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Chapter 1

Seagulls calling in the distance woke pulled Veviene from fitful dreams. Images of the siege of Jubail replayed over and again in her mind while she slept. The dimly lit cabin rocked more steadily than normal and the sounds of voices and men talking startled her. Vevi sat upon the ground and pulled at her manacle until she could crane her head towards the sounds. Men lifting heavy cargo chatted as their feet groaned against the planks of a dock.

“You’re up?” the husky-voiced Ronai asked rhetorically. Red hair flailed out in wild curls as the woman sat up in her bed. The first mate pursed her lips and sighed. The worn red blanket fell from her chest as she sat up revealing her naked upper half. Perky small breasts stared at Vevi and the prisoner tried not to stare at the soft pink nipples. The image burned into her mind, but she forced herself to turn away, avoiding the growing cock between her legs.

Ronai stretched, letting out a long yawn, “You act as you’ve never seen tits before. You have a nice pair yourself. It’s nothing to be embarrassed about.”

Vevi offered a small curtsy but remembered that she wore pants. The gesture felt out of place in her odd clothing. “Thanks,” she replied struggling to hide her erect cock.

Ronai pulled out a long cloth and tied it around her breasts pressing them into her chest hiding her womanhood from the world. She slipped on a red tunic and cut-off shorts and announced, “Today we disembark. Get moving.” She gripped a knife at her belt and slit the rope manacles, freeing Vevi.

The rope slid from her wrist revealing the raw red skin below. “Ouch,” she muttered, rubbing at the sore flesh.

“Just move,” Ronai said, pushing Vevi out of her private cabin. The pair walked past the cannons and bunks for the rest of the pirates and made their way up to the top of the ship.

The wind gently pushed the lifted sails and brushed along the ship. Vevi stared out at a tropical paradise. Sloping hills led to a twin-peaked mountain range only ten miles across. Both mountains appeared to be volcanoes long dormant. The dock below the ship spread out for half a mile. Ships of all sizes swayed with the tide as men and women moved about their business. Buildings dotted the landscape in a variety of colors and shapes. Five large buildings sat in the center of the city each painted in a vibrant shade of red, pink and purple.

Ronai motioned for Vevi to follow her to the gangplank leading down to the dock where the bearded captain stood with Rixana and a few of his pirates. Rixana offered a timid glare towards Vevi, but she held it in check when the captain glanced at her. She wore a plain sailor's outfit but wore an ornate sword at her hip.

The bearded captain opened his arms wide and spoke in a booming voice, “Veviene. When I see you all I picture is gold. Ronai will take excellent care of you while I organize all the details.” He bowed deeply, “I failed to introduce myself until now, but I am Captain Beril of the Anointed.”

“Where is the young woman?” Vevi asked holding a hand out showing the height of Lisette.

Captain Beril smiled wide and the braids on his beard swayed, “She’ll be coming with us. We need another deckhand and the girl will serve nicely.”

Hands on her hips, Veviene snarled, “She’s my lady-in-waiting. I want her at my side.”

“I can’t do that,” Beril gripped a braid from his beard and tugged it idly. A purple bead and a small dog’s bone tied into the hair poked out from his hand.

“Then take me with you as well,” Veviene protested. Caught Vevi’s attention and shook her head trying to hold a silent conversation with her eyes, but Vevi ignored her prior captor and stepped up towards Beril. “I’ll serve as your deckhand.”

Beril chuckled with his full belly and replied, “A princess as a deckhand? I’d sooner ask a fish to lower my sails.” Laughter spread through the assembled pirates. “You don’t understand this is not a bargain,” the captain stepped up towards Vevi, but his shorter stature did not intimidate her.

Ronai pulled her wild hair back into a ponytail and offered a solution, “I’ll take her into town and sell the girl. It could pay a portion of the expenses while we’re in town.” She leaned on the railing and plucked at a loose string on her red shirt.

Vevi gasped, “No.”

The captain let go of his beard and stared out at the city. “Not a bad idea,” he said, “She’s young. The girl will fetch a high price at the brothels.”

Ronai raised an eyebrow and Vevi thought she saw defiance in her face, but the expression quickly shifted, “I’ll handle it.”

Beril nodded his head, “I don’t have very many men to spare. Take Fen and Rolson.” The long-haired pirate that had served Vevi in the cabin nodded at her with a smile, and a second pirate with a crooked nose grunted. “You can hole up in my estate for the duration. Here take my sigil. It will give you access to my accounts,” Beril leaned towards Ronai and handed her a ring. Vevi could not see the sigil from her angle. “No more than 20 gold per week. More than that and I take it out of your pay.”

“You can’t sell her,” Vevi complained, turning to Ronai. The first mate winked at Vevi, but made no other gesture and said nothing more.

Captain Beril motioned for the men working the dock to make room for their passing, “Make sure you handle this one. She’s got fire in her.”

“She’ll be difficult, but I can handle her,” Ronai grinned up at Vevi and pushed the dark-haired woman down the gangplank towards the city.

Beril motioned to the crooked-nosed pirate named Rolson and said, “Go get the girl. I think she’s helping with the barnacles right now.”

“Aye,” Rolson replied as he ran up the port side of the ship shouting for Lisette.

Ronai adjusted the cutlass at her hip, gripping the pommel with her right hand as she walked onto the dock. Vevi glanced back at the ship wondering if this pirate haven were safer than the pirate ship. Market stalls lined the dock peddling wares and tools for ship repair and easy fencing of goods. On the south side of the port merchant ships with official flags and sigils from various nations sat apart from the pirate ships.

Lisette ran down the gangplank, bare feet slapping the worn wet wood. Veviene held out her arms and the two women embraced. Vevi held the girl out at arm's length and asked, “Are you OK?” Rested and bright-eyed the girl appeared in better spirits than she had aboard the Temeriere.

Lisette grinned wide and her soft brown hair tossed back and forth as she nodded her head in the affirmative, “I’m much better. How long have we been at sea?” The girl twisted her hips and showed off the pale yellow shirt and billowing ankle high trousers. “I’m practically a real pirate now.”

Vevi frowned and replied, “Don’t get your hopes too high. This bitch wants to sell you. We aren’t part of their group.”

A frown split her high spirits and the girl’s eyes widened, “Don’t let them sell me.”

“I’ll do what I can,” Vevi replied pulling the real princess close into her arms. The two walked arm in arm behind Ronai and the two other pirates trailed behind them. Fen tried to start a conversation with Vevi, but she ignored him and held Lisette close.

Men and women of all races and colors walked the streets openly. Vevi noticed at a Whisk woman and her children. The term was a shortening of the word whisker and referred to all races that had whiskers. Lisette turned and openly stared at them until Vevi pulled the girl along. The group crossed a large plaza with humans in cages. A large platform stood in the middle where a man in a bright yellow shirt shouted the prices for the slaves on display.

