
        
            
                
            
        

    
The salty air clung to my skin as I stood at the helm of The Black Tide, the creak of the ship's wood beneath my boots a constant reminder of the life I'd chosen. The crew was busy below deck, their laughter and curses carrying up to where I stood, surveying the horizon. But something felt... off. A presence, faint but undeniable, like a shadow where it shouldn't be.

“Captain,” came a gruff voice behind me. It was Briggs, my first mate, his weathered face etched with concern. “We've got a situation.”

I turned, my hand instinctively resting on the hilt of my cutlass. “What kind of situation?”

“Found someone in the cargo hold. A stowaway.” His lips pressed into a thin line. “A girl.”

My brows furrowed. “A girl? Bring her to me.”

Moments later, Briggs returned, hauling a slight figure by the arm. She stumbled onto the deck, her bare feet scraping against the wood. She was age nineteen, her wide, terrified eyes scanning the ship, the crew, and finally landing on me. Her dark hair was tangled, her clothes—simple and worn—clinging to her slender frame. She looked like a lamb tossed into a den of wolves.

I stepped closer, my boots thudding against the deck. “Name.”

Her voice trembled, but she held my gaze. “Lila.”

“Lila,” I repeated, crossing my arms over my chest. “Do you know what happens to stowaways on The Black Tide?”

She swallowed hard, her throat bobbing. “I... I’ve heard stories.”

“Then you know the penalty is death.” My voice was cold, unyielding. “You’ll walk the plank before sundown.”

Her eyes widened, panic flashing across her face. “No, please! I... I didn’t mean to stow away. I had no choice!”

I tilted my head, studying her. “No choice?”

She took a shaky step forward, her hands clenched into fists. “My village... it was raided. I couldn’t stay. I had to leave, and your ship... it was the only way. I didn’t think you’d find me.”

Her voice broke, and for a moment, I saw the desperation in her eyes. The fear. It was genuine. But sympathy wasn’t a luxury I could afford. Not on a pirate ship.

“Your plight is unfortunate,” I said, my tone flat. “But the law of this ship is clear. You stow away, you pay the price.”

Her breath came in shallow gasps, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Then, something in her expression shifted. The fear didn’t disappear, but it was joined by a flicker of determination.

“There must be something I can do,” she said, her voice steadying. “Something... to convince you to let me stay.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Convince me?”

Her gaze didn’t waver. “Yes.”

The crew had gathered now, their murmurs growing louder. They were curious, maybe even eager. A stowaway was rare, and one this brazen—or desperate—was even rarer.

I took a step closer, closing the distance between us. She didn’t back away, though I could see her pulse racing in her neck. “And what, exactly, do you think you could offer me?”

Her lips parted, and for a moment, she hesitated. Then, in a voice barely above a whisper, she said, “Anything.”

The word hung in the air like a storm cloud, heavy and charged. I could feel the crew’s eyes on us, their anticipation palpable. But my attention was solely on her.

“Anything?” I repeated, my voice low.

She nodded, her eyes locking with mine. “Yes. Anything.”

I let the silence stretch, the tension building with each passing second. Then, I turned to Briggs. “Take her to my quarters.”

His eyes widened, but he didn’t argue. “Aye, Captain.”

As Briggs led her away, I followed, my mind a whirlwind of thoughts. She was bold, I’d give her that. But boldness alone wouldn’t save her. She’d have to prove herself—quickly.

The door to my quarters creaked open, and Briggs shoved her inside. “I’ll be outside,” he said gruffly before closing the door behind him.

The room was dimly lit, the faint glow of a lantern casting shadows across the walls. Lila stood in the center of the room, her hands clasped tightly in front of her. I crossed my arms, leaning against the door.

“So,” I said, my voice calm but with an edge. “You want to convince me to let you stay.”

She nodded, her breathing uneven. “Yes.”

“Then you’d better start convincing.”

Her eyes darted around the room, as if searching for an answer. Then, with a deep breath, she took a step toward me. “I’ll do whatever you want. Anything you ask.”

I tilted my head, watching her closely. “And what makes you think I’d want anything from a stowaway?”

She hesitated, then squared her shoulders. “Because I’m not just a stowaway. I’m... I’m resourceful. I can be useful. To you. To the crew.”

“Prove it.”

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t back down. “Tell me what you want.”

I pushed off the door, closing the distance between us. She didn’t flinch, though I could see the rapid rise and fall of her chest. I reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. Her skin was soft, warm.

“What I want,” I said, my voice low, “is loyalty. Undying loyalty. Can you give me that?”

