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Captivated

Chaper 1

Cloudy confusion filled Vevi’s dreams as she drifted between consciousness and the waking world. Images blurred and melted into each other. Ronai brushing Vevi’s black hair. Lisette dripping soup down Vevi’s lips. A red bird darted around the room while Ronai chased it away. Weeks passed in a series of blurred images as Vevi remained barely aware of the world around her.

After a long struggle, she opened a single eye. Light-filled her vision and blurred the outline of a person in the doorway. The floorboard creaked as the small person ran across the compact room. A bowl clattered to the ground, and water splashed across the floor.

“You’re awake?” Lisette’s voice spoke hopefully. The pubescent girl ran to the side of Vevi’s bed and placed a hand on her cousin’s cheek. Brown hair hung a few inches shorter on the youthful woman than what Vevi remembered before her bout of unconsciousness.

Eyes open in narrow slits, Vevi glanced around the room. Sharp pain thrummed through her temples. “Oh god. My head,” she muttered through a dry mouth. Vevi smacked at her cracked lips and tried to sit up in the bed. Cords held her hands in place. She tugged at them, but the rope held her firmly against the straw matter. After a quick tug at her feet, Vevi sighed. She lay bound hand and foot to the bed.

“Vevi,” Lisette jumped atop her cousin and wrapped her into a tight hug. She brushed her brown hair over her ear and nestled her head into Vevi’s shoulder. Veviene tried to reach down and pat Lisette on the head. She grunted at the cords and lay her head back against the pillow. Lisette ran a hand across Vevi’s cheeks and whispered, “I was so worried about you.”

“Why are you acting funny?” Vevi blinked twice and glanced around the room. She lay in the small servant's quarters. Small chests of cutlery and chests of linens lined the walls. One small window offered a glimpse out to the island paradise beyond.

“You’ve been unconscious for weeks,” Lisette rose to a sitting position on the small bed. “Ronai thought you would never wake.”

The compact room held only one bed, and Vevi wondered where Lisette had slept these last few weeks. “Shit…,” she muttered, “We don’t have much time to escape. Do they still think I’m the princess and not you?” Lisette nodded and brushed at her cream-colored dress. The simple embroidery looked out of place on the princess in hiding. “Good,” Vevi continued, “We need to get off this island and away from them somehow. Wait, where’s your collar?”

“They took it off. I don’t make any trouble, and they let me and Cham go to market for supplies.” Lisette rubbed at her throat where the slave collar had been. A soft red rash was the only visible trace of the enchanted metal. The pirates had removed the collar from the actual princess and afforded her a bit of freedom in captivity.

“That’s good. We can work with that,” Vevi said twisting her neck trying to feel for her collar. The cold metal twisted and irritated her neck. “I need to see if Ronai will take mine off,” she muttered as an afterthought. Vevi pictured the red-haired pirate, and her lips curled up in a smile.

“I doubt that,” Lisette scoffed. She rose from the bed and tidied the sheets, pulling them up to keep Vevi warm. The wool sent itches along her stomach and across her arms.

“Why?” Vevi asked, wondering why she felt the wool against her entire body. A quick glance down showed that she wore no clothes. The only covering was the itchy wool blanket. She blushed, realizing that she lay exposed to the world for weeks while she drifted in and out of consciousness.

Lisette shifted her weight from foot to foot and said, “She wants to be done with the blackmail and get back onto a ship.”

“OK,” Vevi muttered, turning her head. She wanted Ronai to care about her, even though everything about the situation screamed that the woman was her enemy.  “Has she said anything about me?” Vevi asked before she could think about it and stop herself.

“No. Why would she say anything about you?” Lisette wondered as she bent to pick up the discarded bowl on the floor. She mopped up the water on the ground with a towel and hung the now-empty bowl over her shoulder.

“No reason.” Vevi replied through a deep sigh. Ronai would never trust her again she Vevi closed her eyes, defeated. The last waking memory she held was of an intimate moment between her and Ronai.

A mousy boy stood at the doorway and spoke softly, “Hey Lisette, I need a hand with some cleaning.” Cham lived on the estate with his mother tending the grounds. Lisette and the boy had grown close in their time on the island.

Lisette turned to him with a wide smile. As she spoke she pulled on her brown hair twirling it in a loose braid. “Hey Cham.” The young girl turned back to the bed and asked, “Will you be ok?”

Vevi nodded her head, feeling a slight dizzy spin to the room. As Lisette turned away, she called out, “Wait.” She curled her index finger, motioning for Lisette to come close.

“What?” she said, spinning on her heels. Brown hair spun around her head in a wide circle, flicking against Cham’s face.

“Does he know?” she whispered into Lisette’s ear. Lisette shook her head no.

“OK. Good,” Vevi replied, lifting her eyes to stare up at the waiting Cham. The boy pulled a rag from his back pocket, and he flung it over his shoulder. The dirty white cloth matched his stained brown shirt.

“What happened between you and Ronai?” Lisette asked, raising an eyebrow.

“I thought I had feelings for her,” Veviene began. She paused, shaking the naked image of Ronai from her mind. The ridges and curves of her body casting moonlit shadows over her naked form. Vevi closed her eyes and said, “I was wrong. She’s a pirate and we’re too different from each other.”

“Ronai? No way,” Lisette blushed and her eyes wandered to Cham behind her. Vevi noticed the glance and assumed that the girl held growing feelings for the boy. Lisette turned back to her cousin and added, “Rest up. I’ll bring some soup.”

“Don’t tell anyone I’m awake yet,” Vevi said pulling at her restraints. “I’m going to pretend to be unconscious for a day or two.”

“Are you sure? What for?” Lisette asked, rising from the edge of the bed. Cham walked up next to her and raised an eyebrow. The boy heard their entire conversation. It worried Vevi, but she trusted Lisette’s judgment of the lad.

Vevi pursed her lips and hoped that they could trust the boy. She spoke to Lisette, but her eyes were fixed on Cham, “Any bit of control I can get on the situation could be useful.”