Ronai pivoted into a small mud-brick building. A sign outside bore the symbol of a thick necklace and read, Slave Supplies and Magic Charms.

The dimly lit room had a low ceiling. Whips, manacles and all variety of torture implements lined the left wall and on the right sat a man behind a counter. Ebony black skin and pearly white teeth shone as he grinned at the party. He stood and opened his mouth to speak, but Ronai cut him off, “Can I get two collars?”

The man rubbed his hands together eyeing Lisette then Vevi. After assessing the merchandise he asked, “New girls? Which brothel are you taking them to? I can help with advertising if you’d like.” He stepped forward and gripped Lisette by the chin and turned her face. The young girl pulled her face backward, but the man’s grip held her in place. Large fingers gripped her jaw and spread up to her ears.

Ronai gripped her cutlass and grunted. The man pulled his hand back and brushed his shirt idly. The pirate woman said nodding, satisfied, “No touching the merchandise. And we’re not headed to any brothel yet. Do you have any collars?”

The dark-skinned merchant nodded his head and apologized, “I didn’t mean to offend, mistress.” He stepped behind the counter and pulled out two silver collars. Each an inch thick and decorated with faintly glowing blue runes. “Slave collars are hard to come by here in Chantilor. That will be 40 gold marks.”

Ronai grimaced and glanced at the two pirates behind her. They shrugged in unison. Fen ran a hand through his long hair and stared at a nine tailed whip on the wall. Ronai answered the merchant, “Fuck that. I could get four collars for that price.”

The merchant licked his lips and made a counterproposal, “I’ll give them to you free if you let me have a go at the little one.” Lisette cowered behind Vevi and gripped tightly at her cousin's clothes.

Ronai grunted, “You two are already more trouble than I care to deal with.” The merchant’s eyes glistened with excitement as he stepped up to inspect the young woman again. Ronai drew her sword and placed it between the merchant and the girl. “I said do not touch the merchandise.”

“As you say ma’am, but if you don’t mind me saying, this one would fetch a lot of coin. Let me know where to sell her,” he pressed the collars towards Ronai.

The red-haired pirate grimaced and reached a hand down her pants. Vevi gasped, unsure what the woman was doing, but Ronai’s hand came up with a coin purse and she pulled out forty gold marks and paid the man, “Do they come with incantations? My man Rolson can work basic spells.”

The merchant grinned and produced a small parchment, “Aye, they do. Follow the instructions and the two girls will do as you command.”

Ronai turned to leave and motioned for the group to follow her. “Thanks.”

“A pleasure,” the merchant grinned, counting the coins as he stacked them. “Let me know where you sell them. I’m very interested.”

Ronai grunted, “You made the clear.”

Vevi shivered as they left the creepy merchant and his slave goods, but the sight out in the courtyard did little to ease her mind. The slave block was filled with merchants of all sorts. Terror spread up Vevi and she knew she had to do everything in her power to stop Ronai from selling Lisette.


Chapter 2

“I hate being landlocked as much as both of you, but we’ll make the best of it,” Ronai stared up at the two-story building in front of her and spoke to the two pirates at her sides. The group stood outside of a two-story home held within a large gate. Rusted iron bars stood sat closed barring them from the captain’s estate beyond. The flat-topped architecture stood out of place among the sloped roofs that dotted the hills. The group walked a few miles from town into a secluded valley of mansions.

Fen rubbed his chin and replied, “Aye.” Rolson made no comment. He held the instructions for the collars and read over them. Veviene glanced down at Lisette and gripped her cousin by the arm.

Key in hand, Ronai opened the gate and announced to the group, “I have only two rules. One of us has to be awake watching the prisoners at all times, and Veviene will never leave my sight.” She pushed the gate open to a large courtyard. A stone path led up to a large home nestled into the foothills of the mountains. Pink and red striped decorated the pillars holding up a large balcony.

“But what about when you sleep?” Rolson asked without looking up from the instructions.

“She’ll be in the room with me,” Ronai replied, closing the gate behind them. A large beaked bird flew down from a palm tree and pecked at large seeds on the ground. All yellow and blue colors, he spread his wings and flew away at the sight of humans. Ronai snapped her fingers, drawing Rolson’s attention, “Can you make it work?” Her index finger pointed at the collars in his hand.

Rolson nodded, “I’ll test it on the younger one first.” Veviene clenched her hands into fists and resisted protesting. Ronai nodded her head, and the pirate placed the silver collar around Lisette’s neck. The band snapped together with a firm click. His hands traced a circle around the band and he mumbled words unfamiliar to Veviene. The blue runes lining the metal glowed faintly, offering a dim blue hue to Lisette’s neck. The metal twisted upon itself and spun around Lisette. The young girl let out a scream and gripped at the collar. She pulled at it, but the latch vanished into the metal. Wide eyes stared up at Veviene and Lisette let out a soft whimper.

Offering a satisfied nod, Ronai motioned for Rolson to collar Veviene, “Now the princess. If anything happens to her. I’ll end you in the same way she dies.” The red-haired pirate woman gripped her cutlass in one hand and ran a finger along the metal collar with her other. Lisette pulled back from the attention.

Veviene closed her eyes and offered no resistance to the pirate collaring her. The spinning metal tickled faintly. After the collar was in place, she asked, “What does this prevent us from doing? I feel no different from before.”

Ronai raised an eyebrow at the pirate, and Rolson explained, “Let’s test this out. The girl comes with me.”

“No, I’ll go,” Veviene protested and stood up next to Rolson. The pirate looked to Ronai who shrugged.

“Fine. Come with me,” Rolson pointed to a spot on the ground near the gate. “If you move past this point, it will send a jolt through you that should knock you unconscious.” Timid steps brought Veviene close to the indicated point. Placing a toe on the spot, the collar surged to life. Blue light shone bright and a jolt of energy thrummed coursing through the metal threatening to release into Veviene. Vevi stepped back quickly and stood next to her cousin.

“Let’s get settled then,” Ronai said, turning back to the estate. She opened the wide double door at the entrance and strode into the wide foyer. Blankets sat atop the furniture and dust billowed up into the air as they strode into the room. A dim light shone through a window on the ceiling and filtered down through the dust particles. Veviene wanted a tour of the estate but pushed the thought down. Ronai pointed to a small room on the left. “Lisette, you sleep in there. Make yourself useful and clean the place.”

Veviene followed Lisette into the room and whispered to the younger woman, “It’s OK. We’ll get through this.” Little comfort came through her quivering voice.

Lisette stared wide-eyed up at Veviene and replied, “I’m just glad we’re together. You can handle anything.”

