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Lady Caroline Darcy

As ghost stories go, this seemed an innocuous or almost innocent beginning. The date was late summer 1714 in the Portsmouth dock afternoon’s high tide and the aging King George 1st had unexpectedly just come to the throne. 

The wind from the choppy English Channel was brisk and swirling as the beauteous, young, Lady Caroline Darcy walked purposefully up the giving, squeaky gangplank to board the busy, British Navy Ship, the Mars, in Portsmouth Harbour. It made her voluminous, blue dress billow and sway and she patted the material down concernedly with her slender hands as best she could while fighting her way onto the main deck. 

Following closely behind was her servant who was about similar height wrapped completely in a large, red cloak as protection from the ill breeze so it was hard to make out the true form but they seemed comparable sizes and made quite a colourful entrance on the compact but well armed ninety gun Frigate about to set sail for the journey to the far off Americas.

The crew were all men and passengers were rare, but this young, striking, eighteen year old girl was no ordinary voyager but in fact special cargo; she was the daughter of General Harold Darcy who was to be made governor of Edenton in the Carolinas and he had arranged passage for her. 

However unknown to the good General, although he did well understand the indomitable spirit of his child, she was in fact more headstrong and wilful than he realised. 

Her travelling companion was actually no mere servant but in fact a handsome, local man of poor position, parentage or means that she knew would not meet his stern somewhat biased, socially twisted approval.

While he thought he was sending his daughter in ordinance and safety to prepare for his arrival in a far off land, she was, in all secrecy and truth, daringly eloping, with the intention of marriage without all the restraints of the privileged world, etiquette, pressures, obligations and customs she had been born into.

This redoubtable girl was therefore set and determined to fight then find her own future both for herself and this love of her life, Robin James, who was in fact the person wrapped up and hidden so tightly under the cloak. 

She felt sure they would discover their own way in the expanding new, exciting world that seemed so full of opportunities. 

Lady Caroline drew her slight form up to her full, unusually lofty height on the main deck as the young lieutenant, who was proudly displaying his full dress uniform, welcomed her on board and tried his level best not to notice her firm but burgeoning breasts caught so tightly in the top of her flowing dress. 

He coughed as if only to clear his throat or dirty mind then muttered lowly.

“My name is Lieutenant Gordon Knowles, Miss Darcy, we are delighted you are to join us…please follow me…quarters have been prepared for both you and your maid…”

She nodded and did not drop her guard or pert, raised nose for a moment, as if only to demonstrate her arrogance and high bearing, and allowed this Gentleman to kiss the back of her gloved hand as a token of his admiration and respect. 

He led her below and then about the rear area of the ship until eventually her sleeping area was revealed to be a small, claustrophobic cabin with a wooden bed but only a shelf at the side of one of the curved walls, for her servant.   

The accommodation was shockingly bare, Spartan and sparse but she politely hid her initial unease or distaste, allowed her many travelling trunks to be placed by the only cupboard and then paid attention as her pretty, male peacock of a guide continued to address her.

“….I have now shown you the layout of the main parts of the ship, Lady Caroline, and must ask you and your maid from this point to confine your promenades and exercise to the quarterdeck and ancillary areas at the aft of the ship.”

Her blue eyes stared at him for an explanation as the available space for her to exist on the interminable passage seemed so restricted and limited, making this craft appear suddenly like something of a prison.

“…The vessel is full of vile, coarse men, Miss... they are vagabonds, thieves and villains…not for the likes of a cultured and educated woman like you, Lady Caroline…”

She nodded and shuddered in the vaguest of understanding; her feminine instincts knew a little of the male gender but, other than fall in childish love with, Robin who she had known from a young girl and was such a beautiful young man, her experience was almost non-existent.

“…We will set sail in the next few minutes and dinner will be at 7p.m precisely where you will meet, Captain Brigham and the rest of the officers; your maid will eat in the cabin…can get a plate of food from the galley”

He smiled entreatingly at her.

“…Please ensure she scrubs and cleans your quarters spotlessly, Miss, our new Commander is a stickler for promptness, cleanliness and discipline. See you at 7p.m, Miss.”

He left and the young girl breathed a sigh of relief then sat tiredly on the only chair by the tiny, fixed table while her companion removed or un-wrapped the bright cloak around him and his slender body and long blonde hair could be seen clearly.

Bizarrely he was dressed in a most fetching, female, black maid’s outfit with a white petticoat over a plain, lined, dark, lengthy dress as he complained sadly.

“This is such a nightmare, Caroline…having to be so deceitful and furtive like this.”

She smiled surreptitiously, then silently admired his perfect face and flushed cheeks while sensing that full, magical flush of real and romantic love that had only fuelled her feminine fire to risk all for an unknown life with him as her sweet voice whispered.

“It’s just for a few weeks, Robin…you must stay here with me under your disguise as my maid…unless…if you are truly of faint heart then you can disembark and leave me….forever?”

The young man’s eyes blazed and portrayed an obvious blue devotion and care he did not honestly feel. 

In truth it veiled or concealed his true fear of his former life of poverty; dread of conscription in the army or even worse the press gangs that were prevalent and always around to incarcerate any unwary man into a lifetime’s, suffering and service on the high seas.   

The innocent, Lady Caroline took the vacuous gaze in his sparkling, azure globes to be one of love and adoration but in all private truth her intended future was nearing twenty years of age now, more aware of the world and its tortures than she was, and seemed to know a good thing when he saw one as he murmured smoothly in his riposte.

“You are right, My Heart’s Desire…what is my transient and brief suffering compared to our journey and eternal destiny to live as one?”

The young girl smiled at him, went to his side and kissed his plump, red, cherry lips and felt the rush of wild adrenaline fuel her blood. This was the illicit excitement and adventure she wanted or even craved and felt certain she had done the right thing, even misleading her own father and family in the process as she had.

Without doubt she sensed it would be worth it as instinctively she nodded her head gently at her companion but muttered purposefully as she did so.

“You need to unpack for me, Robin…we will have to convincingly play our roles on board, My Love…”

He seemed immediately a little put out but she was of aristocratic bearing and, Lady Caroline did not intend to deal with such mundane matters herself as in her whole life there had always been servants on the estate and around to adhere and attend to her every whim.

“…Now would be good, Robin…I sense we are about to cast off…and I wish to see my old life fade into the horizon…you may join me when you are done.”

He blushed up in repressed temper.

“Yes, Caroline.”

Her eyes were full fancies and of unusual brown steel.

“I think you need to call me, Miss, until we reach the Americas, Robin…if they find out you are a man then who knows what will happen to you?”

He reflexively bit his bottom lip because he indeed realised that such deceit if discovered, would have the most foul and frightening consequences.

“Yes, Miss. That seems sensible, Miss.”

Her delicate head nodded and she pulled on her shawl and strode along the narrow innards of the ship then up the sharp, roped stairs onto the quarter deck just as the heavy ropes were being drawn then wound onto the ship and her sea legs felt the craft begin to easily slide away from the dockside.

There were few other vessels around them and her earthy eyes watched in fascination as one of the senior officers, bedecked in full, colourful, dress uniform, stood by the wheel and gently guided the impressive three-mast ship out of the enclosed, guarded harbour and then through to the open sea and eventually into the thrashing channel.

Men were rushing, scurrying and climbing everywhere up to the highest, unseen points on the ship until canvas was unfurled and Lady Caroline caught her breath as she physically felt the wind grab and take hold of them and had the weirdest sensation that she had come home.

The freshening breeze caught her lengthy, brunette hair causing it to blow out in streams from her fragile, angelic face and as the craft began to slowly ride the waves, Lady, Caroline Darcy felt her heart beat in almost natural, synchronised, matching time with each rise and fall of their motion. 

She inhaled the rich, intoxicatingly fresh salt and clean air and was more thrilled or invigorated than she could possibly explain; her form remained transfixed or perched on the very edge of the deck and watched England eventually fade from view and meet the mixed grey and blue horizon of the late afternoon.

Eventually, Robin came to join her in his dark covering and black, female guise of servitude with the red cape covering over him; she resisted the temptation to hug him in her glee and unbearable excitement as she whispered.

“We’re on out way, Robin…it is so thrilling.” 

The love of her life’s face however was not so enthused; it was pale or even white as the movement of the vessel was proving to be something of a challenge and her voice demonstrated only practicality but not actual concern.

“If you feel sick, Darling, then it is acceptable to heave over the side…I was warned about this but am not affected as yet…you will soon become adjusted I’m sure.”

The love of her life took the advice and was shortly bent over the port side of the ship retching or being actually sick until the land of their home was utterly lost into the black horizon and there was only the grey and white of the eternally active ocean surrounding them.

Eventually the early evening proved too chilly for further viewing and they returned down to the cabin where, Lady Caroline helped herself to the available wine and saw her companion pick up a wooden cup as if to join in with a celebratory toast but her tone was curt and very much to the point.

“I don’t think that is clever, Robin…perhaps a furtive glass for you with dinner but you need to keep your wits about you and can’t have alcohol on your breath…servants are not allowed to drink, My Love.”

His pale eyes blinked while his hand poured some water into a receptacle while, Lady Caroline stared out of the tiny, square, port-holes and into the gathering gloom as she wittered in her agitation.

“This is so energising, Robin, thrilling in fact…finish your drink and undo my dress at the rear…I need to change…for dinner…”

Her body shook a little as her brain meandered.

“…All those eligible men and just me as the only girl on board…so I must look my best…and you must not be jealous with any attention I receive, My Love…I will have to play the part of the young, impressionable woman…”

She giggled and turned her back to him.

“…Now undo the laces!”

Her companion was unsure and expressed his concerns.

“But I should not touch or see you, Miss…we are not yet married.”

She laughed dismissively.

“We are betrothed…I will see you and you shall see me in the confines of the cabin…we will be travelling for many weeks so it is inevitable…I need you to perform your full, servile duties on board as my maid. Now get on with it…or I will be of poor disposition and late…”

Robin nervously undid the tightly wound laces until eventually, his Mistress stepped daintily out of the blue dress and sat on the only chair, took out a small, hand mirror and began to refresh her makeup with powder, in just her corset, petticoats and light, fragrant chemise below.

She was amused as her dazzling eyes saw her fiancé gazing in such nervousness and curiosity at her exposed or revealed state.

“…It s nothing, Robin, just relax…place my yellow dress on the bed and then you can help me in with it...my you are such a Silly Girl.”

He blushed and only when she was ready, held the thick gown apart to allow his Mistress to step inside and she stood still and erect as he began to tie the laces at the back once more, until her plump, rounded breasts were fashionably captured and showing provocatively.

When she was ready he stood back and gasped softly.

“You are so beautiful, Miss.”

Lady Caroline smiled, gave him the fingers of her right hand which he kissed and then at the appropriate time - a few minutes late - she walked along the cramped corridor to the Captain’s quarters and joined the waiting, immaculately uniformed men around the spacious, oblong table.

They all rose in a single unit or movement and she took her seat beside the Captain who blustered almost complainingly to her in the discomfort of having a passenger, and a female at that, on his formidable ship of power and death.

“Welcome aboard, Lady Darcy…but please note the dinner begins at 7p.m precisely.

She ignored his barely disguised rebuke and smiled.

“I will do my best, Sir.”

The man was small, rotund, balding and patently without good humour as his response was terse, blunt and patently without the faintest delicacy.

“7p.m exactly, Lady Caroline, you are aboard a Man of War now…so I must insist everyone plays their part in respecting discipline and punctuality.”

She nodded not wishing to oppose convention, the meal was served and she acquainted herself with the men around her. 

There was Captain Brigham and Lieutenant Knowles, who she had met earlier: a senior officer, Lieutenant Wheeler who was a slim, tall, quiet man with grey hair: a pretty looking, junior officer who was still a teenager called, Harry Thomas and finally a fat, already, inebriated man continually sipping wine called, Doctor Grenville.

Lady Caroline was obviously an attraction and the very centre of attentions sensing eager male eyes upon her throughout the meal.

Although she was vaguely informed of men and what they reputedly desired from a woman she had never been made to feel so acutely aware of such understated but obviously lewd, masculine attention.

Young Harry and Lieutenant Knowles hardly took their gazes from her curvaceous breasts all the long dinner and the mood was only lightened when one of the men serving dropped some of the plates with an almighty clatter and received a cruel scolding from the fearsome Captain who turned on his deputy, Lieutenant Wheeler in real annoyance. 

“Replace this crewman, give him a brief taste of the lash tomorrow…so it will sharpen his mind and capabilities…”

The horrified male who had been waiting on the assembled diners went instantly white, and literally ran for his life while the Captain then turned his gaze and focus on the only female around the table.

“…You have a maid, Lady Caroline…?”

She nodded as if trapped in a lie.

“…Good, then…she can serve us…in a nice, becoming dress…perhaps it can be a blessing to have some grace and elegance around us…so I will expect her tomorrow and throughout the voyage.”

Lady Caroline wanted to refuse but how could she? Therefore just smiled politely then murmured respectfully wishing to appear convivial and of assistance.

“Of course, Captain…it will be an honour!”

The dinner was soon concluded and she took the air with the young Lieutenant that had met her earlier in the day.

Although she was impressed by his attractive, green eyes and short, dark hair the weather was still inclement and oppressive and they could only stroll a few steps on the private quarterdeck before the cautious girl made her excuses and departed for the privacy and safety of the cabin.

Robin was waiting there for her and moaned bitterly as he began to untie the laces on the dress until his fiancé was just in her corset, petticoats and chemise. 

He then unfastened the constricting, whale-boned bodice until Lady Caroline’s full ivory breasts were released and she was only in her white flimsy gown and stockings.

She exhaled in relief, washed in the convenient basin of available water and then assisted her companion out of his maids uniform; however when her sharp eyes saw his dirty, raggedy shorts she hissed in real consternation and concern.