“OK,” Lisette replied. Cham took her by the arm and pulled her out of the room. Vevi closed her eyes and listened to the world around her. Escape plans came and went. Nothing came to mind that could get them out of their predicament.


Chapter 2

The first day passed without incident, but boredom took control. Footsteps echoed around the house and the pirates in residence at Captain Beril’s estate went about their daily routines. Vevi found herself daydreaming of Ronai until night fell. Confused emotions filled her. Ronai wanted to use her as a ransom to get her boat. How could she ever love Veviene? Lisette came in after dark with a small loaf of bread and the two shared a quiet conversation. Their whispered comforts lasted Vevi until she fell asleep.

Shifting waves rocked the world in a gentle back-and-forth motion. Vevi found herself cradled within Ronai’s arms. Only Ronai was as large as a city. The ocean waves lapped at the edges of her small breasts, covering her chest with sea froth. Veviene’s black wet hair rested along Ronai’s massive arms as the gigantic woman carried her over the ocean. Ronai took massive steps along the ocean floor, walking across the world. Dolphins chased the pair, swimming circles and calling after them in their carefree voices.

Vevi shifted in Ronai’s arms, reaching a hand down into the chilly water. Goosebumps spread up the long arms of the giant woman. She pressed icy fingers against the giant red-headed woman. Green light filtered from Vevi’s fingers, shining from the bone structure below her skin. Warmth spread from her fingers, spreading into the enormous woman.

A wide smile spread across Ronai’s face, lifting the freckles on her cheeks. Determination filled her eyes, and she sped up her pace, leaping from stride to stride covering leagues. The dolphins soon trailed behind them, unable to keep up the swift pace.

After hours of wading in the ocean, Ronai walked upon the shore of a small island. As she stepped onto dry land, her massive body shrank to normal size. Vevi slid from Ronai’s grasp and took her first steps in the dream. Sand squished between her toes. Soon the two walked along a secluded beach together.

Ronai frowned out to the horizon and whispered, “I’m sorry.”

A cutlass appeared in her hand and bonds surged from below the sand, tying Vevi onto the beach. Veviene pulled at the ropes, but they tightened further, pulling her against the coarse sand. Ronai cried openly as she leveled the tip of the sword at Vevi’s heart. The red-haired pirate’s toned muscles flinched, and she plunged the sword down.

The floorboards creaked near the door frame, rousing Veviene from the dream. Whoever it was that stood in near the door took one step every thirty seconds. Each footfall caused the wood floor to groan. The visitor did not want to be caught but was an incompetent sneak. Vevi wanted to open her eyes and scream, but she forced them to stay closed. She shifted gently on the bed, pulling on the restraints on her arms, but the bonds held her in place.

Soft breath blew against her cheek, moldy bread, and stale air filled her nostrils. Fen’s voice called out in a whisper, “Are you awake yet princess?” What could Fen want with her in the middle of the night? Vevi panicked but forced her eyes closed. She needed to keep up the rouse of sleep.

The blanket covering her naked body slid downward, revealing her chest to the night air. The hard mattress below her shifted with the weight of another occupant. Course canvas pants rubbed against the exposed flesh of Vevi’s side. Could she sit still while this man raped her? Vevi forced the welling tears in her eyes to stay put and she shifted on the bed against the rope holding her in place.

A calloused hand gripped her left breast. Fen rubbed the tender skin in between his outstretched fingers and let out a soft moan as he whispered, “I’ve never met anyone as beautiful and strange as you. You look like a woman, but that massive dick. I can’t stop thinking about your unique body.” His fingers worked around her nipples.

Although his tone and touch were gentle, the advance was unwanted. Hair tickled her chest as Fen adjusted himself on the bed until he hovered over her. He knelt in between her spread legs and held a hand at each of her thighs, pressing them apart. His hands gripped Vevi’s futanari cock and stroked the flaccid flesh. He worked quickly and traced his fingers down towards her labia. The flesh peeled to the sides, and his dick touched her skin. Fen let out a gasping breath of relief and thrust his cock into her, but her vagina was dry and he could not penetrate her labia.

Vevi flinched against the pressure of his dick and pulled on the rope, but held her eyes closed. She wanted to scream out. Thoughts mixed in her mind as she tried to think through her situation. If she called out, it would reveal that she was awake. She wondered what sort of advantage she would have awake. Was pretending to be unconscious a waste of her time? Was it worth rape?

“Get the fuck off of her,” Ronai said in quiet anger. Thundering footsteps echoed through the compact room as the small pirate woman ran across the room.

“Shit, you’re not supposed to be back yet,” Fen cursed, pulling his dick away from Vevi. He stayed on the bed but turned to face Ronai.

“This bitch is worth more money than your life,” Ronai said, even quieter than before. Vevi struggled to hear the pirate woman, but her fierce attitude made Fen cower away from her. “Get off the bed now, or I’ll hand you to captain Beril in a rucksack of pieces.”

“I’m getting,” Fen said as he rose from the bed and stepped onto the ground. He let out a loud groan and the sound of a solid slap filled Vevi’s ears. “My dick, what the fuck Ronai?” Fen stepped away from the bed and the two circled each other.

“If I see you try anything like this again, I’ll do that with a dagger next time,” Ronai stood between Vevi and the friendly rapist. Vevi risked opening her eyes to look out at the pirate woman that confused her emotions. Ronai stood with her back to Vevi. Wide shadows spread across the room, obscuring details from the situation. Wild red hair spilled down Ronai’s slender shoulders. The lithe woman held a hand clenched on a cutlass at her hip and her free hand gripped a handful of dark brown pubic hair. Ronai flicked her fingers, and the curly brown hair floated down to the ground. The soft cream shirt fit tightly around Ronai’s waist and billowed out around her chest and arms.

“I was just curious is all,” Fen stammered, backing away from Ronai. He waved a hand in front of him defensively. His long brown hair curled gently at the tips. He wore it pulled back with a small leather strap, but it spilled over onto his bare shoulders. Fen held his pants up with one hand. They hung from his waist down at an angle across his body.

