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Submitted to the Seeker!

Chapter One

My phone buzzed on the nightstand, pulling me from a half-hearted scroll through social media. 

Samantha's name lit up the screen. I hesitated, thumb hovering. 

She always dragged me into her wild adventures, but tonight her voice crackled with extra excitement when I picked up. 

'Sam, babe, you have to come to this underground party. It's on a massive ship docked at the old pier. Secret games, hot crowd, and a huge payout if you play right. Trust me, it'll be the night of your life.' 

Her words sent a shiver down my spine. I pictured her smirking on the other end, those sharp eyes gleaming. 

Samantha was always the bold one—dark hair cascading over her shoulders, body toned from whatever intense workouts she did, and that dominant edge that made my stomach flip. 

I'd caught myself staring at her curves more than once, wondering what it would be like to give in to her commands. 

'I don't know, Sam. Sounds intense. I'm not really into crowds like that.' My voice wavered, but curiosity gnawed at me. Rent was due, and $10,000? That could change everything. 

'Come on, shy girl. Dress tight, show off those soft curves of yours. You'll thank me later.' She laughed, low and teasing. 'Pick you up in an hour.' 

I hung up, heart pounding. Why did I always say yes to her? 

Slender fingers trembled as I stripped, eyeing my reflection—early twenties, inexperienced, but my body had that eager softness, small tits perking up, hips swaying just right. 

I squeezed into a black mini dress, the fabric hugging my ass and thighs, no bra, nipples already hardening against the material. 

Panties? I skipped them, a thrill of naughtiness hitting me. Nervous sweat beaded between my breasts, but heat pooled low in my pussy, imagining the unknown. 

Samantha's car pulled up exactly on time. She leaned over, her low-cut top revealing the swell of her full tits, dark eyes raking over me. 

'Fuck, you look edible. Ready to play?' 

The ship loomed at the pier, a hulking shadow under the night sky, waves lapping against its sides like hungry whispers. 

Music thumped from below deck, bass vibrating through my heels as we boarded. 

Dim red lights guided us down creaking stairs into a cavernous hold transformed into a den of vice—plush couches ringed the edges, chains dangled from rafters, mirrors everywhere reflecting writhing shadows. 

Thirty women filled the space, all ages, all shapes, but united in hunger. 

Tall blondes in latex, curvy brunettes grinding against each other, petite Asians whispering secrets. 

Eyes scanned hungrily—tits straining against tops, asses poured into leather skirts, lips parted in anticipation. 

The air hung heavy with perfume, sweat, and something muskier, like pussy already wet from the vibe. 

Tension crackled; hands brushed thighs, breaths quickened. My cheeks burned, nipples tight points under my dress, pussy clenching at the raw energy. 

Samantha guided me to the center, her hand firm on my lower back, fingers dipping dangerously close to my ass. A spotlight hit a raised platform where a stern woman in a corset held a mic. 

'Ladies! Welcome to Hide and Fuck Seek. Thirty of you, one seeker. Hide anywhere on this ship—decks, cabins, engine rooms. Last one standing wins ten grand cash.' 

Murmurs rippled. My pulse thundered in my ears. 

'Rules simple: Seeker hunts. Caught? Stripped bare, right there, public. Then fucked hard by the seeker—pussy, ass, mouth, whatever she craves. No mercy, no taps. You submit or you're out. Losers watch, winners claim the prize.' 

Gasps mixed with cheers. Women shifted, thighs rubbing together, eyes glazing with lust. 

I swallowed hard, imagining it—dragged out, dress yanked off, my soft curves exposed to all these strangers. Samantha's fingers squeezed my hip, her breath hot on my neck. 'Exciting, right?' 

One girl nearby bit her lip, hand sliding under her skirt. Another pair kissed fiercely, tongues battling, hands groping tits through fabric. 

My core throbbed, slickness coating my thighs. I'd never done anything like this, but Samantha's confidence pulled me in, her body pressing close, promising control. 

The corset woman grinned. 'Seeker steps out now. Hide in five... four...' 

My heart slammed against my ribs. Samantha pulled back, her smile sharp, confident—too confident. 

Those dark eyes locked on mine, playful yet predatory, like she knew every hiding spot. Did she? A flicker of doubt hit me, but the countdown roared on. 

'...three...' 

Chapter Two

Two... one... Go! 

The corset woman's voice boomed, and chaos erupted. 

Women scattered like startled prey, heels clacking on the metal floor, skirts hiking up thighs as they bolted for stairs, doors, shadows. My breath caught, legs frozen for a split second. 

Samantha grabbed my arm, her grip tight, nails digging in just enough to send a spark through me. 

"Wait, Sam," she whispered urgently, pulling me aside toward a dim corner. 

Her dark eyes flickered with something secretive, her full tits rising and falling fast against her top. 

"I'm not playing tonight. Got some... organizing to do. You go win that cash, babe. Show them what you've got." 

She pressed a quick kiss to my cheek, her lips soft and warm, lingering too long, her scent—musky vanilla—flooding my senses. Then she vanished into the crowd, swallowed by the frenzy. 

My skin tingled where she'd touched me. Why bail now? But her words lit a fire in my chest. 

Prove myself. Yeah. The money, the thrill—my pussy clenched at the risk, slickness already soaking my thighs. I wouldn't chicken out. 

Heart slamming, I darted for a side hatch, slipping into a narrow corridor lined with cabins. The ship groaned underfoot, distant moans from the main hold echoing like a siren's call. 