“Take those off, Robin.”

He looked stunned and automatically crossed his knees in abashment.

“Lady Caroline…please!”

Her voice was tense and impatient.

“You cannot wear anything male on this ship…people are everywhere…there is no privacy and if they find out you will be thrown overboard or hung…now take them off. Now…!” 

Her partner reluctantly did so and was suddenly standing before her nakedly as she took the soiled article to the porthole and threw his last vestige of manhood out into the wind and into the raging, rolling ocean below. 

When she returned, Lady Caroline went to her trunk of underwear and removed a pretty, white chemise with short puffed sleeves and some decorated frill around the neck line; her agile fingers handed it to her assistant while noticing his slender, masculine body as if for the first real time.

“…Put this on…you will wear it under your dress now…but not for a moment; let me see you, Robin…I have never seen a man naked before.”

Her eyes observed how his body was thin or even emaciated and between his thighs was fine, blonde down under which were tiny balls and a delicate, white, limp penis and she exhaled in sheer delight.

“…Oh my goodness My Love, you are so unexpectedly delicate and delicious…now put this on…and you will be protected if we have any unwelcome or unexpected visitors…as you surely are so beautiful and do indeed look like a lovely young woman.”

He flushed and quickly placed the garment over his head until it hung down around his knees while she embraced him warmly as if they were sisters but felt a stirring of firmness under the material against her skin then whimpered suggestively and definitely, excitedly

“Oh, Robin I feel it as well…soon you will have me and be my Master…but we have to wait of course, my Love…oh my goodness…my goodness.”

Her palm moved down the material of the chemise and found a small, tell-tale stain of wetness where her future husband had just climaxed and she gushed stupidly like a child.

“Oh, Robin you do like this…I am so pleased because you have to serve in the Captain’s table tomorrow…so you need to settle into your role as we cannot be discovered.”

He groaned in real despair but his concerns and humiliation were lost in her elation.

“You will be fine, now let me kiss you as I am fatigued and need to rest.”

He muttered to his Mistress, but in hope rather than expectation.

“Can we not sleep together?”

Her reply was quick and adamant.

“No you are my female servant on board and that is how you must act…there will be ample time for us and such matters when we arrive…now let me taste your sweet lips and then we can rest.

Their mouths touched intimately and hung together for the briefest, lovelorn moment and then they were in their respective beds both lost in their own thoughts, inner turmoil and anticipation. 

Robin’s small cock was erect once more as he was reacting to the feminine gown he was in, mixed with the definite aroma of the perfumed material while, Lady Caroline was breathless for entirely different reasons. 

She had always been aware of her female qualities but here on this claustrophobic ship where every man’s leering lustful eyes were upon her tender skin she sensed her sexual power as if for the first time in her limited experience as a quickly maturing, emerging woman. 

Her fingers moved between her thighs and found her familiar line of femininity at the centre of her dark, pubic hair and sensed it was already moist and wet. 

In truth her fingers knew her own body, although the dirty descent to masturbation was rare, as she felt it somewhat unseemly for a Lady, but tonight her eyes closed tightly while her head thought only of the vibrant, Lieutenant Gordon Knowles in his crisp, smart uniform.  

In her fevered brain this officer of the line was removing his dark breeches to reveal his white, toned, naked flesh below and she knew he was going to barbarically lay over her and take her maidenhood and virginity! 

Such illicit imaginings caused pointed fingertips to rub her clitoral bud wildly until her imagination or dreamlike state brought to her to the point of penetration; then her body silently convulsed into a much required orgasm that released it from this all consuming craving and libidinous madness.

Then she could settle, silently lowered her gown and felt the familiar movement of the already comforting roll of the ship; the young woman knew for certain that she would sleep soundly and whispered into the inky, mysterious blackness and exhaled to her one, true love.

“Goodnight, Darling…I feel sure we are doing the right thing…this will be a marvellous adventure.” 

There was no reply as Robin had already teased himself to a second climax in the beguiling, sensual outfit he had been obliged to wear, and was at that moment separate from the waking world even though a huge part of him was still disoriented, unbalanced or noxious.

Lady Caroline was unconcerned at his distance or silence from her; she was content or satisfied and even on the first, singular night out away from the safe, protected shores of England felt something had definitely changed in her life for the better. 

Mutiny on the Mars.

Ship life began early and as the first shafts of stark light speared through the uncovered cracks in the portholes, Lady Caroline could hear the bustle and movement on the ship and rose up from the hard, uncomfortable, unforgiving bed. 

There were no feather mattresses here but her body had been so fatigued that it had rested well and it was full of boundless energy.

She washed and took her needs of bodily release in requisite bowls before instructing her maid - who had dressed quickly in his uniform over his chemise - to take them to the leeward side of the vessel for disposal into the ocean and then cleansing them in the sea-water barrels all around the decks. 

Lady Caroline had acquainted herself with some of the customs of sea life before she had embarked and did not feel any horrors or particular discomfort in adapting to some of the more unusual or even unpleasant practices to survive on board. 

When her Robin returned, he helped her into a new ample, colourful dress and she took her place at the Captain’s table for some sustenance which was mainly bread, cheese or fruit with wine and mead.  

On a ship of the line there was no formality at breakfast, the men ate quickly and then left for their numerous jobs and roles that seemed to forever press upon them on the incredibly busy craft.

She took a flowery bonnet and strolled onto the quarter or poop deck and found that staring out to the distant horizons gave her an unexpected rush of pleasure along with a strange glow of well being. 

From this raised, advantaged position she could see the lower area of the vessel where the crew were professionally and diligently bringing the ship into romantic glory with full sail and, as her brown eyes looked up into the giddy heights of the riggings and the centre mast, she was full to the brim of vim and vigour. 

The men were ordinary and common as she knew, but secretly the crew all impressed at how they could climb and scamper to such lofty, perilous positions and seemed to have such incredible aptitude, skill and confidence in their daring and dangerous duties.

Her head became lost in the workings of the ship and the young girl seemed to note every movement and motion until she sensed that her intelligent mind understood its purpose; the communal labour was only halted at midday when the Captain strode menacingly onto the deck and then forcefully addressed his assembled company in a loud, overbearing voice.

“You may not know me, Lads, but I am, Captain Brigham your new commander. I run a tight ship and expect you to be the best in the fleet…and will not tolerate any failure to follow orders and excel…”

His dark spheres observed the shivering wretch of a man who had served at the dining table the night before, as he was ceremoniously taken to the bottom of the mast on the lower deck and frighteningly chained to the steel shackles that were permanently there.

“…This crewman did not perform his duties to my high standard and will be used as an example or demonstration of how I treat such disrespect or failure…”

His black, cruel eyes span and focussed on a stout man at the front of the congregated group, with blonde hair and incredibly clear blue eyes.

“…Six licks of the Cat o’ nine tails, Master Coalbridge, just for a quick taste and an early lesson to you all.”

The man stood erect and was without question a stout and impressive, male specimen; he had thick muscular arms and legs that tensed as his iron fingers took the whip with the thin, cutting strips on the end, then addressed his superior cautiously and possibly unwisely. 

“Captain…this is our first day at sea with you…can I ask or even plead…on behalf of the crew for mercy for this man? He was feeling unwell when he was working last evening…he apologises but is not best suited to such domestic work.”

Captain Brigham’s podgy face noticeably flushed up to the brightest of red and the black globes in his head became heated coals as his softened, plump body swelled in anger while the retort from his lips was sharp, dismissive and deadly. 

“Don’t you ever dare to correct or negotiate with me, Master Coalbridge! This man has let me down…let the ship down and needs to be punished and corrected…now get on with it, Man…!”

With that specific command the Master of the lower part of the ship raised his wrist and swiftly brought the cutting leather onto the open back of the man with six continual strokes until the punishment had been meted out and completed; or so he thought because his, incandescent Captain stared at him once more and this time his fury was evidently not suppressed or contained in the least, as he railed at him like biting, icy wind.

“…You are insubordinate, Sir…how dare you…that is not an honest whipping more of a show of disapproval or disrespect…”

As the bleeding and suffering victim attached to the mast was removed and taken below he snapped at his stiff-backed, grey-haired, first officer beside him.

“…Attach the Master to the chains and give the whip to the strongest man we have. If I see that his lashes are not with ample force and to my full satisfaction then he will take, Master Coalbridge’s place…and we will go on like this through the whole crew if necessary until I am satisfied or content…”

Lady Caroline watched on breathlessly as this blonde-haired male’s shirt was removed and his hard working, defined, sculptured body was tethered to the manacles until he was bound and utterly helpless. 

She could instinctively sense that this man was much loved by the crew as they seemed to lean or almost lurch forward as if in a singular motion but kept their temper and counsel; they just stood as a seething mass as the Cat was given to a huge, frightening crewmember with a rippling torso and instantly stared concernedly at the Captain, who murmured lowly to him in anticipation.

“…Carry on…as instructed…”

The pitiless instrument wheeled, cracked then flashed like a thunderbolt and with each fearsome stroke the pale, vulnerable flesh of the brave man was torn or ripped until his blood was liberally streaming and flowing.

To everyone’s amazement, although his strong body was immediately damaged, it was clear that his mind and spirit seemed indomitable or unbreakable as he did not utter a single syllable of complaint or agony throughout this torrid, excruciating, unfair process.

He was eventually unchained and averted his eyes from staring in challenge at this merciless, strict Master of the ship who had treated him so callously or ruthlessly and stood erect and to attention to hear the remainder of his new Commander’s message.

“…A small warning. I do not tolerate insubordination or failure to perform…so take care and watch your step all of you. Carry on!”

The Officers waited for the Captain to leave the deck then returned to their stations but it took the crew a while to disperse as if there was something still to do or yet unsaid, but eventually the potential mob dissolved and the men slowly walked back to their duties and obligations.

Lady Caroline briefly caught the pained eye of the unfortunate, Master Coalbridge before he went through the open hatch to no doubt visit the doctor’s room for treatment, and she felt her heated blood surge and pound as he did so.

Her fingers clenched together as she sensibly averted his gaze but her heart was pounding like the beating, powerful waves while her body was flowing or surging in the strong breeze that teased or twisted around her.

The young girl knew this display and spectacle of supposed correction had been sadistic and abhorrent but she was without doubt utterly captivated and impossibly entranced by what she had just witnessed.

Somehow this barbarity had caused her body to become secretly, sexually alive in a way she had never experienced before and, Lady Caroline tried her best to erase these recent memories from her fevered brain to bring her back to earth. 

But in reality there was no solid ground below her now, as the only respite for her unsteady feet was a tumbling, moving deck and try as she might, she could and possibly would never lose the luxurious sensation of dark adventure that filled her formerly sweet soul that memorable, eventful morning.

It was as if the young woman had been infected with the most dangerous and addictive salt water that now was rushing and racing through her veins.

She had a hearty appetite at lunch which was again taken on the move, with officers leaving and entering the eating area and, after endless afternoon strolls around what by now seemed like her own area of the quarterdeck she was shortly preparing to dress for dinner.

Her fiancé had been quiet since the terrible exhibition of brutality that morning as if he realised the concerning fragility of his personal position on board.  

Given, Captain Brigham’s appetites for discipline, he knew that if he was found out as a stowaway or being on board under false pretences then it might truly mean death for him, or even a worse fate, as punishment on a ship of war was legendary for being inventive.  

Therefore he co-operated fully with his future wife as she dressed him in her cheapest, most tawdry, pink dress with layers of petticoats and when she applied white then cerise powder to his cheeks and red juices to his lips for colouring, he did not complain or object as if content to simply admire his feminine reflection in the sheen of the silver, hand mirror.

Lady Caroline then put on an exquisite, ivory gown decorated with sequins and pearls and they were around the table a few minutes before 7p.m, as after the education of the morning no one wished ignore the rules or to incur the displeasure or wrath of the fearsome Captain.

The food was served to all the diners by Robin, who seemed to settle into his servile role surprisingly easily, and delicately passed out or picked up the plates carefully until by the end of the meal he was standing nervously beside, Captain Brigham who was merrily slurping his wine as if in unexpected good humour.

“Excellent service…My Dear…what is your name?”

The subject of his inquisition thought swiftly on his dainty feet.

“Roberta, Sir.”

The odious man laughed in merriment.

“I wager you will make a fine servant for some man in time…”

His plump palm slapped the thickly covered bottom within his reach playfully; demonstrably without respect and with clear regard to her lowly position.

“…I noticed that you caught young Harry’s gaze…”

He had a twinkle in his wicked eyes as he perused his youngest junior officer.

“…Take her around the ship, Harry…you have my permission…I have matters to discuss with the other senior staff...”

Lady Caroline stared at the terrified look on her True Love’s face but when the young, elegantly turned out fair-haired young man offered his arm, Robin took it cautiously, before they promptly left for an evening stroll around the deserted deck and to enjoy a luxurious, temperate, calm evening.

She had no further time to think as the obnoxious, fickle Captain changed moods like the weather and turned his attention to his other subordinates; expressing his thoughts frankly and alarmingly for everyone listening.

“…I have noticed a certain tangible malaise on board, Gentlemen…”

He turned to Lady Caroline and smiled with utter insincerity.

“…And Milady of course! I wish daily floggings of two of the men each morning…to get all of my crew’s attention.”   

Lieutenant Wheeler’s face was normally wan but now it instantly turned almost ashen as he whispered.

“It will not go down well, Sir…the Boys seem to be trying their combined best to please you.”

The Captain’s retort however was instant and acidic.

“Well they are not…pleasing me…you will pick two men in the morrow and follow my order’s, Sir and…I will be watching to ensure the correction and whipping is done to my standards.”

Lady Caroline’s raging blood was pulsating once more with outrage and other more unfathomable, unworthy emotions; she looked around in panic at the few other officers who were all utterly and equally stunned for different reasons by the Captain’s outlandish commands. 