The remark struck Vevi, and she wanted to hold up to the high praise, but she was unsure how they could get out of this situation. As they entered the small room she replied, “I appreciate your confidence, but we’re not in a good situation.” The room held a single bed and four sets of dressers and a large closet. Vevi pulled open a drawer and found folded blankets and pillows.

“I know,” Lisette answered. Veviene held out her arms and pulled Lisette into a warm embrace. Footsteps pulled them from the fleeting moment of peace.

Ronai leaned against the doorframe of the servant's quarters and linen room. An idle hand pulled the cord from her hair and she let the ponytail fall loose into a wild fan of red hair. She spoke in her husky voice, “Captain Beril is trying to retire soon. These are his estates. It won’t be as large as your castle back home, but it should suffice.”

A kindness came through in her words that caught Vevi off guard, “Are we free to explore the island or are we restricted to the estate?”

Ronai pursed her lips considering the request, “If you promise not to make a scene I’ll take you around the island, but not both of you.” The pirate wiped a finger along with the trim of the door and it came up black with dust.

“Is there anything worth seeing here?” Lisette asked clasping her hands together in front of her tight-fitting pirate outfit.

“What do you mean?” Ronai asked, tilting her head. Footsteps echoed down the hall from the pirates in the distance. They were claiming their bunks and exploring the estate.

Lisette smiled and replied, “A theater or circus. I love a good show.” Grand gestures mimicked a dancer as Lisette acted out an imaginary play. Her feet left a trail on the duty floor as she stepped to an unheard song.

Ronai shook her heard, “I don’t think so.”

Vevi smiled and opened her mouth to try to dismiss Ronai, but Lisette spoke first, “What do you do for fun on the island then?”

Vevi gripped Lisette by the shoulder and tried to shush the girl, “Lisette, I’ll explain it later.”

Ronai took a step into the room and sat on the small bed. “Most people fuck away all their coin until they disembark again.” The pirate stared at Vevi as she spoke, “A few sailors bunk together at sea, but most wait it out until they can get their fill in the brothels. They're overpriced for what you get. Most sailors go in there too drunk to use their dicks with any finesse.”

Vevi glared down at the pirate woman and cut her off with a firm hand gesture, “Did you have to go into such detail?”

The pirate woman sat up startled that she had spoken so freely, “No I guess not.”

Fen walked into the small servant's quarters and the room was more full than intended. Each person was less than an arm’s length away from another. The tight space made Vevi sick, and she wanted to step out of the room, but Fen blocked her way. The long-haired pirate spoke, “The staff has all been recruited to another ship again. Captain Beril needs to pay them better.”

“What did they do with the key?” Ronai asked, pushing her way out of the cramped room. Vevi followed her out of the room and breathed in the dusty air of the foyer.

“Wheatly is still here. He has the key.” Fen pointed towards the back of the estate. “There isn’t any other staff though.”

Ronai rubbed frustration from her eyes and replied, “Go hire a few more. We need a chef. Bring back food for tonight at least.” Rolson walked across the upstairs hall whistling as he entered a room on the left.

Fen bobbed his head side to side and said, “I may not have time. I already booked an evening at the Craning Wench.” Vevi wondered what sort of establishment the Craning Wench was, but decided that it was a brothel. Lisette looked up at Vevi and offered a shrug.

Ronai rubbed her temples again and replied, “Fine. Vevi you’re with me. We’re going to get food.” Vevi stared at the pirate woman confused, but a hint of excitement filled her mind. Part of her wanted to explore the Chantilor Bay. Ronai met Vevi’s excited eyes with a pair of “Rolson you stay here with Lisette and Wheatly.”

“Uh... Ronai, I can’t leave the estate.” Vevi pointed at the collar on her neck, “You gave me this beautiful necklace and now I’m stuck here.”

Ronai chuckled, “It’s not that I want your company any more than I want to be landlocked. You’re an apothecary. You must know something about cooking.” Fear shot through Vevi. She had never prepared a meal in her entire life. The pirate woman grinned, misreading the terrified expression on Vevi’s face. The pirate woman continued, “Rolson give me the command words. I’m taking this one with me.”

The evening sun stood inches above the rooftops. Long shadows spread down the street as men and women went about their business. The city appeared much the same as any other Veviene had visited, with the exception that everyone carried a weapon of some sort and nobody dressed in silks. Vevi longed for the soft feeling of silk on her skin. Ronai kept a quick pace up the busy streets.

A question popped into Veviene’s mind and she asked without a second thought, “Does the city ever slow down? It’s as busy right now as it was in the morning.”

The pair bumped their way through the crowd, and Ronai refused to answer the question.

“Excuse me,” a tall man spoke, pulling Ronai and Vevi into a side street away from the crowds. Sinewy muscular arms gripped the two women by the wrists and held them firmly in place. He wore a faded yellow shirt cut off on the sleeves and walked barefoot in the dirty city streets. Mud caked halfway up his legs.

Ronai glared at him and gripped the hilt of her cutlass. “You have my attention.” Ronai pulled her arm free from the man and brushed her arm clean of his filth. A second man, smaller than the first entered the alley behind them. He stood leaning against the left wall and made it clear that he was not blocking their escape. Vevi held her breath, unable to move. She stared down at the firm grasp on her wrist.

“How much for the dame?” the man spoke in a graveled voice and lifted Vevi’s arm when he said, dame. Ronai let out a long sigh and lowered herself into a fighting stance but kept the blade at her hip.

Vevi slapped the man’s forearm trying to free herself and screamed, “I’m not for sale.”

“Shut up bitch,” the large man yelled, slapping Vevi across the face. Light flashed across her vision and pain welled up in her cheek. Metal slid from a sheath and sliced through the air before Vevi could open her eyes again.

The faded yellow tunic fell from the large man’s chest revealing a series of slashes across his shoulders. Ronai gritted her teeth and announced, “She’s not for sale.” The pirate woman pulled Vevi free from the man’s grasp and backed away out of the alley.

“Everyone has a price lady,” he spoke flexing his pectoral muscles trying to show off his peak physical state. The man at the mouth the alley turned to inspect Ronai better as the first man added, “What can I offer you? I want that one.”

“Jalk stop it. Do you know who that is?” the friend spoke pressing a hand to the large man’s chest stopping him in place.

“No,” Jalk replied wiping blood from his chest. The two slashes drew lines above his chest and a thin bead of blood trickled down his left side.

“She’s the Ginger She-Devil,” the man said, stepping backward and offering a placating gesture.

“No. This puny thing,” the large man laughed, “She can’t be.” He laughed, but his intent gaze never left Ronai. The friend backed away down the other side of the alley. The large man noticed his friend leave and replied, “This isn’t over. I’ll have that woman in my bed come nightfall.” He stepped backward and grinned at the two women. Vevi felt her heart leap from her chest with fear.