I wedged behind a stack of crates in a storage room, breath ragged, dress riding up my ass. Pulse thundering in my ears, nipples aching against the fabric. 

What if I got caught first? Stripped bare, legs spread for strangers... the thought terrified and soaked me deeper. 

A whistle pierced the air—the seeker's signal. She moved like a shadow, fast and ruthless. Five minutes, the rules said for round one. 

Catch as many as you can. I peeked through a gap, curiosity overriding fear. 

She burst into the main hold first, a figure in black leather pants and cropped top, dark hair tied back—confident stride, sharp eyes scanning. 

No time to place her. She lunged, grabbing a curvy redhead by the waist. "Got you, slut." 

The redhead gasped, struggling half-heartedly, eyes wide with lust. "Please..." 

"Strip. Now." The seeker's voice was commanding, low and velvety. 

The girl obeyed, peeling off her tight dress, tits bouncing free—heavy, pink nipples hard. 

Skirt dropped, revealing a shaved pussy glistening under the red lights. Naked, vulnerable, she stood trembling as the seeker shoved her against a pillar, hand diving between her thighs. 

One by one, the seeker hunted. A tall blonde in heels tripped in a cabin doorway—yanked out, dress ripped over her head, lacy thong snapped off. 

Perky tits exposed, ass cheeks spread as fingers plunged into her dripping pussy. She moaned loud, hips bucking. "Fuck, yes..." 

Three minutes in, five caught, lined up against the wall like trophies. A petite Asian girl squealed from the engine room hatch, dragged kicking into the light. 

Her tiny skirt hiked, no panties—seeker slapped her ass red, then commanded, "Bend over." 

Shirt off, small tits jiggling, the girl arched, pussy lips puffy and wet. 

Two fingers slid in deep, pumping hard, juices squirting onto the floor. The crowd of remaining hiders peeked from hiding spots, breaths heavy, hands sneaking under clothes. 

I bit my lip, thighs squeezing together, my own clit throbbing untouched. 

The submission... it was raw, intoxicating. Watching them yield, bodies on display—tits heaving, pussies stretched around invading fingers—stirred something deep. 

My hand itched to touch myself, but no, focus. Win. 

The timer hit four minutes. Seeker vanished into the upper decks, returning with two more: a busty brunette and a lithe ebony beauty. 

"All of you, line up." Seven naked women now, flushed and panting, spread-legged against the mirrors. 

Reflections multiplied their shame and heat—asses clenching, tits marked with handprints, pussies swollen and leaking. 

The seeker prowled the line, dominant energy crackling. She started with the redhead again, three fingers now, curling inside, thumb on her clit. 

The girl cried out, "Oh god, I'm gonna cum!" 

Body shaking, orgasm ripping through her, pussy gushing over the seeker's hand. 

Next, the blonde—ass up, fingers reaming her tight hole while she sucked her own tit, whimpering. 

The Asian girl got it rougher, face pressed to the floor, ass high as the seeker finger-fucked her pussy and ass alternately, wet slaps echoing. 

Each one bucked and begged, voices blending in a chorus of moans, "Harder... fuck me... please, Mistress..." 

The brunette's turn: legs wide, seeker's palm grinding her clit while fingers pistoned deep, hitting that spot until she squirted in arcs, soaking the seeker's boots. 

Last, the ebony girl—thick thighs parted, pussy devouring four fingers, tits squeezed hard, nipples twisted until she screamed her release. 

The air reeked of sex—salty cum, sweat, arousal. Hiders like me watched transfixed, my dress damp at the crotch, heart racing with equal parts fear and hunger. 

The seeker's laugh rang out, dark and triumphant. Five minutes up. Twenty-three left, including me. 

But her eyes... scanning the shadows, they seemed to linger where Samantha had disappeared. Coincidence? 

The whistle blew again. Round two. I ducked deeper, pulse wild, body aching for touch. Could I last? 

Chapter Three

The whistle's echo still hung in the air as I bolted from my crate hideout, legs shaky from the first round's heat. 

The ship rocked gently, bar area just ahead—dim lights, sticky counters, abandoned stools. 

Perfect. I dropped to my knees, crawling under the long bar table, heart pounding like a drum in my chest. Dust b tickled my nose, but I pressed flat against the cold metal floor, dress hiked up my thighs, ass barely covered. 

My pussy throbbed, slick juices coating my inner thighs from watching those women cum so hard. 

The risk made me ache—stay hidden, win the cash, or get dragged out and used like them. 

Footsteps thudded closer, heavy boots. The seeker's. I froze, breath caught in my throat. 

She paused right at the bar, inches away. Her ass filled my view—round, firm in those tight black leather pants, swaying as she leaned over the counter, scanning the shadows. 

The scent hit me: leather, sweat, pussy arousal clinging to her skin. So close I could reach up and grab those cheeks. My clit pulsed, desperate. 

One wrong move, one breath too loud, and she'd yank me out by my hair, rip my dress off, spread my legs for everyone. 

The thought terrified me, but god, it soaked me more. I clamped my thighs together, holding my breath, lungs burning. 

She straightened, ass brushing the table edge—mere inches above my face. 

I stared, mesmerized, nipples scraping the floor as I shifted slightly. 

Her pants hugged every curve, seam pressing into her crotch. Was she wet too? Hunting like this, fingering sluts left and right... fuck, my mouth watered. I bit my lip hard, tasting blood, forcing stillness. 

