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Prologue


 


Rebecca
sighed and thanked God she got used to the motions of the ocean. It might have
taken two weeks for her stomach to stop rolling and twisting whenever the boat
moved, but at last the swaying of the ship no longer bothered.


The
redhead turned back to her novel, looking aside from the small window in her
quarters.


The
sight of the ocean had been something else at first, but novelty wore off
quickly and she found other ways to entertain herself.


Rebecca
loved reading and books became her constant companions. 


The
sounds of hurried steps outside her door broke the redhead’s concentration. The
door opened and Anya, her family’s maid, stuck her head in. “Come quick milady,
your father sent for you. We are approaching land.”


Rebecca
got to her feet with an excitement she hadn’t felt in a while, smile breaking
out in her face. Her joy was mirrored in the other woman, and the two stumbled
into the deck with grins.


Anthony
turned to his daughter with an expression of exasperation. Rebecca’s long red
hair was disheveled, curlier than usual, giving the impression the girl had
just left the bed.


Anthony’s
wife complained their daughter never took good care of herself and he had to
agree with her, even understanding that was simply who Rebecca was.


He
didn’t say anything however, it wouldn’t help; he just opened his arms and
welcomed his daughter, the redhead embracing him as tightly as she could.


“Is
it true?” Rebecca asked when they parted. “Are we there?”


Anthony
smiled. “We’re close. Take a look.” He said and directed her gaze towards the
horizon.


At
first, Rebecca couldn’t see what he meant, but then what seemed to be a small
point on the horizon became slightly bigger, easier to define. She couldn’t
help the squeal that escaped her mouth when she recognized it as land, and then
blushed as her father and the sailors around them laughed at her enthusiasm.


“How
long will it take?” Rebecca questioned, not taking her eyes off the land that
would be her home for the foreseeable future.


The
redhead hadn’t wanted to leave London at first; the capital of the British
Empire had been the only place she called home. She railed against her parents,
but eventually understood they needed to move, especially when her father’s
business worsened. 


Now
Rebecca found herself excited about her future and wondering what mysteries she
would find in Virginia.


“It
will take a while yet,” Her father answered, putting a hand on her head and
rubbing her hair for good measure, much to Rebecca’s embarrassment. “You can
return to your books if you want.”


The
redhead nodded absently but didn’t move from her place, lost in thought,
bringing a smile to her father’s face.


No
book would be able to take Rebecca’s mind of her future home and so the redhead
let herself be, gaze lost in the distance ahead, as she dreamed about what the
land of America would have in store for her. 


 











Chapter 1


 


Two
years passed since Rebecca came to Virginia. 


She
loved the land, its nice weather, the miles of woodlands around her parent’s
mansion. It was all very different from when she lived in London. The people
around them were nice and considerate, always willing to help, telling the
strangest and funniest tales.


Rebecca
was happy like she hadn’t been in a while and it showed. The young woman glowed
with an inner brightness that dazed everyone who saw her and her figure grew
into that of a young woman.


The
redhead gained curves in all the right places, her green eyes seemed to glow
with mischievousness and her hair was livelier than ever.


It
wasn’t surprising that between her beauty and her parent’s improving fortune
Rebecca became quite a desired match, though her father rejected every suitor
that sought out her hand.


Rebecca
understood he was hoping to make an even better match than those who appeared
until then, desiring some rich land owner or an inspiring politician as a
son-in-law, but she was happy nonetheless. 


None
of the men had been able to make her feel anything. There was no spark between
her and any of them. There wasn’t a sensation of meeting the one,
as the women in the books described when they met their loves.


Rebecca
knew those were only tales, but she hoped for something like that to happen to
her, to feel her heart beat faster when she looked at her intended.


Unfortunately
it hadn’t happened yet.


Rebecca
celebrated her twentieth anniversary and a new suitor appeared.


His
name was Thomas Calvert. He was an older gentleman, a politician running for
the local Mayor office.


Rebecca
didn’t like him. It wasn’t because he was older than she was; despite his age
he could almost be considered handsome, with short hair, sleek cheekbones and
blue eyes. 


The
looks he gave her however, the way he let his eyes rove over her body,
lingering on her chest and face; that made Rebecca hate him. 


He
was a cold man, calculating and she wanted nothing to do with him.


Her
father knew of her disdain – she made it quite clear – but he didn’t want to
upset someone who might one day become one of the more powerful men in the
region, so he listened to Calvert’s proposal and didn’t send him off at the
first chance.


Rebecca
wasn’t worried, she knew her father would never marry her to someone she
couldn’t stand, but she didn’t particularly enjoy listening to the man. 


“…
Obviously these attacks can’t remain unpunished and when I’m elected mayor,
I’ll make sure we show these savages what happens when they attack god-fearing
folk without provocation.” Calvert’s voice was shrewd and full of a slippery
cunning, a politician’s voice. 


Rebecca
was certain that, if they could, snakes would speak like him. She hated him but
paid attention nonetheless. 


In
the last couple of months there had been a series of fights between the
settlers and the natives. 


The
redhead wasn’t exactly sure about the cause. Her father said it started when a
couple of miners were caught in tribal territory and were attacked. Supposedly
they shot one of their attackers, killing him.


It
all snowballed from there.


The
colonists claimed the miners had acted in self-defense, that they would have
been killed otherwise. At the same time, they recognized the miners shouldn’t
have been in native territory and were willing to compensate the tribe for the
transgression.


This
only angered the locals, who believed the settlers were trying to use money to
erase the death of one of their own, which Rebecca figured wasn’t far from the
truth, even if it would be the most diplomatic manner to settle the dispute.


Unfortunately
it didn’t seem to work and the situation became tense. 


Rebecca
knew she wasn’t being fair with those involved, but she felt they could have
done better.


Now,
because they hadn’t, the colony could be on the verge of war and people like
Thomas Calvert didn’t care, using the situation to drum support for their
agendas, forgetting about those would suffer in the meanwhile. 


Anthony
showed himself far more hesitant about the possible conflict. “I’m not sure we
need to escalate the situation even more, Mister Calvert. It is quite dangerous
at the moment, I know we are quite capable of defending ourselves, but many
people would die.”


Calvert
shrugged. “I can’t deny that, Mister Smith, but I don’t think it’s possible to
appease these savages and I don’t think we should even try, truly. I believe
getting rid of them will be a boon to our community, be in the safety it would
grant us, or in the economic boost we would get from more land.”


Rebecca
forced herself to be still and held her sarcasm in check; her mother always
said it wasn’t ladylike. Only a madman or a monster could speak the words
Calvert spoke with so little care.


He
was advocating exterminating another people simply because it would be useful
to his interests.


She
smiled vapidly at him when he looked at her, but then shuddered as his gaze
returned to her father. 


“Perhaps,”
Rebecca’s father seemly conceded the point in a tone of voice that showed he
really didn’t agree with the other man. “But it would be a hassle I don’t
really want to face, business is booming at the moment and I wouldn’t want
anything to disrupt it.”


“Obviously
this is only last recourse,” Calvert replied, backtracking almost immediately
once his audience disagreed with his point of view. “As you said, business is
good lately and we don’t want any upsets.”


Anthony
smiled at the other man but Rebecca could see the disdain in her father’s eyes,
which brought a smile to her own face. There was no chance she would be saddled
with the disgusting politician as a husband.


Calvert
stayed with them for another hour and left with a smile in his lips, convinced
he had a chance at Rebecca’s hand. The father and daughter he left behind
exchanged looks and grimaced.


“That’s
going to be our Mayor?” She asked her father’s eyes twitched.


“Unfortunately,
he is one of the favorites.”


“Maybe
you should think about running for office.” Rebecca suggested.


Anthony
paused, startled. “No, I mean, do you think I have a chance?”


“You’re
better than him.”


Rebecca’s
answer gave Anthony much to think about.


The
redhead herself became lost in thought. She would remain free some time longer,
until some other suitor appeared. She couldn’t be happier for it.


The
next few days were calm; there were no new attacks and people spoke about the
possibility of an accord being reached with the natives. It seemed life would
return to normality in the colonies and Rebecca found herself breathing easier,
the specter of war that loomed over their heads banishing.


Then
it all changed.


One
day, news of an attack on a farmer and his family came and suddenly all the
people around Rebeca were ablaze with fury. That anger only increased when more
attacks followed and things took a turn for the worse.


People
were talking about war and about teaching the savages their place. 


Rebecca
hoped the settlers would keep their senses about them, think rationally before
acting, but unfortunately that was not to be.


Some
younger men from one of the villages decided to take justice into their own
hands and attacked the natives, which only led to more death and drew them all
closer to an all-out war.


