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Chapter 1

Groaning wood stirred the dark-haired woman on the floor. Black strands flayed out in wild patterns around her head as she brushed the hair from her eyes and glanced around the room. Wooden walls floor and ceiling in a long narrow corridor confined her in the space. The even rocking of the floor gave her the impression that she was on a boat.

Men women and children sat along the walls every face a variety of fear. Soiled clothes and downcast spirits. A single bucket sat in the corner an arm’s length away from the dark-haired girl. Its contents spilled out onto the floor as the boat rocked.

She fought back gagging on the foul smell and asked a young girl next to her, “How long was I asleep?” The dark-haired woman felt a tickle in her throat and tried to cough it out.

The young girl brushed at her torn blue dress and shrugged, “A day or so. It’s hard to tell down here.” The girl motioned along the walls and added, “We can’t see outside so we don’t know when the sun sets.” Soft brown hair matted back down the head of the fourteen-year-old girl. The dress fit her frame nicely, but the bust had been cut for a mature woman and sagged down the girl’s chest.

“Where are we going?” the dark-haired woman asked through a sore throat. She tried to lift herself from the floor but fell back down on tired arms.

“We were captured by the Alindeners,” the girl let go of the hem of her blue dress and frowned.

The dark-haired woman glanced down the narrow cell and counted the heads of the men and women. Before she could voice her assessment to the girl, the door opened at the far end. Two soldiers entered the room with a tray of bread and three canteens. Prisoners edged closer to them taking a square of bread and sitting against the wall. The girl in the ripped blue dress pressed her back against the wall and sat in perfect posture. Along the wall, each prisoner did the same.

“That one woke up,” one of the soldiers pointed at the dark-haired woman with the canteen in his left hand. The dark brown uniform bore the wrinkles of daily use and the red stripes across the breast were faded from their crimson glory. The soldier carrying the tray of bread nodded his head and turned back through the doorway. Complained groans spread up from the prisoners as he left. The soldier with the canteens kicked a man at his feet and shouted, “Shut it. He’ll be back.” The man bore no bands of rank on the lapels of his coat.

“I’m awake. Where are we?” the dark-haired girl sat up from the ground and pressed her back against the wall next to the kind girl in the blue dress.

“We’re headed home,” replied the Alindener soldier. The dark-haired woman eyed him worrying at the reason they needed to get the captain. “Get up miss. The captain will be here shortly.”

“Why do they want to talk to me?” her voice cracked, and she coughed trying to clear her sore throat.

“They’re looking for someone among the prisoners,” the girl in the blue dress whispered.

“Who are they looking for?” She stood on uneasy feet and stared down at the friendly girl.

“Princess Veviene,” she replied quietly, understanding passed between the two women and the dark-haired one nodded her head.

“Oh,” the dark-haired woman frowned down at the wooden floor and felt the room shrink down upon her. She noticed for the first time that her dress was missing and she sat in the room in dirty small clothes.

The girl in the blue dress smiled and said in a comforting tone, “Don’t worry. When they find out that you’re not her they’ll mostly leave you alone.” She gripped the torn blue dress holding it in place. The fabric worn and tattered at the hems and shredded along the chest offered an idea of how it was ravaged.

The dark-haired woman stared down at the girl and saw in her a fighting spirit shattered by abuse. “What did you tell her?”

“Not the truth,” the girl stared up at the other woman curiosity filling her brown eyes.

Footsteps echoed down the far hall. The steps light clicked on the wood instead of stamping. A feathered hat poked through the doorway. Her tall stature added to the tall hat forcing her to duck under the doorway to enter the room. The familiar brown uniform with the bright crimson bands was cut to fit her slender frame and feminine shape. Four golden bands sat on her lapel marking her the ship captain. A long curved blade hung at her waist and swayed with her hips as she strode along the narrow prison corridor. Two soldiers followed in her wake and stood on either side of her in front of the dark-haired woman.

“You’re the only one I haven’t spoken with,” the captain’s voice was low and husky in a forced attempt to sound gruff. Blue eyes stared down at the dark-haired woman from under the wide feathered hat. “Bring her to my cabin.” The captain turned on her heels and strode out of the room.

“Wish me luck,” the dark-haired woman smiled down at the girl in the blue dress. The soldiers gripped her by each of her arms and escorted her down the hall.

Confusion spread across the girl's face and she asked: “Are you her?” The prisoners turned from their bread and stared at the passing trio fear for the woman’s safety permeated the room. The dark-haired woman flashed a brave smile back at the prisoners, but it could not mask the apprehension in her eyes.

The gentle rocking of the boat disoriented the woman as she followed the two soldiers. Their uniforms each bore one golden band on the lapel, but she did not know enough of the Alinden navy to know what their rank would be. They passed rows of swinging hammocks and a storeroom before taking a flight of stairs up to the next story of the ship. Cannons sat at the ready with piles of cannonballs and black powder ready for use. Salty air filled her nose, and she recalled fond memories of the beach as a child with her family. The soldier on her right strode up to the deck and motioned for the woman to follow. He lead her to the aft and they took a short staircase leading to a gilded door. The soldier knocked once and opened the door.

Windows lined three of the walls displaying the endless sea beyond. A large table sat in the middle of the room covered in maps, parchment, and lockboxes. A desk in the corner held more parchment and quills. The captain stood in front of the large table leaning against it. The large feathered hat hung from the corner of an ornate lockbox.

“Welcome aboard the Temeraire. I’m Captain Rixana Hanil. You were captured during the siege of Jubail. What is your name?” Captain Rixana motioned with her left hand dismissing the two soldiers. They bowed formally and exited the room leaving the dark-haired woman alone in the room with the Captain. The door closed with a clicking latch behind them. Long curly brown hair spread down the captain to her mid-back.

“We have word that princess Veviene was among the captured. Are you her?” The captain walked past the dark-haired woman and locked the door to her private cabin. The second click ran a chill up the woman’s spine and she tried to calculate the best way to get out of this situation.

“Will I be treated differently if I were her?” the woman replied without turning around to face the captain.

“That depends,” the captain eyed the woman up and down. The dirty small clothes that she wore fit snugly at her full breast and the wide ruffles at her hips and thighs accented her fit and sensual form.

“Don’t let your men take me,” the dark-haired woman pleaded in a soft voice.

Captain Rixana stepped up to the side of the woman and stood a few inches from her face whispering, “If you’re Veviene you will be treated with the utmost care as a woman of nobility.”

Warm breath from the captain’s words spread across her face and a shiver of lust coursed through her veins. The woman pushed it down instantly and avoided looking at the Alindener captain. “You’re the enemy why would you treat me with respect?” she asked.

“War is complicated and good people belong to both our nations,” the captain strode around to the front of the woman and leaned against the large table. The boat rocked once more heavily to the starboard side, but not a single book parchment or quill fell from its place in the room. The captain leaned into the rolling motion with the experience of a lifelong sailor.