Ronai gripped her by the wrist and pulled Vevi out into the street. The sun touched the rooftops, and the shadows stretched long across the horizon. Night threatened to come quickly. With the coming night, the streets livened more than midday, as people exited taverns and moved towards the large brothels at the center of the small city.

“Thanks for saving me there,” Vevi said as they rounded a corner into a large covered bodega. Stalls lined the walls selling trinkets of all kinds. On the opposite end sat a lonely produce section. Fencing stolen goods was an all-day task.

Ronai motioned for the pair to walk through the crowd to a stall on the far end, “Don’t confuse my motives. I saved you because you are worth more money than I can fathom.”

The words stung Vevi. She hoped the two could become close and that eventually, the woman would set her and Lisette free, but Ronai was infuriating. Vevi recalled the nickname mentioned about Ronai and asked, “What did he mean Ginger She-Devil?”

Ronai stopped in the middle of the bodega about halfway to her indicated stall. The crowd flowed around the pair as a stone in the middle of a river. Ronai glared up at Vevi and said, “It’s bad luck to have a woman aboard the ship, and an old captain…” Ronai stopped speaking and her mouth hung open. The half-formed sentence confused the pirate, and she turned back towards the stall, “I don’t owe you any explanation.”

“I know. I…” Vevi chased after Ronai and gripped the pirate woman by the arm. Ronai stared down at her arm and the delicate fingers gripping her. Vevi leaned in close to Ronai’s ear and said,  “Thanks for standing up for me back there.”

A quick breath escaped Ronai’s lips, and she lifted a hand to push Vevi off of her. Ronai’s fingers met Vevi’s, and she paused. Their hands atop each other Ronai sighed and replied, “In this world women need to be there for each other.”

“Unless one is holding the other prisoner to ransom her back to her family,” Vevi replied sarcastically.

Ronai leered at Vevi’s violet eyes confusion spread across her face. The pirate woman laughed out a few quick breaths and said, “There are a few exceptions to my rule.”


Chapter 3

Basket in hand, Vevi picked produce from a cart while Ronai discussed prices with an old merchant. Unfamiliar with cooking, she did her best picking fruits and vegetables. Unprepared food was foreign and Vevi imagined various ways of cooking the vegetables. She treated it as an apothecary recipe and grabbed a wide variety of plants for the soup.

Ronai placed a hand on the basket and stared down at the contents. “Can you cook?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. “You have a melon, a lemon, grapes, two carrots and a head of cabbage. What on this wide earth are you planning on making?”

Deep crimson-colored Vevi’s cheeks and she muttered, “I know a few recipes, but I’m not a chef. I’m an apothecary.” Her worn shoes traced circles in the dirt as she avoided eye contact with the pirate woman.

Ronai pulled the basket from Vevi and put most of the contents back into the wagon. “Would it be edible? That’s all that matters. We eat stale shit at sea and anything is better than that.” Memories of hard bread and ale lingered on Vevi’s senses long after their voyage. Ronai pulled more carrots and onions, then filled the basket with melons.

Staring down at the lemon and grapes in the cart, Vevi replied, “I promise to do my best. I thought you asked Fen to go hire a chef.”

“He’s at the brothel. I don’t expect any staff for the estate until tomorrow or the next day,” Ronai pulled her coin purse from in between her legs again and paid the man. The two walked through the other end of the bodega and exited into a large courtyard lined with cages on the south. Men and women huddled in the cages in various states of undress. Sadness filled Veviene. She wished she could free them, but as a prisoner herself there was little she could do for the poor people.

Ronai darted across the courtyard and took a sharp left at the first large street. Veviene stopped in her tracks staring at a row of five large buildings each painted red, pink or purple. Ronai pulled Vevi past the first two brothels, but Vevi stopped Ronai with a tug when they stood in front of the middle building.

Excitement filled her voice, “Look there is a theater here.” A large sign on the top of the building read Mama Mailor Theater. A painting on the left side of the door filled two stories of the large building and depicted a man and a woman kissing while the woman held a knife to his throat.

Ronai glanced at the painting and muttered, “Is that what that is?” She then turned, pulling Vevi with her down the road.

Stopping the woman again, Vevi pointed at the sign, “Yes. It says it right there on the sign.”

“Ah yeah. I forgot,” confidence fled the woman as she spoke.

Vevi pressed the subject confused at the timid reaction from the pirate woman, “You forgot that there are huge letters spelling theater on the largest building in the city.”

Ronai stammered, pulling Vevi away from the building, “I’ve never been inside. I don’t know what they do in there.” The two passed crowds of drunk men and women entering and exiting the brothels lining up and down the road. “I brought you here to show you what could happen to you if you’re not careful.”

Sad faced men and women with collars chatted with patrons, but Vevi wanted to talk about the theater. “The sign says they have a show every night of the week.” She did her best to ignore the surrounding sadness, but it crept into her mind.

The pirate woman grimaced and stared up at the sign. “Yup.”

“You can’t read can you,” Vevi accused. The words struck a chord and Ronai’s face darkened. The pirate lunged out with a hand and gripped Vevi by the throat. Pain welled in her lungs as she gasped for breath.

Ronai glared up at her, then stared at her hand as if confused by her actions, “Watch your tongue.” She let go of Vevi and turned back up the street, walking ahead of the prisoner.

After dashing to catch up with her captor, Vevi apologized, “I meant no offense. Everyone is taught differing things. You can survive out in the world far better than I can.” They passed the last large brothel on the left named the Craning Wench. It bore an image of a busty woman craning her neck to kiss a lover. They left the red light district of the city and turned into a more familiar road leading up to the estate.

Long silence separated the two women. Vevi wanted to say more, but Ronai held her mouth on the verge of speaking for a minute before answering, “And I’ll be captain of a ship once we sell you.” The words stung and brought the conversation from the pirate’s weaknesses back to her dominant position in their relationship.

Vevi understood that she hurt the woman’s feelings and wanted to make things better the only way she knew how, by pushing even further, “Won’t you need to read to be a better captain?”

Knuckles white from gripping the hilt of her cutlass, Ronai clenched her teeth as she spoke, “I’ve gotten this far. Don’t push it. I can lead men better than captain Beril.” Her left hand gripped Vevi on the shoulder and she opened her mouth to speak, but Vevi cut her off.

“I don’t doubt that, but I could teach you to read.”

“What do you get out of it?” Ronai’s expression altered from anger to apprehension. As the two walked further from the town the streets became less populated until they were alone walking between the abandoned houses on the edge of the village. Locks dotted the doors of the absent pirates. Each home belonged to a pirate at sea and the island operated on thieves honor to leave each other’s homes alone.

A plan formulated in her mind. Veviene wanted this woman to warm up to her and teaching the pirate to read could win favors and freedom. Vevi shrugged as she replied, “It would pass the time while before you sell me back to my family.”