In
the midst of it all, Rebecca could only pray nothing bad would happen to her
family and friends.


Her
father took a more proactive position and he armed his men, making them drill
daily. Anthony didn’t like conflict and he wanted peace, but he wouldn’t be
caught unprepared.


At
the same time, he tried to convince the local authorities to settle the dispute
with the natives, fearing what a war would bring.


It
was a time of fear and reluctance. People didn’t leave their homes, not knowing
what the day would hold in store for them, leaving fields untouched.
Agriculture ground to a halt.


Rebecca
didn’t know how long the whole situation would last. She was tired of spending
most of the days inside the house, reading; it reached a point she couldn’t
even pick up another novel without grimacing.


Her
parent’s servants were scared and it only unsettled her more, leading her to
fear someone might try to attack their home one day.


Anthony
tried to reassure Rebecca when she confessed her fears to him. Their house was
safe, their people numerous and armed, they could protect them if it was
needed; Rebecca had no need to be worried.


It
turned out that she did.


The
attack came one afternoon when Rebecca decided enough was enough and left the
house for a bit, vising the mansion’s gardens. She lost herself amongst the
roses and the tulips, two of her preferred flowers and time passed without her
notice.


Suddenly
there was a loud noise and Rebecca’s heart froze in place. 


She
had heard that sound hundreds of times in the past week, as her father’s men
trained with their weapons, but it never sounded as urgent as in that moment.
Then it repeated itself, again and again, and Rebecca knew they were under
attack. 


Biting
her lower lip, Rebecca hurried home.


Once
she got close her fears were realized. Her father’s servants were barricaded
inside the house, trading fire with a small group of natives standing at the
edge of the nearby woodland.


Rebecca
hid with her back against the wall, knowing she would be in danger if her
attackers saw her. There was no way she could flee into the house while the
dark-skinned men were shooting at the building.


If
the redhead hadn’t been so nervous, she would have fled the way she came and
entered the mansion through the back, but Rebecca had never been in any kind of
fight, she had never seen conflict first hand; so she froze and stood still,
hoping it would end quickly. 


It
all changed in a moment, when she heard a loud shout and turned to see one of
the natives close to her position, pointing at her and calling out his friends.


The
redhead could almost imagine his thoughts; dressed as she was she could only be
one of the ladies of the house, someone who would be an extremely valuable
hostage.


Rebecca
didn’t waste time and turned on her feet, running with all the speed she could
muster, away from the attackers and away from her home. A shout from behind
only made her speed up more and she looked over her shoulder, trying to
reassure herself of the distance she had gained.


The
native that had seen her followed on her trail, a couple of his friends farther
away but following as well.


In
the distance, Rebecca saw a few of her father’s men moving out of the house,
their weapons raised high as they shot at her pursuers. Part of her heart
brightened at the sight, but she was still forced to flee with the natives on
her heels.


The
redhead couldn’t say for how long she ran. Her shoes were flimsy and didn’t
offer great protection to her feet, her skirts brushed against the ground and
the foliage as she ran, getting dirty and ripped, especially once she entered
the woods. 


Rebecca
had always been very physically active; when she was a child she always played
with the boys and won most of their games; as she grew up, she kept exercising.


She
rode her horse fairly often, she swan every chance she got, and even now she
spent a great deal of time playing with children, running around like one of
them, even with her mother complaining it was unladylike.


Now,
as she was forced to run for her life, Rebecca found herself happy for ignoring
the older woman all those times. It was the only thing that allowed her to
remain ahead of her pursuers.


In
her fear and desperation she lost track of time; the pain on her feet made her
stop at last, hours later if the position of the sun was any indication.


When
the redhead looked down she grimaced, wondering how she moved for so long when
her soles were a mess of cuts and abrasions. Removing her ripped shoes made her
far more aware of the pain and Rebecca grimaced, biting her lips to stifle any
possible cry.


She
might have escaped her pursuers momentarily, but they were tracking her and she
wouldn’t make it easier on them. 


The
redhead spent a couple of minutes relaxing, trying to ease the pressure on her
feet, removing some splinters, ripping her stockings and making a bandage to
cover her wounds. 


It
didn’t take long but it didn’t help much with the pain. Once she became aware
of it, Rebecca couldn’t ignore the discomfort and each step was hell.


She
forced herself to move nonetheless. The redhead feared what would happen if she
was caught, so she struggled past the pain and kept going.


The
sun moved in the sky and the hours passed. 


Rebecca
trembled as warmth left her body and the cold of the dusk started to seep in.
She shuddered, worrying about how she would spend the night, but a shout nearby
made her forget all of her fears. 


Looking
over her shoulder, the redhead didn’t see anything, but obviously there was
someone on her trail.


Ignoring
the pain as much as she could, Rebecca forced herself to move, breaking into a
run. Her energy didn’t last and after a couple of minutes, she crashed down,
hearing her pursuers getting closer. 


In
the end, she laid back against a tree, too exhausted to do anything else.


Rebecca
knew she shouldn’t just give up, but she was too tired to do anything else and
the pain in her feet didn’t help her think. She gave up, knowing quite well the
consequences could be terrible, but she had no strength left.


And
then, out of nowhere, a hand closed over her mouth and Rebecca was dragged into
a nearby bush, someone pushing her against ground, hiding her amongst the
foliage.


The
redhead didn’t even struggle and simply closed her eyes, accepting her fate.


 











Chapter 2


 


When
neither pain nor anything else came, Rebecca opened her eyes and tried to
remove the hand around her mouth.


The
stranger’s grip tightened and she stopped, seeing two of her attackers appear
on the distance. She held still, afraid of calling attention to their position.


Her
heartbeat increased as the men closed in on their position, Rebecca fearing
they were moments away from being discovered.


It
didn’t happen.


The
natives walked near them pointing one way at first, and then another, but soon
moved away and Rebecca sagged back against her rescuer. That motion let her
realize whoever saved her was a woman – the pair of breasts against her back
were unmistakable. 


Rebecca
tried to turn to her rescuer but the woman didn’t allowed it, gripping even
harder. The redhead stilled, not knowing how to react. 


They
remained like that for a few minutes, until the strange woman became sure the
men wouldn’t come back and released the redhead.


Rebecca
straightened and turned, intending to thank her rescuer. Her words died in her
mouth when she put her eyes on the other woman.


The
first thing to surprise her was the fact her savior was a native. That made
Rebecca stop suddenly, some small part afraid of what the woman might try,
another saying that if the stranger wanted to harm her she woman wouldn’t have
rescued her.


Then
the reason of Rebecca’s stupefaction changed. 


As
Rebecca let her eyes devour the other woman she became surprised by the beauty
of the being in front of her; the woman’s face was lively and young, her skin a
light mocha, her lips a pale pink. Her eyes, looking at Rebecca with something
like curiosity, were a deep green, mirroring the forest around them.


Rebecca
inhaled deeply, more out of surprise than anything and the strange woman
reached for her, poising a hand against her cheek and caressing. The redhead
swallowed, marveling at the softness of the woman’s skin.


“Who
are you?” She asked, but either the other woman didn’t understand her or didn’t
care to answer.


The
native threaded her fingers through Rebecca’s hair, surprised at the color of
her tresses. 


The
woman’s hair was much unlike Rebecca’s: it was black and straight, the only
similarity between them was the length, though the native’s hair was far
longer, almost reaching her waist.


The
redhead blushed, though she wouldn’t be able to say why that was. The woman’s
touch seemed to burn on her skin, making it harder for her to breathe.


Slowly,
Rebecca got to her feet and winced as her wounded soles rested against the
ground.


Her
savior noticed the reaction and made her lie down again, putting a finger
against the redhead’s lips when she started to protest. Rebecca knew the woman
only touched her because any sound might alert the men that pursued her, but it
made her blush all over again. 


The
savior undid Rebecca’s makeshift bandages against the redhead’s protests, which
were silenced once the woman’s hands touched Rebecca’s feet.


Rebecca
didn’t know why, but the woman’s touch unsettled her. It didn’t feel wrong,
quite the opposite. Her touch made Rebecca’s heart beat faster, her breath
sparser. It made Rebecca’s thoughts sluggish.


The
woman didn’t glance at Rebecca’s face as she worked, picking up some kind of
herbs from a pouch on her waist and rubbing them against the redhead’s wounds.


Rebecca
winced at first, as a burn spread around her soles, but the pain soon
diminished and when the redhead got to her feet, after the woman redid her
bandages, Rebecca could walk with much less difficulty. 


The
redhead marveled and looked surprised at the other woman, only to be faced with
a smile that robbed her breath. The redhead smiled almost automatically in
reply and saw the woman’s eyes brightening in response.