Her breath hitched, and she nodded. “Yes.”

“And if I asked for more?” My fingers trailed down her cheek, tracing the line of her jaw. “If I asked for everything?”

Her eyes met mine, and in them, I saw a fire—a spark of something fierce and unyielding. “Then I’d give it.”

I leaned in, my lips brushing against her ear. “Then show me.”

For a moment, she was still. Then, with a trembling hand, she reached up, her fingers grazing the buttons of her shirt. One by one, she undid them, revealing the smooth skin beneath. Her hands shook, but she didn’t stop.

When the shirt fell to the floor, she stood before me, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Her eyes never left mine, though they burned with a mix of fear and defiance.

“Is this what you want?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

I didn’t answer immediately. Instead, I reached out, my fingers tracing the curve of her collarbone, down to the swell of her breast. Her breath caught, but she didn’t pull away.

“It’s a start,” I murmured.

Her hands moved to the ties of her skirt, her fingers fumbling slightly as she undid them. The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her completely exposed. She stood before me, vulnerable yet unyielding, her body trembling but her gaze steady.

I stepped closer, my eyes roaming over her. She was beautiful, there was no denying that. But it wasn’t just her body that intrigued me—it was her spirit. Her willingness to do whatever it took to survive.

“You’re brave,” I said, my voice soft. “I’ll give you that.”

She swallowed hard, her voice trembling. “I don’t have a choice.”

I cupped her face in my hand, my thumb brushing against her lower lip. “Everyone has a choice. You chose this.”

Her eyes searched mine, and for a moment, I thought she might argue. Instead, she leaned into my touch, her breath warm against my skin.

“Then let me prove myself,” she whispered.

The room was silent, save for the creak of the ship’s timbers and the faint sound of my own breathing. Lila stood before me, her body bare, her skin glowing in the dim light of the cabin. Her chest rose and fell quickly, her nipples hardening under my gaze. She was trembling—whether from fear or anticipation, I couldn’t tell. But her eyes... her eyes were steady, locked on mine with a determination that betrayed her age.

“Prove it, then,” I said, my voice low and rough. I leaned back in my chair, my legs parting just enough to give her a clear view of the bulge in my trousers. Her eyes flicked downward, and I saw the hesitation in her—the briefest moment of doubt. But then she moved, sinking to her knees in front of me with a grace that belied her fear.

Her hands reached for the buckle of my belt, her fingers fumbling slightly. I didn’t help her. I wanted to see how far she’d go, how much she was willing to push herself. She undid the buckle, then the button of my trousers, her breath hitching as she pulled the fabric aside. My cock sprang free, hard and demanding, and her eyes widened for just a moment before she steeled herself.

I need to survive, she must have been thinking. I need to prove my worth.

Her lips parted, and she leaned forward, her breath warm against my shaft. Her tongue darted out, tentative at first, licking a slow, wet stripe up my length. I couldn’t help the groan that escaped my lips, and her eyes flicked up to meet mine. There was something in that look—something fierce, something alive. She wasn’t just doing this to survive. She was doing it to win.

Her mouth closed around the tip of my cock, and I felt a jolt of heat shoot through me. Her lips were soft, her tongue warm and wet, and she sucked gently, testing the waters. I could see the way her throat worked as she swallowed, her cheeks hollowing as she took more of me into her mouth. She was tentative, unsure, but there was a curiosity there—a willingness to learn.

“Use your hands,” I instructed, my voice rough. Her eyes flicked up to mine again, and she nodded, her fingers wrapping around the base of my shaft. She began to move her hand in time with her mouth, her lips sliding down my length with increasing confidence. Her tongue swirled around the tip, teasing the sensitive underside, and I felt my hips twitch, eager for more.

But it wasn’t enough. Not yet.

“Deeper,” I growled, my hand tangling in her hair. She froze for a moment, her eyes wide, but then she nodded again, her lips parting wider as she took more of me into her mouth. I felt her throat clench around me as she struggled to take me deeper, and I tightened my grip on her hair, guiding her forward.

Her nose pressed against my stomach as she took me all the way in, her throat opening to accommodate me. I felt her gag, her body jerking instinctively, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she stayed there, her throat working around me, her eyes watering as she struggled to breathe through her nose.

Fuck. She was doing it. She was taking me, all of me, and it was the most exquisite thing I’d ever felt.

Her hands clutched at my thighs as she began to move, her lips sliding up and down my shaft, her throat opening each time she took me deep. The wet, sucking sounds filled the room, mingling with my low groans and her muffled whimpers. Her tongue swirled around me as she pulled back, her lips tight as they slid over my length, then relaxed as she took me deep again.

I could feel her body trembling against me, her hands gripping my thighs like anchors as she worked me over. Her throat was tight, her breath hitching each time she took me deep, but she didn’t stop. She was determined, driven, and it only made me harder.

“Good girl,” I murmured, my voice thick with desire. Her eyes flicked up to meet mine, and I saw the spark of pride in them, the way her lips tightened around me as she sucked harder. She was learning quickly, her body adapting to the rhythm, her throat opening wider each time she took me in.

Her hands moved to my hips, gripping me tightly as she began to move faster, her lips and tongue working in perfect harmony. Her throat clenched around me, her breath quickening as she pushed herself to the limit. I could feel the pressure building in my gut, the heat coiling tighter and tighter as she worked me over.

“Fuck, Lila,” I groaned, my hips jerking as I fought to hold back. Her eyes locked on mine, and I saw the determination in them, the way she pushed herself even further, taking me deeper, faster.

It was too much. I couldn’t hold back any longer.

“Swallow it,” I gritted out, my hand tightening in her hair, holding her in place as I came, hard and deep down her throat. Her eyes widened, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she stayed there, her throat working around me as she swallowed everything I gave her.

When I finally pulled back, she gasped for air, her chest heaving as she looked up at me. Her lips were swollen, her cheeks flushed, and her eyes... her eyes were alight with something I couldn’t quite name.

“I’ll do anything,” she whispered, her voice hoarse but steady. “Anything you want.”

The room was thick with tension, the air heavy with the scent of sweat and desire. Lila’s gaze never wavered from mine, her chest still rising and falling rapidly as she knelt before me. Her lips were parted, wet and swollen from what she’d just done, and her eyes... those wide, dark eyes held a mix of fear and determination. But there was something else now—something deeper, more primal.

“I’ll do anything,” she’d said. And I believed her.

I reached down, brushing a strand of tangled hair away from her face. My fingers lingered on her cheek, rough against her smooth skin. She flinched slightly but didn’t pull away. Instead, she leaned into my touch, her breath hitching as she looked up at me.

“Anything?” I asked, my voice low and dangerous.

She nodded, swallowing hard. “Anything.”

My hand dropped to her chin, tilting her face up further. “Even your virginity?” The words hung in the air, heavy and unchallengeable.

For a moment, she froze, her body stiffening. Her eyes darted away, and I could see the indecision flickering across her face. But then, slowly, she nodded again.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling but firm. “If that’s what it takes... I’ll give it to you.”

I let out a low chuckle, the sound rumbling in my chest. “Bold words for a little stowaway.” I released her chin and took a step back, crossing my arms over my chest. “But words are easy. Prove it.”

She swallowed again, her hands trembling as she reached for the hem of her tattered dress. Slowly, she pulled it up and over her head, revealing her small, perfect body to me. Her skin was pale and unmarked, her breasts small but perky, her nipples already hardening under my gaze. Her waist was narrow, her hips flaring just enough to give her a feminine curve. And between her legs...

I let my eyes linger there, the heat in my gut rising. She was completely bare, her slit already glistening with moisture. She was trembling, her hands clenched into fists at her sides, but she stood tall, her chin lifted in defiance.

“Take it,” she said, her voice steady despite the fear in her eyes. “I’m yours.”

I took a step forward, my hand reaching out to brush against her skin. She shivered at my touch, her breath catching as my fingers traced the curve of her breast.

“You’re brave,” I murmured, my voice dark with desire. “But bravery alone won’t save you.”

I leaned down, my lips brushing against her ear. “You have no idea what you’re asking for.”

Her hands found my chest, her fingers curling into the fabric of my shirt. “I don’t care,” she whispered, her breath hot against my neck. “I’ll do whatever you want. Just... just don’t make me walk the plank.”

I pulled back, my gaze locking with hers. “Then you’d better be ready to prove it.”

Before she could respond, there was a sharp knock at the door. I straightened, my hand dropping from her body as I turned toward the sound. “Enter,” I barked.

The door creaked open, and Briggs stepped inside, his eyes immediately falling on Lila’s naked form. For a moment, he froze, his expression unreadable. But then he shook his head, stepping aside to let another figure enter.

It was Mara, one of the few female crew members aboard The Black Tide. She was tall and lean, her body honed by years of hard labor. Her dark hair was tied back in a braid, and her sharp eyes took in the scene before her with practiced ease.

“Captain,” she said, her voice smooth and steady. “You called for me?”

I nodded, gesturing toward Lila. “This one wants to prove her worth. Teach her.”

Mara’s eyes flicked to Lila, her lips curving into a smirk. “And what exactly does she need to learn?”

I stepped back, crossing my arms over my chest. “Everything.”

Mara’s smirk widened, and she stepped forward, her gaze sweeping over Lila’s body. “Well, well,” she purred. “A little stowaway, huh? And a virgin, too, I’d wager.”

Lila’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. “I’ll do whatever you want,” she repeated, her voice trembling but strong.

Mara let out a low laugh, reaching out to cup Lila’s chin. “Brave girl. But bravery won’t get you far here. You need to know how to please a man.” She stepped closer, her body pressing against Lila’s. “You ever been touched before?”

Lila shook her head, her breath hitching as Mara’s hand slid down her body. “No.”

Mara tsked, her fingers brushing over Lila’s nipple. “Then you’ve got a lot to learn.” She glanced over her shoulder at me, her smirk widening. “You want me to teach her, Captain?”

I nodded, my gaze locked on Lila. “Teach her. Make her understand what she’s offering.”

Mara’s hand slid lower, her fingers brushing over Lila’s slit. The girl gasped, her body arching into the touch. “What... what are you doing?” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Teaching you,” Mara replied, her voice low and husky. “You want to please the Captain, don’t you?”

Lila nodded, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps.

“Then let me show you how.” Mara’s fingers pressed against Lila’s entrance, slipping inside her with ease. Lila gasped, her hands clutching at Mara’s arms as the older woman began to move her fingers in slow, deliberate strokes.

“Oh!” Lila moaned, her hips rocking against Mara’s hand.

“That’s it,” Mara murmured, her lips brushing against Lila’s ear. “Just let go. Feel it.”

I watched as Lila’s body responded, her moans growing louder, her hips moving faster. Mara’s fingers worked her with expert precision, drawing out every bit of pleasure from her inexperienced body.

“Oh God!” Lila cried out, her body convulsing as she came, her juices spilling over Mara’s fingers.

Mara pulled her hand away, licking her fingers clean as she turned to me. “She’s ready, Captain.”

I stepped forward, my hand reaching out to brush against Lila’s cheek. She looked up at me, her eyes wide and glazed with pleasure. “Please,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “Take me.”

I leaned down, my lips brushing against hers. “You’re sure?”

She nodded, her hands gripping my shirt. “Yes.”

I straightened, my hand moving to the waistband of my trousers. “Then get on the bed.”

She scrambled to obey, her body trembling as she climbed onto the bed. I followed, my body pressing against hers as I positioned myself between her legs.

“This is going to hurt,” I warned, my voice low.

She nodded, her breath hitching as she felt the tip of my cock brush against her entrance. “I’m ready.”

I thrust forward, my cock sheathing itself inside her in one smooth motion. She cried out, her body arching against mine as I filled her completely. She was tight—so tight—and the sensation was almost unbearable.

“Oh God!” she moaned, her nails digging into my back. “It’s... it’s so big!”

I groaned, my hips moving against hers as I began to thrust. She gasped, her body clenching around me as I drove myself deeper inside her. “Relax,” I growled, my voice rough with need. “Just let go.”

She nodded, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as she tried to relax. But her body was still tense, still resisting me. I reached down, my fingers brushing against her clit, and she moaned, her hips rocking against mine.

“Oh!” she cried out, her body convulsing as she came again, her juices spilling over my cock.

I groaned, my thrusts growing harder, faster, as I felt my own release building. She moaned, her body arching against mine as I drove myself deeper inside her. “Please,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “Don’t stop.”

I thrust one last time, my cock buried deep inside her as I came, hot and hard, filling her completely. She cried out, her body convulsing around mine as we both reached our peak.

For a moment, we stayed like that, our bodies pressed together as we both came down from the high. Then I pulled out, rolling onto my back as I caught my breath.

Lila lay beside me, her body still trembling, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. “Did... did I prove it?” she whispered, her voice trembling with uncertainty.

I turned to her, my hand brushing against her cheek. “You did.”

She let out a shaky breath, her body relaxing as she leaned into my touch. “Then... then I can stay?”

I nodded, my lips curving into a smirk. “For now.”

Her eyes widened, and she opened her mouth to speak, but before she could, Mara’s voice cut through the silence.

“Captain,” she said, her voice low and urgent. “We’ve got company.”

I sat up, my eyes narrowing as I turned toward the door. “Who is it?”

Mara’s lips curved into a smirk. “The Navy.”
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