“Fine. I’m her. I demand my own rooms and a bath,” Veviene replied pulling on her undergarments trying to cover up her indecency.

“You’re her?” Rixana asked with a doubtful expression. “We have word that she is a girl at the cusp of womanhood.”

“You have bad information then. I am Veviene and have been a woman for a few years now.” Veviene rose and adjusted her posture to appear more formal. Vevi stared at the captain with her dark violet eyes demanding the captain to believe her.

The captain sighed and ran a finger along with the long feather in her hat. “I have intelligence that suggests a few details about Veviene. As the third daughter of King Reylin she is training to become an Apothecary, but has very little skill with the magic.” The captain flipped open a lockbox at her table and pulled out a handful of herbs.

“I can show you what I know of herbs and poultices, but I cannot manage to affect magical healing,” Vevi replied stepping towards the herbs in the captain’s hands. “I have a private tutor teaching me the ways of the apothecary, but I have little aptitude for it.” Vevi pressed the herb to her nose and sniffed it. The scent of basil filled her nostrils, and she handed it back to the captain.

Rixana replied in a husky voice, “Trained at your home or a school?”

“In the castle,” Vevi replied, “from the age of twelve. This is basil.” The captain took the herb back and placed it into the lockbox. Vevi explained, “It is used to relive colds or sore heads, but our family chef uses it in our food as well.” Vevi stared at the captain unblinking trying her hardest to intimidate the woman into believing her.

A smile spread across the captain’s face. “You, my dear, are my ticket to a promotion. Admiral Hanil. First female admiral in the Royal Alinden Navy.” Eyes closed she pressed her fist against her breast.

Vevi breathed a sigh of relief. “I passed your test. Can I go now? I want to be with my people below deck.” She wrung her hands into fists and worried about the girl in the blue dress.

“Not yet, you could be a student of one of the Apothecary schools using this knowledge to pass as her.” The captain stepped up from the table and tilted her head the long brown curls waved as she strode up to Vevi.

“What else can I do to prove it to you?” she demanded opening her arms wide pleading for the captain to believe her.

“The other detail we know about Veviene has to do with her anatomy,” the captain stared at Vevi and inspected the dirty small clothes. “Were you captured at night? Why are you in your undergarments?”

“I don’t recall the details of my capture.” Vevi looked away from the prying eyes of the captain and relayed as best as she could remember the details of three nights past. “The city was under siege and my personal bodyguard insisted we leave the summer estate under cover of darkness. I was ordered to change my clothes to pass as a commoner as we fled the city.”

The captain plucked at the lace on the small clothes snapping the fabric back against Vevi. “That explains the small clothes, but not the whole of the events.”

“You said I would be treated with respect?” Vevi demanded slapping Captain Rixana’s hand away from another attempt at snapping her garments.

“I’m curious if these rumors are true,” the captain smiled wickedly staring down at Vevi’s groin.

“What rumors?” Vevi asked fear crossing her violet eyes. She stepped backwards towards the locked door, but the captain lunched forward gripping her forearm preventing a retreat.

“The rumor that you are a futanari,” the captain lashed out with a hand and tore at the bottom of her undergarments pulling the bloomers down to Vevi’s mid-thigh. Dark curly pubic hair sat at her groin above a flaccid cock hanging down between her legs. Shock spread across the captain’s face. “I never believed it, but…” she trailed off covering her mouth with her hand. She let go of the princess and stepped back towards the table staring down at the massive cock. She inspected the princess in full for the first time.

Sweat beaded on Vevi’s brow as she pleaded, “Don’t I beg you.”


Chapter 2

“It’s bigger than I expected,” Rixana reached a hand down to inspect the flaccid flesh of the cock. The tip of her fingernail ran along the length of the flesh. Vevi’s breath fluttered at the delicate touch. The captain pinched the foreskin between her fingers and pulled gently lifting the cock from its downward angle. Vevi stared at the rolling waves in the distance and pictured the fish and animals living below trying to clear her mind from the moment and avoid arousal.

The captain knelt onto the ground. The brown fabric of her pants billowed out to the sides of her hips. Rixana stared at the cock and reached her left hand below the flaccid shaft exploring Vevi’s anatomy. A tremor ran up the princess’s legs spreading up her spine. A finger lifted the shaft and Rixana stared at the base. At the base of the cock, no balls hung, and the tip of Vevi’s clitoris ended in a ‘V’ where the cock began. The captain licked her lips and breathed in sharply as she plunged a finger into the clitoris spreading the lips of the vagina.

“Do you ejaculate? I don’t see any balls down here?” Rixana removed her finger and pressed it to her nose. She breathed in the scent of Vevi’s vagina and a tremor spread across her torso.

“You’ve had your fun?” Vevi said bending down to pull up the bloomers. Stains from days in the same clothes and wet with perspiration the dirty undergarments smelled foul, but Vevi ignored the uncomfortable feeling and gritted her teeth.

“Does it function as a normal penis?” Rixana rose from her crouched position and gripped the shaft in her hand through the garments. Her hand clenched into a tight circle and her index finger rubbed up and down the base of the shaft in her upside down grip.

“Yes, it does. Are we done?” The cock firmed under the grip of the captain, but Vevi stared defiantly with her violet eyes. A soft pulse of her heartbeat filled the shaft with blood extending the member. Vevi stared out the open window as a seagull swayed in and out of view.

“Not yet,” Rixana leaned in and pressed her lips against Vevi’s while rubbing the shaft. Long curly brown hair swayed as she kissed against the tightly sealed lips. Vevi struggled in the captain's grip, but the pleasure in her cock held her in place. Rixana pulled out of the embrace and breathed in deeply.

Vevi slapped the captain with an open palm. The strike echoing through the room. “What are you doing?” She took a step backward, but recalled that the captain locked the door before her questions. The captain gripped her cock firmly preventing her from retreating very far.

“Curiosity has gotten the better of me,” Rixana spoke in her husky low toned voice. An idle hand brushed her curly brown hair aside and down her back. As she pulled on Vevi’s cock bringing the princess in closer, Rixana pressed her lips against the woman and kissed her passionately.

Resistance lasted a breath and Vevi opened her mouth accepting the captain’s tongue. Their lips locked in a battle of wills. Vevi knew this woman was the enemy and that her people the Alinden waged war on her land of Hurtha, but could this beautiful woman be vile and evil? She allowed herself to fall into the passion of their kissing.

Captain Rixana stepped backward pulling on the cock guiding Vevi back towards her table. She turned the princess and lifted her onto the table. The dagger sticking into a map embedded into the wood slid free, and Rixana sliced along the sides of the undergarments. The soiled cloth fell to the table and Vevi sat naked in front of the captain. Her breasts hung low and her and wobbled with the gentle motion of the ship rocking. Rixana kissed each of the large nipples and as she unbuttoned her uniform. The tight-fitting brown coat and red vest fell to the ground, and she undid the first buttons on her white shirt displaying her small cleavage. The tall captain had the build of a lithe, fit woman.