The
native tilted her head at Rebecca and then extended her hand in invitation. 


The
redhead didn’t hesitate before accepting and grabbing it. 


She
followed the dark haired woman through the woods, not knowing their
destination, hoping it would be somewhere safe.


In
the back of her head, Rebecca was worried for her family and their reaction to
her disappearance. She was convinced the attackers hadn’t breached her home’s
security; they hadn’t been very numerous and when she ran away her family’s men
gained the initiative.


Nonetheless,
something might have gone wrong, more attackers might have appeared or someone
on her family might have gotten hurt. Rebecca wanted to ignore these thoughts
for as long as she could, but she knew it wouldn’t happen. 


Even
if her parents were alright physically, they were probably worried sick about
her.


Last
time anyone had seen her, she was running full tilt into the woods followed by
the same men that attacked the mansion.


Rebecca
couldn’t imagine the fates her parent’s minds conjured for her. 


The
redhead was so lost in thought she barely noticed as night fell, content in
following the mysterious woman’s steps. Only the chill of the night shook her
awareness awake and Rebecca shivered with the cold.


Her
clothes had gotten ripped on the run and much of her skin faced the open air of
the night settling around them. A glance at her rescuer let Rebecca see the
woman was much more loosely dressed than the redhead, with only a small skirt
around her waist and a top that hid little more than her breasts. 


The
Englishwoman wondered how the dark haired woman could resist the cold.


The
brunette looked back and smiled, saying something in her native language and
pointing towards a clutch of trees a little further ahead.


Rebecca
raised an eyebrow and eyed the trees, trying to see if there was anything
special about them and failing. 


The
other woman took hold of Rebecca’s hand and drove them forward, pass the trees
and into the entrance of a small cave hidden behind.


To
call it a cave might have been too generous, a part of Rebecca’s mind
whispered. It was barely more than a hole in the rocky surface of a small hill,
not even their height high and nowhere near as large as it was tall.


It
was quite cramped and Rebecca hesitated before entering, but it widened a
little after the entrance and further ahead the soil was fairly soft.


Any
protests Rebecca might have had about their refuge disappeared once the other
woman made her lay on the ground, the redhead blushing to the roots of her hair
when the woman pressed against her front, both laying face to face.


Part
of Rebecca knew the other woman only put them like that for the warmth they
could share, but the feel of another’s body so close to hers, of all the
woman’s shapely curves pressed against Rebecca’s made the redhead flush. 


The
smile she saw in the native’s lips didn’t help, nor the arm the woman put
around Rebecca, pulling them tight against one another.


Nonetheless,
once Rebecca got past her embarrassment, she was quite comfortable and it
didn’t take long until she closed her eyes and slept.


 


 


 


 


 


 











Chapter 3


 


Rebecca
woke to someone shaking her softly. At first, she kept her eyes closed, wanting
to hide herself amongst the covers. She liked to sleep late, no matter how much
her mother nagged her about it. 


The
smell of earth alerted Rebecca, letting her know something was wrong. Soon the
memories of the past day made themselves known, and the redhead opened her eyes
with a wince, her feet throbbing in pain. 


Rebecca
resisted the urge to cry out and almost moaned, only stopped by the hand that
fell upon her cheek, a caress that made her look up at her savior.


The
native smiled down at her, and Rebecca found herself blushing.


“Who
are you?” She asked, gently, but the other woman simply tilted her head, her
confusion apparent in the motion.


“I’m
Rebecca,” The redhead said, pointing at herself. Then she pointed at the other
woman. “Who are you?”


The
woman’s reply wasn’t easy to understand and it took a couple of minutes until
Rebecca pronounced the other woman’s name in an accepted manner.


“You’re
Pocahontas?” Rebecca questioned at last, and the other woman nodded, amused at
the fumbling of the redhead.


Rebecca
wanted to pout at the Pocahontas’s amusement, but she thought of where she was
and what had happened and her cheer disappeared. 


She
needed to return to her family, let them know she was alright, but she was lost
in the forest, with no way home. A glance at her savior let Rebecca even more
confused.


She
found herself unwilling to leave Pocahontas behind. The woman saved her and
Rebecca wanted to repay that in some way, but she needed to be able to talk to
the other woman to convince her to come with her.


Pocahontas,
unknowing of Rebecca’s thoughts, extended a hand towards the redhead, making an
encouraging sound when Rebecca didn’t notice it. 


The
Englishwoman looked at it for a few moments and then sighed, grabbing
Pocahontas’s hand and following the woman out of the hole that had been their
refuge during the night.


The
dark haired woman led Rebecca though the woods for a few hours. They stopped at
times; the first was when Pocahontas gathered some leaves from a plant Rebecca
didn’t recognize. 


After
doing it, the native had gestured for Rebecca to sit on the ground and the
redhead obeyed with curiosity. 


Pocahontas
used those leaves, conjoined with more of the herbs she used before, to make
some kind of dressing for Rebecca’s wounds. The redhead didn’t know how, but
the medicine eased the pain almost immediately. 


It
was still there, but easier to bare, allowing them to move faster.


What
followed were some of the most intense days of Rebecca’s life.


The
brunette led her around and around, until Rebecca lost any hope of finding her
way home. She missed her parents, wanted to see them again, but she had no way
of explaining herself to Pocahontas, and nothing short of a miracle would lead
her home if she started moving around on her own. 


Rebecca
depended completely on Pocahontas for her survival. When they were hungry they
ate roots and some small animals captured by the dark skinned woman.


The
redhead hesitated at first – it was one thing to eat an animal prepared in a
kitchen, where you didn’t need to see it being skinned and gutted – but the
taste was the same. 


At
night they would sleep together, bodies pressed against one another. That never
stopped bothering Rebecca and she couldn’t understand why. It didn’t feel bad,
quite the opposite – she liked to lay with Pocahontas beside her, she liked to
be touched by that mocha-colored skin, but some part of her mind told her it
was wrong to enjoy it.


Communication
between them improved, mostly based on gestures and signs. Rebecca’s wounded
feet healed quickly, driven by the herbs and care Pocahontas dedicated to them.
They scabbed and a new layer of skin soon appeared. 


In
the future, if anyone asked, the redhead wouldn’t be able to tell if she hated
or enjoyed those days. There was a sort of freedom to be enjoyed on the woods,
with no schedules to be met, no chores, and no expectations. Rebecca found
herself oddly comforted by it.


Then
it all became a little more complicated.


It
happened on the fourth day of their journey. The brunette led Rebecca towards a
natural spring, surrounded by a small pool of water. 


At
first the redhead marveled at the beauty of the place and after dipping her
fingers into the water she realized it was warm. A splash shook her out of her
contemplation and she turned to find her companion in the water, naked. 


Rebecca
looked aside so quickly she barely saw Pocahontas’s skin. A flash of the
woman’s uncovered breasts repeated itself in Rebecca’s mind, and she shook her
head, trying to forget it. 


A
questioning sound from the other woman made Rebecca shudder. She knew what the
native wanted, for Rebecca to join her in the water.


Embarrassment
held the redhead back at first. She didn’t want to show her body to Pocahontas,
fearing she would be found lacking. After a moment, she realized what she had
thought and shook her head, surprised at the trail her mind followed. 


Rebecca
shot a look at her companion, who was who was happily swimming from one side of
the pond to the other, and looked down at her clothes, full of dirt from moving
around the forest for days.


The
redhead was filthy and smelled worse and she knew it. The warm water might be
the only chance she would get to take a bath in a while.


Turning
her back on Pocahontas, Rebecca started unlacing her dress, letting it fall
down her body. Her underclothes soon followed and part of her felt naughty at
the thought of bathing completely naked in the middle of the woods.


Looking
over her shoulder, Rebecca made sure her companion wasn’t paying attention and
slipped into the warm water. The first touch made her close her eyes with
pleasure and Rebecca let her body relax. 


The
tension in her muscles eased, even as her skin broke into goose bumps at the
contrast between the warmth of the water and the cold of the air. 


The
redhead only opened her eyes when she felt the water move around her and she
found herself face to face with Pocahontas. Rebecca opened her mouth to
question what the brunette was doing, and then closed it without a word as she
felt the native’s gaze roving over her body, resting on her chest. 


The
Englishwoman knew she should turn away or hide herself behind her arms, but
there was something about the other woman’s gaze that made feel good.


Her
nipples became erect and Pocahontas’s attention sharpened.


That
awareness gave Rebecca enough of an impulse to cross her arms atop her chest,
hiding her mounds at the same time she looked aside. She felt conflicted; part
of her was embarrassed, knowing it wasn’t right for Pocahontas to look at her
like that, but another part, a deeper and darker one, was excited.