“Get curious at one of the brothels,” Ronai took a step towards him and the man shied away, “If I catch you in this room alone I’ll remove that tiny dick.” Although landlocked, Ronai was the first mate on their ship. Captain Beril placed her in charge of the small band of pirates in Chantilor Bay.

Vevi closed her eyes as Fen muttered, “Aye.” The man left the room. Moments later his voice sounded from outside the house as he left the small estate.

Ronai made no move and Vevi wanted to open her eyes to see the woman, but she had made it this far without giving away that she was awake. Vevi kept up the rouse. The pirate woman stepped towards the bed. She draped the blanket over Vevi’s naked body and sat on the edge of the bed near Vevi’s head.

“I’m sorry about that. I’ve dealt with men my entire life,” Ronai spoke in a soft whisper. Her voice came out less husky and more nurturing. “As a princess, you were kept free and apart from men.” Ronai’s slender hands ran along Vevi’s dark hair and she scratched gently against her scalp with her short fingernails. “That was my first time. Maybe it was both of ours.” Vevi could not hold in the blush that colored her cheeks red. Ronai had been a virgin before their encounter the other night.

The pirate woman sat in silence combing Vevi’s hair with her hand. Soon Vevi forgot about the bonds holding her in place. The world felt at peace and no matter the situation, if she was with Ronai Vevi could be happy. Vevi felt her mind wander back to sleep, but she wanted to enjoy this moment so she fought against the dreams that beckoned her.

“Why can’t I get that damn song out of my head witch?” Her words felt harsh, but she spoke in a sweet whisper, “The land-locked bitch must have put a spell on me when she worked her magic to heal me,” Ronai sighed and stood up from the bed. She shifted kneeled at the side leaning over the bed placing her face next to Vevi’s. A few breaths later she whispered, "Please wake up. I need to hear you sing again.”

Unable to hold back any longer, Vevi opened her eyes and replied, “I’m awake.”


Chapter 3

Ronai shot up from the bed, her face beamed with delight, but her voice came out angry, “How long have you been awake?” She held the pommel of her cutlass, pressing it down, lifting the blade high behind her.

Pulling against the cords, Vevi tried to sit up and face the pirate. Held in place, she grunted and lay back down before saying, “Since this morning.”

“You sat there while he was about to rape you?” Her voice came out without intonation or emotion.

“What should I have done? I’m tied to a bed naked,” Vevi growled back at Ronai, tugging on the bonds as she spoke. The rope grated on the wood as she tugged it from side to side.

“What if he’d gone through with it?” Ronai stepped forward and light filtered through the window from the moon reflecting against her green eyes.

“I don’t know,” Veviene muttered and turned away from Ronai. As a prisoner, she had few choices and no power over her life. Staying silent was her only way to maintain some control.

Ronai stepped to the edge of the bed and lifted her blade. It hung over her shoulder. The air whistled around the sharp metal as it swung low. The blade cut into the side of the bed, severing the rope that held Vevi prisoner. The pirate tugged the blade out of the wood. Ronai whispered, “No one else can touch you but me.” At that, she sheathed the blade and turned to leave the room.

“Excuse me?” Veviene sat up in the bed and tried to get out. Instead of standing up, she flopped forward and slammed into the floor. Still tied to the bed at her ankles, she swung to the side, hanging off the bed. “I’m my woman. You don’t own me,” she tried to call out, but in her pathetic state, her words mingled with the blanket and barely made a sound. She swung her arms in circles, trying to pull herself back up into the bed.

Ronai laughed while walking towards the bed and said, “I may not own you, but you are my prisoner.” Ronai gripped Vevi by the waist and lifted her back into the bed. “I’m not cutting your legs free. Stay put.” Ronai bundled the blanket in her arms and threw it over Vevi. The cloth unfurled and draped over the dark-haired woman.

Vevi pulled the blanket down and accused, “You sure didn’t treat me like a prisoner the last time we spoke.” Her violet eyes glowed in the dim light. Vevi draped the scratchy wool blanket around her naked body and sat up in the bed, staring out at Ronai.

“You’re playing with my feelings to gain control of the situation,” the red-haired pirate accused blowing out a long-frustrated breath. She turned away and folded her arms underneath her small breasts. They pressed upward, and she turned her head to stare at Vevi out of the corner of her eye.

“No. I promise,” Vevi replied, gripping the wool blanket in both of her hands. She wrung her feelings out of the blanket. “Yes. It started like that, but I think I do care about you.” An owl outside the window called out, filling the night with its shrill voice.

Ronai turned back to face Vevi and her hands fell to her side. Her expression shifted from hopeful to anxious, “What am I thinking? You are my voucher for a new life. I can’t let these thoughts distract me.” Ronai bent down and pulled on the discarded rope on the ground. It pulled tight against Veviene’s wrist and she looped it around the bedpost. Practiced fingers tied another knot.

“I don’t know if I want you either. You’re a ruthless pirate,” Vevi spat the words and pulled her arm away from Ronai. The unfinished knot loosened and fell to the ground. Ronai shot an angry scowl and pulled the rope against the struggling Vevi. Veviene asked, “Why do they call you the Ginger She-Devil? Why should I care about a villainous rouge?”

“A woman in a man’s world has to fend for herself. I kill anyone who touches me or you,” Ronai bent close to Vevi and held the rope up, waving it in front of her. The implication of her words lingered in the air. Vevi wondered if Ronai had ever been raped or how much this pirate’s life had affected the woman. Ronai gripped her groin and the coin purse hidden there, “If I don’t fight for myself nobody else will. A pampered princess would never understand.”

“I understand better than you think,” Vevi pouted. She wanted to confess the secret of her identity to Ronai. In her heart, Vevi needed the woman to understand her. She wanted to connect on a deep emotional level, but the lie created a gap that could never be crossed.

“I kill anyone who tries to fuck me or grope me. I set a clear boundary that nobody crosses until you. I didn’t kill you,” Ronai’s eyes rifted from Vevi’s eyes down to her lips and lingered on the exposed skin of her bosom before returning to her eyes.