She lingered, boots tapping impatiently, then moved on, stride confident toward the corridor. 

Exhale. Shaky relief washed over me. Survived. 

But my body betrayed me—pussy clenching empty, clit swollen begging for touch. I wanted to slide a hand down, rub circles, but no. Focus. Minutes dragged, the ship's hum mixing with distant chaos. 

Muffled cries filtered through: "No, please—ahh!" A sharp slap, then wet squelching sounds. Fingers plunging deep, hips bucking. 

Moans built, raw and needy: "Fuck my pussy harder... yes, like that!" Another girl begged, voice breaking into sobs of pleasure. The seeker was ruthless, catching them one by one. 

Each capture twisted my gut with fear, but lit a fire between my legs. 

Picturing it—their tits bouncing free, asses spread, submitting completely—had me dripping onto the floor. 

My shy side screamed to run, but the curious slut in me craved it. What would it feel like, exposed like that? Samantha's kiss burned on my cheek; her confidence made me want to impress her, win for us both. 

Commotion swelled outside the bar hatch—boots stomping, multiple gasps. 

She was dragging them back. The timer had to be near five minutes. I peeked from under the tablecloth edge, pulse racing. 

The seeker burst in, hauling four naked women by their wrists. 

First, a freckled girl with small tits and a trimmed bush, thighs shiny with arousal. 

Second, a curvy Latina, heavy breasts swaying, dark nipples erect. 

Third, a athletic type, toned ass marked red from slaps, pussy lips puffy. Last, a pale blonde, legs trembling, shaved slit leaking down her thighs. 

"Line up against the wall, sluts," the seeker growled, voice husky from exertion. 

They obeyed fast, backs to the grimy metal, tits heaving, eyes downcast in submission. The air thickened with their musk—sweat, cum, fear-laced lust. She prowled the line, sharp eyes gleaming under the low lights. 

Starting with the freckled one, she grabbed a tit, squeezing hard enough to make the girl whimper. 

"Spread 'em." Legs parted wide, the seeker's hand dove between thighs, two fingers thrusting into the slick pussy. Wet slaps filled the bar as she pumped, thumb circling the clit. 

The girl arched, moaning low, "Oh fuck... deeper..." Her body shook, orgasm hitting quick, juices dripping down her legs. 

Next, the Latina—ass shoved out, seeker's palm cracking against one cheek. 

"Beg for it." "Please, finger my wet cunt," she gasped, voice thick with need. Fingers plunged in, three now, stretching her wide. 

The woman bucked back, tits smacking the wall, crying out as she came, pussy clenching visibly around the invasion. 

The athletic girl got rougher. Pinned face-first to the wall, legs kicked apart. Seeker spat on her fingers, then rammed them into her tight pussy, free hand twisting a nipple. 

"Take it, bitch." Grunts turned to screams of pleasure, ass grinding back, until she squirted hard, soaking the seeker's wrist. 

Last, the blonde—forced to her knees first, then up against the wall. 

"Look at me while I make you cum." Fingers curled inside her dripping hole, hitting that spot relentlessly. 

Blonde's eyes locked on, pleading, body convulsing as waves crashed over her, moans echoing off the bulkheads. 

I trembled under the table, thighs slick, clit aching untouched. Watching their surrender—the way they spread willingly, begged for more—stirred emotions I couldn't name. 

Shame mixed with raw hunger, submission calling to my core. Samantha's words echoed: Show them what you've got. I'd survived another round, twenty-three down to... what, nineteen now? 

My body screamed for release, but the thrill kept me sharp. 

The whistle blew—round three. Where next? Her boots paused near my spot again, scent lingering. 

Could I keep this up, or was my luck running dry? 


Chapter Four

The seeker's boots scraped the floor right outside my hiding spot, sending a fresh jolt through me. 

I pressed my cheek to the cold metal, dress bunched around my waist, pussy lips slick and swollen from the show's aftermath. 

Those four women slumped against the wall, panting, cum dripping down their thighs, eyes glazed with aftershocks. 

The air reeked of their releases—sharp, musky, intoxicating. My clit throbbed in rhythm with my heartbeat, begging for friction I couldn't give it. 

Not yet. Survive, Sam. Win the ten grand. Prove to Samantha you're not just her shy tag-along. 

She turned to face the remaining hiders scattered in the bar's shadows—maybe fifteen of us left, crouched behind crates, under stools, breaths shallow. 

The seeker's chest heaved under her tight black tank, sweat glistening on her toned arms, dark hair pulled back severe. 

God, she was a force—tall, muscled like she owned every pussy here. Her eyes scanned, predatory, lips curling into a smirk that hit me low in the gut. 

"Listen up, sluts," she barked, voice gravelly with lust and power. 

"Round three's about to kick off, but I'm feeling generous. Surrender now, crawl out, and I'll give you the best fuck of your life. Hard and deep till you scream my name. No more hiding, no more fear—just my fingers, tongue, whatever it takes to wreck that needy cunt. Who's first?" 

Silence cracked like thunder. Then movement—rustling fabric, hesitant steps. A brunette in a red skirt emerged from behind the bar's far end, hands trembling as she lifted her top, exposing perky tits. 

"Me... I surrender." Two more followed: a short-haired pixie dropping her shorts, shaved pussy already gleaming; a voluptuous redhead peeling off her dress, heavy breasts spilling free. 

They lined up voluntarily, eyes locked on the seeker with raw hunger. 