“I won’t treat you any differently for it though,” Ronai stared at the woman out of the corner of her eye as they walked.

A smile split Vevi’s face from her small victory, “I didn’t expect you would.”

Two men dashed out from the alleyway ahead of the woman and stood in their path. Dark brown pants and white sleeveless shirts, the men appeared the same as most of the pirates, but behind them strode out Jalk and his companion from earlier. The large man had replaced his torn yellow shirt with a light green one. The two men in front held out daggers and Jalk and the other man both held axes.

“Get them,” Jalk commanded, pointing his ax at the women. The men sprung into action surging towards the women, daggers and ax ready to strike.

“Shit,” Ronai cursed.

Jalk yelled in his grainy voice, “Cut the Ginger She-Devil down, but I want the slave alive and unharmed.” The three men encircled Ronai, forcing Vevi away from the pirate. Jalk darted towards Vevi, reaching out with his left hand to grab her.

“Run back to the estate. I’ll handle this,” Ronai said, twirling her blade. The curved end of her cutlass struck the sword arm of one pirate. Red hair fanned out in a wild display as the woman danced between slashed and twisted past an ax aimed at her head. Vevi froze at the grace of the pirate as she moved. The lithe form arcing and dancing around blows in an impressive display of combat ability. In an instant, Vevi’s perspective of the gruff, angry pirate changed. She saw the beauty in the lithe woman and grace in her practiced footwork.

A firm hand gripped Vevi around the throat and her only moment to flee vanished as Jalk pulled her into his chest. Blood pooled on the ground below Ronai. The two pirates with daggers lay dead on the ground. Jalk and his friend stared nervously at each other. Veviene wanted to scream, but her throat tightened with fear.

Jalk pushed Vevi onto the ground and gripped his ax as he moved to stand behind Ronai, pinning her between the two pirates. Vevi landed atop one of the dead men. Blood seeped into her clothes and stained her brown pants. Jalk urged Ronai backward with a predictable swing. Ronai turned to find Vevi and their eyes met. The brief hesitation caused her to step towards the other pirate who swiped down cutting deep into Ronai’s back. The basket Vevi held crashed into the ground. Melons rolled down the hill out of sight.

“No,” Vevi screamed. The ax embedded into her shoulder and hung in place. The pirate pulled on it, but the blade would not leave the woman’s shoulder. Ronai’s sword arm fell limp, but in its last breath, she tossed the weapon to her left hand. Metal glistened in the fading sunlight as Ronai spun, slashing across the pirate’s throat. Jalk stepped forward slashing across Ronai’s back when she exposed it cutting a deep wound from corner to corner. Blood flowed freely from the wound on her shoulder and now across her spine.

Ronai grimaced and turned to face the last opponent. She bellowed in pain and an angry fire glowed in her pained eyes. She charged towards Jalk. The man dropped his ax and fled down the street. Ronai swayed as she dropped the cutlass to the ground. The wild-haired pirate turned to her prisoner and smiled, “I won.” Laughter echoed from the woman and she fell backward onto the ground. The impact dislodged the ax but allowed the blood to pour from the open wound.

Vevi lunged into action. She knelt beside the laughing Ronai and rolled her onto her side to inspect the wounds. The cut on her back barely missed the spine, but the shoulder may never work again. On her front, a pair of cuts in her abdomen bled mixing with the bile contents within. Ronai was on the verge of death.

“You’re dying stop laughing,” Vevi protested, placing her hand on the bleeding woman. Energy channeled into her fingers. Dim green light pulled from the earth itself. The bone structure of her fingers shone with the green light below her skin as she gathered the force to heal the woman.

Ronai reached her left hand for her cutlass and gripped the hilt as she coughed, “I got them all.”

“Hold still. I need to heal you,” Vevi slapped the cutlass from the woman’s hand and held Ronai still as she pressed her fingers into the wound on her stomach. Green light spilled from Vevi and flowed into Ronai. The energy urged the tissue to seal itself and heal accelerated growth of the ripped flesh. Vevi only had a limited amount of time and magic to work the healing. She closed each of the wounds enough to stop the bleeding, but could not drive infection or blood loss away. Ronai had already lost too much blood and the bile from her gut could kill her on its own.

“That stopped the bleeding we need to get you back to the estate,” Vevi spoke, lifting Ronai in her arms.

Limp arms hung down her sides, as Ronai spoke in quiet words, “Don’t forget my sword. Check their pockets for gold. It’s ours now.” Vevi glanced at the discarded sword and shook her head. Three dead bodies, a basket of produce and red soaked weapons faded into darkness as night fell behind Vevi. Ronai muttered in her delirium as Vevi walked as quickly as she could up to the estate.

Thoughts of escape filled Veviene. This was her chance to run away. Her captor was unconscious in her arms. She could leave Ronai to die on the ground and flee the city. The merchant ships would offer passage back to Hurtha. Lisette’s pretty young face filled her mind. Vevi could not leave without her cousin and the real princess. Deep in her heart, she knew she could not leave Ronai to die. Even if she hated the woman, but she could cripple the woman’s ability to keep her prisoner. The estate barely visible in the darkness, Vevi reached into the coin purse tucked away in Ronai’s groin and fished out Captain Beril’s signet ring. No purse or pockets, Vevi took a tip from the gruff pirate woman. Pants pulled forward, she tucked the ring into her undergarments. Cold metal pressed into the flaccid shaft of her penis as a constant reminder of her trickery as she walked up to the estate.


Chapter 4

Ronai’s head rolled into the pillow and tipped down the other side. Consciousness faded from the pirate woman. Darkness filled the room, pressed back by dancing candlelight. Aching muscles twitched up Veviene’s arms from the long hike carrying the woman. Shadowy silhouettes shifted shape along the dusty light brown walls. Lisette and Rolson stood a few paces behind Vevi, watching her work herbs into a paste.

The crooked nosed Rolson leaned over Vevi’s shoulder to inspect the first mate, “Is she going to make it?” The lack of concern in his voice bothered Vevi, but she did not have time to worry about his motives.

“Her fever is very high. There’s no way to tell yet,” Vevi replied, crushing ginger root with a makeshift mortar and pestle. Lisette watched over Vevi’s shoulder as the woman worked. The great room in the estate had wide double doors at the top of the stairs. A large four-poster king-size bed sat on the left side of the room. A wide glass door led to a balcony beyond. The desk and large backed chairs sat covered in dusty sheets. Books littered the floor in unorganized piles.

Rolson pulled a small chair towards the bed and sat beside Vevi, “Where did you learn all of this.” Bony fingers motioned to the herbs scattered on the ground.

Lisette bounced on the balls of her feet excited to offer an answer, “She learned it in the royal court. She’s a princess, you know.” The young woman had gathered the requested ingredients while Vevi tended to the fitful Ronai. The young woman placed a hand on her cousin's shoulder full of pride.