After holding her breath while Ronai’s eyes wandered, Vevi replied, “I appreciate that. Was it because I’m your voucher to be captain?”

“No,” Ronai pulled on the rope, bringing Vevi closer to her. Their faces sat inches apart. Ronai’s freckled cheeks flushed with excitement.

Vevi’s breath caught in her lips and she tried to breathe, “Then why?”

“It's stupid,” Ronai shook her head and dropped the rope onto the bed. It coiled into a pile over Vevi’s legs. Ronai rubbed her temples and walked to the door and she muttered, “I need sleep. I’ll see you in the morning.”

Vevi stared out into the dimly lit manor, desperately wanting to resolve her feelings for Ronai. Could she make it work with a pirate? Veviene lay her head down on the pillow and coiled the rope around her arm as she daydreamed of living in this home with Ronai. Ronai was a pirate and needed the seas. Vevi drifted to sleep wondering if she could become a pirate.


Chapter 4

Morning came with no reprieve from the wandering thoughts that plagued her mind. She awoke tied to the bed by her ankles. The rope sat coiled around her forearm where she left it the night before. A wooden plate lay next to Vevi on the bed with a small slice of bread. Her lavender eyes focused on the buttered bread and she ate it, as crumbs fell to the wool blanket covering her naked body.

“Your time on the island is almost through,” the old pirate Wheatley said lowering himself into the rickety chair next to Veviene’s bed. The dresser full of linens behind him sat with a drawer open. White cloth sat folded neatly in rows in the drawer.

Vevi turned to face the crippled pirate, surprised that she did not notice him earlier. “What makes you say that?” she asked.

The pin holding his brown breeches where his missing left leg hung swaying at the edge of the chair. The balding old pirate held his crutch across his lap, and replied, “We received a letter a few weeks ago.” Gnarled fingers ran along the smooth wood as he spoke.

“What did it say?” Vevi wiped the crumbs from her chin and turned as much as the cords on her ankles allowed.

Wheatley smiled up at her from his low chair and said with glistening eyes, “As much as I like you, princess, I don’t think you understand that my loyalties are with Captain Beril.” He lowered the crutch and used it to rock the chair back onto only two of the four legs.

“Please tell me my parents are coming,” Vevi demanded. She knew it would be Lisette’s father Reylin and not either of Vevi’s mothers.

“I wish I could say,” Wheatley said, lowering the chair back onto all four legs. Fen walked past the open doorway and glanced in, but when he saw Wheatley the long-haired pirate recoiled and strode past the room with an awkward gait. “I heard about Fen,” Wheatley added, speaking loud enough for the offending pirate to hear his words.

“I don’t know how to respond to that,” Vevi recalled the attempted rape and her refusal to fight back. She felt guilt over her reaction and remorse for the way Ronai treated her afterward.

“Ronai woke him in his sleep last night and rammed her sword hilt into his ass,” Wheatley laughed, slapping his knee.

“What?” Vevi dropped her hands to her lap in shock. The wool blanket covering her breasts fell to her waist.

The old pirate pointed to the blanket and lowered his eyes, “Miss your blanket.” Vevi lifted the blanket and covered herself again. Wheatley spoke down at the floor as she adjusted the blanket again, “You shouldn’t have to worry about that one.”

“What about Rolson?” Vevi asked.

“What about him?”

“He wants to overthrow Ronai. He tried to get the signet ring from me,” Vevi explained. She wished she could explain the whole situation to Ronai, but talking to Wheatley felt better than nothing.

“Why did you have it?” he asked, risking a glance up at her. Now covered by the blanket, he looked her in the eye.

“When we were attacked, Ronai dropped it,” Vevi recounted the events of the attack and said, “I picked it up when I carried her back to the estate.”

Wheatley offered her a sly grin and accused, “You planned on escaping with Beril’s money. Clever girl, but you never would have pulled it off.” He lifted himself from the chair onto the crutch and walked to the edge of the bed. “Do you even know how the banks work here on Chantilor Bay? You can’t simply walk up and withdraw money.”

“I’m more resourceful than you think,” Vevi folded her arms, and turned her head away from the pirate. She knew he spoke the truth, but she did not appreciate his tone.

“I’m well aware that you’re not a mere apothecary student, but that doesn’t make you a capable pirate or thief,” Wheatley turned from the bed and let his accusation hang in the air.

Vevi wondered how much the astute pirate knew of her situation, and replied, “How else am I supposed to get out of this terrible situation?”

“A plan that hinges on your weakest traits will fail,” he offered council as he walked toward the door.

“Are you encouraging me to escape?” she asked to his back. She stared at the bald circle on the crown of his head. A large brown patch of discolored skin sat on the left side of the bald spot.

“No. I’m encouraging you to adapt and survive,” Wheatley offered a wave and hobbled out of the room.

Vevi sat in the bed clutching the wool blanket to her chest, wishing that she had some clothing and considering the advice offered by the old pirate. She spent the day sitting in the bed listening to the pirates move around the estate while ignoring her presence. As she considered her strengths, she knew she could heal with her magic and herbs, but how could that help her situation. How could she use that to her advantage? Were there any other skills she had that could help?

Daydreams of the unfinished sex with Ronai swirled in her mind and soon her cock grew erect under the blanket. After hours of contemplation, Vevi decided to tell Ronai the truth about herself. For better or worse, this was her last play to win her freedom, but her reverie was cut short as Rolson walked into the small servant's quarters and tapped on the door frame announcing his presence.

The brown-haired pirate wiped at chicken grease on his chin and smiled at Veviene. “Evening, princess.”

Vevi lifted her head on from the firm uncomfortable pillow and clenched the blanket at her breasts, covering her nakedness. “What brings you to my rooms?”

“I wanted to check on your highness and offer my protection in the days to come,” he spoke with hand clenched behind his back. The man stared at the outline of her erect dick under the blanket.

Red-colored Vevi’s cheeks as she spoke, “Why would I need your protection?”