The crowd gasped—remaining hiders whispering, some shifting uncomfortably. 

But it snowballed. Six more stood: a tattooed Asian girl stripping her jeans, ass cheeks parting slightly; twins in matching lingerie, unhooking bras together; an older woman with silver streaks, boldly shimmying out of panties, bush damp. 

Nine total now, the highest yet, naked and kneeling in a semicircle, thighs spread, pussies on display. 

Their submission hung thick—chests rising fast, nipples hard peaks, some fingering themselves lightly, waiting. 

My breath hitched under the table. 

Nine gone just like that? Their bold defeat twisted something in me—envy? Fear? 

My own pussy clenched, juices trickling warmer down my ass crack. I pictured it: dragged out, stripped, her strong hands pinning me while she devoured my clit. 

Samantha's playful grin flashed in my mind—would she approve? Or laugh at my weakness? 

The seeker prowled closer, eyes lighting up, hand reaching for the brunette's tit. "Good girls. Spread wider—" 

"Hold it!" The announcer's voice boomed over the speakers, static crackling. 

"Time's tight tonight, ladies. No fucking the surrenders here. Seeker, you'll visit their houses over the next week—personally satisfy every one. Make good on that promise. Addresses logged. Game on!" 

Groans rippled—disappointment from the kneelers, relief from us hiders. 

The nine flushed, biting lips, but nodded eagerly, grabbing clothes half-heartedly as they shuffled to the side, marked out. The seeker's jaw tightened, but her smirk returned fiercer. 

"Fine. You'll get it, sluts. Every drop." She cracked her knuckles, leather pants creaking, scent of her arousal sharpening—pungent, dominant. 

Fuck, she was hot. Confidence poured off her like heat, making my core burn. 

My fingers itched to touch myself, but I squeezed my thighs harder, clit pulsing against the pressure. 

Desire clawed deep—part of me wanted to surrender too, feel that power break me open. But no. The money. The thrill. Samantha's faith in me. 

The whistle pierced the air—round four. Chaos erupted. 

Hiders scrambled: footsteps pounding, bodies diving into corners, the ship's corridors beckoning. I waited two beats, then slid out low, skirt falling crooked over my soaked thighs. 

Bar to galley—tight space, pots hanging, shadows deep. I darted behind a massive oven, squeezing into the narrow gap, back to the hot metal. 

It warmed my skin instantly, contrasting the cool fear sweat on my neck. 

Heart slamming, I peered out: seeker already moving, boots echoing toward the hatches. 

Distant cries started—another catch? The tension spiked, electric. Fewer women now, maybe ten including me. Every shadow felt alive, every creak a threat. 

My pussy ached empty, nipples scraping fabric with each shallow breath. Hiding fueled the fire—adrenaline mixing with lust, submission fantasies swirling. 

What if she found me here? Would I fight or spread? Samantha's voice in my head: You've got this, babe. 

But doubt crept in, wet and insistent. 

The seeker's laugh carried from afar—low, triumphant—hunting us down. I held still, breath ragged, craving to last longer, to feel this edge sharpen until it cut. 

Chapter Five

The oven's heat seeped through my thin dress, making sweat bead between my breasts and trickle down to mix with the slickness between my legs. Too risky here—too exposed if she checked the galley. 

I needed a better spot, one with eyes on the action. 

Heart hammering, I eased out, skirt sticking to my thighs, pussy lips rubbing with every careful step. The corridor hummed with distant moans, the ship rocking gently underfoot, amplifying every creak. 

I slipped into the storage nook off the galley—crates stacked high, barrels lined against the bulkhead like silent sentinels. Perfect shadows. 

But one barrel, half-open at the top, had movement: a woman crouched inside, her blonde ponytail swaying as she peered out. 

Mid-twenties maybe, athletic build crammed into denim shorts and a cropped tank, eyes glued to the hatchway. 

From there, she had a clear line on the seeker prowling the corridor—prime view to bolt or warn. 

My pulse quickened. 

That spot was gold. I whispered, edging closer, 'Hey... switch with me? I need that vantage. Please?' 

She whipped her head around, eyes wide, guarded. Sweat glistened on her collarbone, tank clinging to her sports bra. 'No way,' she hissed back, voice low and tense. 

'I earned this. Back off.' Her thighs shifted, shorts riding up, a faint wet spot darkening the crotch. 

The thrill had her too—arousal thick in the air between us. 

I bit my lip, frustration mixing with the ache in my core. No time to argue. Boots echoed closer—heavy, deliberate. 

The seeker. Panic surged; she was heading straight for the nook. 

I ducked behind a crate stack, breath shallow, but my foot nudged a loose pebble. It skittered across the deck, clinking against the barrels like a gunshot in the silence. 

The blonde froze. 'Shit,' she mouthed, eyes darting to me in accusation. 

Too late. 

The seeker burst in, leather pants gleaming under the dim lights, tank stretched tight over her heaving chest. 

'Gotcha,' she growled, voice dripping command. 

She lunged, strong hands yanking the barrel lid fully open. 

The blonde yelped, scrambling, but those fingers clamped her ankle, dragging her out ass-first. Denim shorts wedged up, exposing the curve of her cheeks, pussy outline visible through the damp fabric. 

'No, wait—' The blonde twisted, but the seeker pinned her to the deck on her stomach, knee in her back. 

The crowd filtering in gasped, phones out, capturing every second. Public, raw—tension electric. 