The
dark skinned girl’s gaze thrilled her more than she could ever admit.


There
was a fire in Pocahontas’s eyes and part of Rebecca wanted to be devoured by
it. 


The
native closed the distance between them and Rebecca shuddered.


Pocahontas
reached out with one hand, clearly not embarrassed, and caressed Rebecca’s
face, her touch soft and tender. She barely touched Rebecca, but it was enough
to send a jolt through the redhead’s body, making her jump in place. 


Rebecca
couldn’t contain herself.


She
decided to stop ignoring her desires and turned her gaze back to the other
woman, letting her eyes move over Pocahontas’s torso, feasting on the breasts
of her savior. 


Without
meaning to, the redhead licked her lips, which made the other woman smirk
amusedly.


Rebecca
didn’t see that reaction, eyes busy appreciating the other woman’s body. Once
the redhead got her fill of Pocahontas’s chest, she let her gaze move down,
studying the native’s muscles, her defined abs and toned stomach.


Rebecca’s
eyes moved even lower and she saw something that froze her in place.


At
first, she tried to deny it. She couldn’t be seeing what she thought she was
seeing between the other woman’s legs, but no matter how much she blinked, or
how she tilted her head, it didn’t change. Between her savior’s legs, Rebecca
could see the hard flesh of a cock.


Her
mouth fell open and she tried to speak, only for no words to come out.


Pocahontas
used Rebecca’s confusion to advance, and before the redhead could protest she
closed the distance between them, pressing her body against Rebecca’s. 


When
the redhead looked up, intending to pretest that advance, the mocha skinned
woman leaned down and pressed her lips against Rebecca’s, robbing the redhead
of all sane thought.  


The
Englishwomen closed her eyes without meaning to, focusing all that she had on
her sense of touch, in the sensations Pocahontas’s lips invoked in her. 


The
kiss was a bare brush of flesh, but the redhead had never been kissed before,
she had never felt such an intimate touch.


She
tried to kiss back, a little awkwardly, unexperienced, but Pocahontas was
undaunted, deepening their connection, pushing forward and letting her tongue
taste Rebecca’s lips.


The
redhead startled and opened her mouth, unknowingly granting Pocahontas was she
wanted. The dark haired woman’s tongue entered Rebecca’s mouth and dueled with
its counterpart.


The
two parted after a few moments and Rebecca shuddered, already missing
Pocahontas’s presence, her touch, and feeling a heat she had never felt before.
That feeling only worsened when the other woman pushed forward, pressing her
body harder against the redhead’s.


“Wait,”
Rebecca whispered, needing time to process her thoughts, unable to get past the
feeling of the other woman’s hard flesh against her inner thighs.


Pocahontas
didn’t pause and leaned down, kissing Rebecca’s shoulder, poising her hands on
the redhead’s waist.


No
matter how much Rebecca wanted to deny it, she loved the other woman’s touch,
her caresses and her kisses. Her breath became harsher, her chest heaved with
her need and lust like she had never felt invaded her body.


The
redhead might be unused to such feelings, but her companion obviously was not. 


The
dark haired woman pressed her body against Rebecca’s, her mocha colored skin
contrasting against Rebecca’s pale one, their equal-sized chests caressing each
other’s. Pocahontas shifted her legs, moving herself between the redhead’s
thighs and Rebecca moaned. 


Her
breath became fast, almost panicky. She knew she should stop what was
happening, that it wasn’t right. She was a lady, not some common harlot, she
couldn’t let herself be taken like one.


Deep
down though, she wanted it to happen.


She
might have been unable to recognize it before, but now she knew she was attracted
to the other woman and wanted to be with her. It explained some things; if
women were more to Rebecca’s taste it made clear why her suitors never
impressed her. 


Whatever
thoughts were running inside Rebecca’s head went out of the window when
Pocahontas moved a hand between their bodies. The native took hold of her
hardness and stroked herself a couple of times. 


Rebecca
just watched, uncertain, and didn’t protest when her companion pushed that hard
flesh against her folds, hesitating between a prudish reaction and one that
certainly was not. 


Her
hesitation gave the other woman all the time she wanted, and Pocahontas pushed,
settling their fates.


Rebecca
wouldn’t be able to describe how the next few moments felt. She remembered the
motions, the other woman entering her again and again, ever deeper. She
remembered how their bodies fused as one, and she supposed it felt good.


She
was too overwhelmed at the time, unable to process all the sensations. 


Eventually
pain brought her out of her daze, as her maidenhead was taken. It hurt for a
few moments; Pocahontas kept moving throughout them however and pleasure
followed that pain. 


Rebecca
put her legs around the other woman’s body, entangling their figures. 


The
cries they both released as they reached a crescendo was something that would
never fade from her mind; it was a release from all the tension Rebecca felt,
from her fears and doubts. 


She
couldn’t explain why she let herself be taken in such a manner, but she never
regretted it. 


It
was their first time together and perhaps the most important moment of
Rebecca’s life, the turning point, when she realized what and who she wanted to
spend the rest of her life with. 


Pocahontas
kissed Rebecca’s shoulder and face, her thrusts continuing a little past their
orgasm, keeping them united for a few more moments. 


The
redhead felt pleasure like never before, but eventually they winded down. 


Rebecca
laid back against the margin of that small pond, against the soft earth, her
arms and legs around the figure of her savior. Pocahontas let herself be,
holding Rebecca for dear life. 


The
warm water around them cleaned away the proof of their lovemaking.


Rebecca
hesitated, not knowing what to do once that pressing need had passed and she
looked up at Pocahontas’s face, hoping for a clue. Fortunately, the mocha
skinned woman didn’t share her mortification and poised one hand beneath
Rebecca’s chin, leaning down to taste the redhead’s lips. 


The
kiss that followed eased Rebecca’s doubts and she relaxed in Pocahontas’s arms,
deciding to forget about everything else for a while and simply enjoy the other
woman’s warmth. 


They
made love several times over the following days, in every chance they got. Part
of Rebecca was consternated by it – she was worried about her family and wanted
to return to them – the time she spent with Pocahontas, while pleasurable,
didn’t help with that. 


Rebecca
wanted the other woman very much, but she needed to find a way to return home
before focusing on her love life.


Fortunately,
a week after she found herself lost in the woods, Rebecca started recognizing
the area around her. 


The
woods were tamer, less wild. The animals around them weren’t as numerous and
there were felled trees. The signs of civilization were clear as they moved
forward and eventually Rebecca recognized the sound of a hammer pounding an
anvil. 


She
looked at her companion – her lover she supposed – with a large smile in her
face, seeing another, more contained one spread on the lips of the dark haired
woman. 


Rebecca
started running.


She
couldn’t help it; the thought she might be near her home and could be moments
away from seeing her parents overrode any other concern, so Rebecca ran, her
red hair shifting on the wind as she left the woods and entered a small
village.


It
didn’t take long for her to identify the village that stood a few miles north
of her parent’s mansion, and Rebecca laughed, feeling her fears fade away, her
shoulders relaxing while a couple of tears escaped from her eyes. 


“Lady
Rebecca?” Someone called out, surprised, and the redhead turned her head to see
one of her father’s men, looking at her with wonder in his face. 


She
smiled brightly and nodded, throat too tight to say anything.


As
the man shouted out loud in happiness, drawing the attention of everyone around
them, Rebecca looked over her shoulder, seeing her lover approach almost
hesitantly.


There
were a few moments of tension when Pocahontas’s presence was noticed, but
Rebecca took care of it, making sure the people knew the other woman had saved
her life.  


For
one moment Rebecca felt everything would be alright.


She
was saved and would see her family shortly. Then she looked back, saw her
savior and remembered everything that happened between them; she noticed how
the mocha colored woman nervously moved around Rebecca’s people, and the
redhead feared things wouldn’t be as simple as that.


 


 


 


 


 











Chapter 4


 


“Rebecca,”
Anthony shouted as he took her into his arms, embracing his daughter with all
of his strength.


The
man ran from his house the moment he heard they found his daughter, worried
sick for her health. He galloped all the way, running his horse so hard he
feared the beast would die. 


The
young woman only laughed at him, tightening her hold around his body, resting
her head on his shoulder. Her father smelled the same he always had, a mix of
the fabrics of his clothes and tobacco.


It
surprised Rebecca how such a simple thing could reassure her.


Her
father leaned back after a few moments, putting his hands on her face and
making her look at him. “I was so worried for you …” He paused for a moment and
breathed deeply. “I thought I would never see you again.”


Rebecca
smiled, almost sadly. “They never hurt me, I ran and ran and they didn’t catch
me.”


“Good.”
He answered, reaching forward once again to embrace her.