“Princess, Veviene. Can I call you Vevi?” She offered him a blank stare in reply and he cleared his throat before adding, “In the exchange of your life it easily could go poorly and you may be in danger. I should hate for something to happen to you.” Rolson moved his hands out from behind his back. In his left hand, he clenched a small stiletto dagger.

“Is that a threat?” Vevi narrowed her lavender eyes at the insinuation of her death.

“No, please don’t take it that way. I need something from you and you need something from me,” he held the dagger out to her by the blade, offering the weapon to the prisoner. “Take it.”

Vevi clenched the blanket with one hand and took the knife with her other. She eyed the pirate warily and said, “What is the price of this knife?”

“I need you to kill Ronai,” Rolson whispered. He pointed to the dagger and said, “This is Fen’s dagger. Killing her with this will implicate him.”

“What do I get out of killing her?” she asked, with no actual intention of harming the red-haired beauty.

“When we sell you to the Alindeners, I’ll protect you.” Rolson spread his arms wide, and the sleeves on his shirt swayed he folded them again.

“The Alindeners?” shock and disappointment crossed her brow. Thoughts of freedom spiraled into a thread of depression. Worries filled her mind, and she struggled to listen as Rolson continued to speak.

“They intend to kill you, I won't let that happen,” he offered a wide grin and stepped away allowing Vevi to keep the dagger. “Think about it.” Rolson grinned and exited the room without another word.

Vevi lay back in the bed, gripping the blade in one hand as she wondered what to do. She tried cutting the cords that held her feet, but the thin blade was too dull on the edges to cut into the thick rope. She let out a resigned breath and drifted to off to fitful dreams.


Chapter 5

Afternoon light filtered through the shuttered window in the compact room. Lisette spent the day following Cham around the house, leaving Vevi to her lonely thoughts. The stiletto tucked behind the single bed in between the thin pine headboard and the wall. Wheatley offered a brief conversation over her breakfast. Fen walked past the room at regular intervals throughout the day, glancing into the room without saying a word.

At the lunch hour, Ronai walked into the small room and closed the door behind her. She held a wooden plate with a slice of bread and meat. The meat was cut so thin as to appear translucent. The red-haired pirate smiled widely and said, “We’re boarding the ship in the morning.”

Vevi glanced at the dress bundled below the plate in Ronai’s arms and asked, “Already?”

“The captain is due to arrive within the hour. They’ll restock supplies and we’ll leave in the morning,” Ronai placed the plate onto the bed next to Vevi and unfurled the dress. The rich purple fabric bore dark blue stones at the bodice and around the neckline. She draped the dress over the small chair next to the bed.

“I guess our time together is almost done,” Vevi muttered with regret. Unresolved emotions for the pirate fought for attention in her mind.

“I need you to tell me why you had the signet ring,” Ronai demanded with hands on her hips. As she shifted her weight from side to side the cutoff shorts drifted higher up her thighs.

“I was going to escape and steal from Captain Beril. I intended to run away with Lisette and go home,” Vevi said as she lifted the bread to her mouth. Honesty felt the right choice for the occasion. Veviene wanted desperately to confess her love for Ronai and tell her she was not the princess. This truth would allow them to share a life. The consequences to Lisette seemed too high, but could Lisette’s life equal in value to the happiness that Veviene wanted.

“Do you even know how to get money from the banks here?” Ronai laughed, filling the room with her low, rich alto voice. She leaned against the linen cabinet to hold herself up from uncontrollable laughter.

“How hard can it be to withdraw money?” Vevi demanded through a bite of food.

Taking a deep breath, Ronai pulled her hair back and tied a small leather cord holding her wild red hair back into a ponytail. She calmed her voice and explained through fits of giggles, “For one you need the signet. Wealth is handled in slaves. The island uses slaves as a form of currency. When I go to the market to withdraw, I sell some of Beril’s slaves. I doubt you’d have the stomach to go through with the transaction.”

For the first time in days, Vevi wondered where her collar was. The infernal magical device that shocked her out of consciousness when Ronai fled from her a few weeks ago. She pressed the thought aside and asked, “How can you sit by while they buy and sell people.”

“You can only control yourself and the rest doesn't concern me, but I guess as a princess you need to care about more than yourself,” Ronai tilted her head and the eyed Vevi with wonder. “Such a strange concept of caring for the welfare of others.” A dagger hung at her back, resting atop the curve of her ass belted into her shorts.

“Yeah I guess so,” Vevi replied trying to fathom how this pirate woman could live her life whiteout concern for other people. “There’s something I need to tell you,” the mention of royalty offered an opportunity, to tell the truth. Vevi tried to continue speaking, but Ronai cut her off.

“Did Rolson try to take Beri’s signet from you?” she asked dismissing the question.

“No, he asked me if I had seen it. He wants to take over as the first mate,” Vevi replied, staring at the hidden dagger between the small bed and the wall. “He asked me to kill you two times. Once when I healed you and a second time last night,” Vevi spoke reaching for the dagger behind her, but Ronai cut her off and gripped Vevi by the wrist. “There’s a stiletto behind the bed that he gave me.”

Deep fondness blossomed in her eyes, as Ronai said, “I need to tell you something.” Ronai gripped the blade at her ass nervously.

“You don’t care that Rolson wants to kill you or that I have a dagger in my bed?” Ronai shook her head ‘no’. Vevi stared at the lithe woman and wondered what new thing could come from the pirate’s mouth. Her truth fell to the side, and she asked, “What do you need to tell me?” Hope welled into her stomach and she hoped that the woman could confess love and the two could escape this situation and live a life together.

“I’ve never felt this way before. I’ve never been attracted to men or women, but your body is glorious. I can’t stop thinking about you,” Ronai spoke in a soft voice and sat on the edge of the bed. Vevi scooted herself to the side, allowing Ronai to sit squashed next to her on the small bed.