An idle thought glided across Vevi’s mind she worried what she would wear back down into the prison cell now that her clothes were cut asunder. It could not grab hold on her mind because Rixana lowered her mouth to Vevi’s cock. Her tongue ran underneath the foreskin lifting it and dancing along the tender flesh below. Deft fingers stroked up and down along the shaft. Pleasure surged in her cock and Vevi arched her back propping herself up on her left palm. Her right hand fondled her large breasts as the captain sucked on the tip of her cock.

The discarded dagger on the table lay an inch from her ass and she contemplated taking it and killing the captain, but the deftly working tongue on her cock stole her breath. Rixana raised her hands and stroked the shaft pumping up and down as she sucked on the tip. All thoughts of murder and escape fled her mind. Vevi was fully at the moment. Cum surged in her shaft and burst out of her cock erupting into the captain.

Rixana leaned back away from the surging cock as she swallowed the cum in her mouth. The throbbing futanari cock pumped streams of cum onto her white button-up blouse splattering over her exposed cleavage and face.

Vevi leaped from the table and shoved the captain to the floor. Long brown curls fluttered as she fell laughing onto the ground. The princess mounted her sitting atop the clothed captain. Anxious fingers grasped at the belt ripping it from her waist. Rixana reached up and groped the massive breasts sagging over her. Vevi pulled down the captain's dark brown pants, but the fabric caught on the woman’s boots. Vevi stated down at the neatly trimmed brown pubic hair. The lips of the captain’s vagina teasing her.

“You didn’t take my boots off,” Rixana giggled wiggling her legs under the princess. The pants prevented the captain from spreading her legs wide enough for Vevi to mount and penetrate her.

“Too much effort,” Vevi sighed stepping off the captain unable to mount her with the pants on her ankles and the boots preventing her from disrobing the woman. Vevi sat on her knees and lifted the captain's legs over her left shoulder aiming her cock at the woman’s exposed vagina. Vevi pressed her cock against the sensitive flesh and ran her cock up and down along the clitoris until the captain was wet enough for penetration.

“Oh god it's huge,” Rixana moaned. Vevi’s left breast pressed to the side of the legs smashing into her right one. The captain gripped them in her hands massaging the soft flesh. Vevi raised herself on her knees as tall as she could and gripped her cock with one hand guiding it into the captain. She thrust deep into the woman. Vevi’s eyes fluttered as the pressure engulfed her cock.

A knock sounded at the door interrupting the moment. Vevi ignored it and thrust her hips into the captain slapping the woman’s ass with her left hand and lifting her legs with her right. The knock sounded again and Rixana bit down a moan of pleasure and rolled her eyes towards the door. She arched her head to get a better look at it.

“Captain, may I have a word,” a gruff sounding voice called through the door. The firm futanari cock stirred the captain’s insides, and she slowed to a steady in and out motion.

“Midshipman Jennin I am currently,” she gasped trying to stop herself from moaning as Vevi pounded her cock deep. “Preoccupied.” Vevi grinned down at the captain and slapped her ass again and pumped her cock back and forth into the captain.

Midshipman Jennin cleared his throat and asked, “Is the prisoner in there? I didn’t see her leave yet.” His voice sounded less gruff and carried a hint of accusation.

“Her clothes were soiled,” Rixana’s head turned back to face Vevi and bounced against the wooden floor as the futanari cock slid in and out of her vagina.

“Do you need a hand?” The hint of lust in his voice carried through the door.

Rixana glared with her fierce blue eyes, “Go away Jennin.” The words cut short the conversation and Rixana pulled one of Vevi’s breasts towards her mouth. She sucked hard on the nipple as her vagina burned with pleasure. Vevi felt her cock ready for another eruption of cum.

“My futanari cock will fill you with cum,” Vevi groaned as her throbbing cock pulsed with energy.

Captain Rixana arched her back against the wooden floor and curled her legs over Vevi’s shoulders moaning, “Give it all to me princess.” Vevi thrust as hards as she could. The tip of her cock released the pressure building inside her in a shower of cum. Jets of hot semen filled the captain as she pounded her. Rixana’s eyes rolled back into her head with pleasure. Vevi pounded her cock until the bursts of cum stopped flowing. She placed the woman’s legs on the floor next to her.

Cum dripped from the captain’s vagina spilling onto the ground. She breathed deeply staring at the far wall without looking up, “I will treat you with the honor on the Temeraire and kept separate from the rest of the prisoners.”

“I’ll do whatever you say, but I have a friend down there,” Vevi said standing over the captain on the ground. She felt the urge to fuck the woman build inside her again, but pushed it down at least until she finished the conversation. “Young woman in a blue dress. She stays with me,” Vevi placed her hands on her hips and stared down at the captain from over her firm futanari cock.

“As you say, but I’ll have to prepare a room for you. One more day below deck and I’ll have it ready for you,” Rixana eyed the firm cock with apprehension. “Let me take my boots off this time.” Rixana sat up on her ass and pulled off her boots. Soon after her clothes sat in a pile at the end of the table.

Vevi stared at her slit undergarments and frowned, “You will give me some clothes right?” She picked them up and smelled the foul cloth shuddering. The thought of returning to the rest of the prisoners naked filled her with anxiety.

The captain pulled the small clothes from the princess and tossed them on the floor. She stood taller than Vevi by a few inches and donned her captain's hat. She stood naked and regal. A grin split her face, “I’ll give you some of mine, but they might be a bit tight on you. Unfortunately, I can’t give you a uniform.”

“I’m to walk around in my small clothes for the duration of our travels?” Vevi complained, but the captain cut her short and kissed her cutting off their conversation.


Chapter 3

The even rocking of the Temeraire slowed to a halt. Vevi’s head bobbed along with the rest of the prisoners as the boat made a sharp turn to the port. “We need to come up with a name for you,” Vevi said combing her dark hair with spread fingers. The middle finger stuck in a tangle and she let the knot hang over her left ear.

The young girl in the torn blue dress asked, “Why?” Narrowed eyes gazed up at Vevi accusingly.

“I told the captain I was you,” Vevi whispered to the real princess. The two sat in the far corner of the room next to the foul bucket of excrement. The rest of the prisoners offered the two girl's space while they chatted. “I should have consulted you, but it seemed like the best way to protect your identity.” Violet eyes cast down nervous about the decision to assume the other woman’s identity.

The girl in the ill-fitting blue dress looked up at Vevi and frowned. “I don’t like it, but we could use this to our advantage.”

“I did it to protect you. After Sir Kendric fell last night, we only have each other and neither of us is a skilled fighter. We have to use our wit to get out of this.” Vevi reached a hand out to the young girl with her hand.