Undoubtedly this course of action spelled trouble for them all but they were powerless to argue or resist his instruction and foul demands; in the end they just sat in silence and listened helplessly. 

However, Lady Caroline, after biting her lip for more than a short while, was finally compelled to speak and she murmured up surprisingly pointedly or even daringly to him.

“I know nothing about naval life, Captain but it seems to arbitrarily flog men for mere sport is indeed somewhat barbaric and unreasonable?”

His look to her was chilling and cutting while his strong voice sounded obviously stern and arrogantly supercilious.

“Without question you are but a young woman and naïve, My Dear; have no experience of such matters, Lady Caroline, but discipline with these ruffians needs to be done and… seen to be done on a daily basis in my eyes…”

His lips formed a sneering, condescending smile.

“…I am sorry if it offends your gentility but this is a vessel of war and I need to know my men and my ship are fully ready and trained to my demanding standards…” 

His tone was every more derisory and dismissive.

“…Please accept my apologies for mentioning such delicate and troublesome matters in front of you, Milady…I think you should now retire…and let me address my officers as I wish things to be in place for the morning that may upset your weak and gentle nature.”

The young woman nodded, accepting her humbling dismissal while the men all rose as one in respect or reflex until she was climbing up onto the dark quarterdeck to clear her head and the spiking blood that was already literally boiling. 

In truth she did indeed know nothing about this world at sea or in fact life in general, but her instincts told her that, Captain Brigham was a Cad and a bully and was punishing his crew purely because he patently enjoyed such practices and he could!

It riled and enraged her that one man should wield such power so unfairly and casually but there was nothing she could do and as her feet touched the salted boards she instantly welcomed them, then inhaled the fresh air, and the ever present breeze that she seemed to revel and relish, as it revived her better nature. 

Unsurprisingly it soon calmed and lifted her mood as if she was the very ocean itself and the wind had suddenly faded; but as she gathered her thoughts her sharp eyes saw the flash of a bright dress in the shadows on the sheltered, far side of the deck and as she squinted in the gloom, realised that it was her Robin, in a tight embrace with the young officer Harry.

Her body silently took a step back into the dimness as she did not wish to disturb them and, as she looked on furtively, realised that the two of them were outrageously in a passionate embrace. 

Her own fiancé was actually kissing this handsome, young man and the further she observed the more she could see how they were pressing their bodies together then running their hands and fingers through each other’s hair as if incredibly, in real attraction or affection.

Lady Caroline watched for a while and felt her own body react in myriad, unrecognisable ways until she suddenly, impetuously strode out onto the centre of the deck that had some candle-light from nearby lamps for illumination, and murmured meaningfully to her servant.

“Come, Roberta you have other duties to perform!”

Robin shamefacedly unwrapped himself from the arms of the pressing, eager Harry and with a blood-red skin followed his Mistress down to the cabin expecting a severe reprimand as he tried to explain his outrageously perverse actions.

“I am sorry, Miss…but…”

Lady Caroline strangely realised she was sanguine and actually not annoyed; more intrigued and amused as she gently tortured and teased him.

“My husband to be, it appears…is something of a Whore…I can see…”

He went to speak but she waved her delicate, long fingers at him.

“…No I understand, Robin…it is a clever disguise…and in keeping with your role on board…you must continue; I will then give the haughty, Lieutenant Knowles some attention as well to pass the time…”

She giggled vacuously.

“…Perhaps we can compare notes!”

They helped each other undress and she saw further stains on his chemise and realised that there would be laundry duties required before too long on this voyage. 

Her Love only wished and wanted to explain his reprehensible actions but she was not versed to discuss such matters as if they were too trivial, until they were in their respective beds when she whispered to him almost casually.

“I saw you kissing him with some womanly emotion, Robin…did you enjoy it?”

He was silent and she snapped at him like a master with his unresponsive dog, in sudden irritation or suppressed fury.

“Did you? Did you like his tongue in your mouth and his firm manhood pressing into you?”

His response was a strangulated gasp.

“I had to, Miss!”

“Did you like it?”

The subsequent reply startled her because she knew it was veritable and true.

“Partly yes, Miss.”

His admission made her sensual, sliver of sexual flesh weep and she reflexively and most secretly ran sharp fingertips over her reactive folds while her mouth passed instruction into the darkness.

“Then you must carry on, Robin…and reveal what you get up to….if you lie, then…”

Her voice had a sudden unexpected, malevolent edge to it.

“…Then the Captain is forever looking for crewmembers to flog and punish….so you will reveal everything of what you do to me.”

He sighed softly in some real terror and confessed his already tarnished soul.

“Yes, Miss; he wanted me to hold his…”

She finished his sentence.

“Cock….a man has a cock, Robin!”

Her tone was elevated and high as if her mind was in a vapour or a stupefied state and Lady Caroline considered that perhaps it was.

“Than you must, Robin….hold and pleasure his cock as one day soon I will do for you…perhaps you can discover and learn for us both….how to be a Whore and play the unknown, mercurial, sexual game”

He groaned pathetically and weakly.

“Yes, Miss.”

Then there was silence apart from faintest sounds of bated breath and the rustling of covers as they both tormented then brought off their bodies to their own deviant, unworthy, salacious thoughts until the night and the always moving darkness took them for its own.

In the first rays of dawn nothing was mentioned of what had transpired the night previous, but the routine of the days that now passed had been set.

This included daily floggings or some very unfortunate crewman being ‘keel-hauled’ under the ship but mercifully to Lady Caroline’s knowledge no one was killed.

Evenings were mainly long, drunken dinners where the Captain was always finding fault with everyone, planning more retribution all in the name of discipline, while Roberta took endless air with young Harry.   

Lady Caroline took the opportunity to spend more time with the charming, Lieutenant Knowles who made polite conversation and discussed various interesting aspects of ship life.

He showed her the secrets of using a sextant for navigation and as the girl was well educated, once she understood the significance of the North Star or Polaris, then the rest of the trick of finding your path on the seas was fairly basic mathematics. 

She was attracted to the dashing young officer but did not feel the urge to return his unspoken passion for her and their relationship was friendly although undoubtedly with a certain understated frisson as he forever admired her beauteous face and apparently burgeoning breasts. 

Unknown to everyone however, if there was anyone on board that secretly stirred her true, emerging, womanly spirit it was the rough, stocky, Master Coalbridge who always caught her brown eye as he confidently strode about the lower decks. 

Robin’s relationship with young Harry was however intense and a week into the voyage, Lady Caroline came up early onto the quarterdeck one evening to take her own breath in the invigorating air.

To her amazement, there in the shadows behind the tied wheel, she saw her future husband on his bended knees while his pretty, blonde head was moving purposefully back and forward at the precise, middle section of this attractive, young man.

Lady Caroline had obviously heard about such dirty, prurient practices but had never seen or quite understandably, performed such ungodly acts; but she stood silently alone in the mucky darkness and watched the supposed love of her life suck this youth’s cock as if it was made of the finest honey.

This most base performance went on for many minutes until the youthful man grunted in release and she knew that Robin had most foully and eagerly ingested the semen created.

She then quickly retuned to her cabin as a feeling of unsteady disruption or even intoxication had come upon her, causing the most female lips she possessed to weep and leak as if they had been infected in such inglorious, wanton lust.

When her servant returned soon after, she waited for them both to change into their chemises and then questioned him interestedly and without tact as they lay in the creaking, inky blackness.

“I saw you, Robin.”

He gasped in mortified concern.

“What?”

She laughed dryly.

“Do not be so disingenuous, My Love…sucking your Master’s penis.”

He was struggling to draw his breath.

“I have no choice.”

“When did you begin?”

“It has been a while now…Harry forces me three or four times daily…in all areas of the ship…it is so unfair and unseemly.”

Her voice sighed as if suddenly this man she had known all of her life was someone that was unrecognisable to her.

“Come here.”

Lady Caroline forced her male companion to kneel at her bed and she smelt his breath that was heavy with the pungent odour of a man and she giggled as if drunken or heady.

“You are no Maiden, Robin…methinks you like this game… to be on your bended knees sucking a man’s most precious part.”

His voice groaned in false denial.

“No, Miss”

Her hand went to his crotch and found copious amount of hard, dried or wet stain there and tried to mask her own lewd arousal.  

“Dirty Girl, Robin; but pray tell me what does it feel like to do such an abominable, filthy thing?”

His reply shocked her, along with the obvious fact that his penis was noticeably hardened while his hand began to rub the stiffness reactively as if he could not help his depraved instinct.

“I didn’t like at first, Miss, honestly, but there is something about being helpless and servile and providing such depravity that I can accept and even find favour with…”

She held her own breath as he continued his incredible confession.

“…Sometimes, I feel empowered as I suckle his hard manhood and then…then… it explodes in my mouth like nectar… oh… Lady Caroline…oh.”

His Mistress sensed or perhaps smelled a new, fresh, wet patch appearing at his crotch to mark his shame and she was inflamed and equally regaled as her voice mocked him with a pointedly sharp edge.

“Then you must continue on this course, Robin, suck your young Master until we arrive in the Americas and then we will see.”

He bent his head sadly and with deep regret.

“Have things altered between us, Miss?”

She dismissed him to his own, small, uncomfortable refuge and without thinking, murmured soothingly to him.

“Not at all, Robin, this is just what has come upon us and you have so innocently been forced or coerced into.”

However, in spite of her apparent words of comfort, while her fingertips teased her sexuality once more - as her hands were doing almost every night now to release this confounded, constant, nagging, cloying physical tension - her sensible or rational mind realised that what her fair lips had told him was in fact untrue. 

Everything was changing between the two of them and possibly in more ways than she could possible understand.

That being said, for nearly a fortnight things remained in some sort of status quo; with the endless beatings and cruelty of the crew and her servant’s interaction with young Harry, while she had her own intimate but in reality, innocent relationship of sorts, with the handsome officer, Lieutenant Gordon Knowles.

Then there was the unforgettable night of the tempest or storm where she clung to her bed and prayed to the heavens while the vessel lurched and pitched over mountains or then down valleys of angry, roaring water causing the whole vessel to be unbalanced and in turgid turmoil and uproar. 

It went on all night well into the following day until finally, towards the late afternoon, only then did the ship finally begin to settle.

To her horror, Lady Carline then learned that five crewmen had been dispatched to their deaths in the riggings by the brutal Captain who had insisted on one of the sails being kept unfurled throughout the unfair struggle with the elements.

He assembled at his further order, the wretched, remaining, soaked, bedraggled crew and pompously spoke down to them from his elevated position of rule, meaningfully above them on the upper deck.

“We nearly lost the ship last night due to your combined negligence…you shall pick four among you for flogging in the morning and there will be half-rations until we reach port…due to some food stuffs being damaged…”

He smiled evilly and that very moment in retrospect set the seeds deep into dark, unsettled, fertile minds for what was to come.

“…That will also be deducted from your wages when we arrive.”

Lady Caroline was exhausted and traumatised by the frightening, recent events but she was also terrified by the look of sheer loathing and hatred on the faces of the men gathered below but never in a thousand centuries did she expect what events would then take place.

After dinner that evening - it seemed that the Captain’s full table of the finest food was unaffected by recent losses -  she retired early to her cabin with Robin but after changing, she heard the sound of raised, angry voices, gunfire then the stark clash of steel and sensed or realised that a small revolution or mutiny had begun.

She whispered to her future partner, because she knew for certain this was the time for him to show his worth and mettle as a man.

“Put on your male clothes, Robin and go now and fight for King and country! Protect his ship…seize the day!”

Her brown eyes watched in disappointment, dismay and subsequent disgust as her partner dressed quickly into his maids uniform and then clumsily applied copious amount of powder or paint as if this female disguise in itself would continue to protect him from life’s harshest reality as it had up to know.

Lady Caroline then also pulled on the nearest gown and dashed out onto the darkened, tight pathways and entered the dining area where it was clear that the battle and struggle had just been fatefully concluded. 

To her shock and real distress, Lieutenant Knowles lay dead as did young, pretty Harry with thick red blood flowing everywhere; the Captain was sitting as if glued to his chair while Master Coalbridge held a pointed sword to his bulging neck.

“I should gut you, Captain Brigham…for what you have done… but there is a boat waiting and you will be set adrift…with whoever wishes to join you…”

His hand wiped the noticeable sweat from his perspiring brow.

“…The Lads and I have no more need for this man’s navy!”

His former torturer spat at him.

“…This is mutiny, Sir…you will be hanged.”

The man shrugged as if such an eventuality was expected and irrelevant.

“So be it….it will be better than serving under a Tyrant like you…”

His pale eyes then turned to the only woman there and his tone was equally dismissive.

“…That goes for you…Miss High and Mighty…go…because if you stay then you will be treasure trove and be mine.”

The Captain blustered to him in his disgrace, humiliation and helplessness. 

“Devil, you will get your just desserts…” 

The sentence was cut short as he only felt the back of the lowly Master’s hand strike his plump, bloated, piggish face.

Lady Caroline ran to her cabin where she began to pack a bag but when halfway through her task she realised that she would not ever enter the small boat with such a man as the Captain, who would undoubtedly lead her to certain death.

Instinctively she recognised that she would rather take her chances here on the ship and once decided, spoke meaningfully to her cowardly partner.

“You enter the boat, Robin…that is your only salvation.”

He gasped in endless fear and uncertainly concerning every path that was now available to him then made a rash decision regarding his own future.

“No I will remain here, Miss…the terrors of the open sea truly frighten me…I will stay on board with you.”

There was no time to discuss further and without much ceremony, the Captain was quickly off-loaded or dispatched into a boat alongside the tearful doctor, his first officer and some of the crew that did not wish to be branded as mutineers with the obvious penalty of death then placed upon their cursed heads.