'Caught fair and square, slut.' The seeker's hand fisted the blonde's tank, ripping it up and off in one yank. 

Sports bra next—snapped free, perky tits bouncing out, nipples stiff from fear and want. 

The blonde whimpered, arching instinctively, but the seeker flipped her onto her back, peeling shorts and panties down together. 

Bare pussy exposed—pink, swollen lips parted, clit peeking, juices stringing to the fabric. 

I huddled behind the crate, thighs clenched, my own pussy clenching in echo. Heat flooded me, clit throbbing as I watched. The seeker's fingers traced the blonde's inner thighs, teasing higher, deliberate. 

'Spread 'em,' she ordered, voice husky. The blonde obeyed, knees falling wide, hips lifting in submission. One finger dipped in—slow, then two, curling deep. Wet squelches filled the nook, the blonde's moans sharp, back bowing. 

'Fuck... oh god, yes,' she gasped, tits jiggling with each thrust. 

The seeker's thumb circled her clit, relentless, free hand pinching a nipple hard. The blonde bucked, pussy gushing around those invading fingers, crowd murmuring approval. Emotional surrender hit me—her eyes fluttering shut, lips parted in blissed defeat. 

I envied it, my core dripping, nipples aching against my dress. Submission called, but survival burned hotter. 

The seeker pumped faster, free hand shoving the blonde's thighs wider. 

'Cum for me, hider. Show everyone what losers get.' 

A final curl, and the blonde shattered—cry ripping out, pussy spasming, squirt arcing onto the seeker's wrist. She slumped, panting, marked as taken. 

The announcer's voice crackled: 'One more down! Three women left hiding. Who's next?' 

Three? My breath caught—me and two others. 

The nook felt smaller, seeker's scent lingering—sweat, leather, pussy musk. 

She hauled the blonde up by the hair, shoving her naked toward the losers' corner, ass cheeks red from the deck. 'Join your sisters, dripping mess.' 

Wetness spiked dangerously between my legs, panties soaked through, clit pulsing with need. 

Only three now—odds razor-thin. The seeker's eyes swept the shadows, landing inches from my crate. 

Samantha's confident smile haunted me—had she known? 

Pushed me here? 

Desire twisted deeper, fear sharpening it to a knife's edge. 

I shifted, silent, pussy aching for touch I denied. 

Survive this round. Feel the win build. But god, the urge to submit clawed, visions of those fingers claiming me flooding my mind. 

The seeker's boots pivoted—toward the corridor again. Close. Too close. My body trembled, slick and desperate, the game's endgame igniting every nerve. 

Chapter Six

The seeker's boots thudded away down the corridor, leaving the nook thick with the blonde's lingering moans and the sharp tang of her release. 

I exhaled shakily, thighs slick with my own arousal, pussy throbbing against the soaked fabric of my panties. 

Three left—that meant me and two others. 

Victory teased at the edges of my mind, the $10,000 prize so close I could taste it, but the fire between my legs screamed for something darker, the sweet pull of surrender that had the blonde writhing just feet away. 

A low rumble echoed from outside, vibrating through the deck plates. 

Cheers erupted from the main deck, mixed with a fresh cry of defeat. 

The announcer's voice boomed: 'Another one caught! Down to two hiders left, ladies. The end is near—who will claim the pot?' 

My heart slammed against my ribs. Only two now. Me and one other. 

Wetness flooded my pussy anew, clit pulsing with every heartbeat. I pictured the seeker's strong hands claiming her latest prize, stripping her bare in front of everyone, fingers plunging into that desperate heat. 

God, the thought made me clench, juices trickling down my inner thigh. 

Stay hidden, Sam. Win this. But the emotional ache twisted—submission whispering promises of release, of being seen, taken, owned. 

Footsteps pounded back—heavy, triumphant. The seeker burst into the common area adjacent to my nook, dragging a new woman by the wrist. 

This one was curvy, late twenties maybe, dark curls tousled, her sundress already hiked up to expose lace panties. She stumbled, eyes wide with a mix of fear and lust, the crowd parting to watch. 

'Caught you sniffing around the engine room, didn't I?' the seeker growled, voice low and commanding, shoving the woman against a bulkhead. The curvy girl's chest heaved, nipples poking through the thin fabric. 'Strip. Now. Or I do it for you.' 

The woman hesitated, cheeks flushing, but her hands trembled as they gripped the hem of her sundress. She pulled it up slowly, teasing despite herself—striptease unfolding in the harsh lights. 

The dress whispered over her head, revealing full breasts spilling from a demi-bra, soft belly leading to wide hips. 

Panties next, peeled down to reveal a neatly trimmed bush above plump pussy lips, already glistening. 

She kicked them aside, standing naked, vulnerable, the ship's humid air kissing her skin. 

The seeker stepped close, leather-clad thigh pressing between the woman's legs, forcing them apart. 

'Good girl. Look at that wet cunt begging for it.' Her fingers trailed down the curve's sternum, circling one dark nipple until it peaked harder, then lower, over the quiver of her belly. 

The woman whimpered, hips canting forward instinctively. 

I watched from my shadow, breath shallow, my own nipples aching as if those fingers ghosted me. 

The intimacy hit hard—raw exposure, the crowd's hungry eyes fueling her surrender. 

One finger parted those slick folds, dipping in knuckle-deep. The curvy girl gasped, back arching off the wall. 'Please... fuck, yes.' 