“I guess I can be you until we settle this mess. I’m wearing your gown already. Taking on your name will top off the ensemble.” The blue sleeve on the dress hung loose down her arm as the young girl took Vevi’s hand. “As long as we have each other we can make it through this.” Muffled shouts from the sailors above them bounced off the walls in unintelligible mutters.

“It’ll be weird calling you Lisette, but I think this is for the best. They won’t be watching you closely.” Vevi looked down at the younger Lisette formulating ideas for their escape. Urine spilled from the bucket at their side and Lisette groaned holding a hand to her mouth.

“Will I have to pretend to know the skills of an apothecary since I’m being you for now?” Lisette folded the sleeves until the fabric held firm at her mid-forearm.

“No. I don’t think they know who I am. I have to pretend not to have any magical affinity though.”

“How did aunt Auriel get her magical talents? King Reylin has none,” Lisette wondered aloud.

A blush spread across Vevi’s face, “Mother told me once, but now isn’t the time to retell it. We need to focus on planning our escape.”

“If we can get the support of the rest of the prisoners, we might plot my escape and return to Hurtha.” Lisette folded her arms and gritted her teeth against the smell. Footsteps sounded above their heads creaking the worn wood of the boat. “Did the captain hurt you? You were there for a long time,” she asked after a long pause.

Vevi felt her heart race and her cheeks flush tense, “I’m fine. She’s not a bad person, just on the other side of the conflict.” Vevi shivered recalling the intimate moment with the captain.

“The Captain is Alinden we need to be wary of her and the rest of the crew,” Lisette chided in a diplomatic voice.

A faint burst of sound echoed from a great distance away. Vevi tilted her head trying to decide what it was. Lisette stared up at her confused at the sudden pause in their conversation. “Did you hear that?”

“Hear what?” Footsteps above hurried along and wheels of the cannons pressed into place echoed down to their narrow prison. “I don’t hear anything out of place.”

“There’s a commotion above deck. Lots of movement.” Vevi frowned, “I think I heard a cannon blast a moment ago.” Water splashed in the distance, but to their minds, it sounded unrelated.

Wood exploded inward sending splinters and wood chips onto the prisoners. Water followed flowing into the narrow cell. Panic spread along the line of faces. The pressure of the water knocked Vevi from her feet onto the ground. Her body slid along the floor knocking Lisette to the ground. The two smashed into the opposite wall nudging an older woman along the wall under the pressure of the women and the water.

“I’m saved. Someone is here to rescue us,” Lisette jumped to her feet clasping her hands together. She turned towards the door of their prison and stepped over a nearby woman.

“We don’t know who’s attacking. It could be pirates, let's focus on not drowning,” Vevi gripped her cousin by the arm and held her in place.

“We should swim out the hole then,” Lisette pointed to the opening in the boat and the water rushing in

“Is that a good idea?” Vevi frowned at the water filling the room to their ankles.  “No, I don’t think so. We need a rowboat or something to float on.” The prisoners near the door banged on the walls and screamed for someone to get them out of here. Their clamor filled the room and Vevi could no longer hear the world outside of their small box. Claustrophobia filled Vevi, and she worried that they would drown in this prison.

Thoughts cut short as the door swung open. Two Alinden soldiers appeared in the doorway. A prisoner ran at them pushing his way through. The soldier on the left punched the man in the gut sending him into a heap on the ground. “We have orders to get Princess Veviene. The rest of you may jump overboard once we have her in custody.”

“We’ll drown out there,” groaned the prisoner on the floor raising to his knees. Defiance filled his gaze, and he tried to stand up.

The two bands of rank on the sailor’s lapels glistened in the light as he lifted a flintlock pistol. He fired the gun at the man. The erupting burst of sound filled the narrow room. The man fell to the ground dead. Blood mixing with the ankle-high water in crimson swirls. The soldier pointed at Vevi and said, “Let her pass and after we leave, you can all jump overboard.”

“What are you doing?” shouted a woman near the door. “He just wanted to be free.”

Vevi gripped her cousin by the arm and strode past the prisoners on the ground. Lisette protested and whispered, “We can’t leave them.” She held herself with as much dignity she could stand in front of everyone in the room in her undergarments.

“Their best chance for survival is if we leave now so they can get on deck and jump overboard,” Vevi frowned at the Hurthan Citizens lining the walls wishing she could do something more for them.

“Come with me. The Captain needs you now,” the sailor instructed placing the pistol through a loose crimson sash at his waist. “Leave the girl behind.”

“I won’t leave without my Lisette,” Vevi placed her hands on hips and stopped short of the door glaring at the sailor defiantly.

“Not an option,” the sailor pulled the gun from his hip and leveled it at Lisette who gripped Vevi tightly and hid behind her cousin. The real princess shivered in fear trying to control her emotions.

The hammer sat spent pressed against the firing mechanism. “You have to reload that if you want to fire it again,” Vevi said as a shiver ran up her spine. Coldwater splashed against her calves and flowed out the door into the rest of the boat beyond.

The sailor frowned and stared at his gun. His brown eyes narrowed into a scowl, “Don’t press your luck. Bring the runt. I’ll want a distraction for the journey ahead.” He motioned with the pistol for the two women to pass through the door.

“Lets go,” Vevi pulled her cousin with her out into the room beyond. The sailor closed the door behind him and slid the lock back into place.

“Princess you can’t leave us to die,” voices called after them.

A tear rolled down Vevi’s cheek at her powerlessness to help them. Lisette gripped her cousin’s new set of small clothes and sobbed into them as they were led up the stairs past the sailors working the cannons. Holes decorated the sides of the ship and dead sailors bled on the floor. They emerged on the deck of the ship amidst a commotion of gunshots and fighting. The ship keeled to the side sending everyone on board off balance. The sailors led them along their stumbling way to the aft of the ship. Vevi stumbled on the steps up to aft losing her balance on the sinking ship.

Captain Rixana gripped Vevi by the forearm and held helped her to her feet. She eyed Lisette with a scowl and said “Get on the boat. Leave the girl.” The sailor tossed a small box into the rowboat at the aft of the ship.

Vevi slapped the captain’s hand off of her arm, “I will jump overboard if she is left behind.” Violet eyes defied the captain as she gripped her small cousin into her bosom.

“Fuck. Fine, let her on board, but she’ll eat your rations,” Rixana snarled down at Lisette and shoved the two women into the rowboat. The two sailors stared at one another counting the seats on the boat. Rixana pointed at the sailor with the two bands of rank on his lapel and said, “Midshipman Jennin you decide if you want to share your seat.”