Vevi glanced down at her hands and her heart sank. As much as she loved the attention she wanted more from Ronai than a romantic tryst. She spoke in a quiet voice despite her concern, “As much as that flatters me, I need an emotional connection. If all you feel is a lust for me…”

“No. That’s not it. I…,” Ronai stuttered and tried to speak, but her voice caught in her throat. Vevi took Ronai’s hands into her own. The calloused fingers rubbed against her soft skin. Ronai clenched her hand firmly around Vevi and she said, “I need you in my life. I can’t breathe when we’re apart. Your sweet song plays endlessly in my ears. I lay awake at night wishing to hear it. Unable to sleep without it.” Tears filled Ronai’s green eyes as she tried to express unfamiliar emotions.

“You’re the most dangerous person I’ve ever met, but that both terrifies and excites me,” Vevi said pulling Ronai into her chest. Ronai nestled her head atop Vevi’s comfortable breasts. The two held hands laying back against the wall cuddling as they tried to express themselves. Vevi continued speaking, “I feel myself falling in love with you even though you’re my captor.”

“I’ve never had sex before we slept together last time,” Ronai admitted through blushing cheeks. “Was it your first time too?” Her voice came out hopeful and excited for a shared experience.

“No, it wasn’t,” Vevi replied, unashamed of her sexuality. She squeezed Ronai’s hand and said, “I’ve slept with many people, but I’ve never had a connection with anyone like I have with you.”

“That’s ok. I wish it were your first time, but perhaps that’s selfish of me,” Ronai said, twisting on the bed until she stared up at Vevi. The movement dislodged the blanket from Vevi’s chest and fell to her lap. Ronai placed the back of her head against Vevi’s bare breasts, staring up at her.

Vevi wanted to rip the clothes from Ronai and make love to her, but the moment was too tender and she wanted to lay with the woman for as long as she could. “A pirate worried about appearing selfish, you are full of surprises,” she whispered into Ronai’s ear.

Afternoon shifted to evening and the two women spoke while pressed against each other on the small bed. Emotions grew and mixed as the women shared their deepest thoughts. Vevi knew she loved this pirate. Each moment that passed, she also knew she needed to tell her the truth.


Chapter 6

A knock sounded from the door, pulling Vevi and Ronai from their conversation. Lisette spoke through the closed door, “Ronai? I have dinner prepared.”

Ronai shifted her eyes to stare at the door and spoke without lifting her head from Vevi’s breasts, “I’ll take dinner later.” She smiled up at Veviene and added, “We need privacy a while longer.” The pirate’s legs dangled off the bed so she could angle herself atop Vevi.

“How long do you need?” Lisette asked thought a giggling voice.

Ronai raised an eyebrow at Vevi and ran a hand through the woman’s black hair. “I’ll come to get my meal later. Leave us alone for now.”

The young princess replied, “OK,” and her footsteps echoed down the wide foyer towards the kitchen. Ronai ran a hand along Vevi’s jawline and asked, “How can a pirate and a princess make a relationship work? We’re forced to be together now, but…” Her words trailed off and her bright green eyes stared off at the ceiling.

Vevi needed to confess her secret so the two could share their lives and be one. She opened her mouth to speak, but Ronai cut her off with a kiss. Vevi pulled in a deep breath from her nose, surprised by the sudden movement. Ronai ran her hand through Vevi’s dark hair, scratcher her scalp lightly. The pirate shifted on the bed and rose until she straddled over Vevi’s lap, placing her knees on either side of the other woman’s ass. The pirate lowered her ass onto Vevi’s firm cock, the blanket, and the pirate’s tight shorts the only barrier between their skin.

“We have unfinished business,” Ronai whispered in between their interlocked lips and through their passionate kissing. Vevi blushed, unable to contain the passion welling inside her. She wrapped her arms around Ronai, locking her fingers behind Ronai’s neck. The pirate pressed her tongue against Vevi’s lips, forcing its way into her mouth. Vevi met the pirate’s tongue with her own, and they twisted around each other. Vevi’s breasts pressed firmly into the smaller woman’s chest.

Ronai lifted her arms into the air and pulled the tight-fitting striped shirt from her chest. Her small breasts hung perky. The pink nipples stood out on her pale skin. Light freckles colored her cheeks and the tops of her breasts. Vevi pulled out of the kiss and rubbed the small pale breasts in front of her as Ronai ground her pussy against the firm dick underneath her. Holding the firm nipples in between her fingers, Vevi pinched and pulled on the tender skin. Ronai gasped in a shallow breath.

The dagger behind Ronai came up in her hands and she held it low at her waist. Vevi gasped nervously at the sight of the blade, but in her heart, she knew she trusted the pirate. Ronai wove the dagger into her shorts and slit across the front of the fabric. The blade swung forward, and the shorts slid down her legs revealing a red bush at the top of her vagina. Vevi gripped the pirate by the firm ass cheek and pulled her back to her cock. The fabric now the only barrier between them.

The red ponytail flailed behind Ronai as she rubbed her vagina against the cock. Vevi needed to penetrate the lithe pirate grinding on her futanari cock. Sweet orgasmic nectar dripped from Ronai’s pussy, dampening the wool. Firm fingers pulled the blanket. The wool rubbed against her cock and fell to the ground at the side of the small bed. The wood groaned under the motion of their passion and the bed bowed low in the middle with their combined weight.

Vevi grabbed her cock in one hand and angled it up towards Ronai’s vagina. Vevi sat up against the small headboard and her upper back leaned against the wall. The large dick spread her labia and eased into her vagina. Ronai winced at the pressure on the walls of her insides. She lost control of herself and leaned into Vevi. The small pale breasts pressed into Vevi’s larger chest and the pirate pouted as the pain mingled with pleasure. Ronai clenched her eyes closed and pressed her face into Vevi’s shoulder. Ronai placed the dagger next to them on the bed.

After her breathing slowed, Vevi took Ronai’s face in her hands and pulled her close. Without stirring her dick inside the pirate, Vevi pressed their lips together. Ronai breathed in the scent of Vevi and a soft purr escaped her lips.

“You can set the pace with what you're comfortable with,” Vevi whispered. As she spoke her dick flexed and pulsed with life inside the pirate.

The red hair bobbed up and down as Ronai nodded her head. Their lips interlocked in a passionate kiss and Ronai pressed her tongue deep into Vevi’s mouth. Gently the lithe pirate rocked her hips back and forth, sliding the dick in and out.