Hand placed on Ronai’s ankle, Rolson squeezed tightly, “She’ll make us all rich, but is she trained enough to heal Ronai?” His fingers clenched tightly around the ankle. Vevi slapped the firm hand away from her patient and glared up at the pirate.

Frustration filled her mind. The talking forced her mind from working until she snapped, “If you could all give me space.” Her clipped angry words silenced the room.

Rolson glared down at her and replied, “I can’t leave you alone with her. I haven’t re-attuned your collar to the estate.” He tapped the collar to emphasize his point. The silver band shifted against Vevi’s skin. “You might run away if I leave.”

“Dammit, I could have run away when Ronai fell. I swear I will not let this patient die,” Vevi stared up at Rolson. Determination painted across her face.

Thoughts tumbled through the pirate’s head as he considered the situation. A sly grin split his lips, and he replied, “Heal the cunt or don’t. As long as you don’t run away.” The gruff man reached down towards Ronai’s groin and pulled down her pants. Lisette gasped, but Vevi motioned for the young woman to stay put as the man emptied the coin into his hands. He looked up at Vevi concerned. “Where is the captain’s sigil?”

Vevi shrugged and stared down at the mortar and pestle. She emptied the crushed ginger root into a steaming bowl of water and mixed the liquid, avoiding eye contact. The cold metal signet ring rested against her flaccid cock. Rolson tore at the woman’s clothes, pulling her blood-stained shirt up. He groped at the pirate’s breasts. Lisette shivered, and a tear ran down the girl's cheek.

“She needs sleep,” Vevi said gripping Rolson by the forearm stopping his desperate search. Ronai’s face stirred on the pillow, but her eyes never opened. Vevi tilted up the woman’s head and placed the cup of ginger root tea to her lips and trickled a bit of water down her throat.

Rolson grunted and stepped back from Ronai. His mouth moved as he uttered a new incantation in an ancient language. His finger pressed into the collar. Blue runes twisted as a new spell activated on the slave collar. Vevi glared up at the man, as he spoke, “If you move twenty paces away from Ronai you will regret it.” He stared down at Lisette and said, “Go to your room.” The young woman whimpered and glanced from Vevi to the pirate. Vevi winked a violet eye and nodded for Lisette to obey.

The girl’s feet creaked down the hallway and steps to the first floor. Rolson glared daggers at Vevi and asked, “If you let her die, I will take her place as the first mate. That means when we sell you I get my ship.” The man towered over Vevi and a hungry glint flickered in his eye with the candlelight.

“I don’t care who becomes a new pirate captain as long as I can go home,” Vevi spoke as she dipped a cloth into warm water and placed it atop Ronai’s forehead.

The man grunted and retreated from the room, “I can make it worth your while if you let her die. Also, when you find the signet, you will give it to me.” Vevi shook her head in disgust at how easily the man turned on Ronai. Rolson vanished down the hall and a door closed in the distance.

Offering what little privacy she could give Ronai, Vevi walked to the door and pulled it closed. Each step she took away from Ronai the slave collar around her neck glowed brighter and twisted tighter against her flesh. As she returned to the sickbed, the necklace shifted back to its inert state.

The pirate woman wore torn and bloody clothes and sat in a heap of frumpy blankets. Vevi pulled a small dagger from the woman’s belt and cut the shirt from her chest. The fabric ripped easily, as Vevi worked at removing the dirty clothes. Shivers ran up the bare-chested pirate woman. Bloodstained her abdomen and spatter up her chest. After removing her blouse, Vevi damped the fabric in the warm water and wiped the blood from the woman’s body. She worked her hands along the woman’s abdomen, cleaning as she moved. The cut into Ronai’s gut appeared as a week healed scar. Vevi stared at the perky breasts and pink nipples. She focused her mind on cleaning the patient and did her best to ignore feelings of arousal as she wiped the blood from her breasts. Vevi turned Ronai onto her side and cleaned the blood from her back.

The top half of the patient clean, Vevi glanced at Ronai’s groin and noticed that the coin purse appeared as a small bulge in her pants. The thought crossed Vevi’s mind that Ronai was trying to pass off as a small man. She chuckled at the idea because for all Ronai tried to act gruff and manly, her features were feminine and beautiful. Vevi removed Ronai’s pants and cleaned her lower half before covering the woman in a blanket.

Vevi stretched and walked to the window. The full moon cast wide shadows on the small island. Sounds from the active city grew at this late hour and Vevi wondered at the odd schedule of this strange place. Fen walked into the courtyard below and waved up at Vevi before entering the house. Tired Vevi lay on the floor next to Ronai and hummed a soft tune her mother Auriel taught her.

The blanket fell from the bed Partway through the night and landed on Veviene. She sat up started and stared at a writhing Ronai. The woman’s limbs punched out and squirmed as she fevered. Vevi sat up on the floor and took Ronai’s hand into her own. She sang a song softly to the pirate woman. The words long forgotten, she hummed the tune. Auriel her mother was a traveling musician when Vevi was born, but when both of her mother’s Auriel and Elenea moved back into the castle with King Reylin their lives quickly turned upside down. Vevi moved out to study as an apothecary and had not thought of music until this moment in her life. The songs quickly returned, and she hummed and sang to the fevering pirate. The flickering candlelight teetered on the edge of burning out. Vevi wanted to look for another, but the collar trapped her in the room.

Ronai stirred less and less as she fell into a deeper sleep. Vevi sat on the edge of the bed sleep a distant thought at this late hour. Her mind drifted to the happy times traveling with her mothers as a child. Vevi’s hand drifted to Ronai’s forehead, and she traced her index finger along the profile of the beautiful, spirited woman. In stillness Ronai was statuesque and Vevi admired the sharp lines of muscle on her naked body.

“Where am I?” Ronai asked into the night. Her eyes remained closed, but she turned towards Vevi and breathed in softly.

“In bed. You need to rest,” Vevi replied, tracing her finger along the woman’s cheekbones. She hummed a soft tune sat on the edge of the bed staring down at her patient.

“What are you doing?” the pirate woman opened her green eyes. She didn’t pull herself away from the tender touch, but her expression turned pained and Ronai focused her eyes on the finger as it traced down her nose and across the profile of her lips.

Vevi sighed and lifted her hand to Ronai’s head. Short nails softly scratched into the scalp of her patient. “Comforting you,” Vevi replied. Ronai’s green eyes opened wide and the two women stared at each other wordlessly. A song came into Vevi’s mind and she sang the words in a quiet melody:

What do you see when you dream?

Is it mountains or valleys or streams?

What lies behind your closed eyes?

Is it all that your dreams comprise?

There are no mountains or valleys or streams.