The
redhead let him, unable to deny him after worrying for so long, feeling the
same reassurance her father felt from the contact. 


Eventually
they parted and Anthony’s attention moved toward his daughter’s companion. He
felt fury at the sight of her; his men told him she saved his daughter, but her
people put Rebecca’s life at risk in the first place. 


Rebecca
knew him well and she must have realized the way his thoughts turned, because
she put one of her hands atop of his and looked at him with soft eyes.


Anthony
relaxed without meaning to; he could never deny his daughter and he had to
admit he owned the dark haired woman a great debt. Besides, he was never a man
to give blame to where there was none. 


Rebecca’s
father sighed and tried to smile at the native who saved his daughter, hoping
to keep his motions as gentle as possible.


Some
of his earlier anger must have shone through because the young woman hesitated,
but Rebecca moved to her and pulled her forward, not leaving her a chance to
escape, and introducing Pocahontas to her father. 


Knowing
something like a hug wouldn’t be appreciated, Anthony put a hand on the woman’s
shoulder and squeezed softly, trying to reassure her. Either the gesture or his
smiled worked, because the woman smiled in turn and ducked her head.


Anthony
laughed and Rebecca accompanied him.


It
didn’t take them long to move back towards Rebecca’s house and when they arrived
the redhead suffered her mother’s attentions.  She hugged the older woman just
as tightly as she had done her father.


Rebecca
and her mother – Marie – might not always look eye-to-eye on things, but they
loved each other very much.


The
older woman took Rebecca into her arms and hugged with all of her strength, not
caring if she was hurting the younger woman and unable to hide her tears.
Rebecca grimaced a little at her mother’s grip but relaxed into the hold,
closing her eyes and clutching the other woman.


She
had missed her mother terribly.


The
two were very similar to one another, with the same build, the same hair and
features. Rebecca had her father’s eyes, but the rest belonged to her mother.


“You’ll
never worry me like that again, you hear me young lady?” Marie scolded with a
smile of happiness.


“I
promise.” Rebecca replied, laughing and crying at the same time.


Once
again Rebecca’s rescuer was introduced to a member of her family and both young
women were ushered inside. They were filthy from the time spent on the woods,
and Marie insisted taking a bath be the first thing they did. 


It
took some convincing from Rebecca for her to be bathed with Pocahontas. She
explained the other woman couldn’t understand their language, and probably had
never even seen a bathtub, before her mother relented.


It
wasn’t the true reason obviously, at least not all of it, but it would allow
Rebecca to hide what made Pocahontas different. That it would help the mocha
skinned girl relax was a bonus. 


Slowly,
time went on and weeks passed.


Rebecca
spent most of the time with her lover, much to her parents’ chagrin. They
understood Rebecca felt indebted to Pocahontas, but they didn’t like to see
their daughter spend so much time with who they believed a savage.


The
redhead knew that her lover wasn’t one, but she didn’t mind her parents
thinking so, as long as it kept them mostly away from Pocahontas. 


They
fact Rebecca’s parents couldn’t communicate with the native didn’t help the
image they had of her. 


Eventually,
Rebecca realized their prejudice would only hinder her in the long term and
tried to change their perception, but it wasn’t easy. It didn’t help she was
hiding her affair with Pocahontas, but then, knowing about it would only make
things worse. 


The
redhead was certain her father would take drastic action if he discovered what
happened between them, what was still happening.


No
matter how much Rebecca might want to deny or oppose it, she couldn’t not
love the beautiful mocha skinned woman that saved her life. Their affair hadn’t
stopped; they spent most nights in each other’s arms and only luck allowed them
to pass unnoticed.


Rebecca
understood eventually that luck would run out and she would have a big problem
in her hands, but she couldn’t deny the other woman. When Pocahontas came to
her and started running her hands over the redhead’s body, Rebecca could only
surrender.


Over
the weeks Pocahontas learned some English, only small phrases and it was a
slow-going process.


Rebecca
was frustrated because her lover didn’t seem very keen in learning, preferring
to pass her time doing other things. More than once their lessons were
interrupted when the wandering hands of the dark haired woman chanced upon
Rebecca’s body and the redhead didn’t resist the temptation.


If
teaching the other woman her language was hard, trying to teach Pocahontas any
skills befit of a lady was an exercise in frustration. The woman didn’t like to
sew, she ate with her hands, she rode like a man and not sidesaddle as she
should and she spent a great deal of time practicing with weapons.


Rebecca
knew their inability to instill some kind of civility on the other woman grated
at her mother’s nerves, but Rebecca didn’t feel disappointed.


Pocahontas
was a free spirt, belonging to a free people. She wouldn’t be caged even by
something as subtle as the expectations of society.


Rebecca
realized she liked that about the woman.


The
redhead knew she made a mistake falling in love with Pocahontas, but it
couldn’t be helped. There had not been a choice in the matter, her heart was
the one who spoke, and now Rebecca could only ride out the storm until the end.



She
feared it wouldn’t take long.


News
of more attacks by the natives came for weeks but then slowly stopped. Rebecca
didn’t know if that was a good new, or simply the calm before the storm.


For
everyone’s sake, she hoped it would be the start of a permanent peace between
their peoples.


A
few days later that seemed closer than ever.


“…
You’re going to do what?” Rebecca asked deadpan, making her father grimace a
little.


“They’ve
asked me to negotiate with the chief of the local tribe.” Anthony’s voice was
hesitant and he looked with dread at his little daughter, knowing she had
gotten her temper from her mother and his wife had already said her piece.


“The
same tribe that attacked us?” Rebecca asked in the same tone of voice, not
hiding her doubts about what her father was proposing.


The
older man grimaced again. “From what the chief said to our envoy, those were
unsanctioned attacks. Apparently, some of the younger members of the tribe
decided to take justice into their hands and attacked. Once the chief found
that out, he stopped them immediately.”


Rebecca
hesitated. “I don’t know, dad.”


He
came forward and took her hands in his. “Have faith in me, little spitfire. If
I do this I might be able to stop many deaths, maybe even get enough
recognition to think about running for mayor myself.”


The
redhead had to admit she preferred seeing her father mayor, than someone like
Thomas Calvert, but she worried about him. It was bad enough she had to flee
into the forest to escape the natives, even if it led her to meeting
Pocahontas. Rebecca didn’t want to see her father suffer, or see him fail – he
would blame himself for any lives lost in that case.


A
look over her shoulder, towards her savior, who was busy inspecting the
bookcase in her father’s study, made Rebecca hesitate for another reason. Peace
with the local tribe might make it easier to tell her parents what was going on
between her and Pocahontas.


Not
enough to make them accept it, obviously, but easier.


Rebecca
sighed, loudly. Her father would do what he wished, no matter her opinion and
she wouldn’t want to make him worry more than he should about her support. It
might distract him at a crucial time.


“Do
as you want,” She said and realized her words might be a little more harsh than
intended. Before he could open his mouth to reply, she raised a hand and
stopped him. “I didn’t mean it like that. I know you might be able to save
lives doing this and I understand it, truly. So go, do as you want, but be
careful. I don’t want to lose you, ok?”


Her
father just nodded and closed the distance between them, putting his arms
around her and pulling her tight against him.


Rebecca
let herself be held for a few moments and then they parted, the redhead turning
on her feet and leaving her father’s study, grabbing her lover’s hand on the
way.


They
walked in silence for some long moments, Rebecca leading them towards the
gardens, her favorite place in the mansion.


“…
Worried?” The dark haired woman asked, her tone displaying her doubts about the
correct use of the word.


Rebecca
smiled gently. “Yes, I am.” 


The
other woman might not be able to speak English very well, but at least she
understood it most of the time. That Pocahontas was an expert in reading
Rebecca’s body language helped. 


“You
understood what my father said, didn’t you? What he intends to do?”


The
native woman nodded. “Talk to …” She paused then, uncertain and touched her
hand against her chest, twice, meaning that Anthony would talk to her people.


Rebecca
nodded. Sometime she marveled at the way the two of them now could communicate
with barely an effort. The time they spent together, their camaraderie, the
nights spent in each other’s arms. It all led to a proximity Rebecca hadn’t
dreamt possible with another person.


She
could always tell when the other woman was happy or nervous, when she was sad
or when she needed a comforting hand. She was sure Pocahontas could say the
same about her. 


Rebecca
held no secrets for the dark haired woman and they both enjoyed that.


It
was that link that lead Pocahontas to take hold of Rebecca’s face and kiss the
redhead when they reached the gardens, knowing the Englishwoman was worried
about her father. 


The
redhead relaxed almost immediately, losing herself in Pocahontas’s soft kiss, shuddering
as the woman caressed her face. 