They had some provisions and a sextant but there was not a person on the Mars who looked down at the small vessel that was set adrift in the vast expanse of water that expected any of this motley-band of lost souls, to live.

There was a whole group of ten in all and, Lady Caroline watched them swiftly float off into the currents and darkness hearing the foul threats or curses all around her until the sounds softened or faded into the breeze; then she quickly returned to the relative sanctity of her cabin with her maid to await her own fate.

It was not long before her door opened; Robin cowered against his wall and bed while the redoubtable, Master Coalbridge entered but bravely, Lady Caroline Darcy stood to her full height as if to somehow intimidate him.

Unfortunately for her, he was an ordinary, common man untroubled by her breeding or subtle, social games of etiquette and his calloused hand brought his thin, sharp already bloodied blade to her swan like neck.

She trembled as his wrist expertly cut the ties and fastening that held the dress in place before he bade her step out from the material, as it fell so softly and easily to the wooden floor about her.

He then did the same with her tight corset until, Lady Caroline Darcy was just in her stockings and chemise; his face then snarled and almost smiled at the same uncertain time with his pale eyes that inspected her in admiration as if she was a new vessel and the pride of the fleet come to that!

His voice finally whispered sweetly like the most helpful winds that filled, then fuelled the sails that right at this moment bore them to who knew where.

“Now, Milady…what am I going to do with you?”

Seduction and Subjugation at Sea

Lady Caroline stood before this monster that had so callously just taken over the Mars, killing the officers so casually before casting the true Master of this ship of war in the process; she tried her best to be strong and unafraid.

“You would not dare to touch me…my father is General Darcy and will…”

The treacherous man moved closely beside her until she could smell his musky, masculine odour and his huge palm captured her right breast through the light material of the gown making her gasp as he muttered in lewd and precise purpose.

“I am dead already, Milady that was for certain when I took the action I did… so I have no fear of what is to come…but will definitely now enjoy such fruits of life that are available to me while I may…”

His fingers twisted around her reflexively pointed, small nipples and teased them mercilessly causing her breath to whine in barely disguised arousal.

“…As you will…for I will have you at my behest and convenience now; I am Captain and Master of the Mars.”

His lower hand began to gradually lift the material of her white gown until it was bunched tightly around her slender waist and suddenly her bushy sexuality was on show for him as she pleaded pathetically.

“Please, Sir, not in front of my maid.”

He simply laughed and let his stubby fingers run tortuously along the indentation of her darkened pussy and slight, mysterious line of femininity.

“I want her to watch and see…how her Haughty Mistress is turned into my Woman and Whore…”

His plump, dirty digits slipped inside her developing wetness as she whinnied in her debasement and humiliation. 

“…A woman of fine breeding is but soon changed...”

Lady Caroline waited in despair for rescue or salvation; foolishly she prayed that perhaps now under these terrible circumstances her mate would finally find his courage.

Perhaps he would rise up, run this Demon through but when her watery eyes looked at him, Robin just shook and shivered in fear under his covers while this man uncaringly pushed his supposed, Love and treasure back onto her bed with her thighs splayed weakly asunder. 

His body leaned down and his tongue then suckled or depravedly licked her increasingly sodden, sexual lips like a dog salivating on a juicy bone, encouraging her legs to inevitably stretch further and further apart until she felt so helpless, aching and impotent as he grunted disgustingly.

“…Fuck you even smell like a virgin; look at you…so innocent, succulent and beautiful…”

She did not see his comments as complimentary and was relieved when he moved from her for the briefest moment; that was however before hearing the slight but concerning sounds of the removal of his tatty, working clothes and then he was nakedly close beside her once more and touched her sensual body as if he owned it.

“…Look at you….so perfectly ripe like the sweetest, untouched peach...”

Her voice was feeble and her resistance fading like the breeze in the fabled Doldrums while his fingers exploring her, as though she was undiscovered riches, found her precious, feminine bud and pressed it surprisingly expertly.

“…It was been quite a while since I have had a woman in fact…in truth… never have I seen such loveliness and I will indeed devour and savour you!”

She was distraught and desperate but there was no longer any hope just a new dangerous reality and an inevitable, physically maturing day dawning for her.

“Please, Sir do not ruin me…I am to marry.”

He ignored this plea with a grimace, just took her hand to place it on his erect flesh and although she tried not to, her fingers instinctively squeezed the blood fuelled appendage causing her whole female body to surge and jump in perverse, primal lust or desire.  

Her thighs were becoming liberally separated or spread and his thick cock was soon primed as her eyes closed in mere, final acceptance of what was to come as he took his place of mastery and dominance above her.

Although, Lady Caroline was indeed a virgin, once the tip of his raging manhood was at her permeable entrance she knew there was no escape or turning back and, most secretly the terrible fact was, that she suddenly did not truly wish or seek a way out of this torment or obligation any longer.

Somehow it seemed this deviant fate had chosen her, and all she craved was to go on and on and on, allowing her to finally discover real sexual secrets of what had been in her febrile mind or imagination for so long and that her developing, female form had secretly longed for.

In all unspoken honesty she depravedly wanted to be fucked or taken and to fully comprehend and understand what it was to finally be a real woman.

Her voice gasped lowly as his hips pressed forward while the top of his uncut cock entered just inside her sexual passage; instinctively she struggled and tried to get free but as she wriggled to adjust her body and mind, as if to expel this disrespectful invader, he pressed himself forward in an unforeseen strong, urgent, single, dynamic motion.

In that instant whatever maidenhood she had was immediately torn, broken, penetrated and ripped until suddenly she was full of a man’s energy, desire and rigidity for the first time in her puritan and protected life.

Once the flesh was tightly compacted within her walls, her bestial lover held fast, as if she should take her time to feel his power or strength and although, Lady Caroline made her best efforts to detest, hate and abhor the fact that she was being defiled so crudely, her vaginal muscles automatically pressed the steely rod inside her.

The man felt her female passion and instinct for copulation then whispered coarsely or rudely as if by way of a formal introduction.

“My name is, John…you are mine now Wench, I will fuck, take you and fill your belly every night as my own woman.”

Her began to move his hips and pull himself up on his flexed, muscular arms and as he did so, caused her to feel the cock slide so smoothly out to the edges of her inverted folds and then rush back through them as if an unexpectedly welcome guest, and making her gasp and groan in equal amounts at the fetid process.. 

Then this defiler started to move more quickly, in depraved, developing rhythm until, in spite of her promise to deny her own need and sexuality, Lady Caroline began to quickly lose her feminine restraint and reserve and muttered as if possessed by the very devil herself.

“Then you have me, John, take me now…fill me….you have fouled me, defiled me you Bastard…now fill me….oh my…my… fill me.”

He was pounding down on her now like the pressure of deep, forceful waters that surrounded the ship and she was returning the basic actions as if lost in the dangerous tide of passion.

Eventually his pace increased to a giddying speed; her head seemed to explode in colour while her body shivered and suddenly he jerked, as if shot, while her insides were immediately awash with his slimy, viscous, white seed.

His spent body remained over her as he felt his moment of release and instinctively she wrapped her long, agile legs around his smooth back and hips as if to relish the sheer bliss of her orgasm and maintain the weight on her most sensitive, pulsating crevice.

Her voice sighed weakly as if expressing her mortification or shame but there was no true regret in her spoken tone.

“You have ruined me, Sir.”

He laughed almost without concern for her gentleness or sensibilities.

“I have and I will…you, Whore…!”

His lips kissed her persistently until their tongues were dancing or entwined and to her shock the soft flesh against her lower, weeping slit began to harden again but this time she privately welcomed it as it re-entered her most precious, delicate, womanly gate.

The man powerfully span her upward until he was on his back and she was above him but still impaled on his thick erection, and he stared malevolently at Robin watching on with his painted mouth hanging wide open in disbelief.

“…Get some wine, Girl….your Mistress will need it…because I intend to take her all night and every night while I can!”

His hands went under her chemise, held the firm, rounded breasts he found as she reacted in completely undisguised contentment or pleasure and in reflex began to squeeze this snug intruder inside her with a virulent, dark desire she did not realise she possessed.

“It seems that I have no innocence or pride remaining now, Master John…so do with me as you will…”

She started to move her hips against him suddenly, truly relishing this ascendant position of fornication and beginning to apparently already adore the feeling of male thickness within her lithe, subtle form.

“…You may fuck me…fuck me, Master John…fuck me….oh my goodness…my head…I grant you permission to fuck me…. fuck….fuck…oh fuck!”

Her body was now rising and falling while he stayed only still, removed her top and toyed with her perfectly formed soft, sensitive flesh and thin nipples once more. 

This delicious torment caused her to be soon overwhelmed by a further climax, before he bent the, formerly naïve, Lady Caroline Darcy onto her knees and took her from behind like a servile, base dog until once more she was full to the brim of his endless, sticky sperm. 

She collapsed onto the hard, unforgiving bed and by the time she had opened her eyes, as if in recovery, Robin her servant was standing over them both with large jugs of wine, wooden containers and some water.

The new Master took the beakers and filled them to the top with the rich, bloody liquid and, after giving a full cup to his luscious bed companion, watched as she drank greedily to quench her dryness, then chuckled at her new developing appetites.

“It is thirsty work…”

His eyes stared at Robin shaking and shivering above them.

“…What am I to do with your servant…my other crew men will wish some service of her.”

Lady Caroline laughed softly.

“On the morrow, Master John; I will prepare her for pleasuring some of the men…she is well versed in certain skills….let, Roberta remain with us tonight…I think we will not sleep much!”

Ignoring the look of horror on her fiancés pale face she dipped her fingers into the wine, spread some of the rich, ruby juices on his soft penis and began to lick it off the thin, breakable skin very gently.

He relaxed onto the stiff boards below him which were unusually luxurious after his claustrophobic hammock between the guns below decks, then let his hand stroke her lustrous hair and stared at the maid looking on in patent confusion.

“What do you think of your Mistress now, Roberta?”

He gasped and bit his tongue as he dithered but, Lady Caroline answered for him with something of a giggle.

“She will be performing this duty for your most valued attendants, John…it is something of an area of expertise for her.”

Master John laughed and allowed her to draw him to new giddy, aroused heights before she straddled over his hips again, drew his cock deeply into her slippery walls and retook her place of favour above him once more.

The young, formerly virginal girl knew that she should not adore this primal, primitive act in these obscene circumstances; of being taken seemingly without debate or choice but from the first second her body had been penetrated it was something of an intense and addictive wonder to her. 

Her vaginal muscles squeezed him instinctively and, as if he knew what she wanted and yearned for, he remained like still water allowing her to slowly bring her mind and body to hormonal and climactic fruition while he just watched her delightfully expressive face fill with such dark, wickedness and exhaled in genuine surprise or wonder.

“You are indeed a lusty woman, Lady Caroline…a Whore…you have without question a taste for these sinful ways.”

He rose up and turned her onto her back in an unstoppable twisting movement until she was pinned under his heavy body and then, while she was fully accepting or even inviting the invasion of her most personal entrance, he fucked her furiously as if suddenly overwhelmed and consumed by his own deviant game.

Then he was spent; as if finally exhausted by the evening’s emotionally draining events and pulled her down beside his glowing skin to gain some comfort from her womanly softness and warmth.

As she settled beside him and felt his rough hand encircle her waist she looked tiredly at her maid and muttered instruction.

“Sleep now…we will converse on the morrow!”

Robin blinked in patent terror, returned to his small space against the curved wall and tried to rest but he could still hear the sounds of his mistress’s quiet, amused conversation or further base interaction with her lover and cursed his own timidity and cowardice not to protect what was once his.

It seemed that he had foolishly forged his own path and wondered, in some confused and regretful emotions, about what would now be expected of him with regards to the senior members of this new male hierarchy on board? 

He knew however what he had to sordidly done with the recently demised, pretty Harry, then what his old Love had seen and, as his mind finally found temporary release or separation from this nightmare for a while, he sensed or knew for sure what Lady Caroline would demand and have in store for him when he awoke.

However, when his Mistress eventually opened her exquisite, brown eyes her initial thoughts were not for the man she had originally eloped with. 

After some initial trauma at realising she was in bed with some common ruffian her mind and body recalled the thrill and adventure of last evening and almost in pure reflex her fingers found his penis, which to her delight was hard and erect, encouraging her to bend her head under the white covers and begin to draw and suckle it dirtily. 

Gently or even teasingly at first, and then harder and with more purpose as she felt the man it was attached to begin to stir then come to virile life; soon he swiftly lay above her already despoiled form, and fucked her youthful, accessible body once more without care or concern for her childish fancies.

This time slyly she knew what she wanted, and spread her legs back on the hard, unforgiving boards below and met each thrust and incursion from him with equal desire or energy. 

The man was coarse, rough and ignorant but amazingly she relished the vulgarity of the fornication and grunted and cursed as she came to her orgasm just before her lover did with an almost violent roar. 

When the girl was full with him she let his cock leave her folds and then sucked the wet flesh purposefully until firm once more and this time used her lips, mouth and tongue without the slightest honour to make him deliver his viscous fruit into her honeyed, sweet mouth. 

The man was gasping for his breath by the end of her assault and ultimately groaned unkindly in his gratification and amazement.

“Milady I would mention you are no Lady, but I am done and must leave to acquaint myself with my crew…we have plans to make as the days are against us now.”

She stared at her maid who had been awakened by the early dawn chorus of their copulation and smiled softly and without edge.

“That is fine, Master John, if you send four of your most trusted Lieutenants to the dining area at midday…then my maid, Roberta will provide some subtle assistance to you as I had promised…”

The man was already up and dressing in his breeches, stockings and shirt before smiling happily as she continued.

“…She has a malady below so some oral refreshment will have to suffice at the moment!”