The other sailor’s eyes widened in horror worried that his fate rested in the wild-eyed midshipman. Lisette sat next to Vevi on the small rowboat and pressed her back against the barrel behind them. Jennin shook his head no and the wide-eyed sailor fell to his knees pleading for his life. Rixana cut the cord tying the rowboat to the aft. The small vessel plummeted and weightlessness filled Vevi as she fell inches above her seat on the raft. It crashed into the water and she smashed into the wood behind it. The back of Lisette’s head smashed into the barrel behind her. Vevi rubbed the soreness on her ass and glanced at her cousin.

Lisette sat motionless on the boat her head motionless in its position and her eyes closed. Vevi gripped Lisette’s head in her hands. Blood trickled through her fingers spilling down onto the blue dress. Vevi closed her eyes and channeled the energy within her fingers. Life and light-filled her vision, and she focused on the wound on her cousin's head. Pressing out the rest of the world she ignored the commotion on the boat and the sounds of battle around her. In her mind she saw the cut on her cousin’s head knit itself back together. Vevi channeled the energy within herself healing the wound.

Rixana gripped the cut rope in her hands and slid down to the boat. She hung on the rope kicking against the sinking ship aiming her descent towards the raft. Her feet landed firmly in place behind Vevi. Vevi let go of her cousin and stopped healing her afraid of being caught using magic. Rixana stared up at the descending Midshipman Jennin. The man kicked off the ship, but aimed his descent poorly and crashed into the side of the boat. Rixana grabbed the back of his brown uniform and pulled him into place on the raft.

Vevi stared at the blood on her fingers and hoped that the healing she worked was enough to save her cousin. She lowered her cousin’s head into her lap and stroked the girl's soft brown hair. Rixana sat across from Vevi and frowned down at the bleeding girl. “Jennin, do your thing. Let’s move,” she said sighing. The captain adjusted her wide feathered hat and winked at Vevi from across the rowboat.

Jennin nodded his head and rolled up his sleeve. He placed the palm of his hand into the water behind the rowboat. Vevi noticed that there were no oars in the raft. A question began to form, but bubbles surged from the man’s hand propelling them forward cutting off her curiosity.

“We’ll have to toss her overboard if she doesn’t wake. I don’t need a rotting corpse for the rest of the journey,” Captain Rixana glared at Vevi as the ship sank in the distance.


Chapter 4

Stars dotted the skies in patterns unfamiliar to Vevi. She ran a hand over the sleeping face of Lisette and sighed into the oblivion of the vastness beyond her mind. The wind cut into her skin and goosebumps formed along her arms and legs. Vevi gripped herself tightly in the tightly fitting undergarments. At least this pair was clean, but it was fitted to the captain and Vevi’s bosom squeezed from the top of the white lace cloth.

Captain Rixana snored quietly leaning her head against the port aft corner of the boat. Her hat placed atop her stomach while the feather danced as the rowboat pressed forward.

“What kind of magic is that?” Vevi asked cutting into the silent night with her questions.

Midshipman Jennin raised an eyebrow and sighed, “Show me your tits princess and I’ll tell you.” A sly grin split his face as he stared openly at her cleavage.

“You can see enough of them in this outfit,” Vevi glared back at him her violet eyes nearly black in the dim moonlight. Arms folded across her breast, she eyed the pistol at his hip.

“After Captain Rixana questioned your friend, we took turns on her,” gun in his hand he pointed at Lisette and added, “I want to see your tits now.” The boat rocked gently while Vevi stared back at the midshipman unable to cope with his words. His finger pulled the hammer back locking it into place. “Take off your shirt.”

“No,” Vevi turned her face away from the man and stared off into the vast horizon.

Cold steel pressed into her chin. The barrel of the pistol pointed up at her face. Jennin glared at her from his bench on the boat, “I’ve never seen royal tits before.”

Vevi contemplated how to respond to the man, but could not think of a safe way out of the situation. Fingers felt for the lace tied at her back holding the top of her small clothes in place. She undid the ribbon but held the shirt in place with her left hand. “You raped her?” she asked glaring at the midshipman.

“It’s not rape if they enjoy it,” he grinned motioning for her to lower the shirt.

Vevi placed Lisette’s face on the wooden bench and stood rocking the boat slightly. Sitting herself down into the man’s lap she grinned up at him, “Did you enjoy fucking a child?” Jennin blushed as his penis hardened underneath the pressure of Vevi in his lap. She reached down gripping the man’s firm cock in her hand and stroked it gently.

“She’s practically a woman,” he stammered lowering the pistol. Vevi kissed him firmly on the lips. Jennin closed his eyes and wrapped his arm around Vevi. A firm grip on his cock turned into a painful squeeze.

“Fuck that hurts. Let go,” Jennin stammered through the kiss that Vevi forced onto him. She reached from his pistol and wrenched it from his grip. Jennin gasped and pushed her off of his lap, but she gripped his cock hard and his arms lost their strength.

“You raped the princess and heir to the Hurthan throne. For that, I will kill you,” Vevi winked while patting Lisette on the head. The gun lowered aimed at the midshipman. Vevi fired off the blast into his chest. The bullet passed through his torso and embedded itself into the aft of the boat an inch above the waterline. Jennin slumped in the chair.

“We’re under attack,” Rixana yelled jumping to her feet on the boat. The sudden move rocked the balance sending Vevi over the side of the boat. Coldwater engulfed her, and she screamed into the night.

“Help me. I need to get back in the boat,” Vevi yelled gripping the edge of the boat trying to hoist herself up, but the boat rocked towards her direction threatening to flip over.

“Wait,” called the sleepy captain. She rubbed her eyes and gripped the hat in her hands while Vevi treaded water. “What happened to Jennin?” Her eyes darted around the small boat searching.

Vevi realized she held the gun and let it slip from her fingers into the depths below. “I shot him.” She offered no other explanation.

Hands rubbing her temples, the captain sighed, “You’ve doomed us. You know that right?” Rixana leaned back towards the other side of the boat but offered her hand across for Vevi to grab. Hesitantly Vevi gripped the other woman’s hand and climbed back aboard the ship. Her whole body was visible under transparent wet clothes. Rixana tore her gaze away from the other woman and traced the angle of the bullet hole with her eyes. “Jennin was our mode of transportation. Now we’re trapped at sea with only a few day's rations,” the captain’s voice came out harsh and carried the venom of a spiteful captain.

“Where are the oars? I noticed they were missing, but it's ridiculous not to have at least one pair on a boat like this,” Vevi shouted back at her.

“I planned on bringing two men that could channel water, but you insisted that I only bring one. Now you’ve killed Jennin and we’re stranded,” Rixana’s voice never grew louder than a whisper, but her anger filled every word. The boat rocked gently as the two argued into the night.


Chapter 5

“Wake up,” Captain Rixana whispered nudging Vevi on the shoulder. The night faded into mid-morning and rigging swaying in the wind called to Vevi’s ears as she awoke.

“What?” Vevi rubbed the tired from her eyes and stared up at a massive ship in front of them. Men and women strode back and forth along the deck at their daily tasks. The ship bore no insignia of nationality or alliance. “There’s a ship,” Vevi spoke in disbelief.