Rebecca
didn’t even worry about the fact someone could see them. Only after they parted
did she remember where they were and she looked around, almost frantically,
hoping no one was around.


When
she confirmed it was so she relaxed again.


Pocahontas
raised an eyebrow, knowing Rebecca didn’t want anyone to see them, and reached
out with her hand.


The
redhead gazed at it for a few moments, before looking questionably at her
lover, but when the woman didn’t say anything, she shrugged and took the
offered hand, following the mocha skinned woman.


Pocahontas
led them to the woods, past the first trees at the edge of the forest and then
turned to Rebecca.


Before
the redhead could open her mouth to question her lover, she was kissed, far
more harshly than before, her breath being robbed by her lover’s enthusiasm.


Rebecca
wanted to protest, to resist the other woman’s advances, but part of her needed
the closeness, the feeling that came from being held and touched in such an
intimate manner. 


So
the redhead kissed the other woman back, embracing her and deepening their
kiss. Rebecca might have been inexperienced at first, but the weeks they spent
together taught her much, and the redhead knew what she wanted now and how to
love.


Rebecca’s
breath was knocked out of her when her dark haired lover pushed her against a tree,
but it didn’t stop her. She held onto Pocahontas with all of her strength, only
slackening her grip when the native’s hands started wandering her body.


When
hands fell upon her breasts, Rebecca moaned and their kiss heated up even more.


They
parted for breath after a bit. The brunette was the first to recuperate and her
hands moved even lower on Rebecca’s body, starting to gather the redhead’s
skirts.


Rebecca
breathed deeply. Her desire was so strong, her need so immediate, that she
didn’t protest, although the part of her that was her mother’s daughter wanted
to. She was a lady, not some common harlot to be taken against a tree in the
woods.


In
the end though, desire won out, and Rebecca found herself helping her lover, taking
hold of her skirts and pulling them up, while Pocahontas started unlacing her
underclothes. 


The
native glided them down the redhead’s body afterwards and Rebecca shuddered as
her nether parts became exposed to the open air.


She
looked at the other woman and smiled, seeing how her core drew the dark haired
woman’s gaze. 


Pocahontas
saw the smile and smirked, and started removing her short skirt, the piece of
clothing Rebecca’s mother always grumbled about. 


Rebecca
would never protest about it. She knew perfectly well how easy it was to
remove, and she liked how it looked on her lover.


Pocahontas
got rid of the garment quickly enough, freeing her hardness.


Rebecca
gulped at the sight, unable to understand how she could sheathe the entire
thing inside of her as she did so many times. She found herself reaching for it
and stopped, only continuing when her lover shot her an expectant look.


The
redhead took hold of Pocahontas’s member, fingers circling the flesh, gripping
tightly.


Rebecca
spent a few moments playing with it, before the brunette stepped forward,
pressing her body against Rebecca’s.


The
redhead bit her lips, gazing at Pocahontas’s green eyes inches away from her.


The
native smiled and played with Rebecca’s red curls for a few moments.


Pocahontas’s
hands moved down Rebecca’s body and cupped her buttocks, pulling the redhead
against her. 


In
reply, Rebecca put her legs around the mocha skinned woman, letting herself be
held. She was pressed hard against the tree, imprisoned between a kind of rock
and a kind of hard place.


Rebecca
could feel Pocahontas’s hardness against her inner thighs and it made her
shudder, especially when the woman poised it against her opening.


It
didn’t take long for their lovemaking to start. Pocahontas moved back and forth,
rocking the two of them, and at first Rebecca was content in remaining still,
letting the other woman work. Then she started thrusting back against the
native.


Moans
of pleasure escaped from the redhead’s mouth as she tightened her hold around
her lover, keeping them close to each other. She buried her mouth in
Pocahontas’s shoulder, trying to muffle the sounds her body insisted on
releasing.


Pocahontas
remain mostly silent throughout it, as was her habit, but her pleasure shone in
her eyes, bright as they were looking at Rebecca.


Rebecca
moaned as the other woman moved deeper inside her, knowing she couldn’t last
long.


What
started as Pocahontas’s attempt to make Rebecca relax, turned into something
deeper, as it always was when the two let their passion take control.


Slowly,
steadily, they found themselves moving towards an ocean of pleasure and Rebecca
tightened around Pocahontas, almost unintendedly, but it was a motion certainly
well received by the native, who released a gasp of pleasure.


The
sound made Rebecca smile and she repeated the motion, liking the way the other
woman’s eyes brightened with lust and with the promise of pleasure.


Both
women reached their zenith at the same time, and were forced to seek each
other’s mouths to muffle the sounds they wanted to release.


Their
kiss only ended when their pleasure had settled somewhat and Pocahontas had
stopped her thrusts.


The
native made to retreat, but Rebecca took hold of her and kept them attached for
a few more moments, wanting that proximity to last forever. Eventually, she
acknowledged it couldn’t and let lover escape her hold, both women turning to
fixing their clothes before facing each other again.


Pocahontas
was the first to reach forward with one hand, and when Rebecca accepted it, the
dark haired woman pulled her redhead counterpart forward and kissed her.


It
was a soft kiss, tender, their lust sated by their brief encounter, their love
not diminished in any way.


“We
should get back.” Rebecca said afterwards. Looking down at her clothes and at
the disheveled state of her companion, she continued. “We need to take a bath
and I have to change clothes before someone figures out what we were doing.”


Pocahontas
smiled almost mischievously and Rebecca found herself replying in equal terms without
meaning to, before she slapped the other woman’s shoulder and started moving
towards the house, hearing the brunette chuckle behind her.


 











Chapter 5


 


A
week later Rebecca and her family were standing outside their house, waiting
for the chief of the local tribe to arrive.


The
redhead was nervous and she wanted Pocahontas to be beside her, but her mother
had put the dark haired woman further away from them, beside the servants. 


Rebecca
knew it wasn’t something done with bad intention; her mother didn’t intend any
slight with the gesture, but they didn’t know much about native culture, if it
would bother the chief to see one of his own people with the Smith’s. 


They
couldn’t hide Pocahontas without risking her being found out and instead of
possibly facing some awkward questions then, they let her be.


Rebecca
hadn’t stopped shooting looks at her lover, who was serenely watching the
proceedings around her.


Marie
caught the direction her daughter’s gaze was wandering in and glared at the
other redhead, trying to make her stop.


Rebecca
saw something more in her mother’s gaze, a knowing shine that made her feel the
older woman knew the truth of what was happening between her and Pocahontas.


A
moment later she shook her head. She had to be mistaken obviously, her mother
wouldn’t condone any kind of sinful activity under her roof, much less from
Rebecca herself. 


Nonetheless,
the redhead mentally noted she and Pocahontas had to be more careful. 


“I’ve
met Chief Powhatan once before.” Anthony whispered, approaching his wife and
child. “He seems to be a reasonable man, calm and thoughtful. He speaks our
language well. The settlers might have to make some concessions, but I’m sure
we’ll have peace at the end of the day.”


It
took a few minutes for riders to be seen approaching, and Rebecca felt her
nerves settling in. She shouldn’t have been so nervous, but she couldn’t stop
remembering the time she was forced to flee from her home, pursued by native
men.


The
redhead breathed out, deeply, and started wrangling her hands.


Marie
saw the signs of nervousness from her daughter’s part and poised one hand on
Rebecca’s shoulder, leaning against the younger woman.


Rebecca
turned to her mother with a smile in her face and saw something soften in the
other woman.


In
moments, the natives reached the house and stopped a few yards away, looking
them up and down.


One
slightly older man, tall and strong, got down from his horse and moved towards
Rebecca’s father.


Anthony
smiled and the man replied in kind, the two of them shaking hands. Suddenly, it
was as if a weight disappeared from the people’s backs and everyone relaxed.


Then,
before anyone could even open their mouths, Pocahontas moved forward. 


She
locked gazes with the chief and after a few moments of silence, he reached
forward and embraced her tightly, surprising the non-native people watching. 


Their
embrace only lasted moments before they parted, the older man taking
Pocahontas’s face into his hands. He spoke then, in his original language, and
Rebecca forced herself to bite her lips and ignore her curiosity.


She
didn’t know what was happening, what the man told Pocahontas, what she said in
reply. For some reason it made Rebecca very nervous.


The
chief smiled once again before letting his attention move away from Pocahontas.
“This is my daughter.” He spoke directly to Rebecca’s father, Anthony’s eyes
widening in surprise.


For
one moment, Anthony thanked God he held himself in check back on that first
day, when his daughter returned with Pocahontas in tow. He could only imagine
what would happen to him and his family if he had done something to the chief’s
daughter. 