He nodded as if he understood, but how could he comprehend the real reason for the maid’s true lack of veritable suitability for the various, foul requirements needed for the crewmen. 

“That is fine, Lady Caroline, I may take some rest myself at that time!”

He chuckled but this time she joined him as if suddenly they were in league with the same perverse but beguiling game. 

“I look forward to it, Master, John, sea life can get so tiring and draining!”

He left with a gallant wave of his roguish arm and when he was gone, Robin leapt to his feet in alarm as he spat at her in fury.

“How dare you palm me off like some Whore and look at you…”

He was consumed in such abhorrence and revulsion. 

“…I heard you…you are disgusting and tarnished now…. and …and…”

Her body rose up from the bed draped in just a dishevelled gown and she stood on the bare, polished wooden floor while railing at him like a terrifying tempest or storm.

“Do not dare speak to me so, Roberta…you had your choice to escape or be a man and refused to take it, so now you will carry out due service as I will…”

His pale eyes were in real fear of her suddenly as if she had become someone he did not actually recognise.

“…Now call me, Miss, and do what is required of you…”

She snickered without sympathy.

“…It is not so different from what you have already performed …and perhaps you will live…because if you lose my good favour then you will surely be lost.”

He was grasping at straws now.

“But our eternal love…marriage…future?”

She shrugged and moved towards the available bowl of cold water.

“ That is no more, Roberta…I could never marry a cowardly ghost of a man like you now…I have been ruined and must take my chances as they come by…we are no longer bound…except while on board…”

Her voice sighed expressively.

“…You are my maid and in my service….now wipe me…I am dripping of him...”

She threw off her creased and stained chemise and waited nakedly as her former love kneeled at her feet and then began to wipe her toes, ankles before moving up her slender legs until he was facing her darkened sexuality where her pink, previously virginal lips were sickeningly leaking semen.

It was so depraved and disgusting but as if they were both consumed by this erotic but ghastly journey her hand pressed his radiant, flaming head into her weeping crevice and murmured softly but with urgency.

“…You may cleanse me with your tongue, Roberta…in all foul honesty you are no stranger to male juices so feast on me as you will soon on the other men...”

Her body pressed the sodden, malodorous, vaginal folds against his mouth and gasped in unexpected delight then ecstasy as she quickly realised to her amazement this was going to make her climax. 

Then she did shudder and tremble but kept him on his knees to ease her hormonal recovery as his tongue served her delicate pink, sensual flesh between her thighs until finally she was calmed, settled and contented.

Roberta washed the rest of her skin thoroughly, as if accepting he was now a true menial, and this divine and heavenly body he thought would be his had no effect on him, then helped her dress into a bright lemon gown.

Lady Caroline stared at him while his hands laboured and spoke harshly.

“…That is a useful talent, Roberta…it will be used many times I think…now let me help you prepare for your new role.”

She let him wash his skin briefly then attired him in a basic, green but taut and pretty gown and they were soon at the Captain’s table but there were no gentlemen of breeding around it now. 

In fact the room was temporarily empty and they helped themselves to bread, mead and cheese before, Master John returned with a tall male who had piercing, black eyes, a bald head and a powerful physique. 

The stranger looked at Roberta and smiled.

“She will do until we reach port…here Girl.”

Her former fiancé gazed at his Mistress for help and salvation but there was none and dutifully he moved to where the man was standing and dropped to his knees as, Master John laughed quietly.

“Danny Boy, could not wait until midday…he has been without a woman for too long and as he is a much valued and feted member of my crew...”

He smiled at the apparent girl on the floor.

“…Do a good job, Roberta…but I warn you…he is a stubborn Devil and hard to make happy.”

The stranger lowered his breeches and a huge, uncircumcised cock sprang out that almost slapped the servant below him in the face but, after some initial dither or concern, it was then between Roberta’s pink lips and he was sucking it as if his life depended on such base actions. 

In fact in some way this fact was veritable and true, as the man’s thick hand stroked his resplendent tresses while muttering crudely.

“So sweet…sweet…good…oh such a sweet mouth…”

His victim was choking on the foul thickness but the giant ignored the struggle and began to fuck this open mouth until he urgently pulled the golden strands on Roberta’s head that were at his crotch, then finally exploded volumes of pungent spunk down the available throat and groaned in true gratification and pleasure as he did so.

“…Once more, my Love…again…I have need!”

To Lady Caroline’s incredulity or bemusement the whole event then repeated, as if male virility mixed with stamina was part and parcel of a sailor’s essence, and soon her former husband-to-be’s lips were dripping with more, acrid, salty residue.

The stranger then took some wine; smacked his lips in delectation and then went up onto the deck with hardly a backward glance leaving poor, Roberta still shuddering and shaking on his knees. 

However after some wine to wash the squalid elixir of his new, perverse life down he was soon seemingly recovered and, Lady Caroline left him to some menial duties of washing and tidying the galley while, Master John took her for an early morning rest, as if their briefest time between teasing or pleasuring each other had already been far too long.

From that point both Roberta and, Lady Caroline had fallen into their own immediate future and destiny on board the vessel, and met their sullied duties and obligations fully and with resolve, impassive or otherwise, but equal or similar devotion. 

Especially, Lady Caroline, as even from that first night she had been taken and so evilly defiled, she seemed to have embraced this lustful life far too easily and simply could not get enough masculine attention or invasion from this new diabolical but sexually inventive Captain.

Unfortunately the elation of the initial interaction for her, and freedom for the crew quickly paled and it took less than a week for the first signs of dissention to show; it did so around the familiar dining table in the evening where the leading figures in the mutiny met each night to eat and drink far too much.  

Up to yet, Lady Caroline had kept quietly in the background and once again she listened as their new destination was discussed and then heatedly debated. 

Most of the men wanted to become privateers and use this powerful ship to get illicit riches and imprison comfort women but the present Captain held pointedly differing views. 

His expressed position was to find a deserted island, scuttle the ship and then hide away from the inevitable many more powerful vessels of retribution sent to find them.

Mercifully on this first night of such clearly expressed disagreement the anger was quelled by the plentiful wine and the men seated eventually returned quietly to their places of rest. 

Lady Caroline noticed that the most vocal member of the men was a sprightly, strong, young man called, Will Thomas, with bright, cloudy grey eyes and dark-black hair; she uncomfortably felt her heart beat a tad stronger when his eyes briefly met hers. 

As always her female senses recognised of course what he desired, what they all so obviously and foully wanted from her and it frightened and secretly aroused her at the same physically mercurial time. 

But, Lady Caroline was slowly finding her own confidence, voice and place on board, even assisting with some charting as she could by now use the sextant better than all of them given her talent for mathematics, and after her Master had ravished her with somewhat noticeably less energy than he did but a few days previously, she silently spoke her thoughts to him in the darkness as they rested.

“This situation will continue to get worse, Master John…”

He nestled beside her and listened as if in need of good counsel.

“…I would come to your island with you of course but…it may take time to find such a place and the men have base needs…”

Her voice sighed.

“…Women…I see them all leer, lust and covet me as I fear it will cause a riot before too long and trouble for you as I am your personal property!”

His head nodded in the gloom and his heart felt heavy.

“But privateers…it is as if we would be pirates.”

Just the mention of such notorious, infamous adventurers stirred her very blood and high spirit, although she hid such passion expertly and kept her voice calm like the surrounding seas in recent days which had further unsettled the men on board.

“We have no option, Master John, you have charted the first step of the course and there is turning back now…you have to do as needs must.”

They conversed for a while and she wanted further intimacy but the pressure of supplying her endlessly with sexual attention, along with the stress of leading this rabble of men, was taking its toll and he fell to into a troubled sleep shortly afterwards.

He was reluctant to take such a step of true, criminal piracy but as if fate played a further hand the next day they came by chance on a small, French Corvette which was only protected by a few useless cannons and almost with just the threat of boarding, the fearful, timid captain surrendered quickly to this far more powerful, second rate ship of the line, manned by such dastardly, villainous, British seamen.

The captured ship was quickly stripped of everything valuable and, some of the crew that had previously expressed disagreement with, Master John were allowed to commandeer the ship for their own uses as it was not necessary to have such a burgeoning crew on the main vessel now they would not be at war.

After emptying most of the supplies and all the money or material of use from the smaller boat, five young women were then brought aboard the Mars with their plump matron or tutor who was cursing in French at all of the despised English fortune hunters as she stood in the front and in protection of her pretty charges.

The girls were shivering in noticeable fear and as, Lady Caroline watched, her new Captain of the vessel was about to give these terrified gifts to the crew to abuse when she quickly took him to one side and whispered advisedly.

“This is not the way, Master John…give me a day with les filles…they should not be petrified so…it will not bode well like this…they will become whores willingly if you let me teach them.”

He was unsure and resorted to insulting her.

“Like you?”

She did not blush as if she no longer had any introspection or shame.

“Exactly like me…”

She could see the sharply pointed blade of the French Captain in his fingers and took if from her lover’s grasp lightly.

“…This will be my fee…I wish to be armed aboard!” 

Master John was intrigued and amused by the conversation.

“Well this was your idea so…until tomorrow night they are yours…I want them to be ready and willing….and keep the sword…”

He laughed and was overconfidently unafraid of her.

“… It suits you.”

She swiftly placed the belt around her waist, slid the slippery steel into the scabbard and felt happier and emboldened at the same time.

They had captured their first prize at sea and were now in the process of looting the profits or glory and it was more exciting for her than she could possibly comprehend or explain.

It was early evening before, Lady Caroline watched the ship they had just overpowered and looted, sail off into the horizon with a new crew to unknown waters; then she led the shaking, wailing young women with their plump protector down to the Captain’s cabin - which had lain empty since the mutiny - below and instructed her maid to provide wine and food for everyone. 

The girls knew some pigeon English but Lady Caroline spoke fluent French and supervised the refreshment to allow them all to get their breath and very gradually they started to calm down and cautiously relax.

This was apart from the redoubtable matron, Madame Chartier who blustered and complained bitterly while still eating the food and consuming the excellent wine that had just been so recently ransacked from the smaller vessel. 

Eventually the girls were slightly merry and laying on the large bed or gold trimmed chairs seemingly at relative peace; they began to look through the clothes and trunks that they had been allowed to keep and take on board under, Lady Caroline’s intuitive guidance and instruction. 

She took her seat behind the Captain’s desk as if it was comfortable or even natural for her and muttered softly.

“Now, Girls you have eaten and drunk well and I need to explain that such things do not come free at sea…you are spoils of plunder and the crew have requirement of your female talents and attributes.”

There were some gasps of shock then titters or nervous anxiety but the loudest retort was from the large, flabby, rubbery woman who stood up challengingly and spoke with some force.

“That will never be…these are daughters of gentlemen destined for matrimony and suitable arrangements in the new world; they need to arrive in utter innocence.”

Lady Caroline smiled wryly.

“As was I but things change when you leave your home port and they will adapt as I have… or have the misfortune to be taken without choice, as the fair spoils of pirate misadventure.”

The fat lips of the woman literally spat at her in vitriol.

“English women are not Ladies…just cheap Whores…my virginal charges will not be of service to these foul seamen on board.”

The young woman she had just insulted just stared coolly at her.

“Madame…that is exactly what they will do…give their luscious, female bodies eagerly and willingly.”

The woman waved her arms and screamed in angry riposte.

“Over my dead body, Madame…over my cold, dead body!”

The English girl sipped her wine and appeared to sit back and take stock of the unfortunate situation before eventually beckoning the woman to the open door.

“Let us go up to the deck and take some air…we will discuss such a difficult and delicate matter… see if we can reach a compromise?”

Madame Chartier strode confidently and curtly up onto the quarterdeck, walked over to the precarious edge of the ship and inhaled deeply in the brisk wind before turned her rotund body to, Lady Caroline as if readied for battle.

“I think we understand each other now…my girls are not to be defiled, ruined or touched...while I am here…”

Her companion directly moved in front of her but her hands were around or behind her back in an apparent gesture of politeness or reverence.

“…You must respect my wishes…I must insist.”

Lady Caroline’s darkened, earthy eyes looked out at the gathering blackness and whispered like the most dangerous and ficklest of wind.

“You would truly rather die then see such an eventuality.”

The woman nodded fatefully as if not realising who she was dealing with and foolishly sealing her inevitable demise.

“I would…to see such a foul and terrible thing would be insufferable.”

In a smooth unhurried motion, the lofty, English girl swiftly drew her stiffened hand from behind her and pressed the sharpest point of the sword in through the warm, beating heart of the women and as she did so, threw her callously over the side of the ship in a single motion and into the raging ocean waters below as her voice spoke mockingly, menacingly and without the slightest pity.

“Then suffer no more, Madame Chartier…this is a pirate ship and we have no time for such deliberation or discussion about such nonsense.”

She drew her back up straight and proceeded back down the steps, without the slightest regret or conscience, to where the girls and, Roberta were still drinking and chatting as if this was some type of young girls’ holiday.

Michelle, one of a pair of spectacularly desirable sisters with sparkling green eyes and long blonde hair, murmured innocently.

“Where is Madame Chartier?”

Her answer or response was curt, short and chilled the temperate evening air.

“She was not fitting into ship life, has unfortunately departed and got off the vessel…now… are you all going to listen…?”

After an initial, horrified, communal intake of breath the shaking audience gathered around her, dried their worried eyes and listened attentively; once more it seemed that very life itself on board was dependent on them all paying rapt attention.

“…I will assume you are all over 18…?”

There was no answer which suited her specific purpose.

“…Good now introduce yourselves to me…”

Michelle stood up first, then her twin sister, Charlene, both beauties; then a pretty, plump dark haired girl, Madeleine, a tall, red-haired treasure, Claire and finally a mousy-blonde, small, thin girl called Evaline. 