Veviene fought the urge to slam her dick into the woman. She recalled her first time with a dick in her pussy and she wanted this to be a special experience for Ronai. The pirate shifted her legs until she rested on her shins. Raising and lowering herself on the cock, her small breasts bounced gently. Pink nipples swung up, rubbing against Vevi’s chest. Precum pulsed out of Vevi’s cock.

The pirate grabbed the dagger and lifted it high into the air. Vevi screamed and winced, pulling away from the woman. Encouraged by the scream, Ronai thrust the blade into the wall over Vevi’s head. The blade buried into the wall up to the hilt. She kept her hands on the blade and used it to pull herself through the thrusts.

“What the fuck?” Vevi screamed as Ronai continued slapping her pussy down onto the futanari cock.

A wicked grin flashed across Ronai’s face, “I needed leverage.” Soon her grin transitioned to a wide-mouthed moan. Her eyes opened wide and her bouncing hips slapped into Vevi’s lap. She tried to speak again, but her words came out in a series of moans and grunts, “I think I love you.”

Vevi’s heart caught in her throat. She knew she had feelings for the pirate, but what does this mean for her situation as a prisoner? Vevi needed to tell Ronai the truth. Vevi was not a princess, and their relationship had a chance to survive. They could make a life together. Vevi felt her cock flex to life and threaten to erupt inside of Ronai.

Ronai let out a wailing moan and her pace slowed as an orgasm took her. The freckle-faced pirate’s eyes rolled back in her head and her mouth drooped open. Vevi needed to pound her harder if she wanted to ejaculate. She pushed the pirate down onto her back. Ronai’s head dangled off the edge of the bed and Vevi leaned over her, lifting Ronai’s legs high into the air. The pirate was flexible, and she widened the arc of her legs until she was doing the splits. Vevi knelt over the pirate and slammed her cock hard into her upturned ass. Ronai’s lips split with emotion. A wailing scream escaped her lips as Vevi’s cock slid in and out.

“I love you too,” Vevi moaned as her cock filled with pressure. Ronai ran her nails across Vevi’s back as her full body twitched with pleasure.

Water shot from the pirate’s pussy, squirting out past the futanari cock and spraying onto the bed. Vevi slammed her cock harder and faster into the woman. The tip of her cock flexed, and cum erupted from her. The cock slid in and out, forcing itself deeper into the pirate. With each thrust, she shot another burst of cum into the love of her life. Her seed filled the pirate. Ronai gasped as the cum passed her cervix and spilled into her womb.

The pirate wrapped her legs around Vevi’s back and rocked her hips against the last thrusts. Vevi’s breath slowed and Ronai grunted, needed more. The women explored each other for hours. Cuddling for a time until Vevi’s cock was ready for more. When darkness engulfed the women, Vevi knew it was time to tell Ronai the truth. Veviene lay on her back with the naked Ronai cuddling her on the side, laying her head onto Vevi’s breasts.

“I want to stay with you,” Vevi declared as she pulled the ponytail out of Ronai’s hair and twirled the red hair around her fingers.

“How would it work? I’m a pirate and you’re a princess,” Ronai asked. Vevi’s nipple sat below Ronai’s chin resting on her chest and the pirate’s breath across her bare chest tickled.

“I can offer you your ship. I could name you the captain of our navy. You’d be the most feared woman on the seas,” Vevi offered a deal she was not herself capable of fulfilling.

“What are you suggesting? That you and I escape and go back to your home?” Ronai asked. Her tone did not give away if she thought it reasonable or not. “Your cum is dripping down my ass,” she added.

“You want me to spray more across your body?” Vevi gripped her flaccid dick in her hand and stroked it gently back to life.

“Not yet. I’m too tired,” she replied. Her hand drifted down Vevi’s stomach. Her fingers laced in between Vevi’s and together they stroke the cock as they spoke.

“We could get away from all of this. Maybe? I don’t know,” Vevi replied. The truth of her identity sat on the tip of her tongue, but Veviene struggled to free it.

“No. I can’t be in your navy.” Ronai let go of the dick and sighed. Vevi shivered as the cool air danced across her naked chest. “You said we could get away. What do you mean by that?” Ronai asked after a long pause.

“I wish that we’d have met under different circumstances,” Vevi replied, ignoring the questions. Moonlight passed across the open window, casting a long dull shadow into the small room. “I’m still tied to this bed you know.”

Ronai laughed and said, “There’s a dagger in the wall. Cut yourself free.” Vevi shook her head as Ronai laughed at her joke. Calming herself Ronai kissed Vevi’s nipple and said, “I’m a pirate and you’re a princess. There aren’t many ways out paths would cross.”

“About that,” Vevi began. Her voice fled and everything in the world stopped to listen to her.

“What?” Ronai asked, tilting her face to look up at Vevi.

“What if I weren’t the princess?” she asked to test the waters.

“Then the exchange of your life for a sizeable sum of money will be very awkward,” Ronai erupted in laughter again. She shook her head after the moment passed and she said, “You are funny.”

“Who are you selling me to?” Vevi asked, changing the subject on Ronai. The plan to sell her was still in place and this moment was only a taste of a life that could never be.

“The Alindeners.” The words hung in the air. Even though Vevi already knew it hearing the words from Ronai stung. Vevi wanted Ronai to change her mind and give up a life of piracy for her.

“I’m not the princess. Lisette is,” Vevi admitted. Uncertainty filled her lavender eyes. The tone in the room shifted suddenly, but neither moved from their intimate cuddle.

“Excuse me?” Ronai asked, trying to make sure she heard the words correctly.

“Lisette is Princess Lisette of house Hurtha. Daughter of King Reylin Horel,” Vevi explained through tear-filled eyes. She wondered why she was crying, but could not hold back her emotions.

“The girl we’re letting run free without a collar is the princess? Who are you?” Distant hope sat in Ronai’s green eyes and they shifted from side to side, searching deep into Vevi’s soul.

Vevi wanted to kiss her thin soft lips, but she retorted, “I’m not wearing a collar either.”