“Strange place to find a rowboat,” called a baritone voice. Laughter spilled from the deck from the sailors above.

“We’re so glad you’re here,” Vevi shouted up at the speaker. She tried to parse information together to identify where this ship came from or what nation sent it to rescue them.

“That’s a pirate ship,” Rixana whispered removing her hat and offering a formal bow up to the speaker above.

“What?” Vevi’s eyes widened, and she stared down at Lisette. Two faces stood out among the crowd to Vevi above deck. A bald man wore a wide beard and a small grin and the woman next to him with red hair tied back into a bun. She grimaced down at the rowboat and stepped away from the edge. Vevi lost sight of the woman and offered her attention back to the bearded, bald man.

“Follow my lead and we can get through this,” Rixana assured Vevi in a whisper.

Rope flung over the side of the ship dangling down towards the rowboat. “Raise yourselves. Let’s have a look at you,” the bearded man said.

“We have an injured woman down here. I’ll need help to raise her with me,” Vevi called up to him. Rixana grimaced at Vevi, but said nothing.

“I’ll send one down to get your friend,” he spoke and his hands moved to point to someone behind him. The red-haired woman slid down the rope and pushed herself from the ship leaping out into a swan dive into the ocean. Vevi watched her arc across the sky above her in awe.

“Climb up. We’ll bring your friend,” the bearded man spoke with a grin in his voice.

Rixana motioned for Vevi to climb first. Vevi gripped the rope in both hands and paused before climbing, “They seem cheerful for pirates. Nothing like the stories I’ve read.” Rixana shook her head and motioned for Vevi to climb.

Most of the pirates went about their business checking the rigging and working the ship, but the bearded man stood next to the mast in the middle of the ship and motioned for Vevi to approach him. Morning sunlight glistened off his bald head. The square-shaped face was at odds with the round nose and small mouth, but his beard hid the features well.

“Welcome aboard the Sea Shanty,” his baritone voice carried over the whole ship as he spoke. “I’m inclined to kill you, but after a recent battle with the Hurthan navy, we’re a little shorthanded. If you’re a sailor, I have a job offer for you.” He folded his arms and Vevi approached him timidly. She tugged at her small clothes willing them to fit her better, but all she could think of was her breasts squeezing out the top of the low neckline.

Rixana’s head appeared from the edge of the ship and she pulled herself up careful to make sure her hat was out of harm's way. She dusted off the brim and placed it on her head.

“This one appears to be Alinden, and you,” he grinned at the pirates gathering around him. “This one appears naked and out of place.” Laughter erupted from the sailors. A few of the men poked at her sides and Vevi jumped away from them. She squealed dodging their jabs as best as she could. “That’s enough of that,” the pirate captain spoke and his men stopped harassing Vevi. “It appears ships sink when you’re in your underwear sometimes. Form this one’s outfit I surmise that you had a run-in with the Hurthan’s as well.”

A loud thud pulled their attention to the port side of the ship. Lisette’s body slammed into the deck and her head lolled to the side. Her chest moved with small breaths. Vevi desperately needed to heal her, but she wanted to do it away from prying eyes. The red-headed pirate woman climbed up from the rope and stood over Lisette. Curly red hair spilled down to her shoulders and bright green eyes stared back at the captain, “Let’s slit their throats and be done with them. It’s bad luck to have this many women aboard the ship,” her voice carried the chill warning of a superstitious woman. Vevi glanced around the ship and noticed only one other pirate woman on the deck.

“Calm down, we do need a few more hands on deck,” the pirate captain spoke offering a placating gesture to the red-headed woman. Water dripped from the pirate woman pooling at the feet of Lisette. The woman wore a navy blue shirt perfect for hiding her womanhood from the wet. Vevi felt her eyes drift low. The woman wore loose-fitting pants that barely reached down to her thighs. Sun golden skin on display as she strode across the deck to stand next to the captain.

“I’m Captain Rixana of the Temeraire,” Rixana removed her hat and bent low offering a bow to the pirate captain.

The captain nodded at her, but grinned, “I hope that rowboat wasn’t the Temeraire, otherwise I would be worried about the offices you Alindens give out to people.” Laughter spilled over his beard and the surrounding pirates slapped knees and joined in on the glee making light of the former captain of the Temeraire.

The red-headed pirate stood apart from the others and refused to join in the laughter. She folded her arms and spoke. “This one doesn’t have the bearing of a sailor. Toss her back overboard,” she pointed directly at Vevi emotionless.

“Let her speak at least,” the captain grinned at the redhead and turned to face Vevi.

After clearing her throat, Vevi tried to ignore the fact that she was in her underwear in front of a group of pirates. “She’s right. I’m no sailor, but I’m skilled…”

Rixana cut her off and called out, “She’s princess Veviene my prisoner of war.” Rixana strode up to the captain and offered out her hand, “I offer you payment for taking me across the bearing sea to my homeland.”

“A real-life princess?” gasped a long-haired pirate. He glanced at his finger that had poked her moments before. “I touched a princess.”

The bearded captain pursed his lips concentrating. He eyed the redhead and spoke at Rixana, “Let's toss her overboard. I can’t make any use of royalty and I don’t want an extra mouth to feed, but I can make use of you. Work for me until we make it to port and I’ll set you free. I’m shorthanded right now.” He offered a hand out to Rixana and spit in his palm.

The redhead spoke up gesturing for the captain to hold off on his handshake. Her voice chimed in sweet notes as she formulated an idea, “Captain, what if we used her as a ransom? We could offer her back to the throne for money.”

“Too risky,” the captain rubbed the spit off his palm into his brown pants. The sword at his hip swayed as he rubbed.

“Hear me out,” the woman continued, “We send messages to both the Hurthan kingdom and Alinden kingdom telling them we have the princess and the highest bidder will get the prize.” Two men surfaced from the side of the boat carrying the barrel of rations from the rowboat.

“Go on,” the captain said pulling at the braid and beads on the left side of his beard. Eyes closed, he listened to the woman speak as he leaned against the mast.

“We set up a meeting telling them both that we’ll sell her to them. We let them kill each other and we take the money.” She gestured to the Vevi and grinned wickedly. “It needs a little work, but if it's us against either of them alone, we will lose. If we put them against each other, we can profit from this.”

“War is money,” called a pirate from the crow's nest.

Vevi tried to get a glimpse of the man in the rigging, but the mast blocked her vision. “I refuse to be treated this way.” Vevi lunged forward hand directed at a sword at the hip of a nearby pirate. The man jumped backward and Vevi stumbled forward. The redhead kicked out with her left foot smashing into Vevi’s abdomen. Vevi crumbled to the deck wincing in pain. Dark spots filled her vision. Anger and frustration clouding her thoughts. She wanted to fight back but was powerless in her position.