They were all equally, utterly terrified of her and when she asked them to remove their dirty clothes they did so immediately until they were just in pretty, delicate, white gowns with various decorative frills and bows. 

Her ex-fiancé was also down to his flowing underwear and his former partner instructed him directly and sharply.

“Show the girls your little secret, Roberta.”

He stared at her for mercy or compassion but knew he would receive none and raised his hem to the waist, revealing his miniscule penis and balls while all the girls reactively shrieked in delight and the voluble Michelle gasped out loudly in almost admiration.

“Oh Merde…that is so small…so petite!”

Lady Caroline questioned her in curiosity.

“Have you seen one before?”

She nodded truthfully in unladylike reflex.

“Yes, but much bigger.”

“Have you had it inside you?”

She giggled almost ashamedly.

“No…no…but I did kiss it un petit peu…may I?”

The French girl did not wait for long and pressed her lips to the nub of this supposedly, male flesh as Roberta gasped and then, as if they felt they were missing out, one by one each of the other girls sucked him briefly as if to get just a tiny taste of decadence until, Michelle returned to draw him more urgently with her mouth and he ultimately, timidly jerked his limp juices over her mouth.

By now all the young women were engaged or enthused and recounted in detail of what sexual adventures they had which was not much, but more than, Lady Caroline had experienced in her life, but a few days before.

They were soon then eating, drinking and not unhappy;  it was magically as if the belligerent, Madame Chartier had never existed as she was certainly no longer thought of or even missed.

After less than an hour she had the young women’s full attention and the manipulative girl opened more wine before producing some white, slippery candles and smiling at all the girls invitingly.

“Pull your gowns up…let me see your pretty pussies...”

Each one did and they were all innocent, pink and perfect with just a covering of soft light or dark down around or above them and she smiled in some satisfaction.

“…Touch yourselves now, Ladies…get it juicy and wet…don’t be shy it’s such a natural thing to do...”

Little hands and fingers began to tease, willing, weak flesh; even, Roberta began to play with his tiny manhood making it hard as slowly the room was consumed by evolving, weakened groans and gasps of rising, sexual tension.

Lady Caroline picked up her own hem to reveal that she was no different to all of the other nervous females and passed out candles to them in turn before bringing her own slippery length of white wax to the entrance to her personal vaginal lips.

“Just inside now, Girls…press and push and it…goes within…see how easy the hardness slips inside…it is how we are designed and it does feel so…”

She giggled sweetly.

“…Delicious and exciting...”

Soon the tops of the candles were probing or piercing malleable, virginal passages; tentatively at first then deeper and deeper until the whole length was eventually being drawn back on forward causing the breath of the young females to gasp and grumble in unrequited ecstasy.

“…Help the girl beside you…pretend it is a real cock…a strong, virile man penetrating you…making you climax and come to heaven and turning you into a real, grown up woman.”

The whole room was instantly like a whorehouse with legs asunder and pointed upwards while the stiff candles were pressed roughly, carefully or both until there were endless ongoing soft screams then wails.

After less than half an hour, each girl had reached her first ever climax from penetration including, Roberta who had pressed his flesh many times and was just being sexually rapacious and self-indulgent as was increasingly his way.

Finally, as if to provide some distraction, Lady Caroline then made her old love bend humiliatingly on his knees and encouraged the smallest girl, Evaline, to oil his anal cavity with her finger then slide a slimy candle into his ass and then fuck him with it, while he grunted then squealed like a helpless stuffed pig to his fetid, lurid, depraved bliss.

All the women giggled and laughed and the excitement mixed with the wine meant undoubtedly by this time they had all forgotten who they formerly were and how taboo it was to share or sense such immoral thoughts and actions. 

During the following few hours the young, captured ladies relaxed and naughtily explored each others bodies until they began to crave the addiction of touch combined with the desire for fulfilment and, as the alcohol and sensual delectation began to seduce them to restfulness, Lady Caroline knew her work was done! 

They would now definitely be eager and ready to fulfil their sordid obligations on board the ship.

Lady Caroline left Roberta with the sleepy or sleeping girls and returned to her own cabin where her Master was also separated from the world; but after her recent instructions, indiscretions and amusements her body was sexually needy and her hands shook him into prescient action.

To her disappointment the best he could manage in his disorientation was a quick, rushed bout of fornication that ultimately forced her to resort to sticky masturbation to seek the relief the evening’s events had caused in her vigorous body and equally active head.

She could tell that things were not strong or right between the two of them but her enjoyment of what was happening, almost on an hourly basis, distracted her and as promised, the following early evening she proudly produced to the engaged, appreciative crewmen, five eager girls dressed in exquisite, French lace and of course, Roberta who was described and introduced as a special exciting treat for the more adventurous members of the crew.  

The girls were anxious but sensibly, already inebriated, and in keeping with the induction and teasing of the previous night soon proved themselves to be the eager and active whores that, Lady Caroline had so vocally promised and cleverly indoctrinated to that unsavoury purpose.

She was by this act suddenly a heroine to the base but loyal men on board and even more than that, as unknown to her, one of the crew high up in the rigging had seen her liquidate and remove the old, stroppy matron so casually and brutally.

This lithe girl, as young and unsure as she appeared, unquestionably was gaining their admiration and grudging respect.

For a few days everyone was contented and almost serene; the crewmen aboard the ship feasted on the women as if they had been starving forever and the young girls were available as if relishing every new sexual experience; they were to be blunt, incredibly, increasingly, salaciously happy to oblige every sullied deviancy that was demanded. 

Master John was also settled but in truth the pressure of command was already sitting like a weight most heavily on his sagging shoulders and his energy was undeniably waning.

The devilish intimate life with Lady Caroline, from starting like a wild, torrid torrent had now become more like a meek trickle and a permanent drought in their relationship seemed imminent.

But for the moment his woman and crew were at unsteady ease; he was in command but this was no longer a naval ship of the line, but a privateer, pirate vessel and for this specific reason, matters on board were more precariously balanced than anyone truly anticipated or realised.

A New Captain

For a few weeks life drifted on and the crew began to get a taste for plunder and the rewards such daring deeds brought them in gold, silver and fresh women that, Lady Caroline always trained up so effectively. 

They began to gain confidence and to take on larger prey and during one such occasion, Master John was unfortunately injured in a bitter duel and was subsequently confined to bed with his injuries.

Lady Caroline recognised that in the short time she had known him he was no longer the man he used to be and when the most interesting, Will Thomas approached her on the quarter deck one late evening, she listened carefully and intently to his words.

“I will be taking the ship later tonight, Lady Caroline.”

Her brown globes stared at him but she was not afraid of what he had informed her.

“And what of me?”

He stood very close beside her.

“You see me and I see you, Lady Caroline….it is time methinks you had a new man and Master.”

Her voice played with him.

“Can you master me, Will? I am extremely demanding.”  

He laughed at her mockery or brashness but ignored her question completely.

“Ensure that, Master John is unarmed tonight…as I do not wish to kill him…only to take what is his and end this speculation about finding some island to squirrel or hide away which is not the way we wish to go.”

She gasped at him.   

“Will we be true pirates?”

He smiled as the word and very idea of piracy seemed to bring a colourful glow to her already flushed cheeks.

“You like adventure, Milady then you shall have it.”

Her face softened and she took his hand in the shadows and brought it to her full, heaving breast.

“Then you shall have me, Will.”

They drifted into the darkest corner of the deck and their lips met for the briefest of time and she was consumed with a voracious appetite and hunger to begin a new sexual journey as her intended new lover murmured lowly.

“Be fair warned I have dark needs, Milady and such desire for you!”

As if only to torment him to madness, she promptly drew her voluptuous body from his embrace and whispered seductively into the whistling, swirling wind that surrounded them.

“Then come and claim me, Will…you can be assured that I will distract, Master John to suit your deviant purpose.”

She left him and went immediately to her cabin; her maid now slept with the general, service-women on board in one of the former Lieutenant’s cabins, as they also used him for their convenience and duties, and there was only, Master John with her in the compact room they shared.

Her hand removed her gown and sword that she always carried now and, just in her engaging chemise, she went to the bed where her recent Master was laying, nursing a long gash to his chest covered only by a bloodied, red bandage.

She lay beside him and bent her neck to his open genitals, licking his penis softly and attempting to draw out the spitting fire that used to abound within him.

“Let me bring you some respite, Master John.”

He murmured and moaned in his unfortunate state.

“I have not the strength, Milady.”

In spite of a denial on his lips the cock she was teasing became firm under her educated, rapt attention until she took her place above him and slid his show of passion effortlessly inside her most female walls.

This time she was the one that was still, as if to let him savour her feminine power, and, as if he actually did feel the true strength of her formidable form, the man muttered up pathetically.

“You have overwhelmed me, Milady…you are so beautiful…oh, Lady Caroline…I adore you…love you…love…”  

In seconds he had released his manhood and juices just inside her vaginal passage; his power or force was drained and body limp but she moved up to kneel over his head and purposefully placed her saturated, sexual lips to his salivating mouth.

“If you love me then serve me, Master John, pay homage to me…lick me and make me come alive…lick me…!”

His tongue lapped at her sodden flesh while she held his dark head tightly in her fingers before pressing her hips into his lips and rubbed her flat sexuality like an animal until she juddered and found her fevered heaven but, once she had reached her peak, did not move at all from her position of female dominance.  

“I am your Mistress now…lick me…stick your tongue inside me…and serve me, Master John.”

As if in reflex, he did as she commanded or instructed and she sighed in the decadent thrill of power while he moaned so weakly, ineffectually and needfully.

“Don’t leave me, Mistress…I fear I will lose you!”

Her hand found, then took the two, wooden, flintlock pistols he kept always under his pillow and pointed them directly at his dizzy head.

“Perhaps you already have, Master John…now rest and we shall talk about such things further and more enlighteningly, in the morning.”

The ejaculation and brief show of passion had drained what remained of his manly powers and he drifted into a sickly doze but when he awoke it was to an evolving but real nightmare.

Will Thomas and a group of senior crewmen were watching over him while, Lady Caroline was already up and looking impressive in a garish, blue dress.

The handsome man held a razor to his throat and in reaching automatically for his hidden guns, Master John remembered that his Love had previously confiscated them the previous evening while he had been bewitched.

His tired eyes therefore stared at her in sudden but full comprehension of her actions and foul purpose.

“You have betrayed me?”

She laughed mockingly in false humour.

“There is no honour among thieves or pirates and, if I am not mistaken, that I think is the destiny we are now bound for.”

Her former lover’s darkened blue globes stared accusingly at the young vibrant, Will Thomas then back to her.

“Is he for you now?”

She smiled happily and shrugged in an apparent ambivalence she did not actually feel.

“I am made for the Captain’s bed and he is now…Captain, methinks…but do not be of poor spirit, Master John…you had your time and moment in such a high place…but it is passed!” 

His instinct was to fight to the end but the crew was against him, they had and accepted a new leader now and the woman he thought he had terrorised and tamed had in sad fact and all truth done far worse to him.

In the end, and with barely a whimper, he was helped back to take his former place below deck, between the stiff, threatening guns and shuffled out wearily, in some way only grateful he had kept his worthless but equally to him, precious life.

He knew from bitter experience that fate could be cruel but there was something about this woman, he had originally taken with such confidence and virulent gusto, that seemed to encompass the very mean spirit of the word.

Lady Caroline Darcy had outwitted, defeated then mastered him utterly and completely but even now the only emotions he had for her was devotion, loyalty and even secretly… love. 

Master John, as he settled in his hammock to try and regain his strength and pride, knew for certain that she was indeed a Leviathan in female form.

After the room had emptied there was suddenly only, Lady Caroline and the new Captain who gazed at her with stormy, grey eyes and then murmured expressively.

“So you are the Captain’s woman now?”

She laughed skittishly as if increasingly familiar with this game of tease.

“You have claimed me and I indeed played my full part in your intrigue as I promised.”

He laughed and nodded.

“That you have, Milady…the Captain’s quarters are prepared for us…I will move your luggage in the morrow.”

There was no thought for her former lover, Master John, as if he was of the far distant past; it was as if this life of piracy and adventure moved swiftly and the only way to cope was to adjust the tiller then float or flow with the changing tides otherwise you would sink and be consumed.

Her sweet voice subsequently spoke to mirror her intuitive thoughts.

“Then lead me there, Master Will.”

He took her hand and pulled her almost forcibly to the nearby, main cabin where the grand bed awaited, then poured them some wine before sitting on the resplendent gold decorated, Captain’s chair of authority and power.

“Let me see your beauty, Milady…I have thought of little else since I first laid my eyes upon you.”

She roused her maid who dutifully unfastened the dress she was wearing and hung it up; but there was no conversation or even reaction from him at what had just transpired. 

The former man, Robin, had settled completely into his female role of servitude and sexual slavery to all of the crew and it was no surprise, from what he and the other girls had heard from the men they pleasured on a daily basis, of what had passed that very night.

It had been an inevitable turn of events and had been in the wild and changeable sea-air and wind for many days now. 

When his Mistress was in her pretty chemise he left on her command and returned to his bed, with barely a second thought of how this journey for him, begun in such innocent expectation, had then floundered on such sullied and immoral, unbreakable, womanly rocks.

Will Thomas slurped his wine and licked his lips then snarled in aggression as if entering or revelling in his new position and role on board.

“Remove everything…I wish to discover what I will have and command.”

Lady Caroline’s soul was impossibly excited and thrilled by this evolving theatre; her physical life with, Master John had undoubtedly become stale or flat and she provocatively slipped the thin covering off her skin and stood before her new man proudly, nakedly and whispered without a drop of shame.

“Do I please you?”

He downed his liquid and poured another.

“Turn around.”

She did so and shivered in myriad emotions.

“What a sweet ass…has anyone taken it?”