“I
have had the pleasure to meet your daughter in these last few weeks, honored
chief.” Anthony relied smoothly, not letting any of his thoughts appear on his
countenance. “She saved my daughter when some of your men attacked my home and
I have to thank you for that.”


Thanking
the chief and making him remember the reason why Anthony’s daughter was in
danger at the same time, Rebecca’s mind pointed out. Her father might deny it,
but he had all the skills needed to be a good politician and diplomat,
especially because he was a better man than most in those positions.


The
chief, experienced himself in the ways of diplomacy, only nodded and bowed his
head, accepting Anthony’s praise and damming without a word.


Rebecca’s
father smiled, shaking his head. “I had no idea she was your daughter, if I had
I would have certainly made more of an effort to get to know her.”


The
chief cracked a smile. “It might seem surprising to you that I let my daughter
wander as she wishes,” He started, shooting a fond look at the young woman
beside him. “But she is a free soul, blessed by the spirits. I trust her to
make her own way in life.”


Surprise
had taken hold of Rebecca at first, and then anger, especially as Pocahontas
refused to meet her gaze. The dark haired woman must have seen her seeking
eye-contact from the corner of her eyes, but she ignored the redhead.


The
Englishwoman didn’t know what to think. Suddenly there were a thousand emotions
warring inside her head, each pushing their way. The first thing bothering her was
the fact Pocahontas was the daughter of the local chief and never saw fit to
mention it.


A
part of Rebecca’s mind urged her to think rationally. It wasn’t as if the two
of them had been able to talk freely to one another, their lack of common
language was simply a barrier too large to ignore. Besides, what did it matter
if Pocahontas was the chief’s daughter; that would simply make the other woman
the closest thing to a princess this side of the ocean, Rebecca should be happy
about it.


But
she wasn’t.


It
meant the men who attacked her answered directly to Pocahontas’s father, and
even though Pocahontas had nothing to do with the attack, it bothered Rebecca.


How
could she justify sleeping with the daughter of the one indirectly responsible
for the attack she suffered? How would she ever to justify it to her parents?


Rebecca
felt confused like she hadn’t in a long time and that, together with a sudden
nausea that came upon her, made her stumble.


Her
mother’s hand shot out and steadied her and the younger redhead smiled at the
woman’s worried look, before looking around and realizing she had the attention
of everyone centered on her.


“I’m
not feeling alright, father.” She said, speaking directly to Anthony. From the
corner of her eyes, she could see Pocahontas’s attention had finally turned to
her, but a more vicious part of her brain told her to reply in kind and she
ignored the other woman. “May I be excused?”


Anthony
looked startled, but nodded after exchanging a look with his wife, granting
Rebecca her leave.


Pocahontas
watched her lover move away and knew the redhead was angry.


She
bit her lower lip, considering. Once she realized her father was going to come
to negotiate with Rebecca’s, she knew the others would find out who she was and
she thought about telling the redhead. 


Rebecca
hid nothing from her and Pocahontas wanted to reply in kind, but most of the
time she lacked the words to explain herself. It was hard; usually she and
Rebecca could communicate without effort, with simple glances and touches, but
then something would come up, a matter that dealt with other people and there
would be no good way to explain things.


In
the end, Pocahontas decided to not tell Rebecca anything; it wasn’t the most
important matter between them after all.


Now
the dark haired woman wondered if she had made a big mistake.


Anthony
and Chief Powhatan continued with their conversation, looking decidedly upbeat,
but Pocahontas’s attention wandered away from them, to thoughts of her fiery
lover.


The
brunette kept shooting looks at the house’s entrance, wanting nothing else but
to go to Rebecca and confront the other woman.


Eventually,
the small group moved towards the building and into Anthony’s study. Pocahontas
didn’t waste the chance and let the other people walk in front of her. Once
they were out of sight, she turned and moved towards Rebecca’s bedroom.


The
door wasn’t locked and Pocahontas entered easily, finding the redhead leaning
against her window, looking outside.


Rebecca
turned at the sound, believing it was her mother coming to check up on her,
surprised to find Pocahontas there, after the woman had ignored her.


They
looked at one another and Pocahontas smiled, gently, moving forward at the same
time. Rebecca felt her anger vanishing against her will.


She
was forced to smile when Pocahontas stopped a few inches away and took hold of
her hand.


The
redhead sighed. She could never stay angry at Pocahontas, not matter how much
she might want to. There was something about the mocha skinned woman that
soothed her soul, made her feel emotions she never thought possible.


Rebecca
loved the other woman and nothing would ever change that.


Pocahontas’s
touch on Rebecca’s face startled the redhead and she looked into the other
woman’s eyes, finding worry for her and something else, something she had come
to know since she met Pocahontas – lust.


“We
can’t,” Rebecca answered the woman’s implicit request, shaking her head. “Our
parents are downstairs, we can’t risk it.”


The
brunette didn’t care, slowly closing the distance between them and leaning
forward. 


Rebecca
closed her eyes before Pocahontas’s lips could claim her own.


She
needed to deny her lover, make her stop – it was too dangerous – but the truth
was that she didn’t want to.


The
redhead needed to be reassured after what happened downstairs. She didn’t know
why her moods were changing so suddenly lately and she didn’t particularly
care. Now she just wanted Pocahontas’s arms around her, the woman’s naked
figure pushing against hers.


Rebecca
wanted the pleasure only Pocahontas’s touch could bring her and she wanted it
as quickly as possible.


Their
kiss deepened, Pocahontas’s hands wandering over Rebecca’s body, the redhead’s
buried in the native’s tresses, pulling Pocahontas’s mouth against her own. 


Their
motions became hurried and without regards for discovery. Slowly they divested
each other of clothing, until their naked bodies were pressed against one
another.


Rebecca
couldn’t stop herself from looking down marveling, as always, at the sight of
Pocahontas’s male member. The native possessed both sexes and Rebecca had her
fun with them, without regards for what most would consider proper.


Pocahontas
touched Rebecca’s chin and pulled her attention back up. 


The
redhead smiled at her lover, kissing her again and pulling her towards the bed.


They
fell atop of one another and smiled as they kissed and as their breasts touched
one another’s, nipples digging against flesh, Pocahontas’s hardness poking
against Rebecca’s inner thighs.


That
was how Rebecca’s mother found them.


Marie
opened the door to her daughter’s bedroom, worried about the younger redhead.
Rebecca hadn’t been herself in these last few days, always moody; only
Pocahontas calmed her down and the older woman feared she knew why that was.


She
could only hope she was mistaken.


Unfortunately
she wasn’t. When Marie opened her daughter’s door she found a scene she would
never consider possible, both younger women in the bed, lost in the pleasure of
each other’s touch.


The
gasp that escaped Marie’s mouth didn’t pass unnoticed and both Rebecca and
Pocahontas turned to her, their gazes widening, the start of fear appearing in
the younger redhead’s eyes. 


Marie
remained silent for a few moments, simply taking in the scene on the bed,
almost unbelieving. Then her gaze wandered lower and she saw what lay between
Pocahontas’s legs.


Later,
Marie would come to regret her reaction, knowing the embarrassment it would
bring to her daughter, but in that moment, being faced with something she
believed impossible, Marie did the only thing that made sense and screamed.


 


 











Chapter 6


 


Rebecca
sighed and poised her novel on the stand. She couldn’t focus on anything, not
since she was caught in the act with Pocahontas. 


The
redhead wondered if her lover was alright, if she faced some kind of punishment
imposed by her father, like Rebecca herself was suffering. She doubted it; Chief
Powhatan hadn’t seem surprised his daughter was Rebecca’s lover, quite the
opposite really.


The
man reacted in mild manner. Only when Anthony’s anger made itself known did he
act, and then he apologized to Rebecca’s father and took off with Pocahontas.


Rebecca
hadn’t seen her lover since and missed her terribly.


A
knock on her door made Rebecca perk up. “Enter.” She said, and her mother
opened the door, moving almost hesitantly.


Mother
and daughter smiled at one another and Marie came to join the younger redhead
on the bed.


“How’s
dad?” Rebecca questioned, worried for her father’s heath despite it all. The
older man hadn’t taken things in stride and he spent a couple of days in bed
afterwards.


“Better,
but he’s still disappointed with you.” Marie answered, giving her daughter a
look that made the younger woman look aside.


“I
didn’t mean for any of this to happen.” Rebecca whispered under her breath.


“I
know, my love, I know.” Marie wrapped one arm around her daughter, trying to
offer the comfort she could. The younger woman clutched at her, hard, and Marie
held Rebecca as she cried into her shoulder, running a hand though the
redhead’s head, caressing her curls. 


Once
Rebecca settled down, Marie sighed. “Have you felt any nauseas today?” The
older woman asked, looking directly at Rebecca’s face. “Any upsets in your
stomach?”