Two fingers now, thrusting steady, wet sounds obscene against the murmurs. The seeker's thumb found her clit, rubbing firm circles while her free hand mauled a breast, pinching the nipple until the woman cried out. Juices coated those invading digits, dripping down her thighs. 

'Cum for the audience, slut. Show them how hiders break.' 

The curve shattered fast—moan tearing from her throat, pussy clenching visibly around the fingers, a gush of wetness splattering the seeker's palm. 

She sagged against the bulkhead, eyes glassy with aftershocks, marked forever in this game. 

'One left!' the announcer crowed. 'Our final hider versus the seeker. Place your bets!' 

Only me now. Panic and thrill collided, my pussy flooding so much I felt it pool beneath me. 

Heart pounding like a drum, I carefully shifted behind the crate—easing my weight to avoid any creak, breath so shallow it burned my lungs. 

Every nerve screamed detection, but I needed a better angle, eyes on the exit. Slick thighs slid together, friction sparking my clit, nearly drawing a moan. 

Hold it together, Sam. You're so close. 

The seeker's footsteps circled the nook's edge, slow now, predatory. 

Leather creaked as she bent, ass flexing inches from my hiding spot—round, firm, begging to be grabbed. 

Her scent invaded: sweat, pussy, power. I bit my lip bloody, fighting the urge to touch myself, to surrender right there. 

Then—silence. Footsteps faded toward the bow, echoing distant. Victory swelled in my chest, hot and electric. I could win this. 

The money, the thrill, proving I wasn't just some shy girl dipping her toe. 

But arousal clawed deeper, emotional need blooming—wanting her hands on me, claiming what I'd hidden so fiercely. 

Samantha's face flashed in my mind, her earlier smile too knowing. Where was she now? 

A sudden rumbling shook the ship—machinery? No, boots. Heavy, closing fast. 

The seeker was back, tension spiking like a live wire. The game's climax hurtled toward us, my body trembling on the edge, pussy aching for whatever came next. 


Chapter Seven

The seeker's boots pounded closer, each thud vibrating through the deck and straight to my core. 

My pussy clenched in anticipation, slickness coating my thighs as I pressed deeper into the shadows behind the crate. 

Every muscle tensed, breath caught in my throat—victory or capture, it all hinged on this moment. 

The air thickened with her scent, musky and commanding, pulling at the submissive ache I'd buried deep. 

Then the announcer's voice blasted through the speakers, sharp and final: 'Time's up, ladies! Game over! Both remaining contestants, come out now—victory awaits!' 

Cheers exploded from the main hall, a roar that shook the ship. 

The seeker's steps halted inches from my nook. 

Leather creaked as she straightened, and in the dim light spilling from the corridor, gloved hands rose to her face. 

She peeled off the black mask, dark hair tumbling free, framing sharp cheekbones and those piercing eyes I knew too well. 

Samantha. Now that I think about it, it was too obvious from the start. 

My best friend, the one who'd dragged me here with that sly invitation, stood there grinning—confident, teasing, her lips curved in pure triumph. 

Her gaze locked on me, seeing right through my hiding spot like she'd known all along. Heat flooded my cheeks, mixing shock with a rush of desire that made my clit throb. 

She'd been the seeker. Hunting us. Fucking us. All night. 

'Sam,' she purred, voice low and intimate despite the chaos around us. 

She extended a hand, leather glove cool against my trembling fingers as she pulled me out. 

'You did it. My little hider.' 

I stumbled into the light, legs shaky from hours of tension and arousal, my tight skirt riding up to expose damp thighs. 

The crowd's eyes devoured me—curious, hungry—as Samantha led me by the hand toward the main hall. 

Her touch sent sparks up my arm, possessive and electric. Emotional whirlwind hit: betrayal? Excitement? The shy girl in me wanted to bolt, but the wetness between my legs screamed stay, submit, let her claim. 

In the hall, spotlights bathed the space in harsh glow. 

Thirty women—most naked now, bodies glistening with sweat and cum—formed a circle around a makeshift stage. 

Moans lingered from earlier rounds, the air heavy with pussy and leather. The last remaining contestant stood there, a petite redhead with freckles and wide eyes, her dress disheveled but intact. 

She shot me a look of shared relief and wariness, chest heaving. 

Samantha positioned us side by side, her body heat radiating against my side. She squeezed my hand once, thumb stroking my knuckles—a promise, a tease. My nipples hardened under my top, visible through the thin fabric, pussy pulsing with need. 

How had she hidden this? The games we'd whispered about, her knowing smiles... it all clicked, stirring a deep, submissive pull. 

The announcer, a tall woman in a sleek suit, stepped forward, mic in hand. 

'Ladies and gentlemen—or should I say, sluts and seekers—our final two hiders: Sam and Riley here! They've outlasted the rest. But Samantha, our unstoppable seeker, has earned her prize too.' 

The crowd hooted, naked women pressing closer, some fingering themselves idly, eyes on us. 

Samantha's arm slipped around my waist, fingers dipping just under my skirt's hem, brushing the curve of my ass. 

I gasped softly, heat blooming where she touched. 

'Here's the deal,' the announcer boomed, grinning wickedly. 

'You two can split the $10,000 pot—$5,000 each. Walk away winners. Or... one night with Samantha. Her rules, her body, right here or wherever she takes you. Public, private, total submission. Choose now.' 

Riley flushed crimson, shifting foot to foot, her thighs rubbing together visibly. 