Her voice was breathless but engaged.

“No, Sir…no.”

“Bend over.”

Her body pressed forward then down and her heightened senses heard him rise from his chair, stand behind her and run his unusually smooth palms over her available, warm, sensitive flesh.

“I told you that I had dark needs, Milady.”

His fingers entered her vaginal folds, found them soaking and spread the moisture liberally into all nearby cavities before pressing her roughly over and onto the smooth veneer of the Captain’s desk then determinedly placed his raging cock at her puckered, anal entrance. 

She squealed and twisted under his iron grip but it was more for play than purpose because in truth the Lady was secretly up for this prurient, delicious game.

As if instinctively Will Thomas felt her deviant desire that matched his own, he firmly pushed the living dagger into the taut, tight entrance and as she wailed its girth stretched and filled her only remaining virginal passage until she was full of him.

He then grunted in base, dirty satisfaction at his victory and conquest.

“Now you are mine…truly mine!”

His hips moved slowly as her body lay below him face down on the slippery surface, until her passage was running wet and only then did he sordidly begin to fuck her more quickly. 

Before too long his erection was flowing like pressurised, potent, heated water until they both howled like animals in primal lust and his ejaculate poured inside her foulest passage. 

There was no time to rest or recover as he dragged her to the Captain’s bed where they ate, drank and made merry fornication, seemingly with each side of this degenerate, physical, desirous equation having more enthusiasm or energy that the other.

To, Lady Caroline it seemed that, if her time with, Master John had been a slight storm, this interaction and sexual adventure with the young handsome, Will Thomas was a whirlwind and a towering tempest all combined. 

Before she finally found her rest and separation from the living world her senses had undeniably been overpowered and overwhelmed; as she felt and held this incredible man in her slight arms her very mind and senses had an emotion she had not experienced since she had been the smallest, most innocent child.

Her heart and soul actually felt happy and although she knew there was undoubtedly something wrong with her disposition or character that such depraved or disreputable events and actions, should result in such private ecstasy, the facts of her contentment were patent and undeniable.

When she awoke in the morning, Will Thomas, with her full complicity and willingness, ravished her instantly in every slippery aperture she possessed and she knew that her previous sensations of adoration or delectation were no mere transient dream.

She was strangely overjoyed with this real, raw life and now being with her new master and Captain it seemed her often confused or troubled head had impossibly found an unexpected contentment.

In that specific, spectacular moment it seemed that the world, and the endless oceans that gave her access to all of its treasures and mysteries, were self-indulgently her personal domain and most precious, glittering pearl.

The next few weeks on board for, Lady Caroline could only be described as perfect or idyllic as all seemed tranquil and calm. 

She truly thought that she was in love and, with good food, wine and boundless women on board, the crew were also in good spirits while the vessels they came into contact with, regarding the ongoing pillage and plunder of the Mars, were of pale or little resistance. 

During this time in the proverbial sun for, Lady Caroline, she began to possibly find her true destiny and confidence; bravely she discarded propriety with her dresses and finery, for new coverings that did not restrict her so. 

She found that in with the items of clothing they had misappropriated in their travels, there were the finest silk and brocades and she quietly fashioned her own brightly decorated coats and jackets then placed them over short, multi layered petticoats with dark, comely stockings below.

Her appearance was always feminine and entreating but she now had the freedom of movement that enabled her to play full, involved and active part in the running of the always moving vessel. 

Under, Will Thomas’s watchful eye, she learned everything there was to know about seamanship; from unfurling sails in the lofty heights of the craft, to taking the watch in the Crow’s nest, manning the guns and even pistol shooting or flashing swordplay, both of which arts she was quickly adept and expert at.

Therefore she was always busy during the day and then rakishly abused and taken sexually in the evening after sumptuous dinners, until she craved the foul act of fornication almost as much as the wide open sea itself.

Before long, Lady Caroline was leading the charge when boarding the countless, vulnerable ships of prize and she proved herself merciless in shooting or cutting her way through any opponent or mere man that was unfortunate enough to be standing in her way. 

Therefore, before too long the crew held her in equal awe and respect and as the weeks passed, with a certain amount of unspoken uncertainty, trepidation and fear.

There was a saying on board that you crossed the path of Lady Caroline at your peril!

Eventually after a successful few months raiding and finding rich pickings on the warm waters of the Caribbean, they anchored in the pirate retreat of New Providence in the Bahamas.

The island was busy with sea traffic but there was no real law that existed and the hand of justice from the English throne or any of the other major European powers did not extend this far. 

Initially the tired crew and so-called guests on board all welcomed solid rock with the dry land and there was always false bravado or talk that there would be no power or force on earth to entice then persuade them back to sea.

In the harbour were ships with destinations from this port to all over the world and the women that had been taken and used so outrageously and disrespectfully on board, as was the pirate custom, were set free. 

They would no longer be allowed back onto the Mars as if the crew were weary of their forms or familiarity; but there were new women and glittering plunder to find and conquer and possibly more pertinently, the real reason was that it was considered unlucky to actually take females to sea. 

To Lady Caroline however this rule hardly applied; she was by now no longer seen as a mere woman and was far more than just that tepid or insipid description. 

For some of the liberated girls this unexpected release was a blessing and they quickly took vessels to ferry them back to their old lives where they hoped that no-one would discover what degradation or disgrace they had so unfairly fallen into.

Only then perhaps, could they secretly use these new found, sullied, sexual skills to entice and capture some innocent or unaware suitor.

The other tainted Ladies were however by now utterly addicted to the pleasures of men or sex; along of course with this fetid, dangerous way of life.

They took their chances on other ships that would take them as serving girls, or remained in bars or brothels where they could continue having their sexual thrill and kicks on an almost daily basis. 

Robin took a job offered at one of the larger drinking establishments on the island and port that had endless customers of varied and somewhat unseemly appetites and sexual tastes.

His initial aspirations of a married or family life had long vanished and he took what was offered gratefully and looked upon his former fiancé from afar and with some nervousness or even more accurately, true terror and fear.

To him, facing the brothels of a dedicated, pirate island was far preferable than trying to deal with the deceitful, deadly, Lady Caroline Darcy again!  

They had parted formally a long time ago and if they met by accident ashore then they passed by as if not recognising each other or having any regard for the past and the future they had once hoped for.

Those days and that time of sweet purity had faded to nothing and each now had their distinct, sullied course or watery path in life to chart. 

Lady Caroline spent some time apart from her man, as some separation was needed or required after the claustrophobic atmosphere of the ship, and she sensed he took time or illicit pleasure with other local, female temptations that were all over the sprawling town but never questioned him.

These cheap whores would not be aboard when they again set sail and she did not dwell on such inconsequential matters. 

Sure enough after merely a week away from the warm waters it was then only men who queued to sign their names or marks for fresh adventures and piracy.

Unsurprisingly very few of the old crew had left because - as any sea dog will tell you - the siren call of the seas somehow became irresistible even after the shortest time on land and as if the old or new salts had saline water running through their veins.      

So in no time and with the high tide, the Mars left the safe port of New Providence and was set in full sail and flying through the ocean, proudly displaying of course the infamous, dreaded, black and white skull and crossbones.

Captain Will Thomas was at the wheel and his right hand man or mate was none other than, the divine, Lady Caroline Darcy, dressed in her full, striking, pirate regalia including a black bandanna, purely because she liked it, as well as the fact it helped to keep her long hair out of her eyes in the constant wind.

The young girl was filled to the very brim with the glory of her new life and then subsequently with each eventful, passing day’s exploits.

The area or territory they sailed had token or few navy ships that could challenge them, and there were always rich pickings of the many smaller vessels travelling through this incredibly active part of the globe.  

In hardly any time the holds were full of coin and confiscated treasures of every kind; uncountable men lay dead behind them, floating on the briny or on ships that had been destroyed or eventually sold for profit.

Women were enslaved, used or taken for chattel for the foul, lust fuelled men on board and, as diabolical and wicked as their combined, criminal actions were, it was the fate they had all eagerly chosen and was in simple terms…the infamous pirate way of life.

Lady Caroline could not have been any happier; she was by now a dangerous, adventurous and sexual being and this immoral, spectacularly fantastical voyage undoubtedly stirred her immortal soul.

She craved the excitement of the chase and battle in the day, while her Captain and lover kept her contented and satisfied in so many libidinously depraved ways at night; her body seemed to crave and adore him ever more.

But sea life as we have recorded is always a constantly moving emotion or surprise and, after countless incursions with various ships, one late afternoon they overtook and captured a small, French Clipper.

After killing the Captain and most of the crew, it was discovered, that along with the wine, fine material and golden prizes there was uncovered a treasure of a different sort.

Produced from below decks was a petite, blonde girl with dazzling, green eyes and her maid; it was clear to everyone from the moment, Will Thomas laid his eyes upon her, she would inevitably cause strife and trouble. 

It turned out that she was of royal blood and to, Lady Caroline’s private fury, instead of giving her to the crew or for her to prepare for them, as was the custom by now, the Captain provided her with a private cabin and all the comforts that their impressive ship could offer.

That night his blood was up in a way she had not seen since the beginning with him but, in spite of her doing every deviant and sexually perverse thing she could think of to distract or sate his desire, she knew his mind was on fire for this bewitching, beauteous young woman. 

She tried to remain detached or aloof but the following afternoon she walked past this French Tart’s, Monique’s room, peered in through the crack in the door to find her nakedly wrapped in a passionate kiss with her Master and at this point, Lady Caroline lost her patience then rational mind. 

Eventually, as her lover departed for his other duties on deck, she calmly walked into the cabin and, without a further word or gesture, callously held the girl still and slit her swan like neck in a singular, brutal motion.

When her Captain found the body soon after, covered in the revealing thick, congealed blood from her open vein at her throat, he immediately drew his sword, went on the quarterdeck and called to the female, first mate in uncontrollable wild temper and vile fury.

“I command this ship…this girl was under my influence or protection and you have broken the code.”

She drew her own sword and provocatively stood firm, fast and still as if in challenge to his authority.

“It is you that have broken the pirate way, Will Thomas…this pretty child was mere booty to be traded or split; not some personal, dirty fantasy for you…Captain!”

Two strides and steel met steel with a dramatic ring as the man growled in his rage, wrath and thirst for revenge.

“You will not lecture me, Girl…I am Captain of the Mars and you will surely rue the black and bitter day you disobeyed me.”

The entire crew stood back in shock while the two of them cut and parried fiercely until the Captain’s blade caught her arm and drew first blood. 

Lady Caroline’s eyes shook off the minor wound and were colder and more razor sharp than the metal in her fingers. 

She took her firm open stance once more and after a dazzling, wielding unstoppable attack pierced her adversary through his soft, very centre.

He held his open belly in shock before dropping like a proverbial stone to the floor and in that instant his mind regained sanity and focus and he wailed to her in his foolishness and regret.

“Forgive me, my Love…I was blinded for just a second…you know my love is only for you…but I could not help myself and as I told you…”

His voice groaned lowly in his torment, pain and pitiful agony.

“… I was born …with dark, devious and devilish desires and needs”

With that he curled up into a ball and in an instant lay cold and dead on the very deck that had carried him in safety for so long while, Lady Caroline keeled over as well and cried streams, rivers and oceans of tears that could not be stemmed, controlled or stopped.

Master John eventually dragged her away and took her to the cabin that she had previously shared so joyously with, Will Thomas.

As if only to soothe her mind, there she drank abundant wine and prayed to the devil himself to die along with the wonderful man she had just killed with her own cursed hands.

Lady Caroline lived in her despair, malaise and devastation for some days, only being temporarily disturbed to watch while the bodies of the deceased were ceremoniously slid to their watery graves and then returned thankfully to her solitude, grief and despondency.

Her mind knew that ship life abhorred a vacuum and wondered who would take the vessel and the future of so many lives with it but was past caring at this point.

She was eventually called from the cabin after a full week of respectful, desolation or mourning and emerged into the brightness of the early day to feel the fresh, sea air attempt to revive her.

Lady Caroline sensed for the first time since the dreadful recent event had occurred she finally had no more tears of sorrow or remorse to shed.   

It was as if her head was resigned to her fate, whatever that would be, and was of a mind to follow the new Captain if he would accept her; but as a crewman only, as her heart, mind and body were broken and in pieces for any prospect or demand for further acts of sexual deviance or sordid intimacy.

Her eyes looked out from the fateful quarterdeck where she had so cruelly slain the former Captain and to her confusion saw a sea of eager, devoted faces and she muttered up to, Master John who was now no more than one of the ordinary crewmen to her. 

If he was to retake command then she would undoubtedly accept his rule but nothing else; she could handle no more of this disruptive game of passion or love.

Her feet then strode out daringly onto the centre of the deck and her back was courageously straight and rigid as she stared at them all and murmured most fiercely.

“Well who is the Captain, Boys? Who do we follow?”

Her brown eyes looked out at her former Master who shockingly kneeled suddenly or even submissively at her feet, while to her eternal astonishment, each member of the crew bent their bodies in equal measure, to show their devotion or respect and she listened as he continued quietly.  

“Lady Caroline, you are our Captain…you have shown us that you can fight, think and master the ship better than any of us…”

He stayed prostrated and whispered words on behalf of them all.

“…You were right to make your challenge to, Captain Will and have won the ship and our full service fairly…”

His tone was reverent.

“…There is not a single man amongst us that will not follow you to the sides of the world, then over the edge and even down to Davey Jones’ Locker if we have to.”

The ears of the young girl heard the words causing her body to stand up proudly and then her spirit seemed to miraculously return as she gazed out to the far, becalmed horizon as Master John held his strong arm and sharp, glinting cutlass aloft to the clear blue, skies above.

“Who do we follow men? Who is our Mistress now?”

The chorus that greeted the question was raucous and rousing for there was not a seaman amongst them that did not cheer with all of his salty heart and soul.