In my dreams, there aren’t many themes.

Sweeping vistas, my heart long outgrew.

When mine shut, all I see is you.

Ronai blinked once. Veviene blushed, unsure why that some came to her mind, but in her heart, she felt a kinship with the woman trapped in a man’s world fighting to make her own way. Vevi hummed the rest of her songs that night, and quickly Ronai fell back asleep.


Chapter 5

Light filtered through the open window. Vevi opened her eyes to the sounds of the door creaking open. She sat in the chair next to the large bed. Ronai covered in the sheets lay with her hair in a wild display of red across the pillow. Vevi turned to the door and saw Lisette step into the room. A young boy about her age followed her into the room. He wore long trousers and no shoes or shirt. A muddy face covered freckles on his cheeks.

The boy carried a tray with bread and milk in his arms and Lisette walked into the room and pointed to a nearby table saying, “Cham, put the tray here please.” The boy nodded and walked into the room. He offered a bowed head briefly towards Vevi. The wooden tray clicked against the table. The cup of milk threatened to spill over.

“Who is this Lisette?” Veviene rubbed the tired from her eyes and pressed the stale wrinkles from her clothes. A quick glanced down reminded her she was in commoners clothes. She smirked at the internal need to appear in finely pressed clothes.

“He’s the son of the new chef they hired,” Lisette pressed the boy Cham forward and motioned for him to bow.

“Name’s Cham,” he spoke in clipped words and a thick accent. “Pleasure. This lot sure treats slaves nicely.” The boy bowed his head and offered a hand out to Veviene. Vevi took it and shook kissed the back of his dirty skin with a grin. The boy blushed expecting a handshake. He stared down at his hand and glanced up at Lisette bright red.

“We have more chores, Cham,” Lisette said pulling the boy with her out of the room.

“Hey be careful,” Vevi said shaking her head at the girl. Vevi wondered at Lisette’s high spirits but was grateful the young princess had company.

“I will,” she said pulling the door closed.

Unsure if the loaf of bread was for her or Ronai, Vevi nibbled on it while waiting for the pirate woman to wake from her sleep. Fever still ravaged her body, and the woman slept through the whole morning. Trapped in the room, Vevi paced in circles testing the range of the spell on the slave collar. She could take fifteen steps away from Ronai in any direction. Birds called each other in trilling voices and Vevi counted four species of bird she had never seen before. Amid the turmoil in her mind about the situation, the soft breeze and comforting atmosphere put her at ease. Footsteps approached from down the hall and the crooked-nosed Rolson poked his head into the room.

He wiped at the grease on his chin and asked, “Did you find the signet?”

Veviene clenched her jaw. The feeling of the cold metal vanished from her senses during the night. She glanced at the floor searching for it. Rolson followed her eyes, as she replied, “I didn’t see it on her last night.” She pressed her hips into the wall below the window trying to fell the metal.

“Are you certain?” he asked, stepping up to her. The two looked out on the twin peaks in the distance. A muscled arm draped across her shoulder and Rolson whispered, “It’s a shame you didn’t kill her in the night.”

The signet ring sat between her left thigh and the wall. If she moved, the ring would fall from her pants and land on the ground. Vevi placed her hands on the windowsill and pulled her hips tighter against the wall until the signet ring pinched her flesh.

“Oh, I…” Rolson pulled his arm from her shoulder and stammered, “I didn’t mean… Look you are cute, but I…” He ran a hand through his brown hair and stepped away from Vevi. “I’m gay. I wasn’t coming onto you.”

Grateful that he misread her actions, she eased the tension in her body and smiled over her shoulder at him. The ring fell. It tumbled over itself in her pants down to her knee. Vevi slammed her leg against the wall. Cold metal dented into her kneecap.

“Are you OK?” he asked staring down at her leg against the wall. The concern in his voice sounded real, but Vevi did not trust the man.

“I’m fine. I did not sleep well last night,” Vevi frowned at him and added, “I need to rest.” Rolson bobbed his head and stepped out of the room. He left the door open to the room and retreated down the hall.

Vevi let out a long sigh and pulled her left from the wall. The ring fell down her pant leg and bounced onto the ground. After closing the door, Veviene worked out a better method of hiding the ring. From Ronai’s discarded clothes, she found a clean strip of cloth and ripped it from the shirt. Vevi tied a knot through the band of the ring, then tied the cloth around her left thigh. She placed the ring facing towards her right leg to hide it from view.

Tethered to the sleeping Ronai, Vevi passed the day in pacing the room, dusting the desk and picking up each book. Organized by author name, the books sat on the bookshelf by mid-morning. Vevi slumped into the high-backed chair and let out a long sigh.

Ronai’s fever broke four days later. Veviene did her best to feed the woman in between fits of consciousness. In the middle of the fourth night, Vevi sat on the edge of the bed brushing Ronai’s short red hair. Cool air entered through the open window and Vevi shivered. Her patient stirred in the blanket. Vevi warmed herself by sleeping in the bed again tonight. She wore her plain brown breeches and ill-fitting white shirt.  Pacing around to the other side of the bed, she lifted the sheet and slipped under the cover. Goosebumps ran up her legs as she touched the cold bed. Veviene lay her head on the wide pillow and pulled the cord out of her dark hair, releasing it from the ponytail. She lay with her back facing the pirate woman. Warmth spread over her from the heavy blanket and sleep called Vevi. Eyes drifting closed, consciousness faded until a voice spoke in her ear.

“Are you awake?” Ronai’s husky voice cracked in a whispered tone.

The words cut into her sleepy mind, and Vevi spun in the bed and face the pirate. “Barely,” the words came out in an elongated tired tone. Her violet eyes glistened in the dim moonlight.

“Why are you in my bed?” Ronai asked. The woman’s green eyes appeared dark brown in the dark room.

“I’m sorry,” Vevi stammered, blushing. “I’ll give you your space.” She lifted from the bed and pulled the covers off of herself. The blanket pulled from Ronai revealing her naked form laying on the bed. Shadows drew curved lines across her slender hips and small breasts. Vevi’s breath caught, and she stared down at the naked pirate.

A calloused hand gripped Veviene at the forearm. Ronai pulled her prisoner back into the bed. Their faces sat inches apart from each other. Veviene’s breath formed a knot in her throat and all she could see was Ronai’s lips. The pirate lifted her face until their lips touched. Ronai kept her eyes open, and she stared at Vevi. In the green orbs of passion, Vevi could see a woman in torment, a woman with desires, and a woman held back by the world. Vevi saw herself. Their kiss lingered as she wondered what her life would have been had she been born on an island such as Chantilor Bay. Vevi could not judge Ronai based on her life of royalty. Her mothers were both princesses, but she was not in line for the throne. Vevi had to find her own future.