'I... the money,' she stammered, but her eyes flicked to Samantha's curves, lingering on the bulge of breasts under leather. 

All eyes turned to me. Samantha leaned in, breath hot on my ear. 

'What'll it be, Sam? Cash... or me? I've seen how wet you got hiding from me. Imagine what I could do if you surrender.' 

Her fingers grazed my inner thigh, inches from my soaked panties, sending a jolt straight to my clit. I bit my lip, tasting salt, as desire warred with pride. 

The money—god, I needed it. 

Rent, freedom, proving I wasn't some naive girl. But Samantha's touch ignited everything: the shy curiosity that led me here, the throbbing ache from watching her finger those women to shattering orgasms. 

Submission tugged hard, emotional intimacy blooming in her gaze—playful dominance mixed with something deeper, like she'd chosen me all along. 

My pussy wept, juices trickling anew, clit swollen and begging. 

The crowd murmured, tension electric, naked bodies shifting closer. Riley watched me, waiting. Samantha's hand stilled, expectant, her smile daring me to leap. 

Heat rose in waves, greed clashing with the sweet burn of wanting her hands stripping me, fingers plunging deep, owning every inch in front of them all. What the fuck was I going to choose?


Chapter Eight

My voice came out breathy, barely above a whisper, but the mic caught it crystal clear. 'Samantha. I choose you.' 

The crowd erupted—cheers, gasps, a few disappointed groans from the naked women pressing in. 

Riley's jaw dropped, her freckled face paling as the announcer thrust an envelope at her. 

'Ten grand's all yours, Riley. Sam's trading it for a night of pure submission.' Riley clutched the cash, stunned, her eyes darting between us before she bolted into the throng, disappearing amid slaps on her back and envious whispers. 

I didn't care about the money anymore. 

Not when Samantha's eyes lit up, dark and hungry, locking onto mine with that possessive gleam. Fuck, the rent could wait—this throbbing need between my legs, the emotional pull of her secret gaze all night, outweighed it all. 

She'd orchestrated this, and choosing her felt right, like sinking into the submission I'd craved since she invited me here. 

Samantha yanked me close, her leather-clad body slamming against mine, breasts crushing soft against my chest. 

The crowd's heat enveloped us, moans and heavy breathing from the fucked-out women fueling the fire. Her gloved hands gripped my waist, thumbs circling my hips as she leaned in, lips brushing my ear. 

'Good girl, Sam. I let you go three times tonight—under the table, behind the barrels, that last crate. I wanted you to win... so I could have you like this.' 

My pussy clenched hard, fresh slickness soaking my panties at her confession. 

She'd spared me, hunted everyone else, just to claim me publicly? Heart pounding with a mix of shock and aching desire, I melted against her, nipples scraping her vest. 

'You... you did that for me?' 

She pulled back just enough to cup my face, sharp eyes softening with raw emotion. 

'Fuck yes. I've wanted you forever, Sam—your shy little smiles, that curious fire. Be my girlfriend tonight. Let me own you, make you mine in front of them all.' Her voice dropped husky, breath hot on my lips. 

Emotion surged—betrayal twisting into thrill, shyness burning into bold want. 

'Yes,' I whispered, voice trembling. 'I'm yours.' 

Our mouths crashed together, kiss deep and devouring. 

Her tongue plunged in, tasting of salt and victory, dominating mine as I sucked greedily. 

Hands roamed—hers sliding under my top, palms rough through gloves as she pinched my nipples, twisting until I moaned into her mouth. 

The crowd whooped, phones flashing, naked bodies inching closer, pussies dripping onto the deck from the show. 

She broke the kiss, nipping my lower lip. 

'Strip for me, baby. Slow. Show them what they're missing.' Her command sent shivers down my spine, submission flooding hot and sweet. 

Fingers shaking with arousal, I gripped my top's hem, peeling it up inch by inch. 

Cool air hit my skin, goosebumps rising as my bra-clad breasts bounced free—soft curves heaving, nipples hard peaks begging for her mouth. 

Whistles pierced the air; a nearby woman licked her lips, fingering her own slick folds watching us. 

Samantha's gaze devoured me, hands guiding my skirt next. I shimmied it down, hips swaying, exposing soaked panties clinging to my shaved pussy lips. 

The fabric peeled away sticky, strings of arousal stretching before snapping. Naked now, vulnerable under spotlights, my slender body on full display—curves flushed, thighs glistening with juice. 

Pussy throbbed openly, clit swollen and peeking from its hood. 

'Fuck, you're perfect,' she growled, shoving me back against the stage edge. Her mouth latched onto my neck, sucking hard enough to bruise as gloved fingers trailed down my belly, dipping into my wetness. 

Two plunged deep into my pussy, curling against that spot that made stars burst. I cried out, hips bucking, walls clenching her invading fingers. 

The crowd surged, moans rising—women rubbing clits, pinching nipples, lost in our heat. 

Samantha finger-fucked me relentlessly, thumb grinding my clit in circles, free hand kneading my breast, rolling the nipple. Juices squirted with each thrust, splattering her glove, the wet squelch echoing lewdly. 

'Look at them watching you come undone,' she whispered, lips on my ear, voice thick with dominance. 'My shy girl, submitting so pretty. Tell me you love it.' 

'I love it,' I gasped, legs quaking, emotional high crashing with physical bliss. 

Her eyes held mine, that girlfriend promise gleaming—intimate, real amid the raw lust. Fingers sped up, stretching my pussy, hitting deep. Orgasm built fast, coiling tight. 