“Captain Caroline…Captain Caroline…Captain Caroline!” 

A Legend Rises

The events of the fateful day, Lady Caroline Darcy became the new Captain of the Mars, undoubtedly renewed her zest to face the future and she threw all of her new life into the precious role and command with incredible energy. 

It distracted her from the grief and unhappiness at the demise of her Love and, although the pain of losing him gradually faded in time, it never actually left her bones completely causing her mind and body to sometimes ache for him in ways that forever destabilised and unbalanced her.

The incident without question finally changed the still charming and once naïve young girl into a formidable woman as, although she always possessed a strong wilful spirit, since the death of, Will Thomas there was a new cruelty and darkness that came to the fore and damaged then even blackened her soul.

More ships were taken and looted without mercy or quarter, although she no longer trained the women taken, sexually for the crew any longer; but used the more experienced ladies aboard, to bring them into line and anyone that refused was swiftly dealt with in the quickest most violent and deadly way. 

She lived her own life on board in relative solitude and there was often a lonely solitude at the Captain’s table when she took her evening sustenance or relaxation. 

Master John was now a good friend and a loyal first mate but there was not a trace of any impropriety towards her as if nothing had ever transpired emotionally or physically between them at all.

In his mind strangely it never had as this, Captain Lady Caroline, in all her feminine pomp and omnipotent glory, was no longer the shy and unsure girl he had first seen and taken so dastardly or even ill advisedly, so many moons ago.

She was, without a shadow of a doubt, as he began to increasingly think seriously, indeed something of a true sea devil and every man aboard was similarly fearful but proud to be sailing and serving under her command and stern authority. 

The word of Captain Caroline was law but she undoubtedly loved and cared for her crew as if they were her own family, including applying cruel and painful discipline if the need arose as it often did.

The men, as all good children, took any correction meted out stoically and without the slightest complaint. 

She ensured however that they had what fighting men and pirates craved at sea, which was good food, copious a mounts of rum, occasionally friendly and available woman and of course endless loot and treasure, out of which they would get their fair and equal share.

In all truth there was not a happier ship in the Caribbean and they pulled together as a well oiled furious, ruthless and fighting machine.

The mark upon the woman, over the loss of Will Thomas as mentioned, never once left her but after a few months her body began to have noticeable need of the male form once more. 

Her crew were now far beneath her for such unseemly matters and she held such illicit thoughts only in her still desirable head and shapely form. 

She knew that never again would her heart or female soul look for love or long term companionship but she was a living, breathing, young female with physical wants or requirements and would take her pleasure now as she wished for, and bizarrely, almost exactly as if she was a man! 

Indeed she fought, slept and lived like a predatory male of the species and could now choose to take her foul but much required comfort at her behest or whim.

Her first new love - or more exactly, her first victim - was a cocksure, Spanish Captain who fought bravely but ultimately to no avail, as his ten-gun Galleon soon succumbed to the inevitable. 

They duelled for a while aboard his upper deck but when her blade was at his throat he gave quarter, his glinting sword of command and the battle was then ended with his ship then stripped, burned and most of his miserable crew dead.

That evening, as if in mere play or theatre, she dressed in one of the most exquisite gowns that she had acquired in the course of her piracy, and this, Captain Philippe was genially entertained to an extravagant, private dinner and intimate audience with this desirable and beauteous woman.

She flattered her guest, seduced the man with fair words and convinced him she had fallen under his Spanish, masculine spell or charm, especially when she took him to her bed and quickly rediscovered her sexually rapacious need once more. 

The redoubtable Captain indeed proved he still had some power and energy and, Lady Caroline took it all, as if his soul was feeding her own with sullied life, while she performed every perverse act they both craved, wished for or immorally and depravedly desired. 

This dark interaction went on and on, with some pauses naturally, for many days and nights as there was always a lull on board after a good score at sea, until this supposedly, insatiably, virile man fell empty or spent and could provide no more sustenance or physical entertainment for the demanding, female Captain. 

Whereas he was sated and at the point of exhaustion, in truth the Lady was just beginning her new journey and once she had decided this feeble lover was of no more real use, their disassociation and end, was then violent and wicked. 

Lady Caroline provided him with a sumptuous dinner, treated him in a final night’s fornication, while he briefly had the force and will, and then took him up onto the familiar quarterdeck in the pretence of only seeing the dawn, before silently, slitting his throat, then casting his empty body into the turgid sea just as the sun broke day for the new morning.  

There was no love, remorse of regard for him in her cold and hardened heart; she had received what her body temporarily needed and once he could not be of due purpose to her, cast him aside as was the way of all things that were of no good use or duty on board a pirate ship.

This barbarous or even heinous act was then repeated and re-enacted over subsequent weeks and the crew watched on in both fear and silent, private admiration; never in all of their adventures or experience had any of them come across a man or woman that could be so evil to treat life so callously or casually.

That was quite something to observe or admit, coming from such a race of outlaws that lived by barely any thread or decency or morality, but her cruel actions, to treat men she had been intimate with was ruthless, even to blackest devils or souls such as they indeed all were.

The sexual savagery continued for many months and by this time she had consumed the energy and spirit of many ill-fated victims who now lay limp and helpless at the bottom of the deepest oceans. 

But as if such matters were incidental when they arrived in the port of Havana the men were in exceedingly good spirits and the legend of Captain Caroline had already begun to take voluptuous shape.

Talk already abounded that she preyed on the spirits and souls of young males, drew their energy with the most demonic, sexual measures or practices and then once they were listless and weak, killed them with a sharp dagger and discarded their bones to the deep just as the sun broke through above the waves as by way of some sick ritual to the darkest gods of the sea. 

But in all honesty there were many pirates and equally tall tales and the crew took their shore leave where they took time to drink and recount drunken stories of their escapades and recuperate from their extensive voyages.

Once they had become bored with the break from their calling, to a man they then all signed on for another tour of thieving, looting and piracy and felt fortunate to be sailing off once more into the early dawn with their most favoured, venerated commander.

Again the pickings were easy and most profitable and once more, Captain Caroline began her conquest of weak, self-indulgent men who did not know of her reputation who fell one by one, for her female guile and constant ruse, that they were in fact the male lead of her feminine, pirate dreams.

They pounded their bodies and energies against an uncaring, unforgiving but supple body or in reality a lethal, unfeeling, unseen reef; then floundered and fell to their doom once their time and power to excite or ignite a spark had been expelled, far more quickly than they would have possibly envisaged.

The woman was impregnable or impermeable like the coldest most intractable, hardest granite!

Then on one battle of further conquest when, Captain Caroline truly tested her mettle and took on a ship that was as equally matched in guns as theirs; she won a famous victory and after mercilessly killing most of the crew, found on the lowest deck in the darkest foul smelling bowels of the ship a group of poor, chained, black slaves. 

They were wretched, miserable beings and she freed them, took them aboard, put energy in their bodies and tried to rescue their spirits or souls that the sinful traders in human flesh and blood had without doubt taken.

It made her realise that, as abominable as the despised actions of piracy were considered to be, in some way the mere passage of what was accepted as commerce or trade, was in all truth far more disgusting and reprehensible.

As always such matters were difficult or even impossible to reconcile and comprehend and just confirmed that life at any period of time was certainly never equitable or fair.

The rescued captives soon recovered and there were two men - brothers by all accounts - that Captain Caroline took a special interest in. 

They were called Esi and Nia, reputedly African princes and, once fed and cleansed, were the most spectacular, incredible examples of the male gender and masculinity she had ever laid her sparkling brown eyes upon. 

They were both well over six feet tall with huge, well developed muscles on each and every part of their bodies and, as they tended to be relaxed and happy naked, she could see they had the most extraordinarily enlarged and wide penises she had witnessed in all her myriad, substantial experience.

By now she had no feminine purity or shame and she took the men as her personal guard, initially taught them some basic, English and eventually even had them in her bed and most definitely at her will or command.

The men’s’ attitude towards sexuality was extraordinary, for they had no fear, introspection or inhibitions as normal western males did, and were almost primal and animalistic in their passion then service to her which suited her wants or purposes exactly and most perfectly.

She would relish in riding their extraordinarily long and thick penises for so many delicious hours while they just lay below her and with dark intelligent eyes, watched their Mistress in almost curiosity, combined with such patent commitment, admiration and love. 

Like this mysterious Captain these masculine creatures seemed to have the most unusual, almost supernatural, sexual drive and physical, sullied force.

The brothers were openly and undeniably indebted to her for saving them thereby providing her willingly with whatever lascivious service she desired and, to her joy it seemed that their combined passions and libidinous energies could incredibly at times, actually outlast her own. 

They took up arms, to protect her, diligently educated themselves further in her language and eventually fought at her side by day and met all of her most private and immoral or dirty needs in her cabin in the blackness of the night.

The two men were both fearsome in battle and saved her life on more than one occasion, as with her increasingly reckless confidence she began to take on larger and more challenging ships or prizes. 

Sometimes this had led to situations where she was in peril or under pressure through her impetuous desire to always lead from the exposed front but through mere luck or destiny, Captain Caroline always survived unscathed.

When this further jaunt at sea was finally completed then done; the ship eventually drifted in to the den of iniquity of Port Royal, in Jamaica, heavily laden with gold, for a refit and a longer stay on solid ground.

The brothers at this opportunity, purposefully gathered their belongings and for the first time, their Mistress noticed that the skin covering their bones was turning sallow, the strong bodies they had were inexplicably weakening and the dark, cropped hair had traces of grey roots even at their tender ages. 

They stood together and she saw their black, formerly glimmering pools were dulled and looked at her with equal love and terror as the older brother, Nia, spoke but stared only at the ground as if he could no longer face her.

“Let us go, Miss…please…you are our saviour but also, as we say in our culture a Sakarabru…a dark demon, Miss…if we stay then you will surely rob us both of our lives and as you know…we cannot and will not resist you.”

She was stunned and almost amused at their spoken beliefs or superstition but indeed the time on board had amazingly aged them from the young strapping boys she had first met, whereas she still felt as sprightly as the day she had first stepped on board. 

Her hands took both of theirs and she bent forward to kiss the backs of their long fingers that had brought her such pleasures, in her appreciation and respect for them. 

They were irreplaceable but she was honour bound to let them go and have their freedom again that had been so recently and villainously lost.

Her words were of regret but mixed with some appreciation as unusually she liked these men; they were exceptional and almost innocent, true pure spirits in a boiling sea of evil.

“You are free take your part of the booty and go.”

Their bodies immediately shook in concern and fear to handle such ill gotten gains as they whispered in response.

“No Miss, Captain…we want nothing from this ship of fortune and death…nothing but our lives…and we thank you for saving us…we will find our way home now.”

They kneeled before her in subjugation as if seeking her final permission or pardon; her lips touched their bristly, shaven heads and she knew that she would sadly, surely miss their companionship.

However by now, Captain Caroline was a remote and rocky island, and in all truth could not long or ache for anyone but the unfortunate, Will Thomas any longer.

The men rose and walked away and she watched the return of a small but noticeable spring reappear in their gait while they took their leave; as if they felt their immortal souls had truly just been saved from hell and damnation.

She felt them to be just ignorant or foolish and did not see physical life or the spiritual world like they did.

The Mars was repaired and fitted; its formidable Captain signed up her crew and, with the ever reliable, Master John as her side set off once more into the rising sun to more mayhem, riotousness and eternal glory. 

The pattern of her life continued onwards in taking ships and unlucky men to her will and taste and she enjoyed the twilight years of the pirate existence or demonic craft, until eventually the supposedly, civilised world caught up with them all and changed their ways forever.

Captain Caroline, since her first command, had then always been at the very devilish centre of pirate life, and she often spent time with all the legends in the infamous port of Tortuga.

It was there she shared wine, wild stories and beer with Blackbeard, Captain Kidd, Steve Bonnet and of course the notorious and lethal, Black Sam Bellamy.

He was one of the many men who she was reputed to have had a torrid affair with, that almost brought him to his very knees; but that fate befell any mortal male that tried to take or tame her.

Lady Caroline had strangely become like the tides and waters themselves; mercurial, passionate, unpredictable and as deadly as the most poisonous sea snake. 

All of the immortal names she partied with as mentioned, had their own legends but the final tale about, Captain Caroline’s legacy or myth, was that she once took a handsome, young husband in Haiti for her own perverse needs and sexually depraved uses, discarded then killed him of course, causing his vengeful wife to place a wicked, dark magic, voodoo spell upon her.

She cursed, Captain Caroline to live forever in an endless watery hell and foretold that she would now have to roam the sea for an eternity, seeking prizes, plunder and of course, virile young men that her flesh would need to feed upon sexually and for all time, to sustain her constant, feminine, youthful, good looks.

This female spirit or phantom was officially last seen at some time in late 1725 and was remarkably just as unlined, beauteous and stunning as the original and first occasion when she boarded the notorious ship.

Miraculously she had survived all of the pirate hangings and retribution; some say that the fabled pirate, Anne Bonny and her, were in fact one and the same as she was also never found, tried, or ever brought to justice.

No one knows the truth but ghost stories, sea shanties and frightening fables still abound to this very day in the Caribbean seas; of a darkened, three-mast frigate still trawling the waters looking for fair game or easy plunder and terrifyingly, fresh, masculine meat for their infamous Captain so she can feast upon it to keep her dazzling energy and beauty.

So when you are in the warm waters of the distant seas and you spy an ancient ship on the near horizon with the name the Mars upon it, flying the black skull and crossbones then be well advised that, Lady Caroline Darcy is at the tiller.

Even if you are female and most definitely if you are male…then best sail away like the wicked wind and flee for your very lives or you will be in Davy Jones’ Locker before you blink…or even worse in… Captain Caroline’s bed!

The End
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