Ronai gripped Vevi’s hand and pulled it towards her exposed breasts. She took the pink nipple in her fingers and traced the edge of the areola with her finger. Vevi opened her mouth slightly and ran her tongue along the lips of the pirate woman. A jolt of passion surged through her body. Her cock ignited to life and grew bulging against her breeches.

Ronai pulled up on the ill-fitting shirt Veviene wore, lifting it until her breasts fell free from the fabric. Ronai pulled out of the kiss and dipped her head down until her breath grazed the exposed flesh. Vevi pulled the shirt from her and tossed it to the ground at the foot of the bed. Ronai kissed the large breasts at the top of the cleavage. Taking the nipple into her mouth, Ronai suckled at the woman’s breasts. The two women lay on their sides facing each other, Vevi rubbing Ronai’s nipples with her hands as Ronai sucked on Vevi’s larger breasts.

Hatred and attraction battled for Vevi’s attention. Ronai was her captor, but she felt a kinship for the pirate. Ronai lifted her face from sucking on her breasts. Her calloused hands pulled down Vevi’s pants revealing her massive erect futanari cock. Precum dripped down the side of the shaft. Vevi turned onto her back while Ronai pulled off the pants the rest of the way and tossed them onto the ground.

A firm hand on Vevi’s hips pulled her back onto her side. Ronai lifted Vevi’s right leg high into the air and straddled her prisoner over her left leg atop the firm cock. The lips of Vevi’s clitoris grazed against Ronai’s. Their vagina’s kissed, pressing against each other as Ronai rubbed back and forth scissoring the futanari woman. Vevi’s cock bounced up and down as the two humped each other fiercely. Ronai gripped Vevi’s extended right leg in her arms, pressing it firmly in between her breasts. The two women sat at perpendicular angles thrusting into each other. Vevi’s cock rested on Ronai’s left thigh as their vagina’s made love.

No words passed between the women. Their bodies moved in unison and their breath came out in full-body gasps of pleasure. Vevi wanted to speak to Ronai, but they hardly knew each other. The woman was her captor and a vile pirate, but understanding and companionship had formed between the two in their days together in the estate. Ronai’s husky voice panted and her abdomen flexed as they breathed each other’s air.

Veviene gripped her breasts, pressing the flesh of her tits together. Pleasure coursed through her, but she desperately wanted her cock to penetrate Ronai. No words passed between the two women, but Vevi knew Ronai wanted to take the lead. Their bodies worked in unison and a connection formed between the women. A fire ignited inside her abdomen as an orgasm built from her vagina and spread through her entire body. Waves of tingling passion surged through her as she let out a wail of pleasure. Her breath carried loud out the window and deep into the night beyond. Her cock thrummed to life erupting in cum down Ronai’s leg in a stream of sticky pleasure.

Ronai grinned down at Vevi and slowed the cadence of their passion until she stopped moving. The futanari cock throbbing against her leg as cum shot from it pooling onto the bed. Vevi wanted to fuck the woman and rose from the bed trying to take charge. Ronai pushed her back down onto the bed and gripped the futanari cock firmly in her hands. She aimed it towards her vagina and guided the cock into her.

The delicate flesh parted, but her cock struggled to penetrate the woman. The thought crossed Vevi’s mind that Ronai might be a virgin, but their speechless passion prevented her from saying a word. The tip of the futanari cock penetrated the woman about an inch deep. Ronai grimaced but struggled to get the cock further inside her. Their eyes met and Ronai’s face cast down with timid embarrassment. Vevi smiled up at the pirate woman and lifted herself onto her elbows. Wordlessly, Vevi shifted her hips, encouraging the woman to continue the rubbing motion.

Cum dripped down the pirate woman’s vagina and onto the shaft as a natural lubricant formed inside the woman’s vagina. All at once, Ronai slid down the shaft and Vevi was fully inside her lover. The futanari let out a squeal of pleasure and fell from her elbows back onto the bed. Ronai let out a scream of pain as the cock stretched her virgin flesh. Short breaths escaped the pirate's mouth. She stared down at Vevi on the bed and blushed crimson.

“Take your time,” Vevi whispered, cutting into the silence. Ronai nodded her head and gently moved her hips. Blood dripped from Ronai’s hymen as the futanari cock stretched her flesh. Their bodies moved slowly as they got use to the feeling of connection between them.

Confusion split Ronai’s face as she reached down with her left hand. Her fingers pulled at the cord on Vevi’s left thigh. Her hand came up with the signet ring tied to the cloth. “What is this?” Ronai asked suddenly stopping the motion of their sex.

Fear widened Vevi’s eyes, and she tried to explain, “I was protecting it I promise.” Ronai rose from her seated position on Vevi and the futanari cock fell from her tight vagina. Vevi wanted to fill the woman with her cum, but the sudden change of tone in the room frightened her.

“You stole that from me and hid it,” Ronai accused. She shot up from the bed and spun a circle searching for clothes. Sticky cum dripped down the pirate woman’s leg as she strode to a dressed and threw open a drawer. Captain Beril’s signet ring in her hand she threw one more glare towards the prisoner. “If I didn’t need you for this plan, I’d kill you now.”

Vevi jumped out of the bed, “But it’s not what it looks like.” She ran to the dresser and pulled out the second drawer showing Ronai where her clothes sat organized.

“When I get back, I want you out of my room,” the words fell from her lips in tight angry syllables as she threw on a pair of pants and gripped a shirt in a tight fist.

Vevi ran after her out of the room. Breasts bouncing with each step. If Ronai got too far away, the collar would activate. “Don’t run too far,” Vevi called after the pirate as she darted down the steps.

Ronai yelled over her shoulder now in a sprint, “Stop following me.” She kicked open the front door and sped down the steps.

The firm futanari cock bounced up and down as Veviene tried to keep pace. The collar hummed to life, and the runes glowed bright blue. “If you’re too far from me, the collar…”

Ronai cut her off sprinting down the path towards the gate, “As long as you stay in the estate you’ll be fine. Go back to your room.” She slipped a dark blue dyed shirt over her naked chest, slowing her pace for a moment.

Vevi could not keep up with the quick woman. Soon the collar spun around her neck and jolting electric energy coursed through the collar. Vevi’s legs failed her, and she tumbled to the ground halfway to the gate. Ronai stepped beyond the limit of the collar and leaped up to the high wall around the estate. No hesitation for the gate in acrobatic fashion, she mounted the wall and spun down the other side.

Dark blue lighting surged from the collar. It coursed through Vevi as she spasmed on the ground. Arms flailed as her naked body writhed on the grass. Pain freed her mind from the desire to ejaculate and she lost consciousness.


Note From the Author

Thank you for taking the chance on a new author and reading my story of Veviene and Ronai. I hope they touched your soul in the same way that they 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.

Thank you
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