Rebecca
nodded. “I don’t know what’s going on, I never felt anything like it.”


The
older woman sighed again, more drawn out than before. “It’s as I feared.” At
Rebecca’s inquiring look she continued. “Pocahontas is more like a man than we
realized. You’re with child Rebecca.”


The
younger woman shook her head. “No, it can’t be, that’s impossible.”


“It
appears not.” Marie replied and remained silent afterwards, letting the truth
of her words convince her daughter.


Rebecca’s
stupefaction overwhelmed the young woman and she spent minutes lost in thought,
wondering how it was possible. Eventually she shook herself out of her trance
and looked at her mother, fear like she had never felt before reflected in her
eyes.


“What’s
going to happen now?” She questioned, hoping her mother’s wisdom would have
some advice for her.


Unfortunately,
the older woman was just as clueless. “I don’t know.”


They
waited several days to tell the truth of the pregnancy to Rebecca’s father,
wanting to confirm the fact before springing it on him. 


That
day was the first time Anthony visited Rebecca since she was caught with
Pocahontas and the man simply looked at her for a few moments, while Rebecca
gazed back at him, before he turned and left without a word.


A
tear escaped Rebecca’s eyes afterwards and she wondered if her relationship
with her father would ever be what it had been before.


Things
only changed days later, when Chief Powhatan returned with Pocahontas in tow.


Rebecca
only found out her lover had returned when her father came to her, and told her
the chief wanted to speak with both of them. The redhead followed Anthony into
his study, crossing gazes with her lover after passing the door.


Pocahontas
looked the same, but there was a heat in her eyes, a desire that had only
gotten stronger with her separation from Rebecca.


Rebecca’s
mother had already been in the room, tending to their guests.


“Well,
we are all here, what do you want?” Anthony’s voice was cold and his anger was
evident, but Chief Powhatan didn’t let it affect him.


Negotiations
broke down after what happened, but no new attacks occurred. Most of the
settlers believed peace was possible, even realizing something important
happened between the Smith family and Chief Powhatan. 


“I
come with a proposal for peace.” Chief Powhatan’s powerful voice echoed around
the room for a few moments, while Anthony gazed at the man.


Eventually,
Rebecca’s father relaxed minimally and let some of his anger drain away. He
might be angry about what Pocahontas did to his daughter, but he wouldn’t risk
the life of the settlers and a possible war because of it. No matter how much
it galled him, he could keep things separate.


“Which
is?” He questioned.


“My
people will not attack you further and even allow you to mine in our lands, but
in exchange you’ll give us a cut from the profits and your daughter’s hand.” Chief
Powhatan’s proposal drew gasps from both Rebecca and her mother, and a narrowed
gaze from Anthony.


“What
do you mean ‘my daughter’s hand’?” The Englishman asked, drawing himself to his
full height, which wasn’t so impressive compared to Chief Powhatan’s.


The
native looked at his daughter a little confused, and then to Anthony once
again. “Is that not how your people request the union of two people?”


“Well
yes, but wait.” Anthony replied, getting confused in the wake of the other
man’s confusion. “What do you meant when you asked for my daughter’s hand?”


Powhatan
blinked. “I intend for you to let our daughters be with one another.”


“They
can’t marry,” Anthony protested, shaking his head and refusing to look at the
being that defiled his daughter. “They’re women, they can’t marry one another.”


Powhatan’s
confusion became even more pronounced. “In our tribe, if two desire each other,
they simply live together. Parents might be against the union, but there are
ways to settle such things.”


“I
can’t let my daughter live like that.” Anthony protested, his voice rising in
volume.


“Why
not?” Rebecca’s whisper broke the silence that followed and the redhead faced
her father, smiling openly.


Anthony
swallowed. “You can’t imagine what they would say of you if this happens. I
don’t want you to suffer.”


“They’ll
speak nonetheless, dad.” Rebecca’s smile was bitter and resigned. “I’m pregnant
after all, and unmarried. People will talk.”


Her
declaration made both Pocahontas and her father’s eyes widen, and the native
woman stepped closer to her lover, only stopping when Rebecca’s father’s eyes
fell on her.


The
man turned back to his daughter and shook his head. “I don’t want you to
suffer.” He repeated.


“True
suffering will be to be away from her, father.” Rebecca’s smile brightened when
she turned towards Pocahontas and her features softened. “I love her, I want to
be by her side and it’s not like we have much of a choice, isn’t it?”


She
turned back to her father. “This is a great deal, which will allow you to throw
yourself into a political career and it will bring peace between our peoples.”


Her
father still shook his head at first, but when Rebecca moved forward and took
hold of his hand he relented.


“Are
you sure?” He asked, giving up.


“Yes.”


“Then
so be it.” Anthony decided, closing his eyes and hoping his daughter wouldn’t
be doing the biggest mistake of her life.


 


 


 


 











Epilogue


 


“Mommy,
mommy,” Louise’s voice was insistent and Rebecca turned away from the
vegetables she was preparing and faced her five-year-old daughter. “Do you
think mama is going to take long to come back?”


The
redhead laughed at the pout in her daughter’s lips. Louise was a beautiful
child; her coloring was Pocahontas’s both in hair and skin, though her features
were more closely related to Rebecca than the girl’s other mother.


“Why?”
Rebecca questioned, leaning down to put her arms around the child.


Louise
shrugged. “It’s nothing, I just miss her is all.”


The
redhead grinned. “Don’t worry baby, your mother is going to be home soon.”


Pocahontas
had left some days before, to help her father with some problems of the tribe. 


Rebecca
hadn’t know it when she came to live with the other woman, but people like
Pocahontas, persons with certain sexual characteristics were almost revered by
the natives. Their stories said those people were blessed by the spirits and
they were respected for it. 


Most
of the natives loved Powhatan’s rule simply because his daughter was so
blessed.


Rebecca
didn’t care about it, only hating the many occasions Pocahontas had to spend
time away from her and their daughter.


Their
union hadn’t been an uneventful one. Most of the settlers, being very deeply
religions, couldn’t understand why her father allowed it, but he argued it was
only due to such union that they found peace with the natives and eventually
that narrative, and his silver tongue, turned them around.


Rebecca’s
father was chosen as mayor some time before Louise’s birth, most of the local
population recognizing his effort to establish a peace. The fact he gained even
more mining rights didn’t hurt.


Anthony
and Rebecca eventually reconciled fully with one another and the redhead’s
father came to love his grandchild. Louise spent a great deal of her time with
her grandparents and loved them deeply.


A
sound came from outside the door and Louise shout out like a bullet, running
towards it.


Rebecca
smiled and shook her head, used to her daughter’s incredibly energy. She wasn’t
surprised when Pocahontas poked her head inside the room, Louise gathered in
her arms.


The
child was speaking as quickly as she could to her and Rebecca just smiled,
enjoying seeing the two of them interact.


Eventually
Pocahontas poised the girl on her feet and sent her on her way, before turning
to Rebecca.


The
redhead smiled, watching Pocahontas come toward her, lust in the native’s eyes.



“I
missed you.” Rebecca whispered into the other woman’s lips.


“Not
as much as I did.” Pocahontas learned Rebecca’s language over the years, but
she would never be completely rid of her original accent, not that the redhead
minded.


She
found it sexy.


Rebecca
moaned when Pocahontas kissed her neck and shoulder, the other woman starting
to work on unlacing her blouse.


“Wait,”
She whispered, trying to get some distance between them. “There’s something I
need to tell you.”


“Later,”
Pocahontas protested, letting her hands wander over her mate’s chest, cupping
the flesh.


“I’m
pregnant.” Rebecca said before the other woman could continue and they lost
themselves in each other’s caresses.


“Are
you certain?” Pocahontas questioned, leaning back to look at her lover.


Rebecca
nodded. “I didn’t want to say anything last time you were here, I wasn’t
certain, but my mother agrees. I’m waiting another child.”


“Good.”
Pocahontas replied and there was such satisfaction in that word that Rebecca
had to shudder.


“Good?”
Rebecca questioned, amused.


“Very
good.” Pocahontas said, nodding eagerly and before the other woman could
protest, the native sneaked her arms around Rebecca’s figure and pulled the
redhead against her, leading her towards their room.


Rebecca
let herself be lead away and thought her lover was correct and that life was
good, very good indeed, and had been since the day they had first met.


The end
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to be barbarians, but she wanted to show them wrong and become a great hero,
fighting for the good of all and hopefully changing their opinions about her
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The
sight of an attack on a trade caravan made Kira believe her chance came earlier
than she expected, but the truth was that she wasn’t ready for the challenges
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been searching in the first place.
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