“Tie up the princess and lock her in your room,” the captain spoke pulling on the braid in his beard. A glint of excitement in his eyes.

“Why my room?” the red-headed woman spoke quietly, but defiance filled her words.

The captain stood from his leaning position and walked towards the woman. His left foot inches from Vevi’s face on the ground. “You and I are the only two with private rooms onboard the ship and I don’t want her in mine listening to us plan this out.” The man bent down and offered a hand to Vevi. Vevi gripped his hand timidly and allowed him to pull her to her feet. “There you go. I like a woman with a little fire in her.”

“Fine. take her to my room and lock the door,” the red-headed woman glared at Vevi and pointed to the unconscious Lisette. “What about that one?”

“I’ll do whatever you say as long as you don’t hurt her.,” Vevi gripped the captain’s wrist and pleaded with him. He stood a few inches shorter than Vevi and stared up into her Violet eyes.

After a moment he nodded. “Find a bunk for the girl. If any of you touch her without my permission, I will remove the offending digit or penis that touches her.” The surrounding men cleared their throats and nodded their heads. Two sailors gripped Vevi by the wrists and drug her off the deck towards the stairs leading to the rooms below.

“Now for the Alinden Captain. I appreciate you telling us about the princess. I will not allow any insubordination on my ship. Prove your loyalty to me and I will allow you to live, but say a cross word to me and I will remove your tongue. Steal from me and I will remove your hands. Spy on me and I will remove your eyes. I hope we’re clear.” The words trailed off and Vevi could no longer hear the conversation as she ducked her head and took the steps down below deck. 


Chapter 6

Alone in the windowless room, Vevi contemplated her situation. Her life was now had an expiration date if she could not escape. If they arranged for her ransom, the moment they delivered her the King would realize the fraud and a fight would break out. Her mind drifted towards all the outcomes of an exchange of her life for money.

Vevi pulled at the restraints on her left wrist. The rope tied her to the bedpost by the left hand. In the dark, she felt around the room, but it was barren devoid of decoration. A single drawer built into the bed housed the clothes and belongings of the damnable redhead. Vevi felt her blood boil at the thought of the vile pirate.

The darkroom lit momentarily as the door opened cutting off her thoughts. The red-headed woman stepped into the room and slid the door closed.

“You’re on my bed. Get on the floor,” her voice came out soft in the darkroom. Vevi fumbled her way off the bed and onto the floor. Her leg brushed against the pirate woman and she quickly pulled back falling from the bed in a loud thump.

The straw mattress crunched as the red-headed woman lowered herself onto it and shifted her position. Vevi stared up at the ceiling trying to imagine a way out of her situation. With any of the other gleeful pirates she could have made friends and worked on a plan to escape, but the woman was a spiteful monster.

Minutes passed in silence. The emptiness in the room was more uncomfortable than the hardwood floor. Vevi decided to ask about her cousin the princess.

“Are you a man or a woman?” the redhead cut into the night with her probing question.

“I’m a woman,” Vevi sat up flustered. She repositioned herself to sit near the post where her arm was bound. This positioned her face inches from the other woman. “That was rude. You bitch.”

“Don’t lie to me I felt something when I grabbed you,” the woman’s voice came out more curious than offensive.

“Do not presume to know anything about what you felt,” Vevi wanted to slap the vile woman, but decided violence would only worsen the situation. She did not understand how long they would trap her in this boat and wanted to make the best of it.

“Good idea,” a smile appeared in her voice. The redhead reached down and groped at Vevi’s groin. She struggled against the woman, but the pirate was dextrous. Her hand snaked its way into Vevi’s small clothes until she gripped the woman’s cock. Cold fingers wrapped around the flaccid shaft. Vevi felt the air leave her stomach. The pirate bitch held her cock, but part of her wanted desperately to fuck the woman. A conflict raged in her mind battling wills.

The red-headed pirate rubbed pulled at the long foreskin flesh. In the dark Vevi could imagine that it was anyone but this woman groping her. She felt her heart flutter with pleasure and her cock surged to life growing erect in the woman’s hand. She recalled the woman toss Lisette onto the deck. The thud of her cousin echoed in her mind. The woman wanted to kill her and then devised the plan to sell her. This was not a relationship that she wanted.

“Stop that,” Vevi slapped the woman’s hand and pulled herself away from the pirate woman. Her firm cock protested her action.

She pulled her hand out of Vevi’s pants and said, “Now I get to ask you again. What are you a man or a woman?”

“I’m a futanari. I’m a woman with a dick,” Vevi spoke silently. She had long ago given up on embarrassment for her body, but constantly explaining it to strangers day after day was exhausting. She wanted to be taken for a woman but knew that womanhood was only part of her nature.

“I was worried about the plan, but that is a good omen,” the pirate woman’s tone shifted from confrontation to a sense of wonder.

This was a response she had never gotten before. It was either disgust usually by men or a series of wild sexual encounters. The pirate woman confused her. “That’s it. A good omen and you dismiss me to go to bed?”

“Yeah. I’m tired,” she replied rolling over on the straw pallet.

“At least tell me your name,” Vevi spoke after silence stretched out again.

“What did you want to fuck me or something?” the pirate rolled back over to face Vevi.

“That’s a more common response to my anatomy than rolling over to go to bed,” Vevi said intrigued at the woman’s comment about omens. “What did you mean I’m a good omen? I’m feeling very bleak right now.” Vevi tried to concentrate on the conversation, but her cock was firm and she wanted to cum all over the pirate woman.

“You are a good omen. That is all I can say,” the pirate woman spoke in quiet words, but did not roll over to face the other direction this time.

Tears welled in Vevi’s eyes. She longed for freedom, but could not bear the chance that her cousin might die. Desperation and the sudden change in mood displayed by the pirate led her to plead, “Don’t let them hurt me.” The distracting thoughts pulled her mind from her thick cock only momentarily.

“If you need to ask someone else for protection, then you don’t deserve any. Fight and defend yourself or die a coward,” the woman rolled over to the other side of her bed. Vevi sat in silence hurt by the response. She wanted this pirate woman’s approval.

“I’m not defenseless,” Vevi muttered laying her head back on the floor. A soft chuckle sounded from the pirate woman.

“My name is Ronai, but in front of other people you will call me Grendel,” Ronai spoke into the silence.

“Do you have two names?” Vevi asked.

“No. Publicly I am Grendel. In fact,” Ronai sighed and rolled back over to face Vevi, “Do not call me Ronai yet.” Ronai fell into the even breaths of sleep quickly, leaving Vevi awake and erect at the side of her bed. Her mind drifted to Captain Rixana and their night of passion. Vevi pulled out her cock and stroked it up and down running through every way she could fuck the captain. She bit her lip containing the groans of pleasure, but it wasn’t long before she ejaculated into the bedpost of the infuriating pirate woman.