“I didn’t want it to kill you or hurt you again,” Ronai said. A fondness and caring emotion came out in contrast to the frustration in tone.

“I’m her cousin and apothecary teacher,” Vevi said. She moved her hand to twirl Ronai’s hair again, but the pirate swatted it away. “I’m Veviene Jedden fifth in line of succession to the throne.” The truth revealed Vevi felt a sense of relief and she hoped that now their relationship could progress, but the anger flaring in Ronai’s eyes offered little hope for reparation.

“You lied to me,” Ronai said sitting up from the bed. The pirate pulled her hair back into a ponytail again and tied it back with a cord. She gripped the blade buried into the wall with her left and pulled it free with a grunt.

“I was protecting the future queen,” Vevi explained. She tried to stand up from the bed but forgot that she was still tied by her ankles. She fell to the side next to Ronai and sprawled, laying half on the bed with her head touching the floor.

Ronai suppressed a laugh and said, “Protecting her? We almost sold her into slavery. They would be training her as a courtesan or selling her virginity to the highest bidder.” The pirate shook her head and strode naked to the door. Her small breasts bounced with each angry step.

Vevi pulled herself back into the bed and sat at the edge, staring at the shadowed bareback of the pirate she loved. She tried to explain her reasoning, “You didn’t though, and she’s been afforded more freedom. We tried our best to escape. We still can. You can help us. We can still be together.”

“Shit,” Ronai muttered into the closed door. She paused with her hand on the door handle and shook her head. Cum dripped down her left inner thigh and trickled down to her knee before she opened the door and exited the room.


Chapter 7

Morning came after hours of silent thought. Veviene knew that her last chance at freedom was lost. She sat naked at the edge of the bed. Sweat dried on her olive skin, and her stale, salty scent filled the compact room. The purple dress sat on the chair out of reach, and the door sat open. The three pirates moved about the estate upstairs.

The crippled pirate Wheatley entered the room and jumped back a step. The crutch under his arm clicked against the floor, as he spoke, “I don’t know what went down between you and Ronai, but she’s in quite a mood.” He pulled a small dagger from his belt loop and hobbled towards her. Vevi glanced at the blade, but made no move to defend herself or shy away. A mix of trust for the pirate and apathy held her still.

Rolson entered the room behind Wheatley, wiping a bit of bread from his chin. Crumbs fell to the floor as he walked towards Vevi with the old pirate. “Morning,”  as he spoke his eyes fixated on the large futanari cock dangling between her legs. His breath caught, and he bit his lip.

Wheatly gripped the cord holding Vevi to the bed and slit it free with his dagger. “Milady, let’s get you dressed.” Wheatly pulled a bundle of clothes from Rolson and passed them to Vevi.

“What about the dress?” she asked, staring at the silks with envious eyes. Rolson folded the elegant dress into a haphazard pile and slung the delicate silk over his shoulder. Vevi cringed at the sight.

“That’s for the exchange miss.,” Wheatley explained. “For now, you’ll dress like one of us.”

“One more thing,” Rolson gripped the magic collar in his left hand and clasped it around Vevi’s neck. He tried to focus on her neck, but his eyes stayed fixed on her cock. “It’s so big,” he muttered. Wheatley flicked his crutch out and smacked Rolson on the calf.

“Why am I being collared?” Vevi demanded. She rose from the bed now free from the bonds and she stared up at the gay pirate Rolson.

Rolson grinned at her and said, “I was hoping you would help me out last night, but perhaps I can still make use of you.” Rolson placed a hand on Wheatley’s shoulder and muttered the incantation activating the collar. Blue runes flickered to life, and the silver metal spun around her neck, whirring to life. The metal intertwined around itself as he spoke.

Wheatley stumbled backward and Rolson glared at him, trying to keep contact with the old man’s shoulder, but his hand drifted down and clutched the worn wooden crutch. A flash of a smile passed over Wheatley’s face, but Vevi could not reason why he was happy. She was a collared prisoner again, and they all knew that she wasn’t the princess anymore. What use could they find for her now?

“Get dressed. We’re leaving now,” Rolson said. Vevi slipped on the brown pants. They designed the cut of the breeches for a woman, but not one endowed with a futanari cock. The large dick bulged flaccidly out of the tight-fitting fabric. “I’ve attuned the necklace to Wheatley. Even if you convince him to free you, you can only run away as fast as he can flee.” Rolson laughed, and the necklace stopped swirling. The dull blue light faded into a soft under glow around the edges of the metal.

Wheatley winked at Vevi and said, “I’m getting my sea legs again. Well, at least one of them.” He patted the pinned up pant leg and laughed. Rolson offered a smile at the joke but did not laugh. Veviene pulled the loose blouse over her chest and followed the two pirates out of the room. Fen and Lisette stood in the main foyer of the house below the stairs. Lisette wore a fresh outfit similar to Vevi’s of plain colors.

Cham and his mother sat on an overturned pair of buckets and wiped the wooden floors with rags, cleaning the main hall of the estate. Lisette waved goodbye to Cham with sad eyes. The boy grinned back at her and said, “Come back to me.”

Lisette nodded her head bouncing her short brown hair, “I promise.”

Ronai called from outside the front door, “Princess, we’re leaving.” Lisette jumped and stared at Vevi. Neither moved, but Lisette opened her mouth to respond. Ronai cut her off and said, “Princess Veviene, we’re leaving. You will stay no further than a pace behind me at all times.” There was no hint of emotion in her voice. She turned around and faced the house. White and red stripes ran up and down her tight-fitting shirt. The long cutlass at her hip swayed, and she winked back at Veviene. “Let’s go sell you,” she announced as she walked out of the estate. The group followed close behind and Vevi’s thoughts thundered in her head as she tried to process the moment.

The purple dress swayed behind Rolson’s back in front of Lisette and Vevi. The two prisoners held hands and walked with Fen close behind. Wheatley hobbled up past them and kept pace in the front of the group next to Ronai. The dock and port city of Chantilor Bay lay in the distance.
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