She dropped to her knees suddenly, yanking my thighs apart. Hot breath fanned my core before her tongue lashed out, flat and broad over my clit. 

I screamed, hands fisting her hair as she sucked hard, tongue flicking relentlessly while fingers pumped. 

Taste of my arousal filled the air, musky and sweet, her moans vibrating through me. 

Crowd chanted—'Fuck her! Eat that pussy!'—bodies grinding together in a public frenzy. 

Samantha's free hand gripped my ass, finger teasing my tight hole, pushing submission deeper. 

I shattered, pussy spasming, cum gushing onto her tongue. Waves crashed endless, body arching, cries raw. 

She rose, lips shiny with my release, kissing me deep so I tasted myself. 

'Not done yet, girlfriend. Bend over—let them see me fuck you proper.' Her hand smacked my ass, sting blooming hot, desire reigniting instantly as she positioned me, crowd howling for more. 

I bent over the stage edge, ass up high, pussy still twitching from my orgasm, slick juices dripping down my thighs. 

The crowd's roars thundered, a wall of heat and lust pressing in—naked women fingering themselves, moans blending into a frantic chorus. 

Samantha's gloved hands gripped my hips, fingers digging bruises into my soft skin, possessive and unyielding. 

I felt her shift behind me, the rustle of leather, then the thick head of her strap-on—harnessed tight to her hips—nudging my soaked entrance. 

'You're mine now,' she growled low, voice thick with emotion, eyes locking on mine over my shoulder. 

That girlfriend promise hit deep, twisting my submission into something tender, real. Then she thrust hard, burying the full length inside my pussy in one brutal stroke. 

I cried out, walls stretching around the girthy silicone, filled so completely it bordered pain. 

She didn't pause—hips snapping forward, fucking me hard and deep, the slap of her pelvis against my ass echoing over the cheers. 

'Fuck, yes!' The crowd roared louder, phones capturing every plunge, every quiver of my breasts swinging beneath me. 

Samantha's grip tightened, pulling me back onto her cock with each pounding thrust, her breath ragged against my neck. 

Emotion surged—her confession all night, sparing me, wanting me—mingling with the raw stretch of her claiming me publicly. 

This was submission at its peak, my shy world shattering under her dominance. 

I moaned loud, voice breaking into gasps, pushing my ass back to meet her, craving the rough control only she could give. 

'Harder, Samantha—please, own me!' My pussy clenched greedily, juices squirting with each deep slide, coating her harness, trickling down my legs. 

The friction built fire in my core, clit throbbing untouched, every nerve alive. 

Her dark hair whipped as she drove in, sharp eyes burning with love-laced lust, whispering my name like a prayer amid the frenzy. 

She fisted my hair suddenly, yanking my head back, arching my spine. The pull stung sweet, exposing my throat as she leaned over me, lips brushing my ear. 

'Beg for it, baby. Tell me how much you need my cock wrecking this tight pussy. Scream you're my slut girlfriend.' 

Her voice was dirty command wrapped in intimacy, hips never slowing, pounding relentlessly. 

'I'm your slut—fuck, please, don't stop! I need it so bad!' I begged, tears of overwhelm pricking my eyes, body surrendering fully. 

The words spilled raw, emotion cracking my voice—shy Sam gone, replaced by her bold, owned woman. 

Crowd chanted my pleas back, fueling the high, women around us coming on fingers, lost in our heat. 

Samantha flipped me with effortless strength, onto my back atop the stage, legs splayed wide. 

Spotlights glared on my flushed curves, pussy gaping and glistening for all. She hooked my knees over her elbows, sliding deep inside again, the new angle hitting my g-spot dead-on. 

'Look at them watching you break,' she murmured, thrusting with relentless force, cock spearing my depths over and over. 

Our eyes held—hers fierce with possession, mine glassy with adoration—the emotional bond amplifying every slam. 

Bodies slammed together, sweat-slick skin smacking wetly, my screams piercing the din. 

'Samantha—oh god, it's too much!' Pleasure overwhelmed, coiling tighter than before, her clit grinding mine with each grind. ' 

She kissed me messy, tongues tangling as she fucked harder, gloved thumb now circling my clit. 

Orgasms crashed one after another—pussy spasming, squirting arcs onto her abs, body convulsing in endless bliss. 

This was the best sex of my life, public claiming blending raw physicality with soul-deep connection, her dominance my perfect surrender. 

She came with me, harness rubbing her clit to shuddering release, collapsing atop me amid cheers. 

We panted together, her weight grounding, whispers of 'I love you' slipping amid aftershocks. 

Crowd swarmed, but she shielded me, our girlfriend night sealing forever. 

Ten years later, sunlight streamed into our beach house kitchen, waves crashing outside like that ship's deck. 

Samantha—still bold, dark hair streaked silver now—pinned me against the counter from behind, fingers dipping into my panties just like old times. 

'Morning fuck, girlfriend?' she teased, voice husky with the same dominance, but softer, lived-in. 

I pushed back, moaning soft, our wedding bands glinting. 

'Always, wife.' No shyness left—just deep happiness, adventures from underground games to quiet nights raising our adopted girls. 

She'd tamed my curiosity into confidence, our submission-love unbreakable. 

But tonight? Ship reunion party whispered rumors—new seekers, old thrills. My pussy clenched at the thought, her fingers plunging deeper. Who knew what desires we'd chase next? 
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