Chapter 7

The long-haired pirate opened the door to the small cabin. This was the only interaction Vevi had every day for the last fourteen days. He grinned and placed a tray of food onto the bed. The man stared down at Vevi’s cleavage and blushed. Vevi asked his name three times, but he never gave it. She gave up and never called him by anything from then on.

“Thanks,” Vevi said offering the man a sweet smile. Every day he spoke a few more words. Soon Vevi felt that she could get him to help her.

“Your clothes are ripped. Do you need me to sew them back together?” he asked a glint of hope sparkled in his eyes. He reached down to Vevi’s shoulder and placed hand in hand dangerously close to her breast.

Vevi grinned trying to ignore the forward gesture and said in a sweet voice, “I’d have to be naked for you to do that.” She pushed his hand free from her shoulder and smiled up at him.

“That you would,” he said rubbing his chin as if the thought never occurred to him. Vevi glanced down at the small clothes and searched for any tear, but the fabric was in decent condition. It bore stains at the armpits, but outside of that appeared normal.

“No thanks,” she said waving to the long-haired sailor.

“Enjoy your meal,” he pulled the door closed behind him. There was no lock on the door. Vevi decided that if she could untie herself and wait for them to reach a port, she could try to escape, but the thought of leaving Lisette behind scared her. Ronai assured her that the girl was safe and conscious now, but they prevented the two from interacting with each other.

Day slowly shifted into the night. Vevi trapped the room, but the cage of her thoughts created a prison far worse than the four walls around her. When darkness engulfed the room, sealing her closed in silence she counted to five hundred before Ronai entered the room. Vevi slipped out of the bed and lay on the floor.

Ronai refused to speak since their first night together and Vevi wondered if she had done something wrong. Unable to bear the silence she yelled, “Are you at least going to talk to me tonight?”

“No,” Ronai replied pulling a blanket over herself and ignoring Vevi the rest of the night.

The next three days played out similarly.

“Are you sure I can’t help with your clothes?” the long-haired pirate asked. For the last two days, he stayed in the room while Vevi ate and he spoke of the foods he missed from the different ports.

Vevi shook her head no again but maintained a strained smile for the man. She tapped the bread against the bedpost as the pirate instructed knocking any bugs free from the bread. She bit into it and drank the ale softening the stale bread into a paste before swallowing.

“Suit yourself,” he said with a small grin.

“Wait. I don’t need you to sew me anything, but I want a new shirt and pants,” Vevi motioned to her clothes and said, “I’ve been wearing these for weeks now. I need something else to wear.”

The creaking ship groaned as he considered the request, “I only have my pants and shirt.”

“How many pairs do you have?” Vevi asked excitedly. The man was about her height and his pants would fit her, but any shirt from this man would be too large.

“Pairs?” he scratched his head confused. Footsteps sounded from the hallway beyond.

“Sets of clothes. Do you have any more clothes than the ones you’re wearing?” Vevi asked tugging on his sleeve.

The man grinned taking the touch as flirtatious, he winked at Vevi and replied, “No, but Vanil died a few weeks ago. I can look through his things.”

“Thank you,” Vevi lunged forward and offered him a wide hug.

The long-haired pirate pressed into the hug squishing her breasts against his chest in the embrace. She tried to pull away, but he gripped her tightly, “It will cost you though.”

“What do you want?” Vevi immediately regretted leading this man on and worried about her situation.

“I want to feel your tits,” he pulled back and held his hands out towards her. Trembling fingers edged towards the cleavage spilling from Vevi’s shirt.

“Fen shut the fuck up. Just give her the clothes and leave my room,” Ronai kicked the man in the ass hard. His body slammed into a wall and he stumbled back into the corner. Vevi let out a sigh of relief.

Fen noticed the relief on Vevi’s face, and a concerned look crossed his face, but he left the room, “As you say, miss.”

“Fuck. Men are always so horny,” Ronai said slamming her door closed. Her curly red hair spilled over her ears in a wild display. She wore her dark blue shirt and white high cut shorts. A sword hung at her hip today.

“How do you survive among them?” Vevi asked sitting on the side of the bed glad at the conversation with another woman.

“After I killed the first one that touched me they left me alone,” Ronai motioned with her hands a brief sword fight and pantomimed slitting a throat. A smile spread her face at the memory.

Vevi asked timidly, “Why are you mad at me?”

“I’m not mad at you,” Ronai chuckled down at Vevi and sat on the bed next to her. Light filtered in through the cracks in the door casting shadows across the freckles on Ronai’s face.

“We haven’t spoken in two weeks,” Vevi explained. “What else was I supposed to think?” A sigh escaped her lips, and she shook her head. The motion rubbed the bond at her wrist and the raw skin threatened to split open and bleed again.

“I’m a busy woman,” Ronai explained without saying anything.

The pirate’s voice carried regret and Vevi wondered what the woman was worried about, “There’s something you’re not telling me.” Her violet eyes met the bright green-eyed pirate, and the two stared at each other.

“If you weren’t a good omen….” She trailed off and placed her face in the palms of her hands.

“What is it?” Vevi pleaded placing a hand on Ronai’s shoulder.

Ronai stared at the hand on her shoulder and raised a red eyebrow, but she made no move to remove it. She spoke quietly, “I’m being punished for my bright idea with you.”

“Punished how?” Vevi wondered aloud. “My staying in your room is punishment?”

Ronai shook her head and let out a breath of air from her nose. “No, not that. I’m to be landlocked babysitting you while the captain arranges the whole affair of your ransom.”

“Landlocked? Where are we going?” Vevi felt hope for escape build inside her. Her mind raced at the thought of land that didn’t shift and sway under her feet.

Hands pulled her red hair into a barely contained ponytail, Ronai added, “Chantilor Bay We arrive tomorrow. I have to babysit you and your friend, Lisette, for the weeks or months it will take to orchestrate my plan.” She glanced at Vevi out of the corner of her eye.

“Aren’t you the first mate? Doesn't the captain need you onboard the ship?” Vevi asked genuinely concerned about the emotions of the pirate woman.

Hope-filled her voice as she replied, “When we do this we’re bringing three vessels. The captain is giving me my ship if you turn a profit for this. I’m to build a new crew and have them ready for his return.”

“What is Chantilor Bay?”

“It’s a pirate haven. Where we fence and restock. It’s a lawless place and protecting you will be a terrible chore.” Her voice sounded almost happy for the opportunity to stay with Vevi. Vevi felt hope for her future for the first time in weeks.


Note From the Author

Thank you for taking the chance on my story Captured. I hope Veviene touched your soul in the same way that she touched mine. If you loved the book and have a minute to spare, I would really appreciate a short review on Amazon. I read every single review and take the criticism to heart. Your help in spreading the word is greatly appreciated. Reviews from readers like you make a huge difference to helping new readers find stories like this one.
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