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Chapter 1

Stowaway

It had taken two long weeks to reach the Black Siren. The sliver of predawn light painted a nervous grey over the darkened waters. Rowan knew his odds, and knew that the next few moments were everything. His heart hammered against his ribs with a terror that could only come with certain knowledge: one way or another, today would define him forever. A wave of fear roiled in his gut.

There were twenty sailors in the hold and nearly three hundred others preparing to load cargo on the ship at this hour. He tried not to breathe loudly as the floor of the cargo hold gave another sway with the rhythm of fretting wood on a cold ocean, a rhythm he prayed would end today. For Mary’s sake and for his own.

He had been awake for what felt like an eternity in this stifling hold. Every scrape of a boot overhead, every thud and shift of crates nearby was another brush with discovery, a potential end to this reckless gamble. The faintest murmur of the men on deck filtered down, a mix of commands and lazy chatter, reminding him how alone he was. It had been five nights now of nothing but this stale air and darkness. But he had one job: wait for the signal.

The sharp thud of a boot against a wooden support above jolted him from his thoughts. It came again—then a pause—then two quick raps, exactly as they’d planned. The soft whistle of a seagull carried down from the deck above.

His hands trembled as he eased the cover off his small sack. His fingers curled tight around the fabric. No looking back. It was time.

He scrambled toward the faint outline of the ladder leading to the deck, trying to ignore the cold dread pulsing through him. Every movement sounded louder than it was—the scuff of his shoes, the soft groan of the old wood as he reached the first rung. The ocean breeze hit his face when he finally pushed open the trapdoor. Cool and briny, it filled his lungs as he peeked his head out into the light.

For a second, everything was still. Then Mary was there, a ghost in a thin linen dress that clung to her shape, her hair tied loosely at the nape of her neck. Her hand gripped his wrist and pulled, silent and sure. Rowan felt the rough calluses on her fingers—proof of her own sacrifices—and swallowed against the lump in his throat. There were no words now, only action.

She pulled him behind a stack of water barrels, crouching low. He followed, keeping his breath shallow, the sounds of the deck washing over him—the flap of sails, distant orders being shouted in rough accents. The ocean air felt strange on his skin, almost too fresh after so long in that tight, damp space. He wanted to hold Mary for a long moment, breathe in the smell of her skin and forget everything. But her hand only squeezed his briefly before releasing him.

With a quick glance over her shoulder, she pointed to the ship’s railing, the sea stretching out endlessly in the early morning glow. It wasn’t far, but it might as well have been a world away.

She was already turning to go, slipping away as silently as she had come. Before she could take another step, he reached out and grabbed her arm. He had no idea what to say—goodbye, thank you, stay safe—all of it felt too small. Mary’s gaze flicked to his hand, then back to his face, her expression softer than he’d expected.

“Good luck, Rowan,” she whispered, barely more than a breath against the morning air. “Stay safe.” She brushed her fingers lightly against his, just once, then she was gone, a blur in the shadows as she vanished down the hatchway. Mary would be stopping here, he was bound for the new world, for a new life.

His heart thudded as he stared after her. She was already risking so much, slipping away before anyone noticed her on the wrong side of the docks. He heard a sailor call out, she must have been spotted. Rowan forced himself to turn back toward the railing, every muscle in his body screaming to move, to run, to leap before anyone could see him.

He had to do something, to draw attention away from Mary. A single deep breath and he bolted. The wind hit him hard as he dashed across the deck, heart racing as the distant shout of a sailor echoed from somewhere on the ship. He vaulted the railing without a second thought, his body cutting through the cold air before hitting the water with a shocking splash.

Salt stung his eyes as he swam hard toward the pier, his clothes heavy with seawater. His limbs ached, his lungs burned, but he didn’t stop. He was so close—too close to give up now. As his hands scraped against the barnacle-covered posts of the pier, another splash sounded from behind him.

“Got him!”

A hand gripped the back of his shirt, yanking him roughly toward the Black Siren. Rowan twisted, struggling against the strong arm hauling him back. His breath came in ragged gasps as he tried to kick free, his fingers digging into the wet wood of the ship’s hull.

“Caught the little rat, sir, the girl got away. Slipped into town.” a rough voice barked. Another sailor laughed, and soon Rowan was being pulled up over the railing and tossed unceremoniously onto the deck. His head swam, saltwater dripping from his face as he blinked up at the sky.

“You ain’t got no place on this ship, boy.” A pair of heavy boots stepped into his line of sight. Rowan shifted onto his elbow, still dazed, and met the gaze of a towering man with a scar cutting across his jaw. He had an easy grin, though there was no warmth in it.

Before Rowan could speak, another man emerged from the hatchway—older, broad-shouldered, with eyes like steel. He crossed his arms, surveying Rowan with a cold look that made his blood run cold.

“Looks like you tried to run with her,” the man muttered, kicking Rowan’s wet satchel with the toe of his boot. “Stowing away? After all the the warnings?”

Rowan’s mouth went dry. He had no excuse, no clever lie to save him now. The only thing left was silence. He sat up slowly, water dripping from his clothes onto the deck.

“What are we to do with you?” the first man asked, grinning as if he already knew the answer. “We can’t let you stay. Should turn you over to whatever this shit-hole calls a constable.” He shrugged. “Though it ain’t our job to clean up your mess.”

Rowan glanced toward the docks, but there was no sign of Mary. The town was already bustling with morning activity, oblivious to the life hanging in the balance on this deck. He clenched his jaw and turned back to the sailors.

There was a moment of quiet, only the wind and the creak of the ship filling the space between them. The older man narrowed his eyes, as if sizing up a problem.

“Can’t believe that girl stowed away with him, bad luck that.” His voice was firm. “You’ll cause more trouble than we got use for.”

But just as he was about to call out for someone to escort Rowan off the ship, another voice broke through the morning air. “What’ve we got here?”

The Captain strode onto the deck, his coat swaying as he moved. He was younger than Rowan had expected, sharp-faced and confident, his hair slicked back with sea spray. His eyes flicked over Rowan, unimpressed but intrigued.

“Some rat we caught stowin’ away, Captain.” The sailor who’d pulled him from the water chuckled, nudging Rowan with his boot. “Caught him tryin’ to run off after a bit of skirt, sir.”

The Captain crouched beside Rowan, looking him over like he was deciding whether he was worth keeping. Rowan swallowed, trying to hold the man’s gaze. It felt like his heart was going to tear through his chest.

“Why you sneak onto my ship?” the Captain asked quietly, though his tone was anything but soft. “Got family you left behind?”

Rowan hesitated, his voice coming out hoarse. “I want to start a new life, in the new world. The Caribbean.” His voice cracked, but he forced himself to continue. “I’ve nowhere else to go.”

The Captain stared at him, unblinking. For a moment, the world seemed to shrink around them, and Rowan could hear the faint crash of waves against the hull. Then the Captain stood, turning to the older man beside him.

“Well then.” His voice cut through the tension. “Seems we’ve got a stowaway who don’t know his place.” He paused, looking back at Rowan. “What do you think, lads? What do we do with a sneaking bastard like him?”

Rowan’s breath caught in his throat as the sailors exchanged grins. One of them spat on the deck near his feet. “Send him overboard again,” one muttered. “Let the sea take care of ‘im.”

The Captain tilted his head, his lips curling into a thin smile. “No. I think he wants to stay.”

Before Rowan could respond, the Captain turned and nodded toward the sailors. “Put him to work.” The word hung in the air like a sentence.

The grin that spread across the nearest sailor’s face made Rowan’s blood run cold. He didn’t know what this “work” would be, but something told him he wasn’t going to like it.

Rough hands grabbed him, dragging him to his feet. The Captain’s last words lingered in his ears. “Welcome aboard the Black Siren, lad.”

And with that, the choice Rowan thought he had made that morning was gone.


Chapter 2

A Wench for the Voyage

“Cap’n!” Quartermaster Silas Grimm stood on the quarterdeck of the Black Siren. It was a tense evening with storm clouds on the horizon and no moonlight. Silas stared down the length of the main deck. Captain Elias Blackthorn approached from his cabin at the aft, squinting into the deepening dark.

Silas Grimm, with a jagged scar tracing from cheek to neck, raised his lantern high. Its light cast his face in sinister shadows. His deep voice, a basso growl, rumbled out across the creaking deck. “I’ve a question for you, Cap’n. It concerns the new deckhand we took on.”

Blackthorn glanced sidelong, keeping his pace measured as he climbed to meet his Quartermaster. “Which one?”

“The one you said could earn his place.” Silas gave a low chuckle. “Boy from a ways back, looks like a stray.”

The name settled between them, though it hadn’t yet been spoken aloud. “Rowan.” Blackthorn folded his arms, eyes flicking across the decks to the dark figures shifting among barrels and rigging.

“He ain’t built for it,” Silas grunted. “All bones, no muscle.”

“You saw the state of that port we found him in. Skin and bones, all of them. Starved by the coast lords.” The Captain’s tone was dry, his expression unflinching.

Silas rolled his thick shoulders. “We’ve no shortage of mouths on this ship, Captain. Let him eat, he’ll grow.” But he hesitated, looking up into the rigging, his brow darkening.

“That gave me an idea, could put him to work in the galley. Might be more befitting a lad of his... stature.” His tone suggested he meant far more than his size. He eyed Blackthorn as if daring him to respond.

Captain Blackthorn paused, fingers resting lightly on the hilt of his sword. He gave Silas a sharp look. “Are you implying something?”

Silas laughed low and gruff. “Only what I think, Cap’n.” He shifted, resting his forearms on the rail and gazing down toward the forecastle where Rowan had been posted with the lookout.

Silas smirked in the fading light. “The lad looks delicate enough. Maybe he could keep us all... entertained. As part of his duties.”

Captain Blackthorn exhaled slowly. He kept his face composed, but there was a hint of unease. “I hadn’t taken you for a superstitious man, Quartermaster.”

“Ain’t superstition.” Silas snorted. “Just fact. A man that pretty will make men uneasy, and a woman’s just plain bad luck at sea. Might stir the crew too much.” He let the silence settle, then shrugged. “I know what you’re thinkin’. Maybe the men’d like a bit of sport on a long haul.”

“I’d advise against indulging them,” the Captain replied coolly, his gaze unwavering. “That’s a dangerous line.”

“Ain’t we pirates?” Silas laughed, as if the notion amused him. He rubbed his thick beard. “And what if he prefers it that way?”

The Captain didn’t smile. “That’s not our concern.”

“No?” Silas gave a wicked chuckle. “What is, then? Because he ain’t exactly cut out for sail work. Too weak, and pretty as a summer morn.”

“We took him aboard because I thought he had some spine.” Blackthorn glanced up at the stars, the first of the evening breaking through a patch of clouds. “You suggest we toss him to the sharks instead?”

“No.” Silas shook his head, serious now. “I say let him work his place like he is, see how the crew takes to it.”

Captain Blackthorn stood in silence for a long moment, his eyes narrowed on the shadow of the crew working by lantern light. He considered the restless seas, the weeks still ahead of them. He let out a slow breath. “It could avoid problems down the line. Perhaps the Quartermaster has the right of it.”

Silas grinned. “Thought you might see it that way.”

“No raping,” the Captain warned. “I’ll be watching. And he stays alive, or you answer to me.”

The Quartermaster gave a mock salute. “Aye, Captain. You won’t regret it.” And he stepped back, his lantern swinging as he disappeared down the steps to the lower deck, a dark silhouette slipping into the crowd of waiting sailors.

As Captain Blackthorn remained, the ocean wind pulling at his coat, he looked back to the ship’s bow. Somewhere in the dark, a new wench would soon be finding her footing. His jaw tightened. For now, he’d let Silas test the waters.

And whatever happened, it would be on the Quartermaster’s head. The crew wouldn’t mutiny over a wench—hopefully.

“Let’s hope they’ve a good time of it, or it’ll be your neck in the noose next, Silas,” he muttered under his breath, before turning and heading back to his cabin, leaving the darkness to settle.


Chapter 3

Rowan's Role

In the crew’s quarters of the Black Siren, the lantern light swung wildly with the motion of the ship, sending long shadows over the rough wood. Rowan huddled in the corner of the cramped bunk space, doing his best to ignore the stifling air and the sweat dampening his shirt. His heart raced in the thick heat. He’d heard Silas talking with the Captain, and even if he hadn’t caught every word, he knew his life was hanging by a fraying thread.

Around him, sailors drank and sang in rough voices, passing leather jacks filled with rum and slapping one another on the back. Rowan curled tighter, praying they wouldn’t turn their attention to him. It was one thing to be ignored. It was another to become their amusement for the night.

Suddenly, a boot thudded near his bunk. “You’re new here,” a gruff voice drawled. “Haven’t had the pleasure.”

Rowan froze. He didn’t recognize the man—a barrel-chested sailor with thick arms, a tattoo of a snake winding up his forearm. Behind him, another crewman, leaner and younger, grinned like he was waiting for the fun to start.

“I ain’t interested in talking,” Rowan said quickly, trying to keep his voice steady. He glanced up, doing his best to look tough, but the sailor’s grin only widened.

“No?” The man crouched, his breath reeking of liquor. “We were just talkin’ about you, see.” He leaned in closer, voice low. “Quartermaster had somethin’ to say.”

Rowan swallowed hard, his hands tightening into fists. “What’s it to you?”

“Oh, just curious,” the man drawled, reaching out and flicking the collar of Rowan’s shirt. “We don’t get many pretty boys around here. Silas said maybe we could make use of ya.”

“Back off,” Rowan hissed, shoving the man’s hand away. But before he could scramble to his feet, another hand grabbed his arm and twisted him roughly onto his back.

“Hold still, now,” the leaner sailor said with a chuckle. “Ain’t gonna hurt you—just seein’ what Silas meant.”

Rowan thrashed, panic surging in his chest. “I said back off!” He tried to wrench free, but the bigger man had pinned his shoulder down, a smirk on his lips as he yanked Rowan’s shirt open.

“Ain’t no harm in a little look,” he said, fingers tracing the hollow of Rowan’s collarbone. The touch made Rowan’s skin crawl, but what horrified him more was the twitch beneath his breeches—a traitorous response to the rough hands on him. He squeezed his eyes shut, face flushing hot with shame.

The man noticed. “Well, look at that.” He laughed. “He’s enjoying himself already.”

“No!” Rowan spat, fighting harder, but it was no use. More sailors were crowding around now, leering and making crude comments. A few whistles rang out. “Get the hell off me!”

“Calm down, little rabbit.” The big sailor’s grip tightened. “Just wanna have some fun.”

Suddenly, the crew went quiet as heavy boots thudded across the deck. Silas Grimm loomed over them, a dark figure with a lantern casting a cold glow on his face. His eyes were sharp as knives.

“Got a problem here, boys?” he growled.

The big sailor let go of Rowan immediately, straightening with a nervous grin. “Just havin’ a bit of sport, Quartermaster.”

Silas glanced at Rowan, who was breathing hard, his shirt hanging open, chest heaving in the lantern light. “Is that right?” His tone was deceptively calm. “You forget the rules?”

The sailor swallowed. “Just some fun, sir.”

“Fun?” Silas crouched, his eyes on Rowan, cold and calculating. He reached out, almost gently, and closed Rowan’s shirt. “This ain’t no plaything.” He looked back at the crew, his voice dropping low. “He’s mine to handle. And you don’t touch what’s mine without permission.”

Rowan’s breath caught in his throat. He wasn’t sure whether to feel relief or dread. Silas wasn’t helping—he was claiming him.

“Yes, sir,” the sailor muttered, stepping back with the others. They all glanced at each other, some disappointed, others smirking as they backed off.

Silas straightened, his eyes locking on Rowan. “Get up,” he ordered.

With shaking legs, Rowan obeyed, standing in front of the Quartermaster. The crew watched in tense silence.

Silas stared at him for a long moment, then nodded to the crew. “The rest of you, back to your business. He ain’t for you.”

There were grumbles and mutters, but no one argued. Slowly, the sailors dispersed, casting one last glance at Rowan before turning back to their drinks and games.

Rowan’s hands shook as he tried to button his shirt, but his fingers fumbled with the buttons. Silas caught his wrist, forcing his hands still.

“Next time,” Silas said quietly, “you do as I say, or this’ll go worse for you.” His grip was iron. “You belong to the crew now, and that means you do as I say. Understood?”

Rowan’s face burned, and his mouth went dry. “What do you want from me?” he whispered, hating how weak his voice sounded.

Silas’s eyes darkened. “I want you to earn your keep.” He leaned in close, his breath hot against Rowan’s ear. “You’re too pretty to swing a sword, too weak to work the rigs, so you’ll be doin’ other things.” He stepped back, his gaze sweeping over Rowan’s body, slow and deliberate. “Things a man like you oughta be used to by now.”

A cold shiver ran down Rowan’s spine. “I ain’t—“ He started, but Silas’s hand clamped over his mouth.

“Don’t say it.” Silas leaned closer, his lips nearly brushing Rowan’s ear. “I’ve got a place for you. Starting tonight, you’ll work the galley, prepping food and serving ale like a proper wench.”

The word hit Rowan like a slap. “A what?” He twisted away from Silas’s hand, his heart pounding.

“A wench.” Silas smirked. “That’s what the crew needs, and that’s what you’ll be. If you do your job right, maybe they’ll leave you alone.” His voice hardened. “But if you fight it, well... next port we’ll leave ya’ in town. No new world for you.” He let the threat hang in the air.

Rowan stared at him, speechless. The shame burned through him. “I suppose... it’s a fair bit of work.”

“Thought you’d come around,” Silas chuckled. He straightened up, towering over Rowan. “In the morning, I’ll give you a proper introduction to your new life.” He turned to leave, then glanced back over his shoulder. “Get some rest, girl. Tomorrow’s gonna be a long day.”

Rowan watched him go, the cold fear in his gut replaced with something worse: resignation. His fate had been sealed. He was going to be the Black Siren’s wench.

He curled back into his bunk, knees pulled to his chest, the laughter of the crew filling his ears as he closed his eyes and prayed he wouldn’t wake to the nightmare waiting for him at dawn.

But he knew, deep down, it had already begun. He considered taking Silas’ offer, leaving at the next port. He shook his head, no, he would do what it takes to make it the Americas or die trying.


Chapter 4

Serving Grog

Dawn crept over the Black Siren, but for Rowan, it might as well have been the dead of night. The early chill still clung to the ship as he sat in the narrow galley, his head in his hands. Sleep had come fitfully, each sound outside making him tense. His whole body ached with exhaustion, and his mind raced, already imagining the day ahead.

Footsteps approached—steady, deliberate. He knew who it was without looking up.

Silas stepped into the cramped galley, his large frame filling the doorway. He leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, a small smirk playing on his lips. “Morning,” he said, his voice rough with amusement. “Sleep well?”

Rowan kept his eyes down, refusing to meet the Quartermaster’s gaze. “Like hell.”

Silas laughed low. “Best get used to it.” He gestured to the pile of fabric on the wooden table beside him. “We’ve got a long day ahead, so best get started now.”

Reluctantly, Rowan looked up, his breath catching when he saw what Silas had brought—a small stack of women’s clothes, plain but clearly meant for him. There was a thin cotton blouse, a simple dark skirt, and a rough-looking corset, worn and much too small.

“What’s all this?” Rowan’s voice wavered.

“Your new uniform,” Silas said, as if it were obvious. “Ain’t much, but it’ll do. You’re gonna wear it, and you’re gonna wear it every day.”

“I ain’t puttin’ that on,” Rowan muttered, crossing his arms. “You can’t make me.”

Silas’s smirk vanished. He stepped forward, his boots heavy on the floor, the wooden boards creaking beneath his weight. He reached out, grabbing Rowan by the front of his shirt and hauling him to his feet.

“I don’t give a damn what you think,” Silas growled, his breath hot on Rowan’s face. “You agreed last night—this is your job. Now strip.”

Panic flared, but there was nowhere to run. Rowan’s fingers trembled as he slowly began to undo the buttons of his shirt. Silas didn’t move, just stood there watching, eyes raking over every inch of exposed skin. The heat in the galley was stifling, but it was nothing compared to the flush of shame creeping up Rowan’s neck.

When his shirt finally slipped off, Silas reached out and snatched it away, tossing it aside like trash. Rowan hesitated, standing there half-naked, his skin prickling under the Quartermaster’s gaze.

“The rest,” Silas ordered.

Rowan swallowed hard. He could feel the eyes of the crew through the thin walls, muffled voices drifting in from the deck. He was exposed, vulnerable. His fingers shook as he unbuttoned his breeches, pulling them down his legs. He stepped out of them, leaving him in nothing but his underclothes, feeling the cold air bite at his bare skin.

Silas grabbed the skirt and tossed it at him. “Put it on.”

It was rough and heavy in Rowan’s hands. He stepped into it awkwardly, the coarse fabric scratching his thighs as he pulled it up. It was too short, barely reaching his knees, and he tugged at it nervously.

Next came the blouse. The sleeves were tight, and it clung to his narrow frame in ways that made him feel more exposed than before. Silas moved behind him, yanking the back of the blouse tight.

“This’ll need to be tighter,” Silas muttered, grabbing the corset from the table. He circled around Rowan, holding the stiff fabric against his back.

Rowan stiffened as Silas wrapped the corset around his waist, his thick fingers pulling the laces. The pressure was immediate—too tight, constricting. “Easy,” Rowan choked out, his breath already shallow.

Silas only pulled harder, cinching the laces with sharp tugs. “Quit complainin’,” he grunted. “You’ll get used to it.”

The world narrowed to the relentless tightening around Rowan’s ribs. His breaths came in shallow gasps as Silas worked, knotting the laces at the back with practiced hands. Rowan’s skin burned where the corset bit into him, but Silas wasn’t finished. He spun Rowan around to face him, looking him over like a prize he’d just won.

“Much better,” Silas murmured, his gaze trailing over Rowan’s new shape. The corset pressed in on his chest, exaggerating his narrow frame. His legs were bare under the short skirt, and he could feel the rough hem brushing against his thighs with every movement.

Silas reached up, brushing a strand of hair out of Rowan’s face. “Gonna need to fix that,” he muttered, grabbing a length of leather cord from the table. “Can’t have a proper wench with a mop like that on her head.”

Before Rowan could protest, Silas had his hair in a tight grip, yanking it back into a messy braid. Rowan winced, the sting of the pulling making his eyes water, but he didn’t dare say a word. Silas was too close, his hands rough but careful as he worked, his presence looming over him.

“There.” Silas tied off the braid, letting it fall down Rowan’s back. He stepped back, crossing his arms, eyes narrowing as he admired his handiwork. “You clean up nice, girl.”

The word sent a fresh wave of humiliation through Rowan. He felt small and fragile, dressed in clothes that weren’t his, looking nothing like the man he’d been when he boarded the ship.

“Now,” Silas said, his voice softer but still commanding, “it’s time for your duties.”

He stepped to the side, opening the galley door. Outside, the crew was already awake, some lounging near the railings, others checking ropes or loading supplies. Their laughter echoed over the deck, carefree and rough. But as soon as Rowan stepped into the morning light, heads turned.

Whistles broke out, sharp and mocking. “Look at what the cat dragged in!” someone called out.

Another sailor leaned against the railing, his eyes trailing up and down Rowan’s body. “Well, ain’t she a sight.”

Rowan’s face flushed deep red. He pulled at the skirt instinctively, trying to make it longer, but it was no use. He could feel their eyes on him, their gazes like hands, pinning him in place.

Silas chuckled, stepping beside him. “Boys, meet the new galley wench. She’ll be servin’ your food and ale from now on.”

“Hope she serves more than that,” one of the sailors muttered, earning a round of laughter from the others.

Rowan’s stomach twisted, but Silas shoved him forward. “Get to work,” he growled, pushing him toward the center of the deck.

For the next hour, Rowan moved on shaky legs, his skin prickling with the constant attention. He hauled buckets of water, scrubbed pots, and served rough men their breakfast with trembling hands. Each time someone brushed against him, or grabbed his wrist with a sly grin, he felt a rush of shame so deep it nearly choked him.

One sailor, a tall man with a crooked nose, leaned in close as Rowan set a mug of ale in front of him. “Careful now, pretty thing,” he whispered, his breath reeking of last night’s rum. “You keep bendin’ over like that, I’ll get the wrong idea.”

Rowan shot him a glare, but it only made the man grin wider. “She’s got fire, Silas!” he called out. “I like that.”

Silas, watching from a distance, laughed and shook his head. “Better watch that fire, girl. Ain’t no one likes a wench with teeth.”

The work dragged on, each moment worse than the last. Rowan could feel the crew’s eyes on him constantly, judging, leering. He felt more exposed in these women’s clothes than he ever had when he’d stripped for Silas. Every small movement felt magnified—the sway of his hips, the brush of the skirt against his thighs. He couldn’t get used to it.

By the time the sun was high in the sky, his arms ached from hauling water, and his feet throbbed from the constant pacing. He hadn’t eaten, hadn’t had a moment to rest. His whole body screamed for relief, but there was no escaping the stares or the humiliation.

“Alright, girl,” Silas called out, stepping up beside him. “That’s enough for now. You’ve earned a break.”

Rowan almost collapsed in relief, but Silas grabbed his arm, guiding him back toward the galley. Once inside, Silas leaned against the table, watching as Rowan sagged onto a small stool, his breaths shallow from the corset still squeezing his ribs.

“You did good today,” Silas said, almost too kindly.

Rowan glanced up, still too ashamed to speak. Silas crossed the small space, kneeling in front of him, his large hands reaching for the laces of the corset.

“Relax,” Silas murmured, loosening the ties. The pressure eased slowly, but the humiliation remained, heavy in Rowan’s chest.

Once the corset was loose, Silas slid it off, tossing it aside. His hands lingered on Rowan’s waist, thumbs tracing the red marks left by the tight fabric. Rowan tensed, unsure of what was coming next.

“You’re gonna get used to this,” Silas said, his voice low and firm. “This is your life now. Best get used to it.”

Silas leaned in closer, his hand sliding under Rowan’s chin, tilting his face up. Their eyes met, and Rowan could see the promise in Silas’s gaze—a dark promise of what would happen if he ever tried to resist again.

“Understood?” Silas whispered.

Rowan swallowed, his throat tight. “Yes,” he managed, his voice barely audible.

Silas smiled, standing up. “Good girl.” He turned and walked to the door, leaving Rowan alone, his body aching, his heart heavy with the knowledge that this was only the beginning.


Chapter 5

Skirts

Rowan lay in his bunk that night, his skin still tingling from the events of the day. The soft cotton blouse clung to his chest, the rough fabric of the skirt rustling against his legs as he shifted uncomfortably. His heart pounded every time he heard footsteps in the hall outside, fearing someone would come in, demand more of him.

But no one did. The ship was quiet, the sounds of the ocean and creaking wood the only things keeping him company. Yet his mind was anything but peaceful. He stared at the wooden beams above, thinking about the men on deck—their leering smiles, the way they looked at him, the way Silas had treated him like a possession. And yet, beneath the shame, there was something else stirring, something confusing and wrong that he couldn’t shake.

He clenched his jaw, trying to ignore it. The clothes felt foreign, but what unnerved him more was how his body had responded—small flickers of heat when someone’s hand grazed his arm, the way his skin had seemed to soften under the sailors’ gazes. It wasn’t just the fear or humiliation; there was a strange curiosity that scared him.

Just as his thoughts began to spiral, the soft click of boots outside his door pulled him from his daze. He held his breath, listening. It wasn’t Silas. These steps were quieter, more measured.

The door creaked open, and there stood Captain Blackthorn. His presence was imposing, his broad shoulders filling the frame. His gaze fell on Rowan, who was curled up in the narrow bed, still wearing the clothes from the day before.

The Captain closed the door softly behind him, the lock clicking into place. He moved with deliberate slowness, the light from the single lantern in the corner casting long shadows across his sharp features.

“I heard you had quite the first day,” the Captain said, his voice calm, almost gentle. There was no trace of the harshness that Rowan had expected.

Rowan swallowed hard, not sure what to say. “It was... hard, sir.”

Blackthorn stepped closer, sitting on the edge of the bed. The weight of him made the old frame creak. “Silas can be... intense,” he said, studying Rowan’s face. “But you did well.”

Rowan shifted, trying to pull the skirt over his legs, suddenly aware of how bare they were. “I don’t want to be this... thing,” he whispered, his voice cracking. “I ain’t—“

The Captain placed a hand on his knee, stopping him mid-sentence. The touch was light, but it sent a shock through Rowan’s body. He tensed, eyes flicking to the Captain’s hand.

“I know what you are,” Blackthorn said softly, his eyes never leaving Rowan’s. “But you want a voyage aboard my ship, don’t you?”

Rowan’s throat tightened. He nodded, feeling trapped under the weight of the Captain’s gaze.

“Good,” Blackthorn murmured. “You’re stronger than you think. You can do this.” His hand slid a little higher, fingers grazing the bare skin of Rowan’s thigh.

Rowan gasped, a strange mix of fear and something else rushing through him. He wanted to pull away, but his body refused to move. The Captain’s hand was warm, steady, and there was a tenderness in his touch that made Rowan’s chest ache.

“Silas thinks he’s in control,” Blackthorn continued, his voice dropping to a near whisper. “But we both know that ain’t entirely true.” His thumb brushed over Rowan’s inner thigh, the movement so slight it almost tickled.

“What... what are you doing?” Rowan asked, his voice trembling.

“Making sure you understand,” the Captain replied, his gaze darkening slightly. “This ship is dangerous, and if you’re not careful, you’ll be devoured.” He leaned in closer, his breath hot against Rowan’s ear. “But I can protect you. Keep you safe. You just need to do as I say.”

Rowan’s heart raced. The offer was tempting—more than tempting. But there was something unsettling about the way the Captain spoke, the way his hand was creeping higher, his fingers tracing delicate patterns along Rowan’s skin.

“You don’t have to be afraid,” Blackthorn murmured, his lips brushing against Rowan’s ear. “Not with me.”

Before Rowan could react, the Captain’s hand slipped under the hem of the skirt, his fingers brushing against the sensitive skin of Rowan’s inner thigh. Rowan let out a strangled breath, his body betraying him with a shiver of pleasure.

“You feel that?” Blackthorn’s voice was low, almost hypnotic. “Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind fights it.”

Rowan shook his head, desperate to deny it, but the heat pooling in his belly told a different story. His hips twitched involuntarily as the Captain’s fingers moved closer to the edge of his underwear.

“Stop...” Rowan whispered, though there was no conviction in his voice.

The Captain’s hand froze, hovering just above the fabric. He looked at Rowan, his eyes searching. “Do you really want me to?”

Rowan’s chest heaved with shallow breaths. He could feel the tension coiling tighter inside him, the shameful desire twisting with his fear. He bit his lip, trying to keep control of himself, but it was slipping away.

Blackthorn leaned in, his mouth now close enough for Rowan to feel the warmth of his breath. “I can take this away,” he whispered. “Make it easier for you. Just say the word.”

Rowan squeezed his eyes shut, torn between the desire to flee and the aching need building inside him. The Captain’s fingers moved again, barely grazing the growing hardness beneath the fabric of his underwear. Rowan let out a choked gasp, his body arching toward the touch despite himself.

“There,” Blackthorn murmured, his hand pressing more firmly. “You don’t have to fight it. Not with me.”

Rowan’s hands clenched the blanket beneath him, his mind spinning. He hated how good it felt, how his body seemed to melt under the Captain’s touch. But more than that, he hated how much he wanted it.

The Captain’s fingers curled around the bulge in Rowan’s underwear, stroking slowly, deliberately. “I’ll take care of you,” he promised, his voice soft but commanding. “But you need to trust me.”

Rowan’s breath came in ragged gasps, his hips rising to meet the Captain’s hand. The conflict inside him raged, but his body had already surrendered. He couldn’t stop the moan that escaped his lips as Blackthorn’s fingers pressed harder, rubbing in slow circles.

“You’ll make a fine wench,” the Captain whispered, his other hand sliding under Rowan’s blouse, brushing against his chest. “Silas truly does have an eye for this...”

Rowan whimpered, overwhelmed by the sensations coursing through him. The Captain’s hands were everywhere, touching him in ways that made his head spin, that made him feel both desired and completely helpless.

“Please...” Rowan breathed, not even sure what he was asking for.

Blackthorn smiled, a rare softness in his expression. “Don’t worry,” he said, his hand moving to untie the strings of Rowan’s underwear. “I’ve got you.”

As the fabric loosened, Rowan’s breath hitched, his body trembling in anticipation. The Captain’s hand slipped inside, warm fingers wrapping around his now fully erect cock. Rowan gasped, his hips bucking involuntarily.

“Look at you,” Blackthorn murmured, stroking him with expert precision. “Already so hard for me.”

Rowan flushed with shame, but the pleasure was too intense to fight. His hands clutched at the sheets, his mind going blank as the Captain’s pace quickened, his thumb swiping over the sensitive head with every stroke.

“Gods,” Rowan moaned, his body tightening, the pressure building in his core.

Blackthorn leaned down, his lips hovering over Rowan’s ear. “Let go,” he whispered. “I want to feel you.”

The words pushed Rowan over the edge. With a cry, he came, spilling into the Captain’s hand, his body shuddering from the force of it. The pleasure crashed over him in waves, leaving him gasping for breath, his vision blurry.

The Captain continued to stroke him through the aftershocks, drawing out every last tremor. When Rowan finally went limp beneath him, Blackthorn pulled his hand away, his fingers glistening with Rowan’s release.

Rowan stared up at him, his chest heaving, his mind a haze of pleasure and confusion. He couldn’t believe what had just happened, couldn’t understand how the Captain had made him feel so good—so completely—while stripping away his last shred of control.

Blackthorn wiped his hand on the bedsheet, then leaned down to press a kiss to Rowan’s forehead. “You did well,” he said softly. “Get some rest.”

Without another word, the Captain stood and left the room, closing the door behind him. Rowan lay there, still trembling, his body buzzing from the intensity of what had just happened. He felt ashamed, but there was also a strange sense of relief. For a moment, someone had made him feel safe.

But deep down, he knew that safety was an illusion. The Captain might be gentler than Silas, but he was still just another man on this ship, and Rowan was still just his to use.

He closed his eyes, trying to will himself to sleep, but the shame lingered, curling around him like the coarse fabric of the skirt still draped over his legs. The worst part was, a small part of him couldn’t wait for it to happen again.


Chapter 6

Smile and Serve

The sun had barely risen over the horizon, casting pale gold light across the deck of the Black Siren, when the Captain stepped out of his cabin, stretching his broad shoulders with a satisfied sigh. The early morning air was cool and salty, and he welcomed the sharp bite of it as he moved to lean against the rail. The sea was calm today, a stark contrast to the tension he knew was already brewing on board.

Below decks, in the narrow corridor outside Rowan’s tiny bunk, Quartermaster Silas was pacing, his brow furrowed. The restlessness was palpable, the crew waking with a kind of uneasy energy, whispers passing through the ranks like wind. He caught the eye of a nearby sailor, the young man offering him a tight grin before disappearing down the steps to the galley.

The sound of a boot scrape against the floor caught Silas’s attention. Rowan appeared in the dim light of the doorway, dressed in the simple blouse and short skirt he’d been forced into wearing. His braid was slightly mussed from sleep, but he moved with the kind of quiet grace that Silas had begun to admire—though he’d never admit it aloud.

Silas eyed him up and down, noting the way the fabric clung to Rowan’s thin frame. There was something about him now, a shift in his posture, a hint of softness that had not been there before. He didn’t seem as rigid as the first day, and there was something almost alluring in the way he stood.

“Come here,” Silas grunted, waving Rowan over with a jerk of his head.

Rowan approached cautiously, eyes downcast. “Sir?” His voice was soft, almost uncertain.

“You’ll work in the galley again today,” Silas said, stepping close enough that their shoulders nearly touched. “And when the crew asks, you’ll smile, you’ll serve, and you’ll let them have a bit of fun. You understand?”

A flicker of resistance passed over Rowan’s face, but he nodded. “I... yes.”

Silas grunted in approval. “Good. You’re getting better at this.” He gave Rowan a small, rough pat on the shoulder before stepping back, allowing the space to fill with the tension between them. “Get moving, girl. You’ve got a busy day ahead.”

Rowan turned, but Silas’s eyes lingered, following the sway of his hips as he disappeared down the hall. The transformation was already beginning, and it intrigued him in ways he hadn’t expected.

Later that afternoon, the deck was crowded with crew members who had finished their duties and were relaxing with a jug of rum. The heat of the day made tempers short, and a group of men gathered around a small wooden table, tossing dice and laughing too loudly.

Silas sat on a barrel near the group, watching the proceedings with a lazy eye. The laughter was rough, the men tossing coins and making lewd jokes. But then the dice rolled off the table, skittering across the deck toward where Rowan stood, waiting quietly with a tray of food.

A tall, broad-shouldered sailor—a man known for his rough humor—reached out and grabbed Rowan’s wrist as he bent to pick up the dice. “Got yourself a pretty little wench here, Silas,” he called out, yanking Rowan toward him with a smirk. “Think she’ll bring us luck?”

The crew erupted in laughter, but Silas didn’t join in. His gaze sharpened, and he rose slowly from his barrel, crossing the deck with deliberate steps. The sailors’ laughter died down as they sensed the change in the air.

“Hands off,” Silas growled, standing over the sailor who still held Rowan’s wrist. “Unless you’re willin’ to lose it.”

The man quickly released Rowan, muttering an apology as he slunk back into the crowd. Rowan, still breathing hard, gave Silas a quick, uncertain glance.

“You keep your distance,” Silas warned the men, his voice low and dangerous. “The wench belongs to me. Anyone touches him without my say-so’ll be answering to me.”

The men murmured but backed off, clearly recognizing the edge in Silas’s tone. As they dispersed, Silas glanced at Rowan, who had returned to his work, trying to ignore the heated looks thrown his way.

There was a strange feeling twisting in Silas’s chest—part irritation, part something softer. He didn’t want the crew thinking they could take liberties with what was his, but at the same time, he didn’t like the idea of anyone causing harm to Rowan. Not yet, anyway.

By late evening, most of the crew had retired below deck, and the ship was quiet except for the gentle creak of the sails. Silas stood near the quarterdeck, gazing out at the dark sea. His mind was restless, circling around thoughts of the new crew member—no, the wench—who had unsettled the delicate balance on board.

He was distracted enough that he didn’t notice the soft footsteps behind him until a familiar voice spoke.

“Evenin’, Quartermaster.”

Silas turned to find Rowan standing there, the last of the day’s chores finished. His blouse was damp with sweat, clinging to his thin frame, and his cheeks were flushed from the heat of the galley. There was something different in his eyes tonight—less fear, more... something else.

“What do you want?” Silas asked, though his voice was less gruff than he intended.

Rowan hesitated for a moment, then stepped closer. “I just wanted to thank you. For... earlier.” He looked down, his hands clasped in front of him. “I don’t like it when they... touch me.”

Silas studied him, the faint light from the lanterns making his face seem softer, more vulnerable. He felt a strange urge to reach out, to reassure the lad—no, not a lad anymore.

“Don’t thank me,” Silas muttered, stepping forward until they were nearly chest to chest. “I’m not doin’ it for you.”

Rowan looked up, meeting his gaze. “I know. But still.”

For a moment, neither of them moved. The night air wrapped around them, thick with the smell of salt and the sea. Silas could feel the heat radiating off Rowan’s body, could see the faint tremble in his lips.

“Go to bed,” Silas finally said, his voice rougher than before. “Before you get yourself into trouble.”

Rowan nodded, but he didn’t leave. Instead, he reached out and lightly touched Silas’s arm, his fingers brushing against the rough fabric of his shirt. “I will. But... if you ever want—“

Silas caught his wrist, cutting off the words. He wasn’t sure why he did it—maybe to stop the lad from saying something he didn’t want to hear, or maybe because the touch had sparked something inside him he hadn’t expected.

“I said go,” Silas growled, but there was no real anger in his voice.

Rowan swallowed and stepped back, but not before Silas noticed the flush on his cheeks, the way his breath had quickened. As Rowan turned and walked away, Silas stood there, watching him disappear into the shadows of the ship.

For the first time in a long while, he wasn’t sure what he wanted anymore.

And that unsettled him more than he cared to admit.


Chapter 7

Harlot

The air in Rowan’s small cabin was thick with the lingering scent of rum and stale sweat. He had managed to fall into a fitful sleep, still dressed in the too-tight blouse and skirt Silas had given him. His dreams were hazy, full of confusing images of rough hands and mocking laughter. When he stirred awake, it took him a moment to remember where he was.

He rubbed his eyes, wincing as the corset’s memory made his ribs ache. The dim lantern light barely lit the cramped space, and he realized the ship was quieter than usual—most of the crew must have been below decks drinking.

Rowan sat up, his muscles sore from the previous day’s labor. His stomach growled, reminding him that he hadn’t eaten anything substantial in hours. Reluctantly, he swung his legs over the side of the cot and stood, pulling at the hem of the skirt in a futile attempt to make it feel less ridiculous.

A soft knock on the door startled him. He turned, eyes narrowing, unsure of who it could be. “What is it?” he called, trying to keep his voice steady.

“It’s just me,” came the reply—Tom’s voice, the youngest member of the crew. He wasn’t as rough as the others, and had often glanced at Rowan with a kind of nervous curiosity. “I, uh... I brought you something.”

Rowan hesitated before moving to the door and cracking it open. Tom stood there, holding a plate of dried beef and a slice of hardtack. He offered it with a small smile. “Figured you might be hungry.”

For a moment, Rowan just stared at him, surprised by the gesture. He took the plate, his fingers brushing against Tom’s briefly. “Thanks,” he muttered, stepping back to let the door swing open a little wider.

Tom lingered in the doorway, shifting on his feet. “You’re... doing alright?”

Rowan glanced at him, noting the way Tom’s eyes flicked over his clothes before quickly darting away. “I’m alive,” he replied, forcing a humorless chuckle.

“Yeah, well... Silas is a hard one.” Tom leaned against the doorframe, his tone casual but his eyes serious. “But he’s not all bad.”

“Could’ve fooled me,” Rowan said, sitting back down on the cot and picking at the food. He didn’t feel like eating, but he knew he had to keep his strength up.

Tom stepped inside, closing the door behind him. The small cabin felt even smaller with both of them in it. “He’s rough around the edges, but... he looks out for the crew. And he seems to have taken a shine to you.”

Rowan scoffed. “A shine? You call this a shine?” He gestured to the skirt and blouse. “He’s made me into the ship’s joke.”

“Not exactly,” Tom said, stepping closer. “There’s something about the way he looks at you, something more than just orders. He’s not usually this... hands-on.”

Rowan paused, remembering the way Silas had gripped his arm earlier, his touch firm but not violent. There had been something almost protective in the way he’d handled him. But that didn’t change the fact that Rowan still felt like an object—something to be used by the crew.

“He’s still making me do this,” Rowan muttered, his gaze fixed on the floor. “Making me... serve them. Like some common—“

“Harlot,” Tom finished for him, his voice softer now. “I know. But... maybe it’s not all bad.”

Rowan shot him a sharp look. “How is this not bad?”

Tom sat down beside him on the cot, his knee brushing against Rowan’s. The closeness made Rowan tense, but Tom didn’t seem to notice. “It could be worse,” he said quietly. “Silas might be keeping you for himself. And the Captain, too.”

“The Captain doesn’t—“ Rowan began, but the words died in his throat. He thought of the way Captain Blackthorn had touched him, how his presence lingered long after he’d left the cabin. It wasn’t the same as Silas, but it wasn’t exactly comforting either.

Tom reached out, his hand resting lightly on Rowan’s thigh. The touch was gentle, but it sent a shiver up Rowan’s spine. “You’ve got a way about you,” Tom said, his voice barely a whisper. “Something the crew’s already noticing.”

Rowan stiffened, unsure of what to say. The truth was, he’d felt it too—the lingering glances, the low whistles, the way the sailors seemed to watch him a little too closely. It made his skin crawl, but there was also a strange part of him that felt a thrill from the attention. He hated himself for it.

“You don’t have to be afraid,” Tom murmured, leaning in a little closer. His hand slid higher, fingers tracing the edge of the skirt. “Not all of us want to hurt you.”

Rowan’s breath hitched as Tom’s hand moved higher, brushing against the bare skin of his inner thigh. The sensation was electric, and despite his better judgment, he didn’t push him away. Instead, he found himself leaning into the touch, his body betraying his mind.

Tom noticed, his smile widening as he pressed closer. “See? Not so bad, is it?”

Before Rowan could respond, the door swung open with a loud bang. Silas filled the doorway, his face dark with anger. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” he growled, stepping inside and grabbing Tom by the collar.

Tom jumped back, raising his hands defensively. “I wasn’t hurting him, Silas, I swear—“

“Shut your mouth.” Silas shoved him toward the door, then turned his icy gaze on Rowan. “You think you can let just anyone touch you? Is that what you think this is?”

Rowan shrank back, his heart pounding. “No, I—“

Silas was on him in an instant, yanking him up by the front of his blouse. His face was inches from Rowan’s, his breath hot and ragged. “You’re mine, girl. Don’t forget it.”

There was something raw in Silas’s voice—something possessive and almost desperate. It made Rowan’s stomach twist with fear, but also with a confusing sense of want. He didn’t fight as Silas pushed him back onto the cot, his large hands pinning Rowan’s wrists above his head.

“Looks like I need to remind you of your place,” Silas muttered, his hands moving to the hem of Rowan’s skirt. “And this time, I ain’t holding back.”

Rowan’s breath quickened as Silas tugged the skirt up, exposing his bare legs. The cold air hit his skin, but it was nothing compared to the heat of Silas’s gaze as he stared down at him, a dark hunger in his eyes.

“I—“ Rowan started, but the word was swallowed by a gasp as Silas pressed his knee between Rowan’s thighs, forcing them apart.

“Relax,” Silas growled, his voice low and rough. “You’re gonna learn what happens when you let another man touch what’s mine.”

He leaned down, his body pressing heavily against Rowan’s, trapping him. Rowan could feel the hard outline of Silas’s arousal against his hip, and it sent a jolt of fear—and something else—through him. His heart fluttered, he tried to relax.

“That’s it, good girl,” Silas teased, his hand sliding up Rowan’s inner thigh, rough fingers brushing against the most sensitive part of him.

Rowan’s body betrayed him, a soft moan escaping his lips as Silas’s fingers found their target. He was already hard, his cock straining against the thin fabric of his underclothes. Silas smirked, his eyes gleaming with triumph.

“You’re a dirty little thing, ain’t you?” he muttered, his fingers stroking Rowan through the fabric. “Playing coy, just like a real wench, but look at you—already dripping for me.”

Rowan’s face burned with shame, but his hips moved instinctively, pushing against Silas’s hand. The roughness of his touch, the weight of his body pressing down—it was overwhelming, and yet, there was a part of him that craved it.

“Silas...” Rowan whispered, his voice barely audible.

Silas didn’t respond with words. Instead, he leaned down and captured Rowan’s lips in a bruising kiss, his tongue forcing its way into Rowan’s mouth. The kiss was hungry, possessive, and Rowan found himself kissing back, his body responding in ways he couldn’t control.

Silas’s hands moved quickly, yanking down Rowan’s underclothes to free his straining cock. He gripped it firmly, stroking with a relentless rhythm that had Rowan arching his back, gasping for breath.

“I guess you could call that a dick,” Silas murmured against his lips. “All prim and proper, but you’re just a slut under it all, ain’t you?” He tightened his grip, making Rowan cry out.

Rowan’s head spun, pleasure coursing through him as Silas worked him with rough precision. He was too far gone to care about the shame anymore—his body was on fire, his mind a haze of need and desperation.

“That’s it,” Silas urged, his voice dark and rough. “Let go for me, girl. Show me how much you love this.”

The word—girl—should have made him angry, but it only made the heat inside him grow. With a final, broken cry, Rowan came, spilling himself over Silas’s hand, his body trembling from the force of it.

Silas stroked him through the aftershocks, his own breath ragged as he watched Rowan fall apart beneath him. When Rowan finally collapsed, panting and flushed, Silas pulled back, a smirk tugging at his lips.

He stood, wiping his hand on his trousers before reaching down to yank Rowan up by the arm. “Don’t forget who you belong to,” he growled, pulling Rowan toward the door. “And don’t think this changes anything.”

He pushed Rowan out into the hallway, slamming the door behind him. Rowan stood there, his legs shaky, his body still buzzing from the intensity of what had just happened. He was a mess—disheveled, used, and yet, strangely content.

But the question still lingered in his mind: why did he want this?


Chapter 8

A Bit of Fun

Dawn came too soon, and Rowan awoke feeling stiff and sore. His body still carried the marks of the previous night—Silas’s rough handling, the unfamiliar way his body had responded. He sat up, rubbing at his eyes as the early morning light filtered through the porthole. The sounds of the ship waking around him reminded him of where he was—and who he was expected to be.

A knock at the door interrupted his thoughts. It was Seaman Pike, the tall, lanky sailor with a perpetual smirk who had always lingered at the edges of Rowan’s duties.

“Wake up, pretty,” Pike called, his voice grating through the thin wood. “Got chores for you today. Best get dressed.”

Rowan groaned, rolling out of the cot and pulling on the now-familiar skirt and blouse. The clothes felt more like a second skin now, and he found himself tugging at the hem out of habit rather than discomfort. He didn’t have much of a choice in what he wore—Silas had made that clear—but at least he was beginning to understand the role he had to play.

He stepped out of the cabin, and Pike gave him an appraising look, his eyes raking over Rowan’s figure with an appreciative grin. “You’re getting better at this,” he said, leaning in close enough that Rowan could smell the rum on his breath. “Keep it up, and maybe I’ll put in a good word for you.”

Rowan ignored the comment, brushing past him toward the galley. He knew Pike well enough by now—always teasing, always watching, but never pushing too far. He was all talk, but there was something unsettling about the way his eyes lingered just a little too long.

Inside the galley, Doc Harlan was already preparing for the day’s meals. The man looked up as Rowan entered, giving him a quick nod before returning to his work. Harlan was one of the few on the ship who didn’t seem interested in the game Silas was playing with Rowan. To him, Rowan was just another set of hands, useful for the menial tasks that kept the ship running.

“Morning,” Harlan said gruffly, not bothering to look up from the knife he was sharpening. “Start with the pots. They need a good scrub.”

Rowan grabbed a bucket and began the familiar task of cleaning the greasy cookware. The repetitive motion gave him time to think, though his thoughts often circled back to the same questions: how long could he keep this up? And more disturbingly, how much of it was starting to feel... natural?

Pike hovered nearby, lounging against the counter as Rowan worked. “You know,” he said, watching with a lazy smile, “you’re almost as good at that as you are at the other stuff.”

Rowan’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t respond. He focused on scrubbing the pot in front of him, his mind racing. He’d heard whispers among the crew lately—how the ship’s “wench” was getting along fine, how she was a welcome distraction from the boredom of life at sea. It made his skin crawl, but there was a part of him that was growing used to the attention, even if he hated himself for it.

“Aw, don’t be like that,” Pike teased, pushing off the counter and stepping closer. “We’re just having a bit of fun.”

Before Rowan could reply, Harlan’s knife slammed down on the cutting board, making both of them jump. “Leave the boy alone, Pike,” Harlan snapped. “You’ve got work to do.”

Pike held up his hands in mock surrender, chuckling as he sauntered out of the galley. Rowan breathed a sigh of relief, glancing over at Harlan, who was back to his work as if nothing had happened.

“You alright?” Harlan asked without looking up.

Rowan nodded, though he wasn’t sure if it was true. “Yeah. Just... getting used to things.”

Harlan grunted in response, seemingly uninterested in anything further. Rowan went back to his scrubbing, his mind returning to the whirlwind of confusion and reluctant acceptance that had become his life.

He didn’t know what the future held, but for now, he would keep his head down and do what was expected of him—even if it meant pretending to be someone he wasn’t. Because he had already come this far, the new world and a new life awaited him just beyond the waves.

And as much as he hated to admit it, a small part of him was starting to enjoy the performance.


Chapter 9

Don't be Shy

The midday sun hung high in the sky, and the Black Siren cut through the calm waters like a sleek predator. Most of the crew were on deck, busy with their usual tasks—mending sails, adjusting rigging, and preparing for the long haul ahead. The atmosphere was relatively relaxed, but there was an undercurrent of tension, as always, that never quite left the ship.

Rowan stood at the rail, watching the horizon with a distant look in his eyes. He was dressed in his usual garb—short skirt and tight blouse—but something had shifted in his demeanor over the past few days. The initial shock and fear had worn off, replaced by a strange sort of resignation, almost acceptance. He still didn’t fully understand why he had stopped fighting the role thrust upon him, but he had stopped questioning it so much. The crew noticed the change, too, and it had only made them bolder.

He felt eyes on him before he saw them. Seaman Pike was leaning against the mainmast, his arms crossed, watching Rowan with a sly grin. There was a hunger in his gaze that made Rowan’s skin prickle. Pike wasn’t as rough as some of the others, but he had a way of getting under Rowan’s skin with his relentless teasing.

“What’re you staring at, pretty?” Pike called out, his voice carrying across the deck.

Rowan ignored him, keeping his focus on the endless stretch of blue in front of him. He had learned by now that engaging with Pike only encouraged him.

But Pike wasn’t the type to be ignored for long. He pushed off the mast and sauntered over, stopping just behind Rowan, close enough that his breath tickled the back of Rowan’s neck. “You’ve been doing a fine job, you know. Keeping the crew... entertained.”

Rowan sighed inwardly but didn’t turn around. “Just doing what I’m told.”

Pike chuckled, low and rough. “That you are. And doing it so well.” He leaned in closer, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “I bet you’ve even started to enjoy it a little, haven’t you?”

The words hit a nerve, but Rowan refused to give Pike the satisfaction of a reaction. He stayed silent, his fingers gripping the rail a little tighter.

“Aw, don’t be shy,” Pike teased, stepping even closer. He was standing so near now that Rowan could feel the heat radiating off his body. “We all see the way you look at the men when they touch you. Like you’re not sure whether to fight or give in. But I know what you’re thinking, pretty. You like it.”

Before Rowan could stop him, Pike’s hand slid around his waist, fingers splayed possessively over his stomach. The touch sent a jolt through him—half panic, half something else he didn’t want to name. He instinctively tried to pull away, but Pike’s grip tightened, holding him in place.

“Let go,” Rowan hissed, his voice barely more than a whisper.

“Or what?” Pike taunted, his breath hot against Rowan’s ear. “You’ll run to Silas? He already knows you’re a little slut for attention.” His hand moved lower, fingers tracing the edge of Rowan’s skirt. “And besides, I know you like this. Don’t lie to yourself.”

Rowan clenched his jaw, hating how right Pike might be. His body was betraying him again, a slow heat building under Pike’s touch. He hated the way his breath quickened, the way his skin tingled at the rough handling. It was wrong—so wrong—but he couldn’t deny the small thrill that coursed through him every time one of the men touched him.

Pike’s hand slipped further down, fingers brushing the bare skin of Rowan’s thigh. “See? Not so bad, is it?” he murmured, pressing his body flush against Rowan’s back. “You were made for this.”

Rowan squeezed his eyes shut, fighting the wave of shame that washed over him. But the fight was growing weaker by the day. He hated himself for it, but a part of him wanted to lean into Pike’s touch, to let go of the last shred of resistance he had left.

“Come on, pretty,” Pike coaxed, his voice softer now, almost gentle. “Let me have a little fun. I promise I’ll make it good for you.”

He shifted his hand higher, fingers grazing the edge of Rowan’s cock through the thin fabric of his underclothes. The contact was light, teasing, but it sent a spark of pleasure through Rowan that made his knees tremble. He couldn’t stop the small gasp that escaped his lips.

Pike chuckled darkly, clearly pleased with the reaction. “That’s it. I knew you’d come around.” He moved his hand more boldly now, cupping Rowan through the fabric, stroking him with a firm, deliberate touch. “You like this, don’t you? Being handled like the pretty little wench you are.”

Rowan bit his lip, his mind racing as his body responded to Pike’s touch. He wanted to deny it, to push him away and regain some semblance of control, but the pleasure was too intoxicating. He found himself leaning back slightly, his body seeking more of the friction that was driving him crazy.

“That’s a good girl,” Pike whispered, his lips brushing against Rowan’s ear. “Just relax and let me take care of you.”

Rowan’s resistance crumbled completely. He let out a shaky breath, his hips pressing into Pike’s hand as the pleasure built to an unbearable peak. It was humiliating, being stroked right there on deck where anyone could see, but that only made it more intense. The shame mixed with the pleasure, creating a potent cocktail that left him dizzy and aching for release.

Pike seemed to sense his desperation. He quickened his pace, his fingers expertly working Rowan through the fabric until the tension snapped. Just before he went over the edge, Pike released him. “If you want the rest, you’ll come to my bunk tonight.”

Rowan’s breath hitched in surprise, the sudden denial of release leaving him frustrated and on edge. He turned his head to glare at Pike, but the seaman only grinned, stepping back with a self-satisfied look.

“Think about it, pretty,” Pike said, winking before walking away. “I’ll be waiting.”

Rowan watched him go, his body still humming with unspent need. He felt exposed, ashamed, and more confused than ever. Why had he let it go that far? Why did a part of him actually want to go to Pike’s bunk tonight?

He pushed the thoughts away, focusing on steadying his breathing. He couldn’t afford to think like that. Not if he wanted to survive this journey with his sanity intact.

But as the day wore on, the ache between his legs didn’t fade. And no matter how hard he tried to ignore it, the thought of what might happen in Pike’s bunk later that night lingered in the back of his mind, tempting him with possibilities he wasn’t ready to face.


Chapter 10

Pike

The night aboard the Black Siren was thick with tension. The moon cast an eerie glow over the deck, and the only sounds were the gentle creak of the ship and the occasional shout from the night watch. Rowan had retired to his small cabin early, trying to quiet the storm in his mind. Pike’s words echoed in his thoughts, stirring a dangerous curiosity that he couldn’t quite suppress.

Hours passed in restless sleep, until a soft knock on the door startled him awake. His heart raced as he sat up, his body still sensitive from the encounter earlier that day. He knew who it was before he even opened the door.

Pike stood in the doorway, a lantern in one hand, casting flickering shadows across his features. His expression was calm, but there was a hunger in his eyes that made Rowan’s stomach tighten.

“Evening, pretty,” Pike said, his voice low and smooth. “You ready for the rest of what I promised?”

Rowan hesitated, his mind torn between desire and the fear of losing himself completely. But the ache that had been building inside him all day was too much to ignore. He nodded slowly, stepping aside to let Pike in.

The moment the door closed behind them, the air in the small cabin grew heavy with anticipation. Pike set the lantern on the small table, its light dimming the room to a soft glow. He turned to face Rowan, his gaze trailing over him in a way that made Rowan’s skin heat.

“You’ve been thinking about this, haven’t you?” Pike asked, stepping closer. His voice was teasing, but there was an underlying seriousness that made Rowan’s breath catch.

Rowan didn’t answer, his throat too tight to form words. Instead, he just watched as Pike closed the distance between them, his hands reaching out to pull Rowan into a firm, demanding kiss. The kiss was rough, almost possessive, and Rowan found himself melting into it, his body responding with an eagerness that surprised him.

Pike’s hands roamed over his body, tugging at the blouse and skirt until Rowan was standing half-naked in the dim light. The cool air did little to soothe the heat coursing through him. Pike stepped back, his eyes dark with lust as he took in the sight of Rowan’s bare skin.

“Gods, you’re a pretty thing,” Pike muttered, his hands moving to unbuckle his belt. “Get on the bed.”

Rowan obeyed without hesitation, climbing onto the narrow cot and lying back. His pulse pounded in his ears as Pike shed his clothes, his gaze never leaving Rowan’s body. There was no tenderness in the way Pike looked at him—only raw, unbridled desire.

Pike joined him on the bed, his body pressing down on Rowan’s, trapping him beneath his weight. His hands were everywhere, exploring, claiming, and Rowan could do little more than gasp and squirm under the relentless attention. It was overwhelming, the way Pike’s rough hands moved over him, leaving no inch of his skin untouched.

“Tell me you want this,” Pike growled, his breath hot against Rowan’s neck.

Rowan bit his lip, the shame of his own desire burning in his chest. But he couldn’t deny it—not anymore. “I want it,” he whispered, the words barely audible.

Pike grinned, a triumphant gleam in his eyes. “That’s what I thought.” He shifted, straddling Rowan’s chest, his turgid spear pointed directly at Rowan’s lips. “Now show me how much you want it.”

The command sent a thrill through Rowan. He had never done this before—never even imagined himself in this position—but there was something undeniably arousing about the way Pike was taking control. With trembling hands, Rowan reached up, wrapping his fingers around Pike’s shaft. It was hot and heavy in his hand, the skin soft but the underlying hardness unmistakable.

Pike groaned as Rowan began to stroke him, his hand moving in slow, tentative motions. “Don’t be shy, pretty,” Pike urged, his voice thick with pleasure. “You know what to do.”

Taking a deep breath, Rowan leaned forward, his lips brushing against the head of Pike’s cock. The taste was salty and musky, not unpleasant, but it made his stomach flip with a mix of nerves and excitement. He took the tip into his mouth, sucking gently, his tongue flicking experimentally.

“Fuck, yes,” Pike hissed, his hand tangling in Rowan’s hair. “Just like that.”

Encouraged by Pike’s reaction, Rowan took more of him into his mouth, finding a rhythm that seemed to please them both. The power he felt in that moment was intoxicating—knowing he could bring a man like Pike to the edge with just his mouth was a heady realization. But there was also the knowledge that he was playing a role, being exactly what the crew wanted him to be.

As Rowan worked, Pike’s control began to slip. His grip on Rowan’s hair tightened, and his hips started to move, thrusting gently into Rowan’s mouth. “Fuck, you’re good at this,” Pike muttered, his voice strained. “I knew you’d be a natural.”

Rowan felt a flush of pride at the praise, but it was quickly overshadowed by the need between his own legs. His body ached for release, the throbbing desire making it hard to focus on anything else. But Pike was too lost in his own pleasure to notice—or care.

It didn’t take long before Pike was gasping, his thrusts becoming more erratic. “Gonna come,” he warned, his hand still holding Rowan’s head in place. “Swallow it, pretty. Don’t you dare waste a drop.”

Rowan braced himself, and when Pike finally reached his peak, the hot rush of cum filled his mouth. He did as he was told, swallowing as much as he could, though some of it escaped, dribbling down his chin. Pike groaned loudly, his body tensing before finally relaxing with a deep, satisfied sigh.

He pulled back, his chest heaving as he looked down at Rowan, who was still hard and aching, his own needs far from satisfied. Pike noticed, a lazy grin spreading across his face as he reached down to stroke Rowan’s cock through the fabric of his skirt.

“Not done yet, are we?” Pike murmured, his hand slipping under the hem of the skirt to touch bare skin. “Guess I’ll have to take care of that.”

But as much as Rowan wanted the release, there was something in Pike’s touch that felt too rough, too detached. It wasn’t like the Captain or even Silas—there was no warmth, no hint of care. Just raw, physical need.

And for the first time, Rowan felt a pang of something like regret. This wasn’t what he wanted, not really. He had given in to the pleasure, to the attention, but now that it was over, the emptiness inside him seemed even more profound.

“Nevermind,” Rowan said softly, pushing Pike’s hand away. “I’m fine.”

Pike raised an eyebrow, clearly surprised but not displeased. “Suit yourself,” he said with a shrug, pulling his trousers back on. “But if you change your mind, you know where to find me.”

Rowan nodded, watching as Pike gathered his things and left the cabin, closing the door behind him. Alone once more, Rowan lay back on the cot, staring up at the ceiling. The physical pleasure was fading, leaving behind a hollow ache that had nothing to do with his body.

What was he becoming? How had he ended up here, craving the attention of men who saw him as nothing more than a plaything? The shame was overwhelming, but beneath it, there was a growing fear that this new identity—the ship’s wench—was becoming a part of him that he might never be able to shed.

But he pushed those thoughts away, as he always did. There was nothing to be done about it now. All he could do was survive the night, and face whatever the next day brought. Even if he wasn’t sure how much longer he could keep pretending that it didn’t affect him.


Chapter 11

Putting on a Show

The following day began with a grey sky and a restless sea. Rowan woke to the distant sounds of the crew preparing for another day of labor. His body still felt the aftershocks of the previous night, and as he sat up in his bunk, he could not shake the lingering sensation of Pike’s hands on him. The memories played on a loop in his mind—rough and raw—but beneath them was something else, something that gnawed at him more deeply.

A heavy sigh escaped him as he rose, slipping into the familiar clothes that marked his place aboard the Black Siren. He had no choice but to play the part, though every day it felt less like acting and more like surrender. As he stepped out onto the deck, the early morning air stung his cheeks, but he barely noticed. His thoughts were elsewhere, lost in a haze of uncertainty.

The crew were already busy, their laughter echoing across the ship. Seaman Pike leaned against the railing near the bow, casually observing the activity with a grin. When he spotted Rowan, he waved him over, his smirk widening.

“Morning, Rowan,” Pike called out, the tone light but with an edge that sent a shiver down Rowan’s spine. “Come here. We’ve been waitin’ for you.”

Rowan hesitated for only a moment before walking over, keeping his eyes downcast. He knew what was coming—or at least, he thought he did. Pike’s hands had already explored his body the night before, and he braced himself for more of the same. But what he didn’t expect was the way the other sailors watched him as he approached. Their gazes were different today, heavier, more assessing.

“You did well last night,” Pike murmured as Rowan drew near, his voice low enough that only Rowan could hear. “But we’ve got more planned for you today. Just follow my lead.”

Before Rowan could ask what he meant, Pike turned and raised his voice to the crew. “All right, lads, gather ‘round! Our wench here’s got a bit of a performance for us.”

A cheer went up from the men, and Rowan’s heart pounded in his chest. He looked around, searching for an escape, but there was none. He was trapped in the center of the deck, surrounded by grinning sailors eager for whatever show Pike had in mind.

“First, we’re gonna see how well you can move,” Pike said, stepping back to give Rowan space. “Give us a little dance, Rowan. Show us what you’ve got.”

A blush crept up Rowan’s neck as he stood frozen, unsure of what to do. The crew began to clap, the sound rhythmic and demanding. There was no way out of this. Swallowing his pride, Rowan began to sway awkwardly, his movements clumsy and stiff.

The men hooted and laughed, making crude comments that only deepened his humiliation. But there was something about the attention, the way their eyes followed his every motion, that sparked a reluctant thrill inside him. The more they watched, the more he found himself leaning into the role, his movements becoming smoother, more fluid. He closed his eyes, letting the rhythm of their clapping guide him, pretending for a moment that he was somewhere else, someone else.

Pike stepped forward again, grabbing Rowan’s wrist and pulling him into a spin. “That’s more like it,” he said with a chuckle. “Now let’s see how you handle this.”

Without warning, Pike yanked Rowan close, pressing their bodies together. Rowan gasped, his eyes snapping open as Pike’s hand slid down his back, fingers curling around his waist. The crew cheered them on, the noise almost deafening.

“Relax,” Pike whispered against his ear, his breath warm and unnervingly intimate. “You’re gonna like this.”

Rowan tried to pull away, but Pike’s grip was firm, unyielding. “Please,” he murmured, barely audible over the noise. “Not here...”

But Pike only laughed, his other hand sliding under Rowan’s skirt to grab his bare ass. “You think I care? This is what you’re here for, remember?”

Before Rowan could respond, Pike spun him around again, forcing him to bend over the nearest barrel. The rough wood pressed into his stomach as Pike’s hand lifted the back of his skirt, exposing him to the crew. A wave of heat rushed through Rowan, a mixture of shame and something darker, more exciting.

The men around them jeered and shouted encouragement, their voices a blur in Rowan’s ears. He could feel Pike’s fingers probing, teasing, and then without warning, pushing inside him. Rowan cried out, his hands clutching the barrel as his body tensed. It was rough, too fast, but there was a part of him that craved it, that wanted more despite the pain.

“The fuck are you doing, Pike?” A voice boomed out from above

Pike froze, his hand still buried inside Rowan as Quartermaster Silas descended from the quarterdeck, his expression thunderous. The crew fell silent instantly, their grins fading as they stepped back.

Silas grabbed Pike by the shoulder, yanking him away from Rowan. “You think I don’t see what you’re doin’?” he growled, his voice low and dangerous. “I didn’t say you could take him like this.”

Pike held up his hands in mock surrender, though there was no real fear in his eyes. “Just havin’ a bit of fun, Silas. The lad seemed to be enjoyin’ it.”

Rowan stayed bent over the barrel, breathing heavily, his mind reeling. He felt Silas’s presence behind him, could sense the man’s eyes on his exposed body. The anticipation of what would happen next was almost unbearable.

“He doesn’t know what he enjoys,” Silas snapped, shoving Pike back. “Not yet. And he won’t with you clumsin’ around like a damn fool.”

Pike sneered but backed off, disappearing into the crowd of sailors. Silas turned his attention to Rowan, his gaze raking over him with an intensity that made Rowan’s knees tremble.

“Get up,” Silas ordered, his voice rough but lacking the usual anger.

Rowan pushed himself up, turning to face Silas, his eyes uncertain. He could feel the cool air on his bare skin, the remnants of Pike’s touch still fresh. He waited for Silas to say something more, to tell him off or punish him, but instead, the Quartermaster just looked at him, something unreadable in his eyes.

“You let them do this to you,” Silas said quietly, stepping closer. “Why?”

Rowan swallowed, not sure how to answer. “I... I don’t know. I didn’t want to cause trouble.”

Silas grunted, his hand coming up to grip Rowan’s chin, forcing him to meet his gaze. “You think this is trouble?” He tilted Rowan’s face to the side, studying him like he was seeing him for the first time. “You don’t even know what trouble is yet.”

Without another word, Silas released him and turned away, barking orders at the crew to get back to work. Rowan stood there, dazed, his mind still spinning from the confrontation and what had almost happened.

As the crew dispersed, Rowan noticed the captain watching from the quarterdeck, his arms crossed over his chest. There was no expression on Blackthorn’s face, but his eyes followed Rowan with a cool detachment that sent a shiver down his spine.

Silas’s warning echoed in his head. Trouble. It seemed that was exactly what he was in, and there was no easy way out of it.

The question was, how far would he let them take him before he broke—or before he finally embraced the wench they all wanted him to be?

The crew resumed their tasks as Rowan slowly straightened his clothes, the rough hands and laughter still fresh in his mind. His skin tingled from where Pike had touched him, the roughness of it still raw. But Silas’s intervention left him shaken in a different way—a mix of fear and a confusing warmth at being defended, even if the Quartermaster’s reasons were unclear.

“Get moving,” Silas snapped at him, jerking his head toward the aft of the ship. “You’re needed in the galley. We’ll be stopping port in the morning.”

Without a word, Rowan turned and walked in the direction he was told, his heart still racing. He could feel the eyes of the crew on him, though they quickly averted their gazes when Silas shot them a warning glare. It didn’t matter—they had already seen too much.

In the galley, Doc Harlan was already prepping the evening meal, the familiar smells of stew and hardtack filling the small space. He looked up as Rowan entered, raising an eyebrow but saying nothing. The man’s gaze was always assessing, as if he could see right through Rowan’s carefully constructed walls.

“Just start with the potatoes,” Harlan said, handing Rowan a knife. “We’ve got a long night ahead.”

Rowan took the knife and sat at the small table, his hands still trembling slightly. The rhythm of peeling potatoes helped to calm his mind, though his thoughts kept circling back to what had happened on deck. He could still feel the heat of Pike’s hands on him, the pressure of his fingers inside, and the way his body had responded—confused and wanting, even as he hated it.

The hours passed in silence, save for the clatter of pots and the occasional curse from Harlan as he stirred the stew. Rowan focused on his task, but his mind drifted to the Captain, standing above everything, watching but never intervening. What did Blackthorn think of him now? Was he disappointed? Or was there something else in those cold, calculating eyes?

The sound of footsteps outside the galley pulled Rowan from his thoughts. The door creaked open, and Seaman Pike stepped inside, leaning against the frame with that infuriating smirk on his face.

“Evenin’, Doc,” he said casually, his eyes landing on Rowan. “Need any help in here?”

Harlan snorted, not bothering to look up from his work. “You’re the last person I’d ask for help, Pike. Go find someone else to annoy.”

Pike chuckled, stepping further into the room. He walked over to Rowan, reaching out to brush a stray lock of hair from his face. “You did good today, Rowan,” he murmured, his voice too intimate for the setting. “But we ain’t done yet.”

Rowan stiffened, the knife pausing mid-slice. He glanced at Harlan, but the older man paid them no mind, seemingly indifferent to the tension in the room.

“What do you want?” Rowan asked, trying to keep his voice steady.

Pike’s grin widened. “I want what I was promised.” He leaned in closer, his breath warm against Rowan’s ear. “A night with you, just the two of us. Unless you’d rather have Silas interruptin’ again.”

Rowan’s pulse quickened. He could feel Pike’s fingers tracing the back of his neck, sending a shiver down his spine. He wanted to refuse, to push the man away, but the memory of the way his body had responded earlier made him hesitate.

“Go on, then,” Harlan said suddenly, breaking the silence. “Finish what you started. Ain’t no use holdin’ back now.”

Rowan shot him a look of disbelief, but Harlan only shrugged, continuing his work as if this were just another normal night. Pike didn’t need any more encouragement. He grabbed Rowan’s arm, pulling him up from the stool and toward the door.

“Don’t worry,” Pike whispered as they stepped into the dim corridor. “This time, it’ll be just us.”

The walk to Pike’s small bunk was tense, every step filling Rowan with dread and a twisted sense of anticipation. Pike shoved him inside, closing the door behind them with a decisive click. The space was cramped, barely room for the narrow bed and a small chest, but it was enough for what Pike had in mind.

“Strip,” Pike ordered, his voice dropping into a rougher tone. “Let me see you properly.”

Rowan’s hands shook as he began to undress, his clothes falling to the floor in a heap. The cool air on his bare skin was a sharp contrast to the heat building between them. Pike watched, his eyes hungry, as Rowan stood naked before him.

“You’re a sight,” Pike muttered, stepping closer. His hands reached out, sliding over Rowan’s chest, down his stomach, and lower still. Rowan bit his lip, trying to stifle the gasp that escaped when Pike’s fingers wrapped around his half-hard cock.

“You’re still not sure about this, are you?” Pike teased, stroking him slowly. “But your body says different.”

Rowan didn’t answer, couldn’t find the words to explain the turmoil inside him. Instead, he let Pike guide him onto the bed, his legs parting instinctively as Pike knelt between them. There was no gentleness in the way Pike touched him, but there was a confidence that made it hard to resist.

Pike’s mouth replaced his hand, warm and wet, and Rowan’s back arched off the bed. He could feel the pressure building again, that same overwhelming pleasure that had overtaken him on deck. It was too much, too fast, but he didn’t want it to stop.

Just as he was about to lose himself in the sensation, Pike pulled back, leaving Rowan gasping and aching for more. “We’ll have to fetch you some finer clothes when we stop in port tomorrow. Proper undergarments, perhaps a pair of stockings.” Pike’s eyes gleamed with mischief as he flipped Rowan over, positioning him on his hands and knees. “It’d be a shame not to enjoy you while I’ve got the chance.”

Rowan’s heart pounded in his chest as he felt Pike move behind him, hands gripping his hips firmly. He braced himself, waiting for the invasion, the roughness he knew was coming. But this time, Pike took his time, pressing against him slowly, teasing him with shallow thrusts before pushing in deeper.

The pain was sharp, but it was mixed with a pleasure so intense it left Rowan breathless. His fingers clenched the thin blanket beneath him as Pike began to move, setting a rhythm that was both brutal and exhilarating. Each thrust pushed Rowan closer to the edge, his mind blanking out everything but the feeling of being filled, taken, claimed.

“You like that, don’t you?” Pike’s voice was strained, his breath coming in ragged gasps. “Tell me you like it.”

Rowan’s face burned with shame, but the words tumbled out before he could stop them. “Yes... yes, I like it.”

The admission seemed to drive Pike wild. His thrusts became harder, deeper, his hands bruising on Rowan’s hips. Rowan cried out, the sound muffled by the blanket as the pressure inside him reached its peak. His orgasm crashed over him, his whole body trembling as he came, the intensity of it leaving him weak and dazed.

Pike followed soon after, groaning as he spent himself inside Rowan, his movements slowing to a halt. They collapsed together on the narrow bed, both breathing heavily in the silence that followed.

For a moment, everything was still, the air thick with the aftermath of what they’d done. But as the haze of pleasure began to fade, the reality of his actions settled over Rowan once more. He had crossed another line, had willingly given himself to Pike, and he didn’t know what that meant for him anymore.

Pike shifted beside him, wrapping an arm around his waist. “Stay,” he murmured, his voice softer now. “The night’s not over yet.”

Rowan closed his eyes, too exhausted to argue. Whatever happened next, he knew one thing for certain: there was no going back from this.


Chapter 12

The Morning After

Rowan woke before dawn, his body aching in ways that were becoming unpleasantly familiar. Pike’s arm was still draped across his waist, the weight of it both comforting and suffocating. He lay still for a moment, trying to sort through the tangled mess of his thoughts, but the pressure in his bladder soon demanded attention.

Carefully, he slipped out from under Pike’s arm, trying not to wake him. He needed some air, a moment to himself before the day began and the crew resumed their relentless attention. As he dressed quietly, the fabric of the borrowed clothes feeling rough against his skin, he noticed Pike stirring.

Pike cracked one eye open, a lazy grin spreading across his face. “Mornin’, beautiful,” he drawled, his voice thick with sleep. “Where’re you goin’?”

“Just need some air,” Rowan mumbled, avoiding his gaze.

Pike chuckled and sat up, the blanket pooling around his waist. “You can have your air, but don’t think I’m done with you yet.” He winked as Rowan made his way to the door. “Later, maybe.”

Rowan didn’t respond, his cheeks flushing at the suggestion. He stepped out into the cool morning air, pulling his jacket tighter around him as he made his way to the railing. The sea stretched out before him, endless and indifferent. The solitude was a welcome relief, but it didn’t last long.

He wasn’t surprised when the door to the Captain’s cabin opened a few moments later, and Blackthorn stepped out. The Captain was already dressed, his dark hair neatly tied back, his sharp eyes immediately locking onto Rowan. There was something in that gaze—a mixture of command and something more, something that made Rowan’s stomach flip.

“Walk with me,” Blackthorn said, his voice quiet but carrying the unmistakable weight of an order.

Rowan fell into step beside him, his hands clasped behind his back to hide their nervous trembling. They moved along the deck in silence for a few moments, the sounds of the waking ship filling the space between them.

“Quartermaster told me what happened last night,” Blackthorn finally said, his tone casual, as if discussing the weather.

Rowan stiffened, his eyes fