I bet you taste even better."

		They both watched as Kylie gripped the table with her free hand, her body trembling slightly and her teeth biting her lower lip as she came. 

		"She's such a sex crazed bimbo," Oxana giggled.

		"You would have done the same in her place," Cassandra stated matter of factly.

		Oxana continued to watch her friend, then directed her gaze towards Cassandra. "Yes, Ma'am, I think you're right." She excused herself, went to the ladies room and came back a minute later, the black lace bra dangling from her fingers. "Here, Ma'am, since they're not allowed I figured I can just as well do it right."

		"Thank you, Oxana," Cassandra beamed. She was sure the girl would come around soon.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4 - Here be Pussies

		 

		
They left early the next morning. The sun was turning the eastern sky orange and the sea lay quiet as Cassandra motored the Artemis out of the harbor. There was only a faint breeze and the air was still a bit chilly, but the day promised to be one of those cloudless tropical days. Once outside the harbor Cassandra directed the girls to set the sails.

		She watched them as they worked to get the sails up, working quiet and concentrated, intent on doing it right. She also explained the names and functions of all the winches and ropes,

		"I want you both to be able to sail her on your own," she said, setting a course that would bring them to Habana, Cuba.

		"I thought Americans are not allowed to visit Cuba?" Kylie asked once everything was done and the Artemis was slowly sailing.

		"And who says I'm American?"

		"Oh ... right." Kylie realized that they didn't know anything about the woman. Or not much, anyway, apart from the fact that she was a terrific lover as she had once again experienced last night, very rich, knew what she wanted and how to get it.

		"I'm Canadian but I grew up in the States. On the Chesapeake. That's where I learned sailing, from my father. Had my own advertising company which I've sold two weeks ago. Now I want to just enjoy life. And you," Cassandra smiled. "Now strip, it's warm enough now to be naked."

		Oxana and Kylie didn't hesitate for a second. They enjoyed being naked and doing it because they were ordered to strip just added a little bit of thrill.

		"You go and prepare breakfast," Cassandra said to Oxana. "You kneel down and please me," she ordered Kylie, pulling down her shorts and spreading her legs. 

		The blonde girl eagerly knelt down and started to caress Cassandra, her hands on her ass, the tip of her tongue on her lips and already poised to taste Cassandra's pussy. She loved that, loved to kneel at her feet, loved the taste and smell of her pussy, the touch of her warm skin, loved Cassandra's hand in her hair, gently stroking or holding tight, pressing her face onto her dripping sex. She loved all of that and in that moment she decided she would make it clear that she wanted to serve Cassandra, be her ... well, be her what? Servant? Girl? Slave? Yeah, slave, that was it. She wanted to be Cassandra's sex slave. She looked up at Cassandra and started to lick her cunt, parting her lips, slowly and tenderly, her heart racing with the knowledge that this was her place, that this was what she wanted to do. Cassandra didn't look down, her eyes fixed on the horizon as she steered the ship but Kylie saw her smile, then heard a soft moan when her tongue flicked the clit a few times.

		She got bolder, licked faster, teased the entrance of Cassandra's dripping cunt with a finger while she sucked the throbbing clit. Cassandra began to roll her hips with the rhythm of the finger fucking her and when Kylie added a second finger and picked up the pace she let out a gasp and reached for the girl's hair, pressing her down on her cunt and at the same time holding back, making the girl work hard. But finally she couldn't hold back anymore, Kylie's skilled tongue and lips and fingers drove her towards a powerful orgasm fast and she came on the girl's face, flooding her with her juices which Kylie eagerly lapped up, not wanting to spill a single drop.

		The two women remained like this for several more minutes, both of them unaware that Oxana had been watching them for some time, her own cunt throbbing and wet, all her lips parted and moist with her arousal.

		Just when Kylie pulled back from Cassandra's crotch, the scent and taste of pussy still filling her senses, about to beg Cassandra to let her be her slave, Oxana announced that breakfast was ready.

		Reluctantly Kylie got up, waited until Cassandra had fixed the helm after checking their course and followed her to the aft deck. She was quite a bit pissed off at her friend's timing, but then she figured that she would have lots of opportunities to do what she just had wanted to do. 

		The first opportunity came as soon as they had finished breakfast, but once again Kylie missed it. She had just cleaned the table and done the dishes and was poised to get out and kneel at Cassandra's feet when Cassandra called her and told her that the next lesson in sailing was about to start. 

		"The wind has changed, now I'll teach you how to cruise against the wind."

		"Against the wind? We can sail against the wind?" Oxana wasn't sure whether Cassandra was pulling their leg.

		"Yes, my dear. Or do you think sailing ships can only go where the wind blows?"

		"Hmm, nah, I guess I never thought about it before."

		"I'm sure you've done it before, with Derek. But maybe you've been to busy fucking and sucking him," Cassandra replied dryly and watched the brunette blush beneath her tan.

		"OK, what we need to do is sail in a zig-zag course. Every two or three miles we do a jibe. The idea is to sail against the wind but never leave our general course."

		"A jibe?"

		"Yup. A jibe is a turn. When we do a jibe you two have to work fast, bring the sail to the other side and fix it again, if you're too slow we lose all our speed." She went on to explain the girls which ropes they had to loosen, what to do with the sails, how to tie the ropes.

		"For a start, you have one minute. If the sail isn't fixed and set after a minute, you'll be punished. Of course if you manage to do it you get rewarded, too," she added with a mischievous grin.

		"Punished? Huh? We're not little schoolgirls," Oxana protested.

		"No, you're not. You're sailors. On my ship. Where I get to make the rules." Cassandra once again smiled her sweetest smile, but there was no question that she meant every word she was saying.

		There was a cheeky and somewhat intrigued undertone in Oxana's voice when she went on. "And? Are you going to spank our asses?"  

		"The thought has certainly crossed my mind." Cassandra told them to get ready for the jibe. "You know, sweetheart, in your place I wouldn't focus on the punishment. I'd make sure to get the reward. Or maybe you'd like to get your ass spanked?"

		The two women stared at each other for a moment while Kylie entertained the mental image of herself lying across Cassandra's legs, squirming as she was being spanked.

		"Err, can we start now?" she eventually said.

		"Yeah, right. One minute. On my command. Ready?"

		"Yup," both girls replied in unison. Cassandra checked her watch, then gave them commands, watching the sails and the girls working on the ropes, spun the helm, ducking when the beam came across the boat, called them to pull the rope holding the beam tight again and finally checked the watch again.

		"54 seconds. OK for the first time."

		"So we get a reward?" Oxana asked.

		"Yup. You can go get three cokes."

		"A coke? Hmm. Maybe we should have fucked up and gotten our asses spanked," Oxana teased Cassandra, ducking beneath the beam. 

		"A spanking can always be arranged for those who want one," Cassandra said, turning towards Kylie. Their eyes met and for a minute they looked at each other and even when Oxana came back, carrying three frosted cans of coke, neither of the two women took notice of her. Both saw in the other's eyes what they wanted, Cassandra waiting patiently for Kylie to do what she wanted to do, Kylie working up her courage to do exactly that.

		Oxana stopped babbling and looked from Cassandra to Kylie and back again, watched in awe as her friend finally sank to her knees and crawled across the roof of the cabin, until she reached Cassandra's legs. For a last time Kylie looked in Cassandra's eyes, then she laid across her legs, raising her butt, presenting the firm, smooth asscheeks, knowing that there was no way back now.

		For several minutes nothing happened. Cassandra just tenderly caressed Kylie's butt with one hand, the other in her hair, stroking it for a while, then taking it in a firm grip. She stroked the silky buttocks; let her fingers trail down the crack and along the creases where the buttocks met the thighs, all the time losing herself in the sight of that perfect ass, knowing that it would be hers from now on, even if neither of them had said so until now. The caresses got firmer, more demanding, kind of, Cassandra's hands kneaded the girl's flesh harder, warmed it and prepared it for what was to come. 

		Oxana looked mesmerized, almost forgetting to breathe. Just like Cassandra and Kylie she sensed that this wasn't just about a spanking. She knew that Kylie was giving herself away, accepted to be the older woman's servant. Or slave.

		She jumped when Cassandra quickly raised her hand and brought it down even much quicker, the loud slap followed by an even louder yelp from Kylie. All the time Oxana never looked away, her eyes transfixed by the sight of that perfect ass slowly turning rosy, then pink and finally crimson. Kylie's screams got louder as the pain got more intense, then they slowly faded again, until all that was left was a soft whimpering.

		Cassandra looked at Oxana again as she let her hand rest on Kylie's heated skin. She noticed the tip of the brunette's tongue between her lips, the glistening between her legs, very much like the dew on the petals of a rose, all that gave her away. 

		In this moment Cassandra knew that she'd have Oxana too, and soon. "Go bring me the ointment from the bath, the one for bruised skin," she finally said. 

		Kylie lay motionless. Her ass might have been on fire like never before, but her mind was at rest. It definitely hurt, but the pain was far outweighed by the pleasure and joy she felt to lay here across Cassandra's lap and let her do with her as she deemed fit. She wanted to turn, wanted to kneel and prostrate herself at Cassandra's feet, but she was firmly held in place and so she relaxed again, the heat from the spanking still spreading through her body.

		"Here," Oxana said as she returned, holding out the tube, her eyes again on her friend's pink butt. 

		Cassandra looked up, then shook her head. "You do it."

		Surprised, Oxana's eyes met those of Cassandra, then wandered back to Kylie's ass. Then she slowly knelt down, opened the tube and squeezed a generous amount of cream on her palm. She warmed it and started to very gently rub it on her friend's ass. The girl whimpered a bit, but the soothing cream soon did what it was supposed to do and alleviated the pain. 

		"It's a very nice butt, isn't it?" Cassandra asked

		"Yes, it is." There was no denying that Kylie indeed had a very nice ass. Firm and smooth and round, just like a butt needs to be.

		"Perfect even."

		"Yes."

		"And Kylie's a very brave and devoted girl."

		"That's true."

		"I think she deserves a nice reward." Cassandra's hand glided up Kylie's thigh, pushed her legs apart slightly, brushed over her pussy, just a little bit, then again, touching a bit more, finally gliding between the girl's lips, teasing her until Kylie started to moan softly.

		All the time Cassandra kept looking at Oxana, saw the girl's eyes following her hand. Oxana's hands were still laying on Kylies buttcheeks, feeling the heat that radiated from them. Everybody felt the sexual tension and if there hadn't been the slight breeze the air would have been filled with the scent of three women in heat.

		"Do you think she deserves a reward, too?" Cassandra asked.

		"Yes, I do."

		"Then I think you should reward her."

		Once again the two girls were taken by surprise. Especially Oxana, of course. Why should she reward Kylie, and, even more important, how? A coke, that much was clear, wouldn't exactly cut it. 

		"How should I reward her?" she finally asked.

		"That is entirely up to you. But it has to happen in the next fifteen minutes, because then we'll have to do the next jibe. And it has to be a real reward, something she'll enjoy a lot."

		Cassandra hadn't stopped to tease Kylie's cunt for the whole time and by now the girl was dripping wet and very aroused. 

		Oxana had a pretty good idea what her friend would enjoy, but she wasn't yet sure how to get here there. She watched as Cassandra brought her fingers to her mouth and carefully licked every drop of Kylie's juices off them, with a lot of 'hmm'-ing and smacking her lips while Kylie sighed with frustration as her pussy was left unattended, wanton and dripping hot as it was. Oxana's pussy was tingling like mad, too, by then, and she knew that there were three pussies on this boat which needed attention. She also knew, however, that hers would only get what it wanted if she'd do what Cassandra demanded. And then she had an idea, she wouldn't just do what Cassandra wanted her to do, but she'd do it much, much better. It was time to jump in the cold water. Or rather, into the hot wetness, as it was the case.

		"I can do what I want, as long as it is a reward for Kylie?”

		"Yes, Oxana. Whatever you want, but I want Kylie to really feel rewarded."

		Oxana nodded. Then she took Kylie's hand and helped her to her knees. It didn't look as if the girl could lie on her back, rest her flaming ass on the cabin, so it would have to work the other way round. She gently parted Cassandra's legs and lay on her back between them, her head resting on Cassandra’s lap, her hair tickling her pussy. Once settled she reached for Kylie's hand again.

		"Come and let me reward you." 

		Kylie, who hadn't talked in a while, but who of course had followed the whole scene with interest, wondering what her friend was up to, didn't need to be told twice.

		She winced when the skin on her behind was stretched as she straddled both her friend and Cassandra, but as soon as Oxana started to gingerly lick her folds that was forgotten, and when Cassandra whom she was facing, their faces only inches from each other, started to kiss her and pulled her close, the last thing on her mind was the stinging she still felt on her buttcheeks.

		She spread her legs wider and pulled up her knees to give Oxana the best possible access to her pussy, even if that increased the strain on her tender and sore butt. Closing her eyes in delightful pleasure, she slung her arms around Cassandra, their hard nipples boring into the other's breasts, hungry lips locked as if there was no tomorrow. She gasped when Oxana's tongue trailed the length of her slit, moaned into Cassandra's mouth when it reached her throbbing, swollen clit, shrieked when it flicked the rosy knob of her passion.

		And all the time Cassandra held her tight and close, one arm on her back, one on her head, messing with her hair, then, after a while, taking it in a firm grip.

		Another of Kylie's shrieks was muffled by Cassandra's tongue and lips. This time it was a shriek of pain, or maybe it was a mixture of pain and pleasure, nobody will ever know. For Oxana, although busy concentrating on the first cunnilingus of her life, still had the capacity to play with her friend's bruised ass and had spread the round orbs. She reached between Kylie's legs, fingered her for a moment, until her index finger was coated in hot juices, then she started to circle Kylie's butthole, pressing slightly, until the finger slipped inside almost by itself. Kylie's ass was fucked in a slow, steady rhythm, bringing the girl slowly close to an edge. 

		Cassandra, who felt like her girl was nearing an orgasm, pulled on Kylie's hair, until the girl was forced to reluctantly break the kiss, bending her head down and exposing her throat, which Cassandra started to kiss hard, leaving spots that would later be visible for days. At the same time Cassandra reached for Kylie's nipple, took it between two fingers, rolled it and pinched it, her lips never leaving Kylie's throat just like Oxana's never left her clit which she was now sucking and flicking with her tongue.

		"Cum!" Cassandra suddenly commanded, in a loud voice, and Kylie who was already struggling to hold back, although she wouldn't have been able to say why, Kylie came. She came hard, she came intense, and she came for a long time, her body finally falling slack in Cassandra's arms after much writhing and wiggling, her pussy flooding her friend's face.

		Her screams filled the clear blue sky, her moans and sobs were like music in Cassandra's eyes, only Oxana didn't get to hear much since she was still wedged between the two pairs of slender legs.

		Eventually Kylie collapsed against Cassandra, still shaking and trembling. She cried, as she always did when she experienced an uber-intense orgasm, which, alas, didn't happen nowhere near often enough.

		"What's up?" Cassandra asked, a bit concerned, feeling the hot tears running down her shoulders.

		"Nothing, Mistress. I'm just happy, is all."

		"Good. Very good. Now, honey, maybe you should get up, Oxana might need to breathe again." Nobody saw the glinting in Cassandra's eyes, nor did anybody see the big smile that crept over her face and remained there for the remainder of the day. Well, actually, both Kylie and Oxana got to see it, but since they themselves grinned sheepishly a lot during that day they didn't notice, or at least didn't know the reason of the smile.

		Oxana mumbled something, but since her mouth was still pressed to her friend's pussy, it wasn't clear whether she said that she was fine or whether she was crying for air.

		Kylie kissed Cassandra once again, then she moved away but kept kneeling at Cassandra's side. Oxana, her face glistening with Kylie's juices, turned around and got on her knees, too. She, however, remained on all fours. She still wanted to do this better than just good, and as far as she was concerned she had only completed half of her task.

		"Cassandra, I would like to ..." Oxana paused, searching for the right word. "I want to please you, too."

		"You liked it?"

		A small hesitation. Truth was that Oxana would have preferred to suck a dick, or, even better, feel it inside herself. But experiencing how intense Kylie had cum was something she had enjoyed a lot. And her taste, well, it wasn’t all that different from her own and Oxana had always loved to suck her own juices off her fingers or a cock. "Yes, I enjoyed it."

		"And you have done very well. I bet Kylie thinks so too."

		"Yes. It was great," Kylie said.

		"Thank you." Oxana smiled at her friend, with a hint of embarrassment. Her naturally tan cheeks got a bit darker, too. "You taste like ... pussy, by the way." She giggled, then looked at Cassandra again, still waiting for the older woman's answer.

		"You may please me, Oxana. But first, there's business to do. Up, girls, we're still on a ship!"

		The fifteen minutes Cassandra had mentioned had of course long passed and after the girls had brought around the ship for the next lag of the cruise, following Cassandra's orders, she went on to explain how they'd make sure they'd stay on course. Then she took the helm again.

		"Bring me the big black bag from my cabin, please," she asked the two girls. 

		It was a heavy bag and they had to work hard to get it up to the aft deck, wondering what might be inside. Once that was done, Kylie was instructed to take some time off, at least until the next jibe was due, while Oxana was beckoned up to the helm.

		"You girl, may now kneel before me and please me. But first I want to kiss you. I bet you still smell perfectly of pussy." That was exactly the case, and the mix of Oxana's scent and that of Kylie's pussy was so delicious that Cassandra kept kissing the girl for a long time. At long last she broke the kiss and whispered, "I know you'll do your best. And you know that you'll be rewarded, just as nice as Kylie has been rewarded."

		Oxana didn't say anything. She just went down on her knees, her eyes never leaving Cassandra's, not even when the blonde looked away to check the compass and the sails, kept looking up all the time while her tongue and lips and teeth did exactly what she herself would have liked. And as far as she could tell, she was doing well. She took her time, no need to rush, they were in no hurry, but eventually Cassandra reached down and pressed her head firmer to her pussy. 

		A few minutes later, the woman at the helm cried out in passion, her knuckles turning white on the rudder, her other hand pressing the petite girl's face onto her hot sex, rubbing herself on it, her eyes now closed, her knees getting weak and mellow as the orgasm rushed through her body.

		"That was great, my love," she whispered after she had pulled Oxana to her feet again. Then she kissed and licked her own juices from the girl's face, savouring every drop. The expression in Oxana's face hadn't escaped her attention and when she reached down and pushed a finger inside Oxana's wanton cunt she found no resistance at all. The girl spread her legs to give her perfect access, and whether she did it on purpose or whether it was done unconsciously didn't matter at all.

		 

		One jibe later they all sat on the benches of the aft deck, the girls on the starboard side, Cassandra on the port, facing them. Between them stood the black leather bag.

		"Did you even notice how you called me after Oxana had given you your well deserved reward?" she asked Kylie.

		The blonde thought for a moment. But apparently she had forgotten what she had said in her post-orgasmic bliss. She shook her head.

		Oxana giggled. "That's what happens when all your blood pools in your pussy and none is left for your brain," she teased her friend. "You called her Mistress."

		"I did? Really?" 

		Cassandra and Oxana both nodded. "Yes, really."

		Kylie blushed as she pondered this, then she knelt on the deck on what little space there was, in front of Cassandra. "Yes. Sounds right to me. I would love if you'd allow me to call you Mistress." She was aware of the fact that it had all happened awfully fast, but it felt right. Besides, there couldn't anything go wrong, could there? 

		Cassandra didn't reply. She zipped the bag open, rummaged around in it for a moment, then produced a collar. "I'd be honored if you'd call me Mistress," she answered. She locked the collar around Kylie's neck. "You'll have to wear this, though. The moment you take it of, you're not my girl anymore. Understood?"

		"Yes, Mistress."

		"And you'll wear this during the day, too." She took something from the bag that looked like a piece of red string with some little golden chains. And that was exactly what it was. It was a tiny bikini bottom as became evident when Cassandra tied the red string around Kylie's hips, then pulled the remaining one with the chains through her legs. In the end her pussy was beautifully framed and pushed out a little bit by the golden chains, while nothing was actually covered.

		"Show us." 

		Kylie got up, turned around herself, bent over and presented herself as good as she could.

		"Wow!" Oxana exclaimed. "That's ... hot, to say the least. Is it Wicked Weasel?" she asked Cassandra who didn't wonder too much why a girl like Oxana would know WW.

		"Nah. ALS."

		"ALS? Never heard of. But they sure make good bikinis. Although this is rather a pussy advertising device than a bikini," Oxana stated giggling.

		"Yup, that's exactly what it is about. And ALS is 'All Ladies Shaved', a porn site cum-beachwear-dealer.”

		That was more or less exactly like Kylie felt, like a porn star getting ready for a shoot. If anything, the bikini made her feel even more naked than she had felt before when she wasn't wearing anything at all. But that was fine with her. If Cassandra wanted it that way, this was the way it was. But still, despite all her momentary enthusiasm, there was a small, nagging voice that asked where this would all lead to. But for the time being she had no problem dismissing that thought.

		"Want one too?" Cassandra asked Oxana.

		"No ... not yet. But ... what about my reward?" Oxana replied grinning.

		"Right. Your reward. Kylie will reward you." Cassandra reached into the bag again. "Left or right?"

		"Sorry?"

		"Left hand or right?"

		"Errr ... left," Oxana said after a moment's consideration.

		"Sorry, that was the wrong choice." Cassandra retracted her left hand from the bag. It was empty. Then she pulled out the right, in which she held a weird shaped dildo and a leather harness. She held it out for the girls to see. The harness had a ring which would held the dildo, the smaller part of the artificial cock going into the pussy of the girl wearing the harness, the other, well, the other would go into whoever was going to be fucked with it.

		"But then again, I'm the captain, I decide. And I want to see Kylie fuck you. So. You get fucked." She grinned, especially when she saw the lustful expression on the girls' faces as they eyed the dildo and the harness. 

		"Come here, love," Cassandra said to Kylie. She inserted the double dildo in the harness, then unhooked Kylie's bikini bottom. Sliding the shorter end of the dildo into the girl's cunt was easy since the path was already well lubricated.

		"Take it easy in the beginning, until you get a feeling for it. OK?" Cassandra said as she buckled the harness around her girl.

		"Yes, Mistress." Kylie answered, then she gasped as the weight of the dildo sticking out from her crotch teased and spread her own cunt.

		"Ready for a thorough fucking, Oxana?" she asked, standing broad-legged, hands on her hips and making exaggerated fucking motions like Brad Pitt did in "Thelma and Louise".

		"Have you ever seen me not ready for a good fucking?" Oxana replied, quite rhetorically.

		"Nope," Kylie conceded. She made a step forward, the dildo whipping up and down in front of her. “Woohoo, feels good when it bounces,” she cried. "Now spread 'em, babe!" she commanded, with a voice that should have induced instant obedience but wasn't too convincing. Still, being the randy gal she was, Oxana leaned back and spread her legs willingly, Kylie laid between her legs and pushed the dildo slowly into her waiting and wet cunt.

		"Oooohhh .... aaahhhh .... yessss," Oxana gasped as the dildo stretched and filled her. She said 'oooohhh' and 'aaahhh' and 'yesssss' a lot during the next hour, while Kylie fucked her in a variety of positions, carefully, gingerly even in the beginning, then, after she had gotten used to the feeling and had figured out how to handle the artificial cock, with more confidence, pounding into Oxana's cunt with more power and ploughing deeper.

		Finally, when Oxana was about to get close to the edge, needing just a little bit more to be pushed into an orgasm, Kylie had her kneel on the deck, pushing her forward until her head was between Cassandra's legs again.

		And so it happened that Oxana wasn't only fucked the first time in her life by another woman, but that she also had the first threesome at the same time. Nobody heard her screams when she finally came, for they were perfectly muffled by Cassandra's cunt. But both Kylie and Cassandra saw her body twitch and writhe as wave after wave of a powerful orgasm washed over Oxana. However, Kylie didn't stop but kept grinding slowly into her friend's pussy, knowing that this would prolong her orgasm, and she certainly wanted to return the favour her friend had granted her.

		Oxana had had a few very good fuckings in her life, but she couldn't remember one that had lasted so long, at least not without the guy having to slow down. And when she was pushed face forwards into Cassandra's crotch, every thrust of Kylie pressing her further into the hot snatch, she automatically started to lick and tease and nibble and suck as if she had never done anything else.

		They all came. Not together, but that was no biggy. Oxana was first, was forced to pause for a while in her efforts to make Cassandra cum too, but soon resumed her task and a few minutes later it was Cassandra who felt an orgasm rush through her body. Kylie was last. She rammed the dildo deep inside Oxana's cunt, forced her friend's legs together to keep it firmly wedged in place, then moved her body to feel as much of the smaller strap-on inside her cunt as possible. It wasn't enough, though, and so she reached down and rubbed her clit until she collapsed on her friend in blissful oblivion.

		Spent, smeared with juices and content the three women remained like this for some time, until Cassandra got in charge again.

		"Up, girls, up! You, Kylie, get the helm. You Oxana, get the beam around. One minute, all alone, or it's your ass that will hurt next."

		The girls hurried to get everything ready, Oxana, who was still only partially coherent, tried to remember which line to untie where and where to tie it again but eventually did it right, or at least almost. She got the clove hitch wrong in her hurry when she tied the sheet of the boom (they had learned in the meantime that it wasn't a rope but a sheet and a boom, not a beam) to the boat again. 

		And so the boom came lose pretty soon, swung out and the Artemis careened precariously. She didn't capsize, though, and after a few frantic minutes the three women had her under control again.

		As soon as everything was running fine again and the ship was on course Cassandra sent the two girls down to prepare something to eat. They ate, or rather, they wolfed down what they had put on the table, because they were terribly hungry after all the fucking and sucking and cumming.

		When the table was empty again except for three cups of scalding coffee Oxana knelt before Cassandra. She waited a moment, gathering her thoughts, before she spoke.

		"I think you should punish me, Ma'am," she said.

		"And why should I do that?" Cassandra replied.

		"Because I fucked up."

		Cassandra looked at the petite girl in front of her. Then she shook her head. "No, it wasn't your fault. I should have checked the knots."

		"But ..."

		Cassandra reached for Oxana's chin and lifted the girl’s head. "Girl, when I say it wasn't your fault, there is no more but, understood?"

		She waited until the girl nodded. "Good girl. Now that is settled I just want you to know that if you want a spanking that can always be arranged." She grinned at Oxana. When she saw the glinting in the girl's eyes she knew that sooner or later the girl wouldn't only want to be her slave too, she'd very likely also beg for a spanking, just because she wanted to know how it felt. She had indeed found the two perfect girls.

		 

		
The next couple of days were more of the same. The girls were busy learning as much as they could about handling the ship. Cassandra was very pleased with their efforts and progress and so there were a lot of rewards. Neither of them seemed to tire and Cassandra couldn't help but smile when she watched the two youngsters in their lustfulness and playfulness. 

		Kylie still wasn't used to the way her body and especially her pussy was on display and found herself often looking down at her chain-framed pussy, wondering whether she'd be in this attire even if they met other people. That wasn't very likely, as long as they were in the middle of the Caribbean, but Cuba wasn't that far away and sooner or later they were bound to meet another ship. 

		Oxana got to wear even less. Just a fine chain around her waist with a pendant hanging down the front that teased her cunt whenever she moved. Already by default the randy girl she was, she found herself constantly aroused, which was exactly how Cassandra wanted her. And Oxana didn't mind that much, or at all. 

		On the evening of the day on which Oxana had pleased her Kylie asked Cassandra whether she would be bound, simply because she figured that this was what Mistresses did with their slaves. OK, granted, she also asked because she wanted to know how it felt to be bound. One guy once had tied her wrists to the headboard of her bed with her stockings, then had went on to tease and fuck her for hours. She had enjoyed that thoroughly, although not the part when he had gone down on her and his stubble had tickled and scratched her somewhat awfully. But that hadn't lasted very long, the promise of sweet and tight pussy to plunge into had been too much for the guy to waste too much time between her legs.

		"Yes, you will. But not here on the ship. You'll always have your arms and legs free while we're at sea."

		"Why not at sea, Mistress?"

		"Because it's too dangerous to have you trussed up like a Thanksgiving turkey should something happen."

		"But what could happen here? There's nothing but water," Kylie said, scanning the horizon, noticing that maybe she sounded a bit too eager to be 'trussed up like a Thanksgiving turkey'.

		"It wouldn't be the first time a ship is wrecked by running onto a drifting container or a log," Cassandra replied. "But I see, you're eager to get the feeling," she added with a smile and went down into the cabin. When she re-emerged she held a leash in her hand which she clipped to Kylie's collar, then to the base of the rudder. "Feel better now?"

		Kylie blushed. It was a weird feeling, to kneel at her Mistress' feet, leashed like a dog. Or, more precisely, like a slave. But yes, indeed, it felt weird, but in a good way. Apparently her pussy thought the same because it was tingling like mad. "Yes, Mistress," she finally whispered with a broad, although somewhat embarrassed smile, "it feels good."

		"Thought so. You may thank me properly for making you feel good, love." 

		 

		


		

	
		

		Chapter 5 - Multi-legged poor Guys

		 

		


		Cancún is, like many if not all beach resorts all over the world, an ugly place. It used to be a beautiful spot on the western shore of the Caribbean, but then someone decided that the best way to make a lot of money was to turn the beautiful spot into an ugly one. The money would be rolling in as soon as the palm trees had made way for concrete and the profits would soar if people had pools filled with the water from depleted aquifers to swim in since the sea wasn't suitable for that anymore because it was polluted by the sewage of those who flew in on their hard earned dollars.

		It's the same all over the world. Sharm el Sheikh in Egypt, Kuta Beach in Bali, the Adriatic Sea, most of Thailand's coasts, almost all of Florida (coming to think of it, especially Florida): it doesn't really matter where you go, you'll find the same crap, cheap plastic souvenirs Made in China, even cheaper towels and sunglasses, also Made in China, and last, but certainly not least, crappy T-shirts with stupid prints on them, except that those are Made in Myanmar.

		If it weren't for the booze you wouldn't even notice whether you're in México linda or in Kho Samui. Well, OK, the locals in Thailand look a bit different than those in México, but with any luck you won't even meet a native while you stay at the Holiday Inn in Cancún. Or Pattaya. 

		But the booze is different. You get Smirnoff in Phuket but Stolichnaya in Cabo San Lucas. Of course you could also get wasted on cheap Mekong Whiskey in Da Nang and pissed on Ron de Caña in Punta Cana, but you shouldn't do that if you're not exceptionally adventurous.

		Other than the booze, those places are interchangeable. Lots of fat, sunburned Europeans, Americans, Canadians and, in Southeast Asia, Aussies, wearing crappy T-shirts Made in Myanmar and cheap sunglasses Made in China, thinking they own the world because their Euros, Dollars and Pounds buy them everything they can dream of. For two weeks, anyway. Or even for just a couple of days, if we're talking about the hordes of oversexed and underfucked teens and early tweens that swarm to those places during spring break, either to get wasted on cheap booze and laid, if they are male, or to get wasted and star in Girls Gone Wild XXVII (although, admittedly, the series could already be at XXVIII or even XXIX) if they're female. 

		Like their overweight compatriots, those youngsters are of course completely oblivious to the fact that there is a twice as nice and half as expensive place just a few miles from where they're staying. But even if they knew they'd probably still go to the spoiled, expensive place, mostly because there they get Stolichnaya and have a pool to swim (and sometimes drown) in. And of course because everybody else goes there, too. Which, in a way, is perfect, since it makes sure that the perfect, unspoilt place remains perfect and unspoilt, at least for another couple of years, until a crooked politician along with his cronies, usually local building contractors, decide that the place desperately needs to be spoiled.

		Cancún, as has been already stated above, is no exception to this rule. 

		But ... wait! 

		Cancún?!? Weren't our three heroines sailing towards La Habana, Cuba? Weren't they thinking of beautiful, although somewhat derelict, colonial calles, handsome gigolos (admittedly, those can't only be found in Cuba, but Cuba, like Jamaica, certainly has a good reputation among single woman in need of a thorough two-week holiday shagging) and Habana Club?

		They weren't, although two of them were completely unaware of the fact that the bowsprit of the Artemis wasn't pointing at Fidel's declared communist paradise but towards the Yucatán peninsula. Luckily one of them was well aware of where they were heading, or our tale would end soon, with a beautiful and sleek thirty-six-footer running aground somewhere on the northern shores of Cuba.

		Cassandra had said that they were heading to Cuba and in the first two days after leaving the US they actually had sailed on a southern course, but then she had changed direction without telling the girls, wondering whether they would notice. 

		But the girls, despite being smart and intelligent girls, hadn't noticed that the rising sun hadn't shone on their left sides anymore but into the crack of their perfect asses when they stood at the helm in the morning. Basically they had been too busy licking each other, tanning their bodies, cumming and learning to handle the ship, and although Cassandra had started to teach them the basics about navigation, they were too concerned to keep the Artemis on the course Cassandra had set.

		But that was no biggie. They would learn that, too, in due time. They would get the feel for the Artemis, notice how she was doing and what kind of weather they were in even when waking up in the middle of the night. They would, actually, wake up in the middle of the night because their subconscious felt the change in the movement of the ship, like when she started to roll on her sides because the wind had changed. It would take time, but there was plenty of time.

		And so, when Kylie shouted from the helm where she stood broad-legged, not because she was displaying her chain-framed pussy on purpose but because you always stand broad legged at the helm of a ship, that there was land in sight, Cassandra was the only one who knew that it was México and not Cuba.

		"Just keep her on course. We'll come up in a few minutes," she answered. For once no pussy was being licked, no breasts were being fondled, no ass caressed and no lips kissed. Cassandra was busy on the internet, on the bed with her MacBook on her lap while Oxana was lying beside her, softly snoring after a long watch during the night. And Kylie stood at the helm, the morning sun shining into the crack of her perfect ass.

		"Aye, aye, Mistress." Kylie loved the wind in her hair, she loved the rolling of the ship beneath her, she loved the way it reacted to her whenever she turned the wheel to keep her on course and she loved the breeze that caressed her pussy. Her eyes went to the compass every other second, to make sure that the ship wasn't going anywhere it wasn't supposed to.

		But what she loved most, of course, being the sex-crazed babe she was, was the tingling between her legs, a reminder of a nice, slow and tender early morning fucking with the strap-on worn by her Mistress. She also loved the feeling and smell of Cassandra's dried juices on her face. 

		She watched the coast, a thin dark line on the horizon that only after some time became a line of white sand beneath green palms or trees. She was quite excited, too. After all she had left her home a year ago with the idea to learn English and have as good a time as possible during her stay in Atlanta, then go back to Düsseldorf and start studying. And now she was here, standing stark naked at the helm of quite a large yacht, whose owner she referred to as Mistress. Her pussy wasn't only framed but beautifully displayed by a triangle of golden chains, it was tingling whenever she thought of what had already happened on this cruise and it buzzed even more when she daydreamed about what might yet happen. It also got moist when she caught a whiff of her Mistress' scent that still clung to her face. Or maybe it was Oxana's, or, most likely, a mixture of both. She reached more or less unconsciously between her legs, touched herself lightly, her pussy lips neatly folded around her index finger as she slowly slid it back and forth across her slit, coating it with juices. Not daring to go any further than some innocent teasing she stopped and lifted the finger to her face to lick her sweet nectar off of it. 

		
She was unaware that she had been watched by Cassandra for some time. Neither was she aware about how much the older woman admired her beauty. She didn't even hear the shutter of Cassandra's Canon E5. 

		Cassandra photographed her with her hand between her legs, reaching up and licking her finger, then when the girl reached back to scratch an itch on her buttock, the pink of her pussy was visible between her spread legs in those pics that she took straight from the back, her perky small tits in those that showed her in semi-profile. In every frame the girl's long blonde hair was whipped about her shoulders by the wind which had picked up early in the morning and turned the sea choppy and rolling.

		Kylie only got aware of Cassandra's presence when the captain climbed up the two steps and joined her at the rudder and planted a passionate kiss on her lips.

		"Oh, you've got a camera?" she said when she saw the camera.

		"Yup, want to see how beautiful you are?" Cassandra kissed her again, this time on Kylie's blushing cheek. It was too lovely, the slender, naked and proud girl blushing just because she had been told that she was beautiful.

		"Yes, please."

		Cassandra showed her. 

		"Oh. Porn?" Kylie sounded a bit worried.

		"No, sweetheart. Not porn. Not even nekkid pics." Cassandra kissed her girl again, then softly spoke in her ear. "Images of an extremely beautiful woman enjoying life and herself. She just happens to be naked, is all. She also happens to be my girl," she added. "Even your orgasms are mine." Just to prove her point she reached between Kylies legs and fingered her until the girl came.

		As soon as Kylie was able to concentrate on something other than her trembling body and her mind wasn't focused on her dripping pussy anymore, Cassandra asked her whether she knew where they were.

		"That's Cuba," Kylie said, pointing, "and we're going to run into it in about an hour if we don't stop or change course."

		"Uh huh. You're right. We better do something about that. Any idea what to do and where to go?"

		"Change our course, but to be honest, I don't have an idea in which direction. Or take down the sails, drop anchor, swim to shore and have sex in the surf."

		"Sounds like a perfect plan. That's what we're going to do. Then, as soon as the stars are out, you and Oxana can try to figure out where we are."

		 

		And so it happened. Kylie was instructed on how to get the sails down and how to pack them around the booms, then they slowly drifted towards the coast with the motor running on idle should there be a problem, until the anchor caught and the boat swung around and began to roll slowly in the waves, the poop pointing towards the beach which was about two hundred yards away, the prow facing the waves.

		"I'll be inside for another thirty minutes," Cassandra announced once she was sure that everything was as it should be.

		"Yes Mistress," Kylie replied and sat down on the aft deck to look at the beach. It was deserted, no sign of life, just a wide band of white sand that vanished on the horizons on either side and behind that band a mass of green. This was about as close to paradise as Kylie could imagine. She also imagined herself on all fours in the surf, Cassandra fucking her doggy style with the strap-on while she was busy pleasing Oxana. Or in fact any other combo she could imagine, with or without the strap-on. By the time she got aware of the sound of a motor she was highly aroused and dripping wet.

		The boat was only fifty yards away and closing. It was a small fishing boat with two guys, one of them handling the outboard motor, the other standing in the prow. Kylie flushed when she suddenly remembered that she was naked and darted behind the cover of the cabin.

		"Mistress," she shouted, "there are people in a boat."

		"So? Say hello to them and ask them what they want."

		"But ..."

		"But?"

		'But I'm naked,' Kylie wanted to reply. 'No, I'm not just naked, I'm wearing the sluttiest piece of garment anybody could think of, it advertises my pussy as if I were a porn star, or a whore.' But she didn't. She just swallowed hard, determined to obey her Mistress' orders, even if it was tough. There was no way she'd back out of what she had agreed to the first time it got difficult.

		And so she stepped from the cover of the cabin onto the aft deck, already blushed a deep crimson but blushing even more when she saw that the guy's eyes nearly popped out upon seeing her.

		"Buenos Dias," she greeted them, her knowledge of Spanish already exhausted. Her right hand was covering her crotch but she needed the left to steady herself on the rolling boat and so her perky tits were in plain view of the two guys.

		"Hola chica," one of them managed to say, after staring open-mouthed at her for some time. Then he went on, holding something up for her to see, but Kylie was completely lost and she didn't recognize what he held in his hand.

		Finally she motioned for him to wait, then shouted into the cabin for Oxana. It took the girl a few minutes to wake up and get out and in the meantime the fishing boat had drifted closer. The younger of the two men, the one standing in the prow, carefully pulled down a fender from the Artemis and tied their boat to the railing of the yacht. How he managed to do that without ever taking his eyes off Kylie's tits was a mystery.

		"Hola," Oxana greeted the two once she had emerged, her eyes still swollen from sleep, her hair a mess. But neither her eyes nor her hair was at the centre of the guys interest, their eyes were firmly trained on her full breasts and at the slit between her legs.

		They replied the greeting at the same time as Cassandra emerged from the cabin, wearing a blue sarong and a white tank top. "Hand," she quietly said to Kylie and smiled as the girl blushed even deeper when she reluctantly moved the hand that had until now hidden her pussy. 

		"Spread them, let them see your beauty," she added.

		Then she, too, hailed the two fishermen. "Ask them what they want, please," she told Oxana.

		But Oxana already knew. "They want to sell us langostas. Dunno what they're called in English."

		"Spiny lobster. Buy the three largest."

		The transaction was quickly done. The fishermen probably had ripped them off terribly, but they seemed like decent guys who could do with some extra income. And if there was one thing Cassandra didn't care about much, it was money. 

		"Ask them if they want a blowjob," Cassandra told Oxana as soon as the three critters were in a bucket on the Artemis.

		"Err ... I guess that's a rhetorical question, Ma'am," Oxana replied.

		"Right. OK, just tell them that you would love to give them a blowjob each."

		Oxana whipped her head around and stared at Cassandra in disbelief for at least a minute. But it was obvious that the woman hadn't joked. 

		"Go ahead, girl. They'll enjoy it."

		That, truth be told, was the understatement of the year. Yet Oxana still hesitated. It wasn't that she had a big problem with giving those guys a blowjob. But to be ordered to do so was yet something else than doing it because she herself wanted to.

		Still, she eventually turned again and talked to the guys. From the change in their expressions it was obvious that they indeed would enjoy being sucked by this gorgeous girl and so Oxana climbed into their boat, knelt on the floor, opened the young guy's fly, got his already erect cock out and started to give him head.

		When she sensed that he was about to cum she took it easier, wanting it to be a good blowjob, not just a quickie. That, at least, was what she told herself. Truth was, and she felt that too but wasn't yet ready to accept it, truth was that it was exciting and arousing to be ordered to suck those guys off. Her pussy, however, being smarter on certain matters than Oxana herself, had no problem accepting that fact and tingled and buzzed like a beehive on a sunny day.

		Eventually the guy came, shooting his load between Oxana's eager lips with small cries of pleasure, then let the girl lick him clean and tuck him in again. The guy's gaze was riveted to the perfection of her ass as she moved across the boat to the other guy at the motor, a wide grin of satisfaction firmly screwed to his face.

		"Keep the other guy's cum in your mouth to share it with my slave," Cassandra instructed Oxana as the girl knelt down to service the next fisherman. A side glance to Kylie showed that there apparently was no limit to how deep the girl could blush.

		
The second man didn't last so long, or maybe Oxana didn't keep herself back. Either way, her mouth was soon full of the man's jism, a few drops clinging to her lips and her chin as she climbed back aboard the Artemis.

		Without thinking twice she stepped in front of Kylie, embraced her, then pressed her lips to her friend's, sharing the booty she had snatched from the man's cock. Although snatched is probably the wrong word, at least it didn't make the impression as if the guy had been robbed off something he valued much, quite to the contrary.

		The girls tongue's danced around each others, sharing the jism and swirling it around in their mouths for some time, the fisherman's eyes all the time on them, and especially on Oxana's shapely ass.

		 

		At last they were on their way again, probably already discussing whether they should tell anybody about what they had experienced after a long night's hard work or whether they shouldn't bother at all since nobody would believe them anyway. They agreed on the latter. However, they also decided to make a short detour the next day, just to check whether this boat with the chicas locas was still anchored there.

		The chicas locas or at least two of them, for it wasn't sure whether the fishermen considered all of them crazy, in the meantime had broken their kiss and before anybody could say anything Oxana was kneeling in front of Cassandra.

		Her beautiful ass raised, her legs spread, and her back arched she pressed her tits on the deck, then slid a bit forward until she could kiss Cassandra's feet.

		"Mistress, please allow me to be your slave, too," she whispered and remained like this, lips pressed on the foot of the woman she hoped would be her Mistress, the glistening lips of her pussy on full display, all in all a wonderful image of utter submission.

		Cassandra, who had thought that this would happen sometime, but not nearly as soon as it was happening now, was completely taken by surprise. 

		"Yes, girl, I allow you to be my slave. But first you have to tell me what made you change your mind," she enquired, barely able to control herself and not break into tears of joy or jumping around the boat and into the azure sea just to keep her heart from exploding.

		Oxana, to the contrary, couldn't keep herself controlled, and so it was several minutes of watering her Mistress' feet with tears of joy and her body shaking until she finally could answer.

		"When I sucked the second fisherman off I realized that when you told me to go and give them a blowjob it was the hottest thing anybody has ever said to me. It felt ... well ... I dunno, really, it just felt right."

		"Well, if it feels right, then I don't want to stand between you and your fullfilment," Cassandra replied with more than just a bit understatement for her wildest fantasy had just come true. "Yes, I'd be honored if you'd be my slave, too," she said to her newest slave, already bending down to help her to her feet.  

		"Thank you, Mistress. Thank you so very much." Oxana was crying again. "I think I'm the happiest girl in the world right now."

		"Sweetheart, you have absolutely no idea how happy and proud and honored I am to have not just one, but the two most beautiful girls I could imagine as my slaves." Cassandra kissed Oxana, then broke her embrace and pulled Kylie in too, for much more kissing and holding and just feeling each other close.

		"I say we eat breakfast, then we go to the beach for some wild sex on the beach, come back for lunch, or maybe we take lunch, maybe a short trip to the beach again before dinner and then, finally, we'll have a lot of sex on the beach while the sun sets. What do you think, my beautiful slaves?" Cassandra was all giddy. "Not that you have a say on the matter, of course."

		But nothing would have changed even if the girls had a say on the matter, because that plan struck everybody as just about as perfect as it gets.

		They were all about to jump into the water and swimming ashore, not bothering with the dinghy that was tied to the stern of the Artemis when Kylie remembered the lobsters in the bucket.

		"What about those?" she asked.

		"We'll eat them for lunch," Cassandra replied.

		"Poor guys." Kylie eyed them with a mixture of pity and awe as they crawled across each other, their antennas sticking out of the bucket.

		"Want to give them a taste of pussy before they have to go?"

		Kylie shuddered at the thought. "No, not really, Mistress."

		"Well, you might find yourself tied to the boat; three lobsters crawling all over you in a minute if you don't get your ass in gear asap."

		And so Kylie jumped into the water, followed by her Mistress and finally Oxana who had the strap on firmly strapped around her slender midriff and the dildo just as firmly pushed into her pussy.

		The poor guys in the bucket never got to experience pussy, by the way. They never got to see the wild fucking and licking and sucking that took place in the surf of that beautiful deserted beach either. They just crawled around in the bucked, completely oblivious to the fuckfest that took place on the beach.

		By the time the three women returned to the ship they were exhausted, their pussies were raw, their tongues tired and their jaws ached, but they were nowhere near satisfied. The next trip to the beach was already on their mind, but they were too hungry to get a large pot of water to boil for the poor guys to be cooked in, so the lobsters got fresh water and another couple of hours to live.

		The sun was scorching down on the Caribbean and the only shade available was beneath the awnings they had put up on the fore and aft deck. Nobody was in sight, the sea was as deserted as the land as the women all lay naked side by side in the shade on the fore deck, their legs spread because when they closed it they'd got stuck together in the smouldering heat.

		Comfortably drowsy after all the sex they had had they lay in silence, until Kylie couldn't get a question from her head. The thought had just popped up and wouldn't go away anymore.

		"Mistress, can I ask you something?"

		"You can ask anything you want, but you won't always get an answer."

		"Oh, OK. Thanks. I just wondered about ... well, you said you never cheated on your husband, and as far as I know you weren't his ... Mistress. Yet you seem to exactly know what you want and what you do. So, basically, I wondered about where you learned to be a Mistress."

		A long silence followed; a silence in which the only sound was that of the wind in the ship's rigging and the lapping of the waves against its hull.

		"This, my dear, is one of those questions I will not answer. Not yet, anyway. What I can say, though, is that you were the first woman ever to go down on me. It was well worth the wait, I should add." Cassandra turned smiling towards Kylie who looked at her in astonishment, then kissed her passionately.

		They fell silent again, each of them following their own thoughts, although it can be safely assumed that all of those thoughts included lots of dripping pussy and even more cumming.

		
The sun was low above the forest, the sky turning a beautiful orange when they jumped into the water again. Once at the beach the two young girls were a bit disappointed when their Mistress announced that this time they wouldn't cum. "You serve me and me alone. You don't even think about an orgasm. Well, as a matter of fact, you're allowed to think about it as much as you want, but you're not allowed to cum. Understood?"

		"Yes, Mistress," they replied in unison, although not very enthusiastic. In their opinion, sex was about cumming as often as possible. Having sex without an orgasm was bad sex. Not that they hadn't ever had lots of bad sex, but they both intended to keep the bad sex at a minimum and cum as often as possible.

		But they were also both determined to be good slaves and do as they were told, and so they both pleased their Mistress in every way they could think of. And when they both had made her cum several times in the last rays of the sun and darkness was quickly settling on the beach they continued to do their best, although they were in dire need to cum themselves, their pussies throbbing and dripping so much it threatened to seriously rise the sea level, thus drowning the beach and themselves.

		Kylie was busy between Cassandra's legs, her tongue darting in and out of her tight hole, then gliding up the slippery snatch to her clit again, taking it between her lips, sucking it in her mouth and tenderly biting down on it, knowing that she was doing the right thing when she heard her Mistress' loud moans and gasps. Oxana was just as busy, her lips closed around a nipple, her hand on Cassandra's ass, idly playing with her asshole, slowly pushing a finger in.

		She felt a hand on her head, then Cassandra gripped her hair and pulled her up to kiss her for a long time. 

		"Lick it," Cassandra commanded. "My ass," she further elaborated when she saw the questioning look on her slave's face. 

		Oxana stared at her, then slowly shook her head. "Please Mistress. I can't."

		"Yes, you can, slave. At least you can try and do your best."

		There was no arguing with that and Oxana wasn't one of those persons who was afraid of trying. A long, last look in her Mistress' eyes later she slowly kissed her way down her slender body. Cassandra rolled on her side and propped up one leg, giving her slaves perfect access to both her pussy and her ass.

		One more time Oxana hesitated when she reached the crack of her Mistress' ass, but then she pulled herself together and let her tongue trail down between the buttocks.

		"Make her cum, Kylie," Cassandra said, figuring that the task would be easier for Oxana if she got some distraction. Oxana gasped when Kylie began to finger her cunt, quickly slipping two fingers inside her and teasing her clit while fucking her Mistress with the other hand and nibbling her clit.

		Oxana, once past her initial reluctance, in the meantime had found out that rimming an ass was nowhere near as disgusting as she had thought. But then again, it was her Mistress' ass, or maybe she was just so hot herself that everything was easy. Whatever it was that made it easy, she knew that henceforth she wouldn't hesitate to lick the pink puckered rosebud, she wouldn't even have to be told to do so. She slowly worked her tongue into Cassandra's ass and soon she felt it clench around her as Cassandra came once more. Next to cum was Oxana herself, her tongue still in Cassandra's ass, her pussy expertly teased and fingered by Kylie she came screaming and shuddering, until both Cassandra and Oxana laid spent in the shallow water, the waves lapping at their naked bodies, their pussies still teased by Kylie.

		After a while Cassandra pulled them both up to kiss them. "You have pleased me greatly, my girls. Now, back to the ship, I'm hungry."

		Kylie was of course a bit disappointed. After all she was the only one who hadn't been satisfied, but then she realized that she had cum that day already more than any other day she could think of and that thought comforted her some. Still, she felt her pussy throbbing and tingling with need as she waded into the water and swam back to the ship.

		 

		"Here's my laptop, a map, a sextant, compass, paper, pencil and a book about navigation. Try to figure out where we are while I cook dinner."

		She listened to the girls whispering as she heated a large pot of water for the spiny lobsters. Then they came out of the cabin and passed the kitchen, eyeing the critters in the bucket with awe once more.

		"How do they get killed?" Kylie enquired.

		"I drop them into boiling water. Kills them instantly."

		"Still, they're poor guys," Kylie commented.

		"Yeah, true. But still better than a pig who never once sees daylight all its life. Or a dairy cow which never gets to eat real grass or stand on a meadow."

		That was undeniably true. Besides, Kylie had eaten lobster once before and she know that it tasted great. And so the poor guys had to die so the three women could eat their tender, delicious flesh.

		But before that there was a lot more whispering from outside, where the girls were pointing the sextant at a star they had identified with the help of the book. Then the whispering got louder, until Oxana stuck her head into the cabin and asked Cassandra to come and join them, there seemed to be something wrong. "Either that or we're too stupid to figure out where we are." 

		"What's the matter?" Cassandra asked once she had joined the girls on the aft deck. Of course she knew perfectly well what the matter was, they were roughly eight hundred miles west-southwest of where they should have been, had they indeed been heading for La Habana. Which, of course they hadn't.

		"According to what we figured out, we're somewhere here," Oxana said and pointed at the map, a couple miles north of Cancún. "That, however, is nowhere near Cuba."

		"Oh? Well, guess we took a wrong turn, eh?" Cassandra chuckled. The girls looked at her as if she'd just lost her mind.

		"But ... but how's that possible, Mistress?"

		"Simple, Oxana. We were never heading for Cuba. We're exactly here now." She pointed at a long island about five miles north of where Oxana had said they were. "The land we see and the beach we had all that wonderful sex on is Isla Contoy, a national park. Hence, no people."

		"But ...," Kylie chimed in, still confused.

		"I changed course and we headed for exactly this spot all the time. I wanted to know whether you would notice."

		The two girls fell silent, looking at each other, somewhat ashamed. 

		It was Oxana who spoke next. "Looks like we both failed utterly." She paused, waiting for Cassandra to say something. But the blonde woman knew what they were thinking about and she wanted to ask them on their own. 

		"Will ... will we be punished, Mistress?" Kylie asked, her voice soft, the girl clearly ready to accept every verdict her Mistress might dish out.

		But their Mistress didn't dish out any verdict. Instead, she laughed. "No, sweeties, you won't be punished. You just learned an important lesson. Forget that lesson and your asses will regret they're attached to you. And vice versa. But then again, I will whip your asses tonight anyway, but that's not punishment. Now get the table ready, the poor guys are almost done."

		

	
		

		Chapter 6 - A Compassionate Fuck

		 

		Oxana and Kylie were unusually silent during dinner. Apparently both were thinking about what was to come. For a while the only sound was the cracking of the poor guy's exoskeletons. At long last Cassandra told them to speak up and tell her what's on their mind.

		"The whipping, Mistress," Oxana said. "I'm worried about it."

		Cassandra stopped eating. "That's good, it keeps you alert. I hope you're not too worried, though. There are many things we have to discuss yet, but one thing you must know now and never, ever forget again: I might hurt you, but I will never harm you. I will, in fact, always do everything in my power to keep you from harm. OK?"

		"Yes, Mistress," the girls smiled weakly.

		Kylie spoke next. "Why are you going to whip us?"

		"Do I need a reason to whip you?"

		Silence. "No, Mistress."

		"Why not?"

		Kylie thought for a moment while Oxana listened intently. "Because our asses are your property, Mistress."

		"Exactly. You're mine; I can do with you as I please." 

		"Oh my, I'm sitting in a pool of juices all of a sudden," Oxana giggled, albeit quite nervously. 

		"Oh, goody! Pussy basked in its own juice! That's my all time favourite dessert," Cassandra exclaimed, clapping her hands. Then she got serious again, at least a bit. "But really, don't worry, girls. You'll be fine. Not as fine as I, but still."

		Being told not to worry is almost never helpful. If you're waiting to have your ass whipped for the first time in your life is no exception to this general rule. Maybe it would have helped to relax had Cassandra shown them the whip she intended to use on their asses, but she didn't. On purpose. The sight of the two girls squirming and biting their lips was simply too delicious to spoil it.

		
Cassandra took her time sipping the coffee, her eyes all the time wandering over the perfect bodies of her nervous slaves as they fidgeted on the bench, their glances furtive. Still, there was something showing in their eyes that couldn't be seen at first, especially not in the dim light of the gas lantern in the galley, the only source of light on the Artemis, despite her position lights and of course the myriads of twinkling stars.

		But she still could see it and it was the best thing a Mistress could hope to see in her slave's eyes, apart from love, of course: Curiosity, the hunger to experience new things, the lust to trod paths they hadn't trodden yet. The trust, which was just as important, would come with time.

		At long last she put down her cup; the girls busied themselves with washing the last dishes, then rummaged around in the cabin, apparently trying to buy time, not too eager to feel the whip on their asses.

		"Come on, sweethearts. It's time for you to feel the sting of the whip," Cassandra finally said. The girls looked subdued, but made an effort to straighten their backs once they were standing on the aft deck. 

		"Hands on the railing, legs apart. You on this side," she said to Oxana and pointed to the starboard side of the ship, then went on talking to Kylie, "and you on the other."

		The girls took their places, reached for the railing, planted their feet apart, then both of them seemed to have the same thought and arched their backs, thus sticking out their lovely asses.

		It was truly an amazing sight and Cassandra spent several minutes immersing herself in this wonderful tableau. Then she went inside, rummaged in the large black bag for a minute, coming back as soon as she had found what she had been looking for.

		"Do you think I need to tie your hands to the railing or will you remain in place because I expect you to remain in place and keep your posture?"

		Kylie and Oxana pondered this for a moment. Kylie first leaned towards being tied, mostly because she wanted to know how it felt to be helpless. But then she figured that there would be ample opportunity to find that out and decided that she'd try to go through the whipping and remain in this position on her own will.

		"Untied, Mistress," she eventually whispered hoarsely. Oxana joined in, of course. If her friend thought she could do it, she could do it too.

		"Good girls, I'm already proud of you," Cassandra said. And then she began. Not with the whip, but with her bare hands, warming the girl's firm buttocks, rubbing them, slightly slapping and spanking them occasionally, noticing how both girls got slowly aroused.

		Eventually she stood between them, reached through their legs and plunged a finger between their moist folds. "Looks like the prospect of getting your asses whipped gets you hot," she stated chuckling and licked both her fingers at the same time. 

		Then she took hold of the two floggers and started to swirl them around. Standing a bit to the side between the two girls she let the tips of the fine braided strands graze the girl's buttocks, just slightly in the beginning, the touch of the flogger like a little sting on their asses. The floggers slowly travelled over the buttcheeks, across the cracks of the girl's asses, up and down the other buttock, then down to the back of their thighs, up and across to the other butt cheek again, all the time just fleetingly touching them, yet getting the skin hot and the blood flowing.

		She continued this for a long time, until both Kylie and Oxana softly began to moan and the moistness between their legs wasn't just moistness anymore but became wetness. Only then did she hit them harder and faster, the moans of pleasure from the girls occasionally interspersed with a suppressed yelp when one of them was hit harder than usual.

		Again and again the gorgeous asses where hit by the braided leather, the color of them turning from rosy to pink and then a bright scarlet, although, to Cassandra's great disappointment, that could hardly be seen in the faint light. But she was more than compensated by the other reactions of her two obedient slaves.

		Their moans and gasps were getting louder all the time and it was mostly moans and gasps of pleasure, their bodies covered in a sheen of sweat, hands gripping the railing hard as their trembling legs needed support. 

		Time for yet another change of course, Cassandra decided and decreased the intensity of her strokes again, then almost stopping completely. 

		"Had enough? Want me to stop?" The girls' opinion didn't really count, for Cassandra was determined to go on regardless of what they said, but she was pretty sure they didn't want her to stop.

		The girls were too far gone to reply immediately, but after a moment they did answer, in hoarse, strained voices. "No Mistress," Oxana said and Kylie added, "please go on, Mistress."

		"Well, it's your choice," Cassandra said and took up the pace again. But now she didn't just whip the girl's asses but every once in a while she brought the floggers up between their legs, letting the tips land on their cunts, which by now were dripping wet and scorching hot.

		This change of action didn't fail to produce the desired effect. After they had gasped in surprise for a few times when their tender pussies were hit and Oxana actually had loosened her grip on the railing for a moment, as if she wanted to straighten up, they got somewhat used to it. And then they began to really enjoy their flogging as the warmth spread through their cunts and their whole bodies, their moans getting louder and turning into little ecstatic screams and yelps of pleasure.

		Pain and pleasure became indistinguishable as their pussies were teased endlessly by the floggers, their bodies shaking and shivering and shining with sweat and, on their thighs, pussy juices.

		"Cum for me, me beautiful slaves," Cassandra whispered and picked up the pace of her flogging, moving a bit upward so the floggers fell on the girls' clits, "let yourself fall into the abyss and cum for me."

		Kylie was the first who came for her Mistress. Crying her pleasure, and also her pain, across the Caribbean, her body shaking uncontrollably, her knees giving out beneath her she collapsed on the bench, still gripping the railing with all her might. She lay there for a long time, tears streaming over her face, panting and gasping while Oxana came too, just as intense and just as loud.

		Two beautiful and lithe bodies writhing in blissful ecstasy is always a sight to behold. Especially if the bodies are those of your slaves and you have induced that ecstasy with a whip, a whip those slaves had feared so much not very long ago. And so Cassandra spent a few minutes admiring her girls, her own body covered in sweat from the flogging too, her arms and wrists tired, but not tired enough not to help Oxana up and guide her to Kylie's side, letting her rest on the bench too, their bodies touching, their flaming red asses sticking out.

		Then she knelt on the deck behind them and very carefully rubbed lotion on the girls' bruised asses and their throbbing pussies. Next she ordered them to kneel and turn around.

		After a long, very sensual kiss for each of her slaves she stood up. "You, my girls, have made me the proudest Mistress ever. Now go to bed, I will join you in a few minutes."

		Oxana was still too confused and too occupied with what had just happened and couldn't get a word out. She just looked up at Cassandra and wondered. About herself, her body's reaction to the whip, the way she had felt during the whole flogging, but also about Cassandra. The woman seemed to know all the time what her slaves were going to do and how they were going to react. Like this morning, when she had told Oxana to suck off the fishermen, she seemed to have known that Oxana wasn't going to object and would do as she was told. And apparently she had also known that both her slaves would enjoy the sting of the flogger on their bodies, enjoy it enough even to experience a wonderful and intense orgasm. Lots of things to ponder and almost no oxygen in her brain to do it with, since most of her blood was still pooling in her stinging ass and her throbbing cunt. But Oxana was pragmatic enough to take a wonderful and intense orgasm and not question it, and besides, there would be time to think about all this later. If she really wanted to think about it and not just let herself drift into whatever would happen.

		Unlike her friend, Kylie knew what to say. "Thank you, Mistress, thank you so very much," she whispered, then the girls got up and went inside to get ready for the night.

		 

		Cassandra sat down on the bench. She was exhausted, really exhausted. Not just physically but even more emotionally. A couple of tears streaked her cheeks as she stretched out on the bench and laid down for a few minutes. For the girls' first flogging was also the very first Cassandra had dished out. She hadn't ever laid a whip on anyone or spanked an ass before, hadn't ever dominated anyone before. As a matter of fact, when she had stepped on the ship in Miami Beach she had had just a vague idea about what she wanted.

		And, as much as she liked it and as smooth as everything was going, although she was aware that it was only going that smooth because both her beautiful girls were exceptionally willing to be not only the hottest, horniest and sexiest girls on earth, but also put in every effort to be good and obedient girls, apart from all that it was quite straining to play, no, to actually be the Domme she wanted to be.

		When Kylie had asked where she had learned about all that she had been close to telling them that she was as much a greenhorn as they were. But then she decided that it was enough for them to deal with their own insecurities, they didn't have to know about hers as well. They would probably, very likely even, still have done their best to be obedient slaves, but Cassandra had figured that it wouldn't do any good if they had little nagging voices questioning them whether Cassandra really knew what she was doing.

		Which, of course, she was, at least in theory. She had never whipped a butt except for that of a mannequin she had practiced on for countless hours, she had never dominated anyone, but she knew a lot about BDSM. Besides, she didn't intend to go to extremes. Sticking needles into perfect tits wouldn't ever be her favorite kink and she intended to keep the whole thing away from the edge, at least as long as actual activities were concerned. What happened on a emotional or psychological level was an altogether different question. But she hadn't grown up to be 46 and lead her own, very successful company without learning a thing or two about the human psyche.

		She relaxed after her initial emotional outburst. She seemed to be doing fine, the girls seemed to enjoy it, they were being kept on their toes and got surprised by her every so often. 

		Yes, Cassandra thought, she was doing a pretty good job as a Domme, just like the girls were doing perfect as her slaves. All would be well.

		 

		***

		Unfortunately, Cassandra was entirely and utterly wrong about that. Not all would be well. As a matter of fact, everything would take a turn to the worst, and take it soon. But that was hardly Cassandra's fault. Because at the same time as Cassandra lay on the bench thinking and musing about herself and her two wonderful girls, her ex-husband was plotting for revenge. The money he had been given would have ensured him a comfortable, if not luxurious life, especially if he had been smart enough to invest it wisely. But he wasn't smart enough. He was hurt and humiliated and he wanted revenge. And so he was meeting a couple of guys you usually wouldn't want to meet, not even in broad daylight. 

		 

		Negotiations were somewhat difficult, given that the guys' English wasn't the best and Derek's Spanish was only slightly better. But the thugs understood figures perfectly in several languages and since the figures Derek mentioned were indeed very generous, they came to a settlement even before the first bottle of Tequila was empty and the waitress of the shabby bar had to bring another one, a task she didn't look forward to because the guys pretty much considered her ass to be public property which they could smack and touch and kneed at will.

		"Very well. I'll call you as soon as I've found them," Derek said and shook the hand of the boss of the gang after handing him a pack of bills as an upfront payment. Then he left the bar and went back to his hotel.

		"Si," the boss replied. Then he shouted to the waitress to get her ass in gear and bring them another bottle of Tequila. Which the girl did, a scornful look in her eyes.

		 

		***

		 

		Feeling better, albeit still tired, Cassandra got up and went inside, hearing the girls quietly whisper as they lay side by side on their bellies in the dark cabin. If Cassandra could have heard what the girls had said after they had brushed their teeth and climbed into the double bed, she would have never worried for a second.

		"That was the most intense thing I have ever experienced," Kylie whispered. "Maybe not the best orgasm ever, but the most intense build-up."

		"Uh huh. I hadn't thought it would be possible to cum from getting whipped, but once she had started on my pussy I knew I'd cum."

		"Yup, me too. She really knows what she is doing, huh?"

		"Definitely. We should keep her awake all night long, until her pussy doesn't stop to tingle for the next couple of weeks," Oxana mused. 

		Kylie wasn't sure about that. "Do you reckon we're allowed to just go down on her?"

		"So far she hasn't struck me as someone who would say no to a couple of hours of multiple orgasms."

		"True," Kylie conceded and went on to say that she hoped for their Mistress to join them soon. 

		"Me too. This time I get to please her cunt and you can go down on her ass," she giggled.

		"Have you never done that before?"

		"No, never."

		"Wow, you sure made a big leap today."

		"Nah, it was just a small step for me, but it's a big leap for mankind."

		They giggled, then embraced and kissed each other until Cassandra slid into bed behind them. And then the two slaves kept their Mistress awake for a long time, although not for the whole night. And as Oxana had stated, Cassandra didn't object to being pleased by her gorgeous slaves. Quite to the contrary.

		 

		
Oxana was the first to wake up. After showering, she once again creamed her ass which was still sore from the previous night's whipping, then she made coffee and went up to enjoy the rising sun on her skin. "How could we have failed to notice that we were heading west," she mused as she stood leaning against the helm, squinting at the sun. 

		Then she heard a motorboat and when she turned to look she couldn't help but smile. The two fishermen grinned from ear to ear. But today, they hadn't just brought a fresh catch of spiny lobsters; they had also brought a young guy with them.

		Oxana handed them a cup of coffee each and they talked for a few minutes, then she went inside to wake up Cassandra and Kylie.

		"The fishermen are here again," she said as the two women were sitting up, although Kylie didn't sit up for long but soon gasped and let herself fall on her back again when she realized that her ass was still hurting. "And they have brought a young guy who they say was eighteen but has never had a girl in his life.

		"Uh, oh," Cassandra groaned, still rather sleepily. "Buy three poor guys and tell them to wait, la rubia will soon be with them." 

		Oxana grinned. "Yes Mistress, will do."

		"Money's in the drawer left of the stove."

		"Yup. Thanks."

		Oxana went upstairs again and sat down on the side of the ship, her legs dangling, her knees far enough apart to grant the youngster a perfect view of her shaven cunt and tried to strike up a conversation, but apparently the sight of her pussy was too distracting. Or maybe it was the prospect of the blonde girl getting ready to suck them off that kept the guys busy.

		Whatever it was, nobody said much as they sat, sipped coffee and waited. Cassandra soon stepped up too, dressed in a bikini and a matching pareo. Oxana thought she looked absolutely stunning, but the guys didn't even glance at her after they had greeted her. But then she surprised them all when she asked the youngster in perfect Spanish whether it was true that he had never fucked a girl before.

		The boy blushed and nodded. "No, señora, nunca," he replied truthfully.

		"Ah, que làstima. Entonces hoy sera la primera vez."

		The guy's eyes almost popped out as he heard that. Oxana worried a bit that the guy might cum in his pants when a minute later Kylie got out of the cabin and he realized that he wouldn't only get laid for the first time in his life, but actually get laid by the most beautiful rubia he had ever laid eyes on.

		"Quieres joderla?" Cassandra asked the guy. Not many more rhetorical questions have been asked in the history of mankind, maybe none at all.

		"Si, señora." The guy's eyes almost popped out.

		"What are you talking about?" Kylie wanted to know.

		"I just asked him whether he liked to fuck you," Cassandra said. "You can probably guess his answer."

		Kylie stared open-mouthed at her Mistress. But to the girl's credit it must be said that she managed to close her mouth again pretty quickly. "OK," she said, smiling at Cassandra, then climbed into the boat where she unhooked the triangle of her pussy advertising bikini and knelt down in front of the young guy.

		"Of course you will also suck off the other two guys once you're done with him," Cassandra said and took another sip of the coffee Oxana had brought her.

		"Of course, Mistress."

		Once she had unpacked the young guy's dick she turned around and motioned to one of the two other guys to make room so she could lie down. Once that was done she reached for the youngsters hands and pulled him down, guiding his dick inside her cunt. Which was, as should come as no surprise after all we have learned about the girl so far, already dripping wet.

		The youngster, however, didn't live up to her expectations. As soon as he felt her warm and wet flesh wrapped around his cock he started to moan and whimper and after a few pushes his eyes turned upwards and then he already came.

		He lay on top of Kylie for a few moments, then he pulled out of her. Deeply blushed and embarrassed he pulled up his pants while his friends laughed and chuckled and teased him.

		Oxana squirmed as she saw the guy's embarrassment and shame. "Mistress?" she asked softly.

		"Sure, go ahead," Cassandra replied, just as softly. God, was she proud of her girls, she thought as she glanced at Oxana. And so Oxana quietly talked to the guy while Kylie was already getting ready to suck off the first fisherman. She told him that he shouldn't be ashamed, that it happened to a lot of guys and that his friends probably hadn't fared any better than he himself, then she held out her hand and pulled him aboard the Artemis.

		"Ahora lo hacemos otra vez, guapo," she whispered in his ear. Then she took both his hands, placed them on her tits, kept holding them all the time, guiding him over her body, let him finger her snatch, encouraged him to stick a finger inside her, then a second, guiding his other hand on her firm ass, showing him how to knead and caress it. Once he got a little bit bolder she let go of his hands and pulled down his pants again, gently stroking him until he was hard again.

		She stood on her tiptoes and kissed him on the mouth, pulled him close and put one foot on the bench, feeling the tip of his cock brush against her belly, his fingers still inside her, exploring her cunt until she reached for his hand and pulled him away. 

		"Ahora chinga mí, guapo," she whispered in his ear. She gasped when she guided him inside her, her lips still on his, their tongues twirling around each other.

		This time he lasted much longer. Oxana eventually let herself sink down on the bench, one leg on the deck, the other poised on the railing while he pushed inside her with long, slow thrusts, his hungry hands on her tits, but not timid and afraid that he might hurt her like before but kneading them with more confidence. Then his thrusts got harder and more forceful and finally he really fucked her.

		Oxana moaned and gasped and shrieked, and although it was mostly fake (and partly also because her ass hurt quite much as it was pounded into the hard bench), he did indeed fuck her quite well. And in this case, her faking was probably forgivable. There's nothing like the ecstatic shrieks of a girl to lift a teenager's self esteem, and this guy certainly seemed to need a lift to his self esteem. 

		Eventually, he came in her cunt, happy and content, grinning down at her. She held him back when he wanted to pull out of her, telling him that she liked to feel him inside her and since Kylie wasn't yet finished with the two other guys there was no need to hurry. And so the guy, whose name was José, although that is of no consequence to our story because we won't meet him again, remained on and in his own personal paradise, feeling her clench her cunt around him, his hands still on her boobs, her nipples hard between his fingers.

		Finally Kylie returned to the ship, her mouth full of cum, and the guy pulled out of Oxana and got in his pants again as Kylie knelt down beside her friend to share the sperm.

		This time they didn't continue to kiss for much longer. Oxana once again talked to the youngster, then they watched on as he climbed into their boat, picked out the three largest lobsters and dropped them in the bucket Kylie held out to him.

		They all said their goodbyes, the girls thanked the guys which led to some confusion since they firmly believed that it was they who had to be grateful and then they departed. 

		Cassandra had watched both scenes but had kept Oxana in her focus. If the girl hadn't asked her for permission to fuck the guy a second time she would have ordered her to do so. And for a moment she was worried that it might just be a mercy fuck, which, of course, it basically had been. But at least Oxana had made sure that it was a very good mercy fuck and from what Cassandra had heard she had also told him the right things. 

		It was good to know that her girls weren't just fantastic in bed, obedient slaves and generally wonderful creatures but also compassionate girls. Once again she thought that she couldn't have possibly had more luck meeting them. But then she forced herself back to the present, all Domme again. "You are now allowed to clean each other. You may cum, if you want."

		"Thank you, Mistress," the girls said as one, beaming at her. 'Good thing I have two of them so they can take care of each other, otherwise it might become to exhausting for an old lady as me,' Cassandra thought as she went inside to prepare breakfast.

		The two slaves, in the meantime, took good care of each other and so their moans and gasps and whimpers and pleasured shrieks were perfect music in Cassandra's ears while she scrambled eggs and made toast and got orange juice and a pot of fresh coffee ready.

		Once everything was on the table they sat on the bench, looking satisfied, their faces glistening with the other's juices, but also showing traces of discomfort as they squirmed on their seats because they both still felt a slight stinging in their butts from the night before.

		"Today we'll set sail again. To Cancún where we will stay for two nights, then on to a party."

		"A party?" Oxana asked.

		"Yup, a party."

		"Cool, I like parties."

		"Uh huh, I already figured. It will, however, be a special party."

		Kylie leaned across the table and whispered in Cassandra's ear, the Mistress nodding a few times and finally saying "yes, my love. I know that. And no worries, I have some ideas." Which, for Kylie, just was new proof that even if they're Mistress wasn't omnipotent she at least knew everything a Mistress needed to know.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7 - Flowering and Fluttering

		 

		And so they set sail, the girls busied themselves on Cassandra's laptop and with several books on navigation, intent not to be fooled that easily again, Cassandra took the helm and a few hours and a lunch (which three poor guys had to give their life for) later they tied the Artemis to the bollards in the yacht harbor of Cancún. 

		The girls felt weird in their clothes after being almost a week naked. Although, as must be said, they still weren't wearing much. Short skirts, tight tops and strappy heels was all, at least when they went out for dinner on the first evening. But in a place like Cancún a couple of skimpily clad gals isn't an unusual sight and so they didn't draw too much attention. Not that anyone would have cared if the girls would have been leered after, least of all, their Mistress. But they weren't and instead they, themselves, stared at people and leered after them, playing the classic 'Fuck or Pass'-game.

		"Fuck or pass?" Oxana asked, referring to a guy that was coming towards them. He was tall, with blonde hair and looked very much like she'd imagine a Californian surfer dude to look like, i.e. someone she'd fuck without too many questions asked.

		"Fuck," Cassandra giggled.

		"Pass," Kylie announced to everybody's surprise. So far she hadn't been too picky, would have fucked in fact almost all the guys and each and every of the girls they had discussed.

		"Wot? He looks like a Californian surfer dude. I bet he's got one helluva cock, too," Oxana exclaimed.

		"He's got a beard. I don't fuck guys with a beard anymore."

		"It's just stubble," Oxana remarked.

		"It's almost a full grown beard. Beards are yucky! I don't fuck guys with a beard," Kylie repeated.

		"You don't?" Cassandra enquired, already plotting and scheming.

		"No, I don't. Never." Kylie replied, not realizing that she was getting herself in quite a predicament at this precise moment.

		Oxana did realize, but she remained silent and smiled, already scanning the crowd of people for the next handsome dude or gorgeous chick they could either fuck, or pass.

		 

		Later that evening they sat in a cosy bar on the beach, except that it wasn't too cosy because of the loud music that blared from the loudspeakers of the next bar down the beach. They all nursed a drink, one of the few occasions on which the girls were allowed to drink, because "as long as the ship's moving there's a strict no-booze rule in place" as Cassandra had made clear on the first day on sea and then, the night before, she had also announced that "on days I plan to play with you there's also a strict no-booze rule in place." Both those rules made perfect sense to the girls and although they didn't mind getting wasted from time to time they could perfectly live with a strict no-booze policy.

		But tonight they enjoyed the feeling of a buzz, induced by a bottle of perfect red wine and enhanced by the Caipirinha in front of them. The fact that everybody around them was downing Red Bull mixed with Smirnoff hadn't escaped their attention, mostly because the whole place was filled with the sweet stinking smell of Red Bull.

		"It's not cosy here," Cassandra said. "I don't like it, let's go." The girls didn't agree, they didn't mind the noise and the smell and the fact that a group of guys were craning their necks, almost dislocating a couple of vertebrae, to sneak a peek beneath their short skirts. But once again, their opinion didn't count for much and so they eventually got up and followed their Mistress outside.

		"Liked the attention you got in there?" Cassandra asked.

		"Yes, Mistress," Oxana replied truthfully.

		"Then go back and show them that you indeed don't wear a panty. If you dare, that is."

		One rule when dealing with sex-crazed girls like Oxana and Kylie is to never dare them. Especially not when the dare is related to sex, be it as remotely as can be. Coz the sex-crazed chick will win. They have, after all, their pride. And a reputation to lose. 

		Cassandra, of course, knew all that. She also knew that Oxana would be proud and happy, probably even giddy, once she had shown the guys that she was going commando and she was fully determined to make her beautiful slaves proud and happy and giddy as often as possible. And so Kylie and Cassandra watched as Oxana walked back to the group of guys, talked to them for half a minute, then turned around, spread her legs and bent over, at the same time lifting her skimpy skirt with one hand and going as far as spreading her asscheeks with the other.

		The guys of course hollered and cheered, Oxana turned again, blew them a kiss and was gone as fast as she had appeared.

		"See, Mistress? Told you I'm a slut."

		"Uh oh," Kylie said when she heard her friend referring to herself as a slut.

		Oxana didn't say anything. Instead she yelped when she got slapped hard across her butt. "I'm not going to repeat myself. Referring to yourself as a slut is a no-go." The Mistress' voice was stern, leaving no doubt that she wasn't joking.

		"Yes Mistress. I'm sorry. I forgot."

		"No, you didn't forget. You haven't realized and internalized the truth about yourself yet. But you will, and training starts as soon as we get back to the boat."

		 

		They strolled back to the harbor and while the girls sat at the table, a notepad in front of each and holding a pen, Cassandra went inside to get herself a beer and two cokes for the girls.

		"First, you write an essay about yourself. Three pages. Why you think you shouldn't refer to yourself as sluts. Then, when that is done, you start with a list of sexual activities. Everything you can think of. Mark every item on the list with a 1 for 'yes, yes, yes I want’, a 2 for 'I'd like to try' and a 3 for 'never, ever'."

		She sat down and read in a book while the girls scribbled and pondered and wrote and thought some more. It was well past midnight when they were done. Evaluation of their essays and lists would take place the next day. 

		It was even much later when they fell asleep, their faces covered in juices, their pussies tingling, their minds at rest. And the strap-on, attached to Cassandra, still buried deep in Kylie's cunt while two of her fingers were buried in Oxana's.

		 

		The next day they went shopping. First for groceries, then, after they had stowed everything in their proper place, they went real shopping. Girl shopping. Clothes, shoes, sunglasses, accessories, the works. Except that they bought almost nothing, just a couple of shoes and new sunglasses for Oxana because hers had been scratched when the young fisherman had fucked her on the bench.

		Apart from that they didn't buy much. Certainly no crappy T-shirt Made in Myanmar and certainly no crappy souvenirs made in China, either. But then they passed a tattoo parlor on one of the side streets and Cassandra suddenly had an idea.

		"Come!" she commanded and pulled her slaves after her into the tattoo parlor. It was small, just a counter, a large shelve with creams and a couple of pots of paint and such stuff. The rest of the walls were covered with pictures of tattoos. As far as Cassandra could tell they were well done, but she didn't really have a clue about tattoos. Not yet, anyway.

		"Good afternoon," Cassandra greeted the heavily tattooed girl behind the counter. "I would like to talk to the tattoo artist. Is that you?"

		The girl answered in a decent, although heavily accented English. "Yes, that's me and my husband. He's in the back, if you prefer to talk to him."

		"Oh, I would like both your opinions, please. But not here. Can we go to a room in the back to have some privacy?"

		"Of course, Ma'am," the girl smiled and led them through a curtained passage to a larger room. A bearded guy sat at a desk, tapping away on a computer.

		"The woman wants to ask us for our opinion," the girl said to him in Spanish. He turned around and looked at them, letting his eyes wander over Oxana's and Kylie's naked legs.

		"Yes, of course, what about?"

		Without further ado Cassandra ordered her slaves to strip out of their clothes. Just a short moment's hesitation later the girls pulled their tops over their heads and pushed down their skimpy skirts.

		"My slaves’ pussies need to be advertised properly. I want a butterfly on her pussy," Cassandra said, pointing at Kylie, "and some flowers on hers," she continued, slightly slapping Oxana's ass.

		Both the guy and the girl looked at her in astonishment. Probably they had both seen their share of naked gringas, but most likely they had never had two of them referred to and treated as slaves. However, at least the guy obviously enjoyed to take a good look at their cunts. He even crouched down and after a questioning look at Cassandra which she answered with a nod, he reached for Kylie's pussy. He pulled her labia majora apart, then looked at her up close from different angles. His wife stood behind him, grinning.

		"They're really your slaves?" she asked 
"Ask them."

		"Yes, we are both her slave. She's our Mistress," Oxana said. Kylie didn't say anything. The prospect of having a butterfly tattooed on her pussy still bothered her way too much. She needed to talk about that with Cassandra. Oxana was more relaxed about the whole business. A beautiful flower adorning her sex wouldn't hurt her at all. 

		"Cool. I'm my husband's slave, too," the girl smiled. And then she unbuttoned her cut off jeans and pushed them down over her buttcheeks, showing them her own pussy, which was framed by several tattoos. "Next he does mí culo," she giggled. Her husband had in the meantime also spread Oxana's pussy and stood up again.

		"Her pussy is better suited for a butterfly. I can ink her inner lips too. They peek out nicely and would stand out even more with some intense colour on them. The rubia's pussy would look nice with a couple of roses winding around it, maybe one on her asshole too."

		The thought of having someone needling her ass made Kylie shudder whereas Oxana felt a familiar tingling between her legs when she realized that she would indeed climb on the chair in the corner and spread her legs to have a butterfly inked on her most intimate part, if that was what her Mistress wanted.

		"Good, thanks. How much would that be?" 

		The guy went to his desk, scribbled on a piece of paper, then turned around. "That would be roughly $ 1400 for two beautiful pussies. But, to be honest, I would advise you to leave them as they are. Beautiful pussies should be touched as often as possible, but by the whip, not the needle." He grinned at the girls.

		Cassandra thought about that for a moment. "Hmm. I need to think about that. Thank you very much." Then she turned to her girls. "Get dressed, slaves."

		Once they were dressed the tattoo girl led them out again but once past the counter Cassandra indicated the pots of paint on one of the shelves. "Is that body paint?" she asked the girl.

		"Yes, Ma'am. We have many colours, as you can see. Including a few fluorescent paints."

		"Fantastic. I take a pot of every colour. And brushes, I need brushes, too, in all kinds of sizes."

		 

		Ten minutes later they left the store, Oxana carrying two heavy bags full of paint and brushes, still imagining herself with a butterfly fluttering its wings on her cunt.

		Kylie had other problems to worry about and she needed to address them. "Mistress?"

		"Yes, my dear?"

		"I ... umm ... I don't want a tattoo."

		"No?"

		"No. Please."

		"That's good, because I don't want you to have one either. The beauty of your pussy can't be enhanced." She gave Kylie her nicest smile, noticing with delight how the girl blushed.

		"Err ... then why did we go in there, Mistress?"

		"Because I had seen the body paint when we walked past the shop. Plus it was a perfect opportunity to once again let you know that you're completely mine, that's all."

		"Oh." Kylie couldn't help noticing that her pussy was getting moist. 

		"Yes.’Oh' sums it up nicely, doesn't it?" Cassandra chuckled. 

		 

		Back on the Artemis Cassandra sat down to read their essays, commenting on it and asking a few questions, then went on to explain, "I want you to be proud of your sexuality, not be ashamed of it. Slut has a negative connotation and there's nothing negative about liking sex, lots of sex even." 

		The girls nodded and together they went through the list of things they wanted to do, might be interested in or were complete no-goes. Apparently the two slaves hadn't had much of an idea what kinda activities people enjoyed, for their lists were short and comprised mostly things they wanted to do, such as bondage, but almost nothing they would never, ever do. 

		"You never had anal sex before?" Cassandra asked them when she saw that they both had marked that with a 2.

		"No Mistress," they replied in unison. Oxana went on, "but come to think of it, I'd like to do it. Can I change it to 1?"

		"Sure. Now, here's a long list of stuff people do. Let's go through it together, maybe there's stuff you're interested in but have never heard about." She had her Mac beside her, opened to a web site with a long list of BDSM activities. The girls gasped and giggled and shuddered a lot during the next half hour.

		That people get off on sticking needles into someone or by having needles stuck in them wasn't only news to them but also made them shudder. Other things got their pussies tingling and several were interesting enough to put it in the 'like to try out eventually' list.

		In the end there was a long list for each girl, neatly divided in three categories. "Good. That will be useful at the party we're going to," Cassandra stated and shut down the Mac.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8 - Easy Prey

		 

		About forty miles south of Cozumel, just north of the border to Belize, lies a little known and even less visited island called Banco Chinchorro. It's roughly four miles long from north to south and about half of that wide and its shape resembles that of a cachectic kidney, with the concave side of the kidney facing the Central American mainland while the convex side juts out into the Caribbean. 

		The island is surrounded by a huge bank about 30 miles long and 20 wide. A nutrient-rich and rather forceful current passes along the outward face of this bank, drawing lots of small fishes to feed on the plankton and those fishes in turn attract large predators such as barracudas, reef sharks, hammerheads and other sharks. This, of course, would also attract fishermen, weren't it for the fact that the island and the bank surrounding it were a marine sanctuary. The way it is, the only people to visit the bank is the occasional diving boat out of Chetumal, however, since the journey is much too long for a boat trip, there's scarcely more than one boat anchoring off Banco Chinchorro at any given day.

		There are several reasons why this island itself is almost never visited. First, the water on the bank is only a few feet deep during high tide and even less during low tide, so it isn't a suitable place for any boat bigger than a Boston whaler. Second, it is a sanctuary. But most important, it is privately owned and its owner cherishes his privacy. The marine sanctuary, by the way, was put in place upon his bidding. The fact that he funded the Mexican National Park Services with a hefty sum of money, some of which went to an offshore bank account of the director of said agency is of course in no way related to the creation of the marine sanctuary.

		Unbeknownst to most people except a few fishermen who occasionally sneak into the sanctuary to fish for marlin and bass and the captains of the diving boats, Banco Chinchorro isn't as inhabited as it looks like from the sea. In fact, there are several buildings, including a small landing strip and a helipad. But since all those facilities are well hidden behind a thick tropical forest they can't be seen from the sea and the area isn't that interesting that lots of people venture to fly above it. The biggest of these buildings is a beautiful and large mansion in the style of Spanish Colonialism, except that it wasn't build when Spain still had colonies but only a few years ago when the owner decided to leave his busy business life behind him and live on this island permanently. 

		The house encloses a large and beautiful patio, including a swimming pool and a large area dedicated to the kind of leisure activities its owner liked to indulge in. The front part of the mansion is occupied by several salons, one of which is outfitted like a cinema, a smoking room (which is a bit odd since the owner doesn't allow smoking in his house) and a large dining hall.

		The two wings hold several bedrooms and enough suites and rooms to accommodate the population of a small town, each with its own bathroom and each outfitted for the special needs some guests might have.

		The fourth side of the house holds the kitchen, storage rooms including walk-in freezers, a gym and the quarters of the owner's employees. Of which there are, of course, several. Two gardeners, three cooks, a personal assistant, a technician and chopper pilot and several maids, to be precise. Those people usually lived an easy life, since all they had to do was to attend to the needs of their employer and his wife, plus they're special guests.

		The name of the man who owned all this was Floyd. Whether that was his surname or his family name was only known to his personal assistant, who also happened to be his wife, Amy and one other person. She called him Floyd, everybody else either referred to him as Mr. Floyd, or, more deferentially, Master Floyd or just Master. He was a wiry man of average height, in perfect shape and with short cropped grey hair and he had a pair of clear blue eyes that looked at everything friendly and with interest. Floyd was about sixty years old and he was extremely rich, so rich in fact that the annual interest of his fortune was bigger than his expenses, which were by no means small.

		Floyd had two big hobbies. One was photographing the wildlife both on and around Banco Chinchorro, which was abundant. Apart from the tropical aquatic fauna living in and around the reef that ringed the bank, the island was also a favorite breeding place for several species of sea turtles. The island itself was teeming with all kinds of birds, from the smallest colorful hummingbird to huge grey pelicans, plus a wide variety of amphibians and reptiles. Much to the chagrin of the people who worked for Floyd, there was also a small group of monkeys who never ceased to create havoc. Had the gardeners had their way, those monkeys would all have been shot a long time ago. But this was Floyd's island and there was only his way, and his way was not to shoot the monkeys or any other animal. 

		And finally there were also a small number of crocs. Or caimans, rather. They lived in the blue holes, cave-ins in the limestone of which Banco Chinchorro's underground consisted, filled with freshwater. They were harmless to humans, only growing to about ten feet, but they nevertheless freaked the girls when Floyd took one of them swimming in one of the holes with clear blue water and pointed out the long shape of a croc when they were in the middle of the pond.

		Which brings us to Floyd's second hobby: Girls. He loved girls. He loved them in all shapes, sizes and colors. That in itself isn't very unusual. However, Floyd loved his girls submissive. He liked them to be his slaves. 

		There was a steady supply of girls for him to dominate. His wife Amy made sure that there were at least four girls present at any given time of year, a task which was very dear to her heart, because she herself loved to have a beautiful naked slave kneeling at her feet. Those slaves stayed from a couple of months up to a year or two, then they were either sold or released. At this time of year, almost at the end of November, there were usually at least six slaves, two of which would soon leave the island, either as the property of another Master or Mistress or as a free human being again.

		It was this island Cassandra set course to when they left Cancún early the next morning. Due to a calm that lasted the whole afternoon they only reached Banco Chinchorro after dusk. Floyd had connected several cave-ins with a trench and so created a passage which led across several miles of reef and limestone to a large cave-in in the limestone near to the island, which was big enough to hold a jetty and several boats. But the passage was narrow and winding and it was too dangerous to try and navigate it in the darkness and so they tied the boat to the buoy that marked the entrance.

		Cassandra told the girls about the island and its owner during dinner. She also said that they would be playing important roles at the party which they were going to. However, she completely omitted the facts that the party would only start in three weeks and that it would last for a full twelve days, from December 17 until December 29, only to be continued with a New Year's celebration that lasted another 5 days. This time of festivities was called Saturnalia on the island. However, seeing that the original Saturnalia lasted only one day and included a reversing of the roles of Masters and their slaves it must be said that the name was more than just a little bit off. Because there was of course no reversing of roles between Masters and Mistresses and their slaves. Quite to the contrary.

		Neither Kylie nor Oxana knew anything about that, of course. They just knew that they were going to a party on which they were meant to play important roles. That alone was enough to get them nervous and curious and tingling with anticipation. The fact that this party was going to take place on a large private island was only adding to their already considerable giddiness. If they had known the details of the next two months their poor little hearts probably would have gone into overdrive and then stop beating altogether, out of anxiety and excitement.

		Still, when they got up the next morning and got the Artemis ready for the short journey through the passage, they babbled and giggled and jumped around on board with pleasant anticipation. Cassandra smiled at their enthusiasm as she stood at the helm, one hand on the throttle, the motor quietly chugging and propelling the Artemis slowly across the water. Kylie stood in the bow, giving directions, the chain between her asscheeks occasionally glinting in the sun while Oxana was preparing everything for a thorough early morning grooming.

		They had both phoned their parents the night before on the satellite phone, told them that they were doing fine, that they were going to be offline for a while but that they shouldn't worry, which of course their parents still did. They didn't tell their parents that while they were on the phone the were sitting across their Mistress who at this precise moment was going through a large black bag with all kinds of uber-skimpy bikinis, chain harnesses, dildoes, cuffs and other items that would make it clear to anybody who saw them wearing those items that they were slaves. That would probably only have added to their parents' worrying and so they didn't talk about it. 

		Cassandra had decided, in the end. The girls would wear a collar, wrist cuffs and a leash and nothing else. The rest would be brought to the house.

		The trip across the bank took almost two hours, but finally they tied the Artemis to the jetty beside a big, old motor boat and started to get themselves ready and presentable.

		"Before we begin I need to explain something. From now on, you," Cassandra said, looking at Oxana, "are responsible for Kylie being always in perfect shape to serve me as my slave. That includes impeccable shaving of all body hair below the neck. No, wait, I love the golden hair on her forearms. Leave that. All the rest must go. It also includes perfect manicure and pedicure as well as everything else gorgeous girls as you do to be even more beautiful. Failure to do so will be severely punished. The punishment will be carried out on Kylie, though."

		The thought that somebody else would be punished for her failure wasn't to Oxana's liking at all, which of course was Cassandra's reason to do it this way around.

		Cassandra addressed Kylie. "And you, of course, are in turn responsible for her." The girls nodded. "OK, then get ready now. But first, you are allowed to care about your Mistress." That the girls did happily, and they did it well and efficient and with utmost caring. 

		Once all three women were shaved and groomed and washed and lotioned from head to toe the girls were allowed to pack their toothbrush and their contraceptives in the bag. "You won't need anything else," Cassandra said and watched as the two girls hefted the heavy bag onto the jetty, along with her own luggage. 

		Then she clipped the leashes onto the collars of her naked slaves, chained the cuffs on their wrists to a ring on the back of the collar and stepped back to look at them. Yes, they looked perfect. After a moment's contemplation Cassandra decided that even if the paths on the island were not suited for high heels she still wanted them to wear heels and so she went back to fetch the two pairs of strappy heels they had bought in Cancún. A last glance back to make sure that the Artemis was well cared for during their absence and then she led the girls along the length of the wooden jetty. 

		They were about fifty yards from its end when a group of people emerged from the trees and stepped onto the white sand. Oxana saw that it was one old guy in shorts and shirt, a young woman of about thirty in a long white dress that flowed lovely around her slender figure in the breeze, and six naked girls wearing collars. The two people in clothes remained standing, welcoming smiles on their faces, while the girls knelt down a step behind them, flashing just as warm smiles as their owners.

		"Hello Cassandra! I'm so pleased you are here! And with two such gorgeous girls!" Floyd exclaimed and they hugged each other, pecking the other's cheek. Oxana mustered the line of girls in front of them, noticing they're postures. Then, as her Mistress let go of the leash as she greeted their host, she thought that maybe they should kneel too. She nudged Kylie who also looked at the slaves but whose eyes kept glancing to Amy. They both knelt down too, imitating the six girls' postures opposite them.

		Amy smiled upon seeing the two girls' efforts to do as good as they could but also noticed that they both could do with some formal training. Once Cassandra and Floyd broke their embrace it was her turn to greet their guest. They had first met a couple of years ago, when Amy herself had been an untrained slave and just entered Floyd's household, accompanying her then Master on one of his business trips.

		Floyd had had an emergency to attend to and had left Amy in the care of Cassandra for a few days and Cassandra had been more than just a little bit impressed by the young girl. So impressed as a matter of fact that she had tried to hire her to work in her company.

		Cassandra would never forget the moment when Amy had lowered her head as she said that this was impossible, because it wasn't her decision.

		"What do you mean, it's not your decision?" Cassandra had enquired. 

		"It means that I can’t decide such things. Only Floyd can."

		"Huh? What? You're a grown woman, you're smart and intelligent, surely you can decide where you want to work."

		"Thank you, Ma'am. But I'm also Floyd's slave," Amy had said, smiling weakly and blushing heavily. As soon as Cassandra was able to think and speak again after this revelation, which was about an hour later, she wanted to know everything. And Amy told her everything. Well, everything she knew. But they kept talking even when Amy was back on the island and they talked when Cassandra flew down for Amy's and Floyd's wedding. 

		And now Cassandra was here and she was a Mistress herself and the young girl she had wanted to hire as her assistant was a Mistress of 31 years.

		
Floyd scrutinized Kylie and Oxana while the two women were hugging, then he stepped forward and smiled down at them. Neither Oxana nor Kylie knew what to do, and so they kept their eyes down and their heads lowered, despite the fact that their six fellow slaves held their heads high.

		Floyd crouched down in front of them, reached for their chins and straightened them until they looked at him.

		"Hello Kylie, hello Oxana," he greeted the girls with their names, much to their surprise. "I don't want to interfere with your Mistress' training, but on this island slaves hold their heads high, because they are proud to serve."

		The two girls returned the greeting but otherwise remained silent, still impressed and insecure. He got up again and took Cassandra and Amy to the side to confer for a moment. Kylie and Oxana again looked at the six girls. The one on the far left was an Asian, probably a Thai. Small, with perky tits and long, jet black hair, a ring blinking from her crotch. The next one seemed to be the oldest of the six, maybe in her mid-twenties, with full breasts and short brunette hair and big hazel eyes. The two girls to her right were identical twins, blonde and with freckles on their noses and cheekbones. Then there was another brunette, apparently quite tall, at least as tall as Kylie and finally a chubby girl with rosy cheeks and blonde pigtails.

		They all looked happy and content but the two girls also noticed that several of them had streaks across their asses and thighs and the willowy brunette's tits looked like they had been the target of a severe whipping, too. Still, the thought of talking to these girls who most likely knew so much more about being a slave than they did put a smile on our heroines' faces and the thought of all those pussies made their own tingle. Well, at least Kylie's, Oxana would probably have preferred a row of well hung male slaves.

		The three Dominants finished their quiet conversation and stepped closer again. Floyd directed himself to his slaves. "Nissa, you will care about Oxana during her stay with us." 

		The Thai girl answered with "yes, Master, it will be my pleasure" smiling and slightly bowing her head at Oxana. 

		"You, Layla, are in charge of Kylie." It was the tall willowy brunette who answered with "yes Master," and a smile.

		"Make sure they know the rules and everything else they need to know. Their Mistress wants them to be subjected to the same rules as every other new girl."

		"Yes Master," the two girls answered as one while the subjects of this little speech wondered what those rules were.

		"You," Floyd continued, addressing the twins, "go fetch Cassandra's luggage and bring it to her suite." Those too confirmed their orders and were dismissed while everybody else started to walk the half mile from the jetty to the mansion.

		"Mistress?" Kylie looked at Cassandra as they were about to leave.

		"Yes, my dear?"

		"Are we allowed to talk with them?"

		"No, girl. You are not allowed to talk to them," Cassandra replied and when Kylie's face fell with her disappointment she went on, "you are required to talk with your companions and learn as much as you can." She pinched the girl's nipple and noticed the insecurity in the girl's eyes. "You'll be doing well, no worries."

		"Thank you, Mistress."

		The twins crossed their path again, pulling a cart for the luggage as the group walked towards the mansion, Kylie and Oxana struggling on their heels on the soft ground but doing as good as they could. Everybody else was either barefoot or wearing canvas shoes.

		 

		Cassandra had handed the leashes of the girls to Nissa and Layla respectively and so the two girls walked with their designated teachers, already learning the first rules.

		"As a new slave, you will wear a red ribbon on your collar so everybody knows what you are," Nissa began. "You will be available all the time for everybody."

		Oxana had the first question. "Who's everybody?" she wanted to know.

		"Gardeners, maids, a technician, the cooks, a secretary. About ten people. That should keep you busy." Neither Kylie nor Oxana had a question; they were busy processing this information. "Of course you also have to be available to all the Mistresses and Masters as well as the other slaves, such as Layla and I," she added grinning. 

		"Oh my," Kylie groaned. She imagined herself in some kind of brothel where everybody who felt like it could come by, fuck her and leave again.

		"It's not that bad. The maids like to fuck a lot too, so the guys won't only be after you. In fact, it's great. You get a lot of sex, you usually get to cum a lot and you learn a few important lessons," Layla chimed in.

		"Which are?" Oxana asked.

		"That a slave's purpose is to make people happy. Of course that goes primarily for their Master or Mistress but also for everybody else they order you to make happy."

		"Oh. And what else?"

		"To be proud of your sexuality."

		That made sense and so they listened to the other rules. There weren't that many. No clothes unless they were told otherwise by their Mistress. Always wait until they were addressed when they wanted to talk to a Master or a Mistress. Always be clean and presentable. And, most important, of course, always be polite, respectful and follow their orders.

		"You won't get ordered by anyone except your Mistress. Unless she lends you to someone else. Otherwise they'll just ask but don't let that fool you, a request from a Master or a Mistress is just like an order."

		"Yup, I see." 

		 

		In the meantime they had reached the clearing in the tropical forest that surrounded the manor. The house, although spacious and large, occupied only a small part of the clearing. The rest was either grass on which chicken picked at the ground, the helipad, a tennis court and a few barns with all the machinery and tools that were needed to keep the island as its owner wanted it to be. All of that was located behind the house, so all the guests saw was the broad and low whitewashed building with bars on the windows and its red brick roof. 

		"Oh my ... that's beautiful, just beautiful," Kylie exclaimed and Oxana said something similar. Just then a large, iridescent blue butterfly sat down on her shoulder and fluttered its wings. Oxana stopped and didn't dare to breathe because she didn't want to spook the creature away.

		Cassandra turned and watched her as her girl slowly turned her head to look at the butterfly. "That would look nice on your pussy, wouldn't it?"

		"Yes Mistress, very nice," Oxana replied very quietly. "It's so beautiful. I already love it here," she went on, then looked after the butterfly as it took off and soon vanished in the dense foliage. 

		"So beautiful," she repeated smiling at her Mistress and it wasn't clear whether she was referring to the butterfly, a tattoo on her pussy, the island or Cassandra. 

		They were shown to their suite but since they had not luggage yet, or at all in the case of the two slaves, there was no need to stay there.

		"You two go with Nissa and Layla, let them show you around. We'll meet again for lunch." Cassandra kissed both her slaves, then decided that she wouldn't unlock their hands which were still cuffed behind them and linked to their collars.

		She looked after the four girls as they strolled down the porch that ran round the patio, the four firm asses and eight slender legs, their tanned backs and the shoulder blades moving beneath their silky skin and for a moment she wondered why she had ever bothered with a man when there were such beautiful and devoted girls. Then she slipped into a bikini and went to join Amy at the pool.

		While Cassandra and Amy chatted at the pool, the girls were shown around the house. All the rooms were accessed from the porch except for a few in the back side of the mansion. First, they went to this part, to look at the refectory, a large dining hall with a long table that easily seated two dozen people. A lower table was in the back, with no chairs around it.

		"That's the slave's table," Nissa explained. "We usually eat there, unless told otherwise. But this room is only used during parties when we have many guests; otherwise we eat out on the patio or over here when the weather's bad." She led them to another dining room, smaller than the first one and open towards the patio but otherwise similar.

		Then they were shown the smoking lounge "but there's no smoking allowed, although I guess you're not smoking anyway." Oxana and Kylie probably would have called the room a library, for all the walls were covered with shelves from bottom to the ceiling and the shelves were full of books. Several comfy seats and chaiselongues and sofas made this a perfect place to read.

		"There's everything here, from Cicero to de Sade and from Virginia Woolfe to Joy Fielding. Also, here's a lot of books about BDSM, if you want to read up," Layla said and pointed to a corner.

		"Here's the cinema," Nissa said, opening the next door. A row of seats, a screen and a digital projector sure honored the name of the room. The only thing that was missing to make for a real cinema, although a small one, was the smell of fresh popped corn.

		"Torture chamber, or dungeon, as our Master calls it." The girls went inside the next room, Layla and Nissa amusedly looking at each other as they watched their guests walk around and look at all the contraptions and torture devices. They knew the feeling only too well, remembered how they themselves had run their fingers over the sharp edge of a Spanish horse, shuddering at the thought of the wood biting into the tender flesh of their pussies. Or how their pussies had started to tingle when they had imagined themselves on one of the benches, completely exposed, completely helpless, their most intimate parts opened to whatever their Mistress or Master wanted to do.

		"I've got a feeling you will get to know this room intimately during your stay here," Layla said and giggled when she saw the shocked but also intrigued expressions on the girls' faces. 

		"Most of those things are not much worse to experience than they look like," Nissa said and then they both laughed, until Oxana and Kylie realized that she had been pulling their legs and joined their laughter. 

		
"Those are our owners' rooms," Nissa announced as they went down the right wing, indicating the first six doors. "On the other side, where you are staying, are all the guest rooms. And here is our little sanctuary, the slave girls' quarters."

		"No door?" Kylie asked.

		"No. Slaves don't have privacy. But hey, we each have our own bed. Not that we'd need that," Layla giggled and led them inside. The room was quite large, with two long rows of mattresses on either side. Those on the left were obviously not occupied currently, because they were stripped bare while the others were covered with linen and neatly folded blankets. 

		"What are all those rings for?" Oxana asked.

		"Take a wild guess," Nissa answered smiling. It was rather obvious what those rings were for. In the far wall of the room was a wide passage which led to a bathroom, the toilet and the bidet being located in plain view of the main door and thus also the patio. To the left were two showers, on the right two sinks with mirrored cupboards above them. Everything was impeccably clean, even the toothbrushes stood in a straight line in their glasses. 

		"So, that's where we spend the night, if we're not sleeping anywhere else." Layla straightened a toothbrush that definitely didn't need to be straightened while Nissa sat down on the toilet to pee. "Want to clean her?" Layla said to Kylie.

		"Sorry? What?"

		"I asked whether you want to clean Nissa's pussy."

		"You mean ..." 

		"Yes, lick the pee off her pussy." Layla said. "Chances are that sooner or later you'll have to do it anyway, and believe me, it's easier to do it if you want to than because you're told to, at least the first few times."

		"Oh. I ...”

		"I will," Oxana suddenly said and was already kneeling before Nissa, looking up at the petite Thai girl.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9 - Spread 'em, Babe!

		 

		"Your friend seems to be quite eager," Layla commented. "Oh, I almost forgot. You still need the red ribbons. Come!" Layla took hold of Kylie's leash and led her to the next room. This one was obviously a dressing room. On the left a row of mirrors above a long table, lots of makeup, lipsticks, hairspray and whatever gorgeous girls need to get themselves even more beautiful on it, to the right a closet that ran the whole length of the room.

		Layla opened a part of the closet and Kylie saw that it was full of lingerie, each shelf neatly labelled.

		"Wow, that's lots of nice stuff," she said as Layla reached for two red silk ribbons. 

		"Yup, we almost never get to wear some, though. I think you should wear it in your hair, let it fall down your back to the crack of your ass," the girl went on, referring to the silk ribbon. She fumbled about with Kylie's hair for a few minutes, then braided it into two braids, connecting their ends with the red bow, the two ends falling all the way down the blonde's back to tease the crack of her ass.

		"Now I can lead you around on your hair," she giggled and pulled on the strap. "Come on, doggy."

		"Doggy? Do I hear doggy?"

		"Oh, hello Frank," Layla said to the man in the jumpsuit with cut-off sleeves and a Yankees cap who was pushing along a trolley with a TV set on it.

		"Frank, this is Kylie, Mistress Cassandra's slave. Kylie, meet Frank, chopper pilot, technician and doggy fiend."

		Kylie blushed. She wasn't too worried about her nakedness, after all she had just spent a whole week being naked, but still, standing in front of this guy, being introduced as a slave and more or less implied that she was a doggy was enough to rush the blood to her face. Furthermore, she didn't have a clue as to how a slave was supposed to greet one of the island's employees. Shaking hands? Except that hers were still bound behind her back, although with some slack. Getting on her knees and kiss the guy's sneakers? She didn't suppose the latter would be appropriate, given that she hadn't kissed anyone's feet so far, except for those of her Mistress.

		But Frank knew. He turned her around, grabbed her hand with his right, unzipped his jumpsuit and guided her hands to where they belonged: around his already stiffening cock.

		"Pleased to meet you, Kylie," he grinned in her ear. "Don't let go of that, girl." With that he started to frogmarch her to the slave's dorm.

		It all happened quite fast, too fast for Kylie. Although Kylie was a girl who didn't freak at the prospect of an unplanned quickie, quite to the contrary, she still needed some time to get in the mood and be ready. But Frank was apparently in a hurry and so sweet Kylie found herself on her knees, her beautiful shapely ass raised high, breasts pressed into one of the unoccupied mattresses and Frank's cock inside her before her pussy was really wet. It hurt, but not too much and soon Kylie met the thrusts of the pilot and got in the right frame of mind.

		"Hmm, I love fresh pussy," Frank exclaimed, pushing even harder into Kylie's cunt.

		"Whoa! She gets screwed while I get only to lick pussy," Oxana cried as she came out of the toilet behind Nissa. Then she realized that her remark hadn't been too nice, at least not towards Nissa. "Oh ... well ... I'm sorry, but I do prefer cock," she apologized.

		Nissa obviously didn't care too much as she replied giggling, "that's ok, I rather have a cock inside me than lick a pussy too."

		The three girls watched on as Frank fucked Kylie, using her braids as reigns, enjoying the young woman's tight pussy to the fullest. He didn't need very long and came in Kylie with a long, guttural moaning.

		"Yes," he said panting, "that's one hot and tight pussy you got there, Kylie. I bet it will be very busy during your stay." He pulled out of her, slapped her ass lightly, saying "and welcome to Chinchorro, or Isla Chocho, as it is also known," while he got up. Only then did he notice Oxana.

		"Oh, more fresh pussy. Today's a good day. Welcome to you too." Layla introduced them. "Hi Oxana, do me a favor and clean my cock, please." That was quickly done and after Oxana had put Frank's dick back into his pants and zipped up the jumpsuit he smiled at her, obviously pleased. "I'll make sure we'll meet again soon but you have to excuse me now." With that he turned and left the four girls.

		"Whoa. That was a quick quickie," Kylie said and wanted to get up. But Layla told her to wait and knelt down behind the blonde, then made sure there was no cum left in her pussy. She also made sure that Kylie orgasmed. At last she got up, smacked her lips and waited for Kylie to stand too.

		"That's what is expected of you. You are ready to serve, to fuck, be fucked, to clean cock and pussy at all times." She waited until the two girls nodded. "Oh, and you'd better make sure your pussy is ready at all times, too. As you see, they don't care too much about foreplay. Well, some do, but Frank doesn't. Apart from that he's a nice guy, though. Now let's fix Oxana with a red ribbon and then we'll gonna pay Josephine a visit."

		"Who's Josephine?" Oxana asked while Layla tied the red ribbon around her neck.

		"The most important person on this island. Apart from Master and Mistress of course."

		Following Layla and Nissa down the porch Kylie whispered to Oxana that she thought it was totally hot that everybody could take her at any given time.

		"Uh oh. No sneaky whispering," Nissa said. 

		"I said that it's totally hot that everybody can fuck us whenever they want," Kylie dutifully repeated.

		"We'll talk about that again after you've been gangbanged for a day," Layla giggled. The thought of being fucked a whole day was quite intimidating, yet it was also hot enough to make sure that if someone had wanted to screw one of the two new girls he would have found her more than just ready, but in fact dripping wet.

		"Back here are the quarters of the workers. Plus the kitchen and storage rooms. There's also a gym over there," Layla said when the reached the corner. "Now, to Josephine. Make sure you leave a good first impression; Josephine can save your life. She can also make your life miserable, if she doesn't like you. But I reckon you'll be on her good side."

		Josephine was, as it turned out, not some kind of uber-Mistress. Well, maybe she was. She could well have played the role. Although, she wouldn't have had to play it, if she had been a Mistress it would all have come naturally to her. But, to put it in her own words, "she didn't give a rat's ass about all that slave shit!"

		Floyd might have been the islands head, and Amy its hand, especially when she wielded the whip. But Josephine was the islands heart and its soul, too. Somewhere in her seventies she looked like she'd come directly from the casting for the role of Mammy in 'Gone with the Wind' and the fools in charge of the casting had made the mistake of their life by not hiring her. Everything about her was big. Her bosom and her butt, her arms and her hands, her mouth but especially her heart, although she did her best to hide that.

		She wasn't only the island's heart and soul but also its chef, in charge of feeding between fifteen to sixty people. And nothing, absolutely nothing, would get in her way of doing her job. Not a hurricane, not a blackout, not any of the other persons on Isla Cocho, including Floyd and his wife. They, of course, knew that and stayed out of her way, for she did a perfect job. There hadn't been a single day in many years in which there hadn't been a table full of the best food ready at the right time in the right place.

		Josephine was standing in the middle of the kitchen kneading dough, her two helps in the back of the kitchen, chopping vegetables. 

		"Look it this!" she said in a booming deep voice, a look of disapproval on her face. "Girls with their hands tied on their back. Perfectly capable girls rendered useless by shackling them. What's this world coming to, Jesus Christ!"

		"Not completely useless, Ma'am," Layla dared to object as they crossed the impeccably clean kitchen. Everything shone and blinked, it seemed as if nothing had ever been cooked in this kitchen.

		Josephine glared at Layla. "You, with your perverted lesbian stuff all the time. Come here and I'll show you useless!"

		Layla grinned, leaned against the table beside Josephine and got a painful swat on her ass with a wooden spoon the black woman must have conjured up out of thin air.

		"Ouch!"

		"T'was nuthin', chickie." Josephine swatted the girl once more, the sound of the impact echoing through the kitchen. "Now, to you sweethearts." 

		Layla rubbed her ass which now was streaked with two red stripes and before she could say anything Josephine had approached Kylie and Oxana who didn't know whether they should laugh or pee their, well, not their pants since they didn't wear any.

		"Welcome on Banco Chinchorro, I'm Josephine. That's 'Ma'am’ to you," the big woman grinned. Then, since the girl's hands were tied and not available for a shake, she pinched first Oxana's, then Kylie's cheek, making them feel like little schoolgirls.

		"So, Oxana and Kylie. If you're hungry, you come to me and I'll feed you. If those girls annoy you," she went on, looking at Layla and Nissa, "you also come to me and I'll make sure they don't sit on their butts this side of Christmas."

		The two girls replied with a polite "yes Ma'am," while Layla mumbled something under her breath.

		"What was that, you brat?" The wooden spoon once again arched through the air and landed on the brunette's ass.

		"I said that you'll feed them with a shriveled up apple after they've groveled and worshipped your feet for two or three hours," Layla giggled, still nicely presenting her ass which now sported three red welts.

		"You, young lady, should watch your tongue. And you're wrong. Shriveled up apples are reserved for bratty gals like you." The tone of Jo's voice was stern, but the way she looked at Layla and the other girls showed that it was only the tone of her voice that was stern. As a matter of fact, she liked them all. She never understood why a smart, beautiful girl would want to be a slave, but she respected their decision and helped them wherever she could. Many a slave had cried at her bosom when times had been hard, and many a slave had had their ass slapped by the big woman, but none had ever complained.

		"Now, girls, get your butts in gear and tell your Masters and Mistresses that lunch is ready soon." She turned to Oxana and Kylie. "You girls, go and tell your Mistress to unshackle your hands, there's work to be done."

		With that they were dismissed for the time being and after taking a quick look at the gym but not meeting anyone else they went out to the patio. 


		 

		Beautifully decorated with bright Bougainvillea and other creeping plants as well as cacti and palms, the patio was the centre of the mansion's social life. The pool was large, but there was still enough space left between the four wings of the house for a spacious terrace, shaded by more plants and sunshades and furnished with tables, sofas and comfortable seats. On the left side was a small stage on which stood a St. Andrew's cross, on the other a small bamboo hut with a bar and several fridges and freezers. 

		Amy and Cassandra lounged on a comfortable wicker sofa as the four girls approached them. Of course neither Oxana nor Kylie dared to tell their Mistress that they needed their hands free as they all knelt down in front of their Mistresses.

		"Have you shown them everything already?" Amy asked.

		"No Mistress. Only the house, nothing of the surroundings. Josephine has sent us to inform you that lunch is ready any minute now."

		"OK, you can show them later. Nissa, go tell your Master that lunch is about to be served." The Thai bowed, then hurried away.

		"Ma'am, she has also said your slaves should ask you to release their hands so they can help serving," Layla went on, then giggled. "But I guess they didn't dare to ask you."

		"Uh huh. Well, if Josephine needs your help I won't be the one standing in her way," Cassandra got up and freed her slaves’ hands. "Now you better hurry back to the kitchen. You don't want to get on bad terms with Josephine."

		"Yes Mistress. We already know," Kylie said smiling, with a side glance at the red streaks on Layla's ass.

		
Floyd and Amy usually ate with their slaves while the employees had their own place behind the house in a gazebo. Nobody ate inside as long as the weather permitted, and it was almost always nice enough to eat outside. Usually two slaves served the folks in the patio, normally the two who had arrived on the island the latest and the two kitchen helps served the employees. But today Josephine decided that the three girls should serve first in the patio, then the employees.

		"That way you can meet them all," she said.

		"Yeah, and they can all finger you and fuck you," Layla said.

		"Nobody fingers one of my girls as long as there's work to do," Josephine replied. That turned out to be true. Layla, Oxana and Kylie carried platters with food and jugs with cool, fresh water and fruit juice to Floyd and Amy and Cassandra and their fellow slaves while Nissa set the table. As soon as everything was done they repeated the same in the gazebo, where several men and women were already waiting. Everybody greeted the two newcomers and welcomed them to the island, but nobody touched them. They were, though, almost devoured by looks. 

		And after their lunch, they were devoured by much more than just looks. First, as they cleaned the tables, the girls were fingered by just about everyone, including the three maids, the two kitchen helps and the secretary and even more by the males. Hands kneaded their tits and slapped their asses, feeling them up, fingers slid between their legs, teasing their cunts which soon were dripping wet and buzzing like mad. 

		And then, after they had served coffee, it was their turn to get to know the folks intimately. For almost three hours they were fucked, on the table, on the floor, leaning against the wooden railing, holding onto one of the roof's beams. They licked pussies and sucked cocks as if there was no tomorrow. When there was no cock in their pussy, which wasn't often the case, there were fingers in them or at least on them while at the same time there were hands on their breasts and on their thighs. 

		Both Oxana and Kylie lost count of how many times one of the guys had come inside or on them and how many times they had licked one of the women to an orgasm, nor had they an idea about how many orgasms they themselves had. All they knew was that they were raw and spent by the time they were left alone, their cunts oozing jism and their jaws tired. 

		"Aww ... fuck," Oxana finally whispered, still lying on the floor, "that was exactly what I needed."

		"I reckon we're truly just objects to do with as everyone pleases." Kylie slowly started to get up. "But I'm glad it's over, at least for the time being."

		Layla, who had been with them all the time, had in fact been licked both by Kylie and Oxana, chimed in. "Err, sorry. You're not."

		"Huh? Oh no, no more fucking!" Kylie cried.

		"Nah, you won't get fucked. But you will clean each other. Lick every drop of cum from the other's body." 

		The two girls moaned and groaned. They had thought they'd be allowed to have a shower, get themselves clean and maybe rest for a while. But they nevertheless did as they were told, drank juices and jism from each other's cunts, licked their thighs and breasts and everywhere else where one of the guy had shot his cum, then finally kissed each other passionately before they finally got up.

		"Hmm, you two smell wonderfully," Layla said as she took both their leashes in one hand and led them out of the pavilion to show them the rest of the island. "Like the sextoys you are," she giggled. After a few minutes she stopped and turned to look at the girls. 

		"Stick two fingers in each other's cunt."

		Oxana and Kylie looked at each other. "What? Now you're ordering us around too?" Oxana asked, but it apparently was a rhetoric question because her fingers were already inside Kylie's hot snatch. 

		"Well, 'ordering around' is the wrong expression. Let's call it a suggestion," Layla answered with a sweet smile. However, it was evident that she liked to tell the girls what they should do. It was just as evident that both Oxana and Kylie had no problem with being told what to do, partly because they didn't know better but mostly because they both liked it that way.

		They crossed the clearing on a dirt track and had almost reached the jungle when Nissa caught up with them. She had been present too during the girl's fuckfest, but then had made sure that the tables both in the patio and the pavilion were cleared and clean again.

		The girls talked about themselves as they wandered into the thick, lush forest. Where they came from, what they did, why they were here. Oxana first, then Kylie, distracted by the other's fingers in their cunt. 

		"I'm from Portland, Oregon," Layla told them when Kylie was finished. "Was interested in BDSM, went to a few events, got involved with someone who wasn't a Master but merely an abusive asshole and beat the shit out of me a few times until I realized that this wasn't what it was about. Not for me, anyway. I went down to California, started studying law in San Diego. And then I went to a party and met Amy. She invited me here after we'd met a few times and after a couple of emails and here I am."

		Nissa's story was quite different. Born in the mountainous north of Thailand, in a poor family of poor farmers she was more or less sold to an older woman who said she would find her a job as a maid in Chiang Mai.

		"But the woman then sold me to a brothel where I was forced to work seven days a week and was beaten when I didn't make enough money. After a few months I was brought to Bangkok to work in another brothel. They move the girls around all the time so they can't form friendships with each other and get ideas in their heads."

		In Bangkok Nissa worked in a strip joint and whorehouse that was frequented by Tourists. "One day there was this older guy, looking at me all the time as I stood on the stage and shook my assets. He beckoned me to his table and when I started to do what whores do with their clients he just held my hands and asked me whether I wanted to get out of here. I was too afraid to tell him the truth; I knew I'd be beaten badly if word of my infidelity reached my owner. But I guess he saw the truth in my eyes."

		The next day she found herself first on the backseat of a cab, then in a private jet, destination unknown. "The older guy, who was of course Floyd, had given me decent clothes and never even touched me, so I wasn't that much worried. And then he brought me here and I lived in my own suite for a month, had my private English teacher and everything. Nobody touched me during the whole time, but of course I saw the other slaves and talked to them, saw how they served and how they were cherished and treated with respect. Floyd didn't even have to ask me, I knelt down before him and begged him to let me stay as his slave," Nissa concluded.

		"Wow," Oxana finally said, after a lengthy silence. "So you didn't know where you were going? What if you hadn't wanted to be his slave?"

		"No, I didn't. And if I had wanted to go I could have. He had already gotten me an American passport and everything and would have paid for an education. But now I'm glad I chose slavery. It is the right thing for me."

		"Truth is, the horny chick just couldn't stand watching us getting banged all the time while all her own pussy got to feel was her own fingers," Layla said teasingly.

		"Yes, that too," Nissa giggled.

		They reached a clearing with a beautiful pond, about two hundred yards across. It was a hole in the ground where the limestone had caved in and there were only two places where the water was accessible without a ten feet jump, one was where they were standing, the other on the other side of the pond. It was the largest of the ponds on the island and it was where the girls went to swim in the morning, as part of their daily exercise. "This path leads to the beach. Well, it's not much of a beach, at least there's no surf. And over there you will get lost in the jungle and eaten by snakes or crocodiles."

		Oxana looked quizzically at Layla. "Crocodiles?"

		"Yup. There are crocodiles. To keep the slaves from running away."

		"You're joking, right?"

		"Maybe. But now let's go for a swim." They were in the water in no time, splashing and squealing and giggling, then Nissa and Layla started for the other side of the pond, Kylie and Oxana trying to keep up with them.

		"You gotta swim faster when you want to evade the crocs," Layla shouted when she and Nissa had reached the far shore and were turning back.

		"There are no crocs here," Oxana repeated, hoping that she was right.

		"Then tell me what you think this is." Layla directed the girl's eyes towards a fallen tree that had half submerged in the clear water. A huge lizard was lying on the trunk, also partially submerged, except that it wasn't a lizard. It was much larger than a lizard and it had a much larger mouth. There was much panicked screaming and frantic flailing at the water as both Kylie and Oxana probably set new world records in swimming.

		Once safe on the shore again the two girls watched in awe as Nissa and Layla unhurriedly returned, talking to each other in relaxed voices.

		"You ... that ... this is a crocodile!" Oxana cried when they were standing on the warm sand too.

		"Yeah, told you there's crocs," Layla giggled. "Except that it isn't a crocodile but a Spectacled Caiman."

		"But ... Isn't that dangerous?"

		"No. Jake gets a chicken every other day. That seems to be all he needs."

		"Jake?"

		"Yup. That's his name, although nobody really knows whether he's a guy or a girl."

		"And he's really harmless?" Kylie still eyed the reptile with suspicion.

		"We go swimming here every morning. So far he has never bitten a tit off one of the girls." Nissa was already turning back. "Come on, girls, time to look after your Mistress and get ready for the party.

		"Party? There's a party? Cool!" Oxana exclaimed, wringing her hair.

		"Of course there's a party. There's always a party when we have new guests. Dunno if it's going to be cool, though. Well, it's gonna be cool for us. Not sure about you, though," Layla said ominously but wouldn't go into any details as to why the party might be not so cool for the two new slaves.

		 

		Cassandra had planned the evening together with Amy. Floyd was, to nobody's surprise, somewhere else, snapping pictures, taking Mieke, the chubby blonde slave, along.

		Now Cassandra was in her suite on the bed, daydreaming and feeling horny. Having witnessed once how a new slave was welcomed by the people working for Floyd she wondered whether they had been used the same way. She guessed so, and she was sure the girls had enjoyed it. They were her lovely sex-crazed slaves and they wouldn't mind a thorough gangbang. And if they minded, they'd simply have to learn to get used to being used.

		Finally the door opened and her sex-crazed slaves entered, both flush from the heat outside, their hair still damp from swimming in the pond. She also noticed with a smile that they walked quite broad-legged as they crossed the room and knelt down beside the bed.

		"Hello Mistress," both said at the same time, their faces radiant, maybe from the sun, maybe from the exercise, maybe from the extensive fucking.

		"Hello. Have you met everybody?"

		"Yes, Mistress, we did."

		"And did everybody use you?"

		"Yes Mistress, most of them used us several times."

		"That's good, isn't it?"

		"Yes Mistress. We enjoyed it. It's ... hot to know that everybody can use us any time they want," Oxana explained. She blushed just a little bit.

		"How about the cunt licking? Getting used to it?" Cassandra inquired.

		"Yes Mistress," Oxana replied after a short hesitation. She opened her mouth to go on, then stopped again.

		"Tell me, girl. No secrets between us, never."

		"It's ... well, I still prefer cock to pussy."

		Cassandra laughed and bent forward to kiss her slave on the mouth. "Silly girl. That's OK. You don't have to become a lesbian to be my slave." Another long kiss followed. "Of course that doesn't mean you don't have to worship my pussy, sweetheart." And with that she pulled her up on the bed where Oxana spent the next hour doing exactly that, supported by Kylie.

		"OK, girls. Time to properly start your training," Cassandra announced once they were all showered and shaved and ready for the party. 

		"Err ... training?" Kylie asked.

		"Yup. In the next few weeks you'll learn the basics about being a slave. And we start tonight. You will wear this." She held up a shiny chrome plug, a couple inches long and about one wide at the thickest point and half of that at the base. The knob at the end was again an inch wide and consisted of a shiny glass knob, cut like a huge diamond. 

		"Umm ... does that go where I think it goes?" Kylie asked, eyeing the plug with suspicion.

		"If you think it goes in your ass: yes, it does. And that's where it stays until I tell you otherwise. It'll help you getting used to anal sex."

		Kylie gulped. She had thought long and hard about taking it up her ass when she wrote the list of do-s and don't-s and had finally decided to put it on the 'wanna try'-list. But she hadn't expected to be wearing something in her ass so soon. However, she was determined to be a good girl and do as she was told, and right now she was told to turn around, bend over and spread her asscheeks. And so Kylie turned around, bent over and spread her ass.

		Cassandra pressed the plug to the puckered rosebud. "Sometimes I wished I had a cock. Your asshole must be awesome to fuck," she said as she slowly worked the plug in, until only the glassy knob was left to be seen. She closed Kylie's collar around her neck and attached a leash. The last item was a thin gold chain around her waist from which dangled a short length of chain with a pendant that came to rest exactly on Kylie's clit. It would tease her with every step and make sure that she'd be aroused all the time. "That's it. Now to you, Oxana." 

		"Your training tonight will be different." She opened a cotton bag and took out a lot of chains, quite heavy ones, which she slung around Oxana's body and between her legs, pulling it tight between her cunt lips. Two lengths of chain ran up from the one around her waist to frame her full breasts and were locked to the collar. Finally Cassandra closed padded leather wrist cuffs to Oxana's wrists and locked them to the chains on her hips. Oxana wondered what kind of training that would be, to lock chains around her, but then she figured that she'd find out soon enough and didn't ask.

		


		

	
		

		Chapter 10 - Candlelight Passion


		 

		The patio was even more beautifully decorated when they left the suite and joined their hosts. The gardeners had put potted plants everywhere and the area was dimly illuminated by torches and candles and in the soft light the skin of Kylie and Oxana shone golden. Floyd and Amy were lying on comfortable sofas, their six naked slaves at their feet. Cassandra draped herself on another sofa while the girls joined their fellow slaves on the floor, leaning against the sofa on which lay their Mistress.

		Kylie was constantly reminded of the plug in her ass whenever she shifted position and with time she actually got used to the feeling, even started to enjoy it a little bit. Oxana, on the other hand, couldn't move without the chains clinking. They talked about their day, answered questions by Floyd and Amy, drinking fruit juices the twins Crissy and Karen poured them from a large mug. It was all pretty easygoing and Kylie and Oxana started to wonder what the party was about since all they did was sitting around. But that changed as soon as they had eaten, the two girls being fed morsels by their Mistress, something they both enjoyed immensely.

		A single seat stood facing the sofas, its back towards the pool. Kylie was ordered to sit on this seat, her legs over the armrests and play with herself.

		"I want you on the very edge. When you think you can't hold back anymore, hold back some more," Cassandra instructed her and watched her beautiful slave blush as she spread her legs wide, her cunt lips parting, the pendant resting on her clit. 

		"You, Oxana, will please everybody."

		"Yes Mistress."

		Oxana was being kept very busy because all the girls got permission to be pleasured by her. Her own cunt was dripping as she went down on the slaves to lick and suck them but of course she couldn't touch herself. That was when it dawned on her that the lesson of the day, or rather the night, was that she couldn't expect to get her needs fulfilled. 

		And Kylie learned that it's something completely different to be screwed or licked to a screaming orgasm while others watched on to doing it yourself, fully exposed, with several people looking into you eyes. She could get herself right to the edge, could already feel the orgasm starting to build, knew that it would take only a wee little tiny bit to push her over the edge; she was even given permission by her Mistress to cum. But she couldn't. She tried hard, did her best, but something kept her from being able to give everything.

		In the end she gave up, tears of disappointment in her eyes. "I am sorry, Mistress. I ... I can't. I did my best."

		"I know, Kylie. I'm proud of you. It's not easy, but you will learn to let go. Now come here for your punishment," Cassandra said with a smile.

		Kylie's worries about the punishment were unfounded as she soon learned, for Cassandra pulled her up to join her on the sofa where she made the girl come and was pleasured herself.

		Oxana wasn't that lucky. Eventually she had pleased all the girls twice and Floyd once and she was hornier than any bitch in heat had ever been. However, she refrained from begging her Mistress for permission, just knelt down at her feet again, her heart aching and her pussy throbbing as she watched her Mistress and Kylie having fun with each other. 

		A bit later Amy gave them a demonstration of what a skilled Mistress could achieve with a brave and willing slave. It was the chubby blonde Mieke who was standing broad legged between two posts, holding on to handles, her whole body stretched. Amy stood before her, in her hand a bullwhip that looked like something not even a very insensible person would use on a rhino's hide, let alone on a naked girl. Again and again the whip snapped at the girl, but it didn't seem to harm her as much as could be expected. As a matter of fact, it didn't harm her at all. The girl soon was covered with a sheen of perspiration, her skin getting rosy as she fought to remain her position, fingers cramped around the holds, her moans loud, the colour of her skin turning from rosy to pink. Her body seemed to shrink away from and moving towards the sting of the whip at the same time. Eventually her moans got hoarse and loud and the occasional 'please, Mistress, please' could be made out between her cries and moans as she begged her Mistress for permission to cum. However, Amy let the girl beg for a long time. Finally she stopped and paused, her arm arched back, the whip coiled on the floor at her feet, then it snapped towards the girl and hit the poor girls engorged and throbbing clit just when the girl was ordered to "CUM!". And cum she did, violently so, screaming her lust into the night, unable to control her body any longer and if it hadn't been for her fellow slaves holding her and supporting her she would have crashed to the floor in a twitching heap of lust and passion.

		Kylie and Oxana were stunned. They had seen their share of girls having an orgasm, but this was definitely one of the most intense and it had been brought upon the girl exclusively by the sting of an evil looking bullwhip. If someone had told them that this was possible they'd have thought the person was crazy. Yet it wouldn't be too long before they realized that they, too, could cum just by the sting of the whip. But first, they went for a swim, to wash away all the juice and sweat and sticky stuff from their bodies before they all called it a night and went to bed.

		 

		Over the next couple of days the girls were being kept busy and learned a lot. In the morning they went to the gym or on a run, they swam in the pond, all the time scanning the water for the long dark shape of Jake, which stayed out of their way, mostly because he didn't like the squealing and giggling of the girls but also because he was well fed and basically a terribly lazy reptile. 

		The afternoons were filled with lessons about how to hold a position, how to walk properly so that it looked as if they weren't walking but actually gliding gracefully, they learned how to take care of all the different implements, how to make sure that a leather flogger remained smooth and a lot of other things. Their Mistress often watched them, a smile of approval on her face. In the evenings they learned that they had given a lot more to Cassandra when they had become her slaves. They had given her power over their body functions, too, at least those connected to their sex. They were tied up and teased until they thought they were going to explode with lust only to realize that they could will themselves to hold out just a bit longer and then again a bit longer, they learned that an orgasm wasn't something they had a right to but a gift they had to earn or sometimes were granted just because Cassandra enjoyed to see their beauty when they rushed into blissful oblivion and they learned that pleasing their Mistress was invariably rewarded.

		"I rather reward you for pleasing me than punish you. It's much more fun and more effective," Cassandra once said. "But you'll find a lot of people who think BDSM is about punishment and all that stuff. I don't need an excuse if I want to whip your perfect asses or have you kneel on dried chickpeas for an hour."

		In between lessons the girls were being kept busy by the staff using them. It wasn't uncommon that one of them went to the kitchen to fetch something only to be stopped and used by one of the guys or pulled into a room by one of the maids. The knowledge that their own bodies weren't theirs anymore never failed to get the girls aroused. It was just too hot to know that everybody could use them, anytime and anyplace. 

		It was the day before Oxana's 19th birthday when their fantastic time on Isla Choncho came to a sudden end. Cassandra had given her slaves a day off and Kylie had decided to lounge around the pool and read a book while Oxana had accepted Floyd's invitation to join her on a hunt for a pig that had escaped. 

		"It'll kill a lot of animals if we don't find it and bring it back," Floyd said and handed her the camera bag. Oxana was, as usual, naked, except for a pair of light sneakers because of the thorns they might encounter. 

		Floyd was carrying a blowgun and a little box with darts. "I won't kill an animal," he explained. "That's Josephine's job. So we'll just hunt it down, shoot a dart in its rear end, tie it up and let the guys go get it."

		And so they set out in the morning, walked past the pond and on to the beach, Floyd scanning the ground for tracks of the pig, Oxana walking a few feet behind him and admiring all the flowers and butterflies. They soon reached the beach, which really wasn't much of a beach. At least there was no surf, the waves breaking on the edge of the bank a couple of miles out. Still, it was beautiful, and most of all, it was completely deserted except for a few birds who picked at the sand.

		"Oh, what's that, Sir?" Oxana asked when she saw a series of weird tracks on the hard pressed sand. They looked as if someone had dragged something heavy from the sea and then back.

		"Turtles. We can come back tonight and watch them."

		"Oh, wow. Can we see the little ones too, when they....” she searched in vain for the right word.

		"Hatch. Yeah, we can do that. Keep them out of harm's way, at least until they're in the water."

		"Who would harm a tiny little baby turtle?"

		"Seagulls, cats, of which unfortunately we have a few on the island, but also ocelots and kites and more or less every other carnivore on Chinchorro. It's a feast. And once they're in the water the real danger only starts. Barracudas, morays, big snappers and small sharks, they all like an easy prey such as they are."

		He told her about the turtles as they walked along the beach until they were thirsty and hungry and sat down to eat their lunch. 

		"So tomorrow is your birthday, huh?"

		"Yes Sir. I'll be 19," Oxana replied.

		"Do you have a wish?"

		Oxana indeed had several wishes. One she had discussed with Cassandra this morning but hadn't gotten more than a "we'll see if that's possible". The other she was reluctant to talk about and the third she knew was quite a silly one.

		She started with the last. "I want this to last for all eternity," she said, moving her arm in a wide arch to take in the whole island. "I've never felt so alive before."

		Floyd remained silent for a long time. "I know what you mean. But this is just a little island, not paradise." Oxana happened to disagree, after all, the island wasn't that small and it did feel like paradise, but she knew that wasn't the point.

		"Just a little island with a few crazy people who live they way they want. Some serve because they want to, some are being served because that's they want. It doesn't matter where you are, here or on the Artemis, in Zurich or in fact anywhere else in the world. As a slave you'll always feel as alive as now as long as you can serve the one you love. That's all that counts. Money can buy you an island, but it can't make you feel home." He paused and squinted across the water. "It took me a long time to figure that out. Be smarter than I have been and believe me."

		"Yes Sir."  

		"And what else do you wish for?"

		"How do you know that wasn't all?"

		"Oxana," Floyd said with an amused smile. "I've known countless young slaves before you. Most of them were young, gorgeous girls like you, eager to please, eager to learn, hungry for new experiences. They weren't all the same, far from that, but some traits they all had in common. One is, they all have a secret wish, or several. Something they want but are afraid to share. Besides, I can see it in your eyes." Once again he paused, this time looking in the girl's eyes. "I'm pretty sure I could guess, but I want you to tell me."

		Oxana didn't reply for a long time. "I ... you ... I mean, Mistress has told me that soon she expects me to offer my ass, too. And well, I would be very honoured if you were the first."

		Floyd looked at her, then started to laugh hard. "Geez, you're such a horny young gal." He leaned over to her and pecked her on the cheek. "Luckily, I love horny young gals." If Oxana had thought that he'd fuck her up the ass right here and then she was wrong, for he reminded her that since her ass belonged to Cassandra, she'd have to discuss that with her. "But I would of course be equally honoured to be the first," he added with a wide grin. "Now let's go. There's still a pig on the loose."

		They resumed their hunt and soon enough Floyd spotted fresh tracks of the pig. They were following it in a hurry when Floyd broke his leg when he jumped off a thick root and hit a stone hidden beneath dry leaves.

		"Aaaww," he screamed and rolled around the ground until he lay on his back.

		"Oh shit," Oxana said after she had carefully rolled up the trouser leg. "That doesn't look good." Indeed it didn't. A piece of bone had pierced the skin and blood was already pooling in his shoe. She felt as if she was going to be sick, but then Floyd grabbed her arm and shook it.

		"I've lived through worse, babe. Don't worry. Give me the first aid kit from the camera bag and then you run back and get the boys. Frank can land the chopper just a few hundred yards from here on the beach."

		Oxana pulled herself together, then helped Floyd tend to the wound and when that was done he told her how to get back. Not on the fastest way, but one she would find easily.

		"Go in this direction. At the beach you turn south. That's right," he added. But Oxana had learned enough about directions by then to tell south from north. "When you come to a couple of rocks on the beach you'll see a dead tree. There's the trail that brings you back to the mansion. Take care and don't hurry. I'll be fine."

		But Oxana did hurry. She jogged through the jungle, never minding the twigs and thorns scratching her and reached the beach in only a few minutes. Once there she turned south and ran as fast as she could, legs pumping, heart beating in her throat, found the boulders and the dead tree and soon reached the pond where Jake resided. 

		By then dusk was already settling and Oxana worried about finding Floyd in the darkness again. She figured that the employees were probably already assembling for dinner and so she ran straight towards the veranda. But to her surprise it was empty. Panting heavily she went in direction of the kitchen, which, even more surprisingly, was dark too. But it was the direct way to the patio and she thought that there would be someone in the patio, maybe even everybody.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11 - A Girl goes Commando

		 

		She opened the door and stepped into the kitchen and there was a loud boing as a heavy skillet hit the back of her head and sent her to the floor. Or there would have been a loud boing hadn't it been for the fact that Oxana, her legs tired and unsteady from all the running, hadn't stumbled. So there wasn't a loud boing because the skillet didn't hit her square on the back of the head but only a zinnng as the edge of the frying pan grazed her and sliced open the skin on the back of her head.

		Still, it was enough to send her to the floor where she lay for a moment, confused and panting, before she said "what the fuck?!" and squinted into the semi-darkness to find out what had grazed her neck. She also reached up and realized that the warm stuff she felt trickling down her back was her own blood.

		Josephine, who had been the one swinging the skillet, didn't say "what the fuck?!" She said "holy sweet Mary." Then the unthinkable happened: Josephine lost consciousness and it was only by pure chance that she didn't bury the small girl beneath herself as she fell to the floor. But she came around quickly, quicker than Oxana found her bearings.

		"Shh," she whispered when Oxana started to ask what this was all about. Since she had also laid her big hand across the girl's mouth this was quite a superfluous command. "I could have killed you, girl. That's what you get when you don't knock when you want to come into my kitchen."

		Oxana assured her that she didn't hurt too much, "it's just a bit of blood, no real damage done, really." The two women finally got down to the business of telling each other what was up. It was Oxana's turn first. After she had told her tale she wanted to get up but was kept down on the floor by Josephine.

		"I was in the freezer, right? In the far corner, getting some Bourbon vanilla ice cream, when I heard the shouting and even a shot. I peeked outside and saw them villains with guns rounding everyone up. Now they hold them all captive in the cinema room. I think so, at least."

		Oxana was speechless. But not for long. Then she got mad. And very, very angry. Villains? With guns? On this peaceful island? In this place where she had found her own version of paradise? 

		Josephine went on to tell her how she had evaded the thugs. "I stayed in the freezer until my butt started to freeze, and believe me; it takes some time until such a nice big butt starts to freeze. Then I slipped out and armed myself with the skillet. I just wanted to leave to come search for Floyd and you to warn you when you arrived."

		 

		They decided that it would be best to get out of the house altogether, since sooner or later someone would get hungry and come to the kitchen. Apparently the thugs, whoever they were, had forgotten about Josephine. But they probably were expecting Oxana and Floyd. However, since they were about six or seven on Josephine's counting and all of them had guns they didn't expect much troubles from the two, especially since they didn't know that at least Oxana was aware of the situation.

		Before they left Oxana thoroughly rinsed the gash on her head in the sink and Josephine poured iodine over it but it was impossible to do much more in the middle of all her thick, wavy hair and without enough time and so her neck and back were soon covered in blood again. They took a few bottles of water and some food, two large kitchen knives and finally Josephine grabbed the skillet again. It wouldn't do them any good against seven heavily armed villains, but at least they didn't feel completely helpless. 

		After they had reached the shadows between the trees they started to plan. To give up and turn themselves in wasn't a possibility they ever even considered. Josephine was too mad that someone had dared to interrupt the preparing of a meal, "and of course the baking of your birthday cake, sugar. But they'll gonna pay dearly for that," she said and Oxana was mad because, well, just because. 

		"I go and get the blowgun with the anesthetizing darts," she said. "And bring Floyd some bad news and water. Then we'll go take a look at those thugs." The trickle of blood was still running down her neck and she reached up with both hands and drew them across her face, smearing it with blood.

		"What's that about, sugar?" Josephine wanted to know.

		"Camouflage."

		Jo sighed and rolled her eyes. "Babe."

		"What? Sorry but I'm not black as you."

		"Nobody's perfect, sugar," Josephine said soothingly. "OK, girl, go now, I'll wait here."

		 

		It took Oxana only an hour to return to Josephine, but she didn't look her best upon her return. Her legs were scratched and her left breast sported a small gash where she had run into a twig in the darkness and her whole body was caked with dried blood and mud. Floyd had been worried when he had seen her but he realized that the hopes of all the people on the island lay with the young girl and his chef and so he had quickly explained how the blowpipe worked, had told her to aim at a body part that is well circulated by blood and finally had opened the camera bag and retrieved the camera to which he had attached a 1200mm lens. "That's a perfect telescope. You can check their nostrils for snot from several hundred yards," he had explained when Oxana had asked what she was supposed to do with the camera. Then she had run back, still not caring about the twigs and vines, the blood mixing with sweat when she reached Jake's pond where she slowed down and went on as quietly as she could.

		Now the two women crouched low in the shadows of the trees on the side of the house where the guest suites were located, figuring that this side was the least populated and hence the one where nobody would look out of a window by chance. One of the guys was sitting in the shadows of the employee's porch. He wasn't hiding too well, they could see the orange glow when he dragged on his cigarette. They assumed that there was another one in front of the building, waiting for Oxana and Floyd to return. By now the thugs must have known that something had happened to them. Or maybe they simply thought that Floyd was screwing the slave somewhere on the beach. 

		"What now?" whispered Oxana whose courage had somewhat diminished on her lone trek through the dark jungle. 

		"We wait. You sleep now. If anyone can creep in and take a look around, it's you. I'm not a creeping kind of person." There was no arguing with that and so Oxana rolled herself up on the grass and laid her head on the big woman's lap.

		"Ma'am?"

		"Yes, sugar?"

		"Do you really think we stand a chance?"

		"Sure. We'll take them out one by one and then you get the punishment you deserve."

		"Punishment? Why?"

		"You might have forgotten, but swearing in my kitchen is always punished."

		"But ... but you nearly killed me."

		"Sugar, when I'm done with your ass, you will wish I hadn't missed you with that skillet."

		"Oh." Oxana didn't mind a spanking. The few she had gotten so far hadn't been that bad. But getting her ass spanked by Jo was something completely different. She was sure she wouldn't be able to sit on her ass in this decade. Besides, she thought it to be quite unfair to be punished because she had said 'what the fuck' after being nearly beaten to death with a skillet.

		"Jo."

		"What?"

		"My name is Jo. Not 'Oh'." All Oxana could see when she looked was the dark shadow of Jo's face and her white teeth as she smiled down at her.

		"OK, Jo."

		"Now sleep, my little girl. And when you're rested we'll show those villains how a snowball in hell feels like."

		Oxana doubted that. But she did as she was told and when Josephine woke her up at about four in the morning she wasn't exactly rested, but she felt refreshed enough to get up and take a look around.

		Nobody was in sight as Oxana looked through the lens of the camera. She slowly crept across the open space between the jungle and the mansion and reached the back entrance without seeing any movement. A minute later she was beneath the arches that ran around the patio. Two thugs were out on the patio, lying on the sofas. Layla and Kylie were there, too, lying between the thugs' legs, their heads bobbing up and down.

		"Yeah, cunt, that's the way to do it," she heard one of the villains say. He was talking Spanish, or Mexican, rather.

		"They're real good cocksuckers, those cunts. I think we should stay here for some time after we've done away with the guys."

		"Yup. Loads of hot broads. We could also take them with us when we leave here. We gotta talk to the boss about that."

		"What do you think? That Taylor dude, does he have the cojones to whack his wife?"

		"Nah, those gringos are all wimps. But I'll do it for him. After I've fucked her, of course." They both laughed and reached for the heads of the girls to press them further down on their cocks. It was just as well that Oxana didn't have a knife with her or she would probably have stormed out from her hiding place and thrown herself at the thugs in her rage. The way it was, all she did was tremble with anger. But that moment passed and now at least she knew who had brought the villains to Isla Chocho. She slowly crept around the archway until she reached the front wing. There she slipped out after she made sure that nobody was guarding the entrance and started to peek into the windows. There wasn't much light to go with but she still could make out that the villains had taken up residence in Floyd's and Amy's rooms. They probably each had one of the girls with them. There was no window in the cinema room and so she couldn't see whether the hostages were indeed held there, but since all the other rooms appeared to be empty that was the plausible place. 

		She quickly hurried back to Josephine and reported what she had found out. That it would be almost impossible to take out the two guards at the same time, especially since they had their guns nearby. Finally they decided to wait in one of the guest suites and take their chances sometimes during the day.  

		"What about Floyd," Oxana worried. "He's been out there all night on his own, with a broken ankle."

		"Floyd is fine. He's been through worse in his time in Vietnam. Besides, he wouldn't dare to kick the bucket without saying good bye to me."

		"You must really know each other well."

		"We know each other all our lives. His mother died when he was only one. I was his nanny, was only fourteen myself, smacked his ass when he nicked cookies from the cookie jar. Saw him leave for Nam, saw him coming back, barely held together by the stitches, sat at his side when nobody believed he would survive and on the day he was fit enough to leave the hospital I smacked him again."

		"Huh? Why's that?"

		"Because he had volunteered to go to Vietnam. He could have gone to Germany, but no, the fool volunteered for Nam and for causing me all that grief and sorrow he sure deserved a good, heartfelt smacking. He started a small business with a bit of money his father gave him, it grew and grew and grew and when his old man died and I was left with no job he hired me. 'What should I do? You're not your father, you can look after yourself.' I said to him. He said 'I need someone who smacks me when I'm being stupid.' That's still my job, besides the cooking."

		"And, have you ever smacked him again?" Oxana wanted to know.

		"Sugar. I like you lots. Really, I'm glad you're here with me and not someone else, but there are things you just don't need to know." With a sigh she got up. "Floyd will be fine. It's your Mistress I'm worrying about. Now let's go."

		Oxana went ahead to make sure that nobody was around, the big woman on her heels wheezing and puffing as she crossed the open space. 

		"Do you think you can duck beneath the railing of the archway?" Oxana asked once they had crossed the kitchen.

		"Sugar, I might be fat but I'm not that fat."

		But she was. She could barely crouch low enough to get her head behind the rail but her massive butt stuck up at least ten inches. But nobody saw them. Apparently the two guards had been overwhelmed by the cocksucking skills of Layla and Kylie, or maybe they had just decided that nothing was going to happen that night. Either way, they were all fast asleep, the girls still tied to the sofas.

		It made Oxana's heart ache to see her friend and Layla, who had also become a friend, being violated like this. OK, they were used to suck cock, but it was one thing to do it because you wanted and something completely different because some fuckwad was holding a gun to your head.

		"Gosh, I'm so going to kick their balls," she fumed as she and Josephine were settled in the dark suite. 

		"Sugar. Look at you! You're tiny, barely 110 pounds! Let me do the ballbusting. It's much more effective if the kick's got some real punch behind it."

		 

		The eastern sky soon began to get light, then there was the usual short dawn and soon the sun once again shone bright and brilliant from between the few clouds. The thugs woke up, first the two on the sofas, kicking and beating the girls to go prepare breakfast, then they went to wake their comrades. 

		They all sat on the patio, relaxed and obviously not worrying anymore about Floyd and Oxana, when Layla and Kylie returned half an hour later, carrying pots with coffee, rolls and fruit juice. Once again Oxana almost lost her self control when she saw Derek emerge from the mansion and join the six hired guns at the table. She saw that Kylie almost couldn't contain herself either and for a moment she worried that her friend might do something stupid, like empty the pot of hot coffee on his crotch. 

		But she didn't. Instead she was forced to go down on Derek while Layla had to suck of the thugs' boss. "What about the others? Don't they get anything to eat, or drink?" Kylie asked when she was told to clear the table.

		"That's none of your business, cunt," the boss of the thugs said, slapping her across the face. "And for the last time: You don't talk unless you're asked a question." Oxana wasn't sure whether Kylie had understood what he had said, for his English was about as good as her Swahili, i.e. nonexistent. But Kylie kept her mouth shut and together with Layla she cleared the table and set off towards the kitchen.

		In the meantime, two of the villains had fetched Cassandra. She didn't look well, her eyes were swollen, her hair was a mess and there were bruises all over her face and body. She was wearing a bikini but that was brutally yanked away from her as soon as the two thugs had strapped her to the St. Andrew's cross.

		Derek stepped forward. "So, you thought you could throw me away just like that, huh? You fucking stupid cunt!" He spat and pinched Cassandra's nipples. "But not with me. I'm not someone you can toss in the garbage can and forget about."

		"What do you want?"

		"I want you to change your will."

		"Sure. No problem."

		Derek was obviously taken aback by this response. He had thought that she might put up a fight. But then it dawned on him. The slut really didn't care about her wealth. She was probably happy enough with her two cunts.

		He grinned evilly. "Good. And then I'll take Oxana and Kylie with me. His brother," he pointed to the boss of the Mexican thugs, "runs a couple of brothels in Oaxaca. Sweet, blonde Kylie would guarantee a lot of business there. She would also learn what it really means to be a sex slave, not this fluffed up shit you're doing here."

		He sure had found the weak spot for Cassandra's eyes went wide as she heard that. "No, they have nothing to do with this. Do with me what you want but leave them alone."

		"Leave them alone? You're nuts? They chose you over me, the filthy cunts!" he exclaimed. Then he turned around and talked to the thugs. "I want you all to fuck her. Me first, then the rest of you. All day long. The cunt needs to learn a last lesson."

		That was a proposal to the guys' liking, although a few of them wondered why they couldn't just go ahead with the business, make the gringa change her will, then do her away and screw the other girls. But then again, they had lots of time and pussy was pussy and one more pussy to fuck couldn't hurt, especially since it was a nice pussy and helplessly bound. And so they let themselves fall on the sofas as their employer unbuckled his belt and stepped forward.

		Oxana had been very busy during this scene. She had run to the kitchen where Kylie and Layla almost keeled over when they saw the mud smeared, scratched and blood stained naked girl with the black hair standing in all directions until they figured out that it wasn't some jungle creature but Oxana. 

		"Go back, take something heavy, and when you hear someone scream or me shouting, whack the nearest of the guys as hard as you can. Then go for their guns."

		There wasn't much time for further elaboration when they wanted to act before their Mistress was going to be raped and so both Layla and Kylie grabbed a skillet like the one Josephine had used on Oxana and went back to the patio. Nobody paid them any attention, since Layla was very skilled at moving without making a sound and without being noticed if she wasn't supposed to be noticed and Kylie did her best at imitating the way her friend moved ahead of her. Nobody was on the lookout for Oxana and Floyd either and so they stepped up behind the thugs, the pans on their backs, and waited. 

		Back in the suite Oxana grabbed the blowpipe, put in one of the darts and crawled outside again, followed by Josephine. "Let's go as close as we can. When I shoot, you run and whack everybody who moves."

		"Sounds like a plan."

		"But not the girls."

		"Sugar. You could cut off each of my fingers one by one and I wouldn't hurt one of the girls."

		"Hey, you whacked me, too."

		"You're different," Josephine said and smiled.

		"Thank you, Jo." They had reached the place nearest to the tiled patio where everybody was standing facing the cross with Cassandra tied to it. Derek was naked too in the meantime and he was hard.

		"That's going to be the last time ever you feel my cock inside you."

		"Uh huh. I'll miss it dearly," Cassandra replied and got slapped on her cheek once more.

		"Aim at his belly. Or smack in the face," Jo whispered.

		Oxana had no clue about blowguns. She just hoped that she would hit her target. And because she had no clue she didn't know that you don't have to blow with all your might to send the dart on its journey. So she blew as hard as she could and was putting in the next dart even when the first was still on its way.

		The trajectory of the first dart was somewhat off. It's relatively easy to point a blowpipe in the right horizontal direction. It's quite a bit more difficult to target the proper point on a vertical line. The dart was heading for its target, but much lower than Oxana had thought. And so it wasn't aiming for Derek’s face, not even his chest or belly, but instead it went straight for his left ball. And since Oxana had put all her power behind one single blow it didn't just get stuck in the testicle with the needle, thereby emptying the little container with the anaesthetic into a truly well circulated body part, but it went straight through and was only stopping when the fletching of the arrow buried itself in the ball. However, that wasn't much of a drawback. Once a man's testicle is perforated by a dart with a diameter of a third of an inch it doesn't really matter whether the anesthetizing agent is pumped into his bloodstream or dripping down on the ground. The guy, to put it in a nutshell, will be toast either way. It was no different with Derek.

		There was an ear shattering scream as a shocked Derek went down to look at his scrotum in horror, followed by an even louder scream by Josephine who was running towards the thugs, already swinging the skillet. This was most fortunate, because all the thugs first turned towards Derek, staring at the mess between his legs, then towards the primordial beast they were sure was about to eviscerate each and every one of them. This turning to and fro gave Layla and Kylie the perfect opportunity to take out the first two of the thugs while Jo brought the skillet down on a third.

		By the time the remaining three started to react one of them felt a stinging pain in his belly and looked down just in time to see the anaesthetic being emptied inside his body. He managed to get the dart out of his guts with one hand and the gun out with the other, even switch of the safety catch, but then the gun slid from his hand and he collapsed on the floor.

		The last two guys standing saw themselves surrounded by two naked girls they had thought were docile slaves but now had turned into savage, pan yielding and wailing banshees and a madwoman who was about to smash them to a pulp. They might have stood a chance if they had gone for the girls, but the black madwoman seemed like the bigger threat so they aimed their guns at her. One shot was fired, two pans connected with skulls and then everything was over.

		"Sweet Mary and Jesus Christ!" Josephine exclaimed. "I'm shot." Indeed she was shot. Her big, round, beautiful ass had been pierced by a bullet. But since it was big, round and beautiful, the bullet had had lots of fatty butt-tissues to pierce and didn't encounter no vital organs on its path. 

		"Sit down and press something on the wound. I need to free everybody," Oxana shouted as she ran past them all towards the cinema. 

		"What do we do now?" asked Kylie while she started to untie her Mistress from the cross. 

		"Get their guns and whack everybody that moves," said Cassandra who had watched the whole scene with a swelling of pride. 

		"I like that plan," grinned Layla and once again her skillet made a loud boing when it connected with the head of a thug who was stupid enough to reach for his gun. Then she kicked the guy to make sure he was out for the count.

		"Hey. Nobody kicks any balls, OK? I got a deal with Oxana. I get to do all the ballbusting around here." Josephine apparently wasn't about to die from the wound in her buttock and was already up and prodding the guys with her foot, hoping that one of them would try something stupid and give her the opportunity to do some real damage to his balls.

		Oxana returned with all the other people from the cinema, the guns were collected, Frank went to fetch a big size pack of cable fixers to tie them all up and everybody was chatting at once.

		 

		"Awww. Someone help me." They all turned towards the sound. Derek was lying on his side, his pants around his ankles, the dart still sticking through his testicle. 

		"I could kick him real hard so the dart goes through all the way. Waddayathink?" Josephine was already marching up to the pathetic figure on the floor, her foot poised to turn the bleeding remainder of Derek's balls into gooey mush.

		"The idea isn't completely unjustified, but he will be punished otherwise." Cassandra bent down, took hold of her ex-husbands scrotum with one hand and of the dart with the other and pulled it out with one swift motion. There was a lot more screaming and a lot more blood but that soon died down to a whimpering. 

		She wiped her bloody hands on his shirt. "That was the last time you felt my hands on your balls. Hope you enjoyed it." Derek didn't answer anymore for he had lost consciousness.

		"Where's Floyd?" Amy asked suddenly.

		"Oh damn. I almost forgot about Floyd," Oxana said. She told them what had happened to Floyd and Frank immediately left with one of the gardeners and Oxana to bring him back with the helicopter and then take him to a hospital while the others busied themselves with tying up all the thugs and tending to the wounds of those who were injured.

		 

		The next day around noon a large grey helicopter lifted off from the grass around the mansion. Inside the helicopter was a melange of agents from the DEA and the FBI. They had been very eager to lay their hands on the six thugs once they had learned who they were and had assured Cassandra that Derek would be taken care of as well. The thugs, on the other hand, had gone very pale when they realized that they weren't brought to the Mexican authorities but instead were extradited to the States, where they wouldn't be able to buy themselves out of the jam they were in.

		"Those six jailbirds will sell him on the first chance when they realize that their cooperation in this investigation might keep them from the chair. He won't bother you for the next couple of decades, Ma'am," one of the senior FBI officers had said, then tipped his baseball cap and disappeared inside the chopper. From where he then looked out of a tiny window, thinking that this island would be the perfect place for a holiday, what with all those gorgeous girls in the skimpy bikinis. 

		Cassandra was in charge of the girls, since Floyd and Amy stayed in a private clinic in Cancún where Floyd's leg once more had been stitched together and Cassandra wasn't going to let morale go down. And so the gorgeous girls in their skimpy bikinis didn't wear them much longer. "You're still slaves and slaves are supposed to be naked," she said, clapping her hands. "There's a lot to be cleaned and looked after until your Master and Mistress return. Also, we have a birthday to celebrate." 

		 

		They were all sitting around the table in the evening. Floyd and Amy had already returned but nobody felt like having sex or even "that Master/slave shit" as Josephine had put it. Still, it was nice, a lot of laughing and chatting and Oxana had to retell for the hundredth time how she and Josephine had managed to turn the tables on the thugs.

		She was just about to say that she had aimed for Derek's chest "I swear to God I didn't want to pierce his testicle. But, well, shit happens," when all the lights went out and the patio was only lit by the candles on the table.

		Jo appeared on the other side of the pool, carrying a birthday cake with nineteen candles. The cake had the form of a hand and once they all had sung a roaring 'Happy Birthday' and Oxana had blown out all the candles Josephine walked around the table and talked to Cassandra, every once in a while looking at the petite slave. Oxana saw her Mistress giggle and nod and then her worst fears came true when Josephine sat down on one of the comfortable seats and beckoned her towards her. 

		Once Oxana stood before her, Josephine started to speak. "It is an old tradition amongst Mistresses and their slaves that the slave gets a birthday spanking. Or so I am told. Not that I care much about that stuff. Anyway, today your Mistress was kind enough to give me the honour to be your spanker. So you will get nineteen swats plus ten for swearing in my kitchen. And they're going to be real swats, coming from a big, round, beautiful black woman. Now come here, sugar." Josephine patted her lap and although she thought this was highly unfair Oxana didn't hesitate and lay across the thick thighs of the chef.

		Then she felt Josephine's massive hand on her bare ass. And then she felt it some more, but all the time it was just a very gentle stroking, a light tapping and just when she thought that now she'd be spanked for real Josephine pulled her up and wrapped her huge arms around her and almost crushed the little girl while she kissed Oxana on the forehead, her hands still on the girl's ass, still very gently, for a very long time.

		"I'm so very proud of you, sugar," she finally said hoarsely. "You've got lots of cojones, girl. Now go to your Mistress and let her show you how proud she is." She let go of Oxana and when the girl was standing and slowly turning to walk towards Cassandra she said "of course you won't get away without your spanking when you swear in my kitchen again, sugar."

		"Yes, I know. Thank you, Jo." There was a stunned silence because nobody had ever heard someone refer to Josephine as Jo and live to talk about it. Ma'am, yes. Josephine, yes. Jo? No. Nobody called her Jo. Not even Floyd. Yet Josephine just smiled and if anyone had been close enough and looked deep into her eyes they would have noticed that her eyes were moister than usual. But that didn't last and by the time Oxana had turned all the way and was walking towards her Mistress Josephine had already blinked and got up swearing because the wound in her big, round beautiful ass was a 'damn bitch'. 

		Oxana joined her Mistress on the sofa and then Kylie climbed up too and for the next hour they just lay there intertwined, hands gently stroking thighs and hair and backs, lips touching even gentler.

		Nobody said a word because there was nothing that needed to be said. They loved each other, the girls served their Mistress, the Mistress taught and guided her slaves on their paths and that was all they needed to know.

		"Time for your birthday present, my love," Cassandra finally said. 

		"I don't need any present, Mistress," Oxana replied. "All I want is to be here, with your."

		"Aww, you're so sweet," Cassandra whispered and kissed her slave. "But of course you don't have a choice on the matter. Come, sweetheart."

		Cassandra led her slave to the place between the pillars where Mieke had stood during her whipping with the bullwhip. "We all know that you have cojones, as Josephine has so fittingly put it. Now you will show us your obedience and your beauty and you will make me very proud. That will be your birthday present." Once again she kissed Oxana passionately. "And the real one you'll get in a couple of days," she smiled and proceeded to tie a blindfold around Oxana's head. 

		That being done she guided Oxana's hands to the handles and told her to stand with her legs wide apart. "You may beg for permission to cum but you are not allowed to move until you get permission. Keep standing like this and obey."

		"Yes Mistress."

		"Good girl."

		Oxana who did of course not know what was awaiting her thought about the time she had seen Amy use the bullwhip on Mieke, but although she almost wetted her non-existent pants she nevertheless held her position and stood like this for two hours. She held her position when Kylie knelt down in front and Nissa behind her, both doing their best to bring the girl to as many orgasms as they could while Cassandra was busy painting her slave's upper body. She held her position when she begged for permission to cum, she held it when she got permission and came, again and again. She held her position when the brush tickled her breasts and her flanks, she held it when the painted breasts were teased with feathers by the twins after Cassandra had moved down her body and was painting her belly. She flinched, she moaned, she gasped, she giggled, she whimpered, her hands cramped around the grips, her muscles twitched when the brush tickled the soft skin of her pussy lips. 

		But she never once moved. 

		Cassandra finished her painting and stood back. She wasn't completely pleased with what she had painted on the most beautiful, although quite badly scratched, canvas imaginable. But for a first time it wasn't bad. She stepped forward again and untied the blindfold around her slave's neck. 

		"You have made me so very proud, my love. Now you may move." Oxana had felt the brush on her body, of course, but she hadn't known that it had been a brush, and so she was taken completely by surprise when she looked at her reflection in the large mirror Layla held in front of her. Her whole torso was beautifully decorated from crotch to jaw with rambling flowers in all kinds of colours, shapes and sizes. And on her pussy Cassandra had painted a wonderful butterfly in iridescent shades of blue.

		"I thought you might want to see how it looks before you get that tattoo," Cassandra smiled.

		"It's ... it's ...," but Oxana was simply overwhelmed. She slung her arms around her Mistress, kissing her, her tears wetting both their faces, then she pulled Kylie into their embrace.

		"Let's go to bed now, my sweet girls. You shall both feel how proud and happy I am to be your Mistress."

		 

		


End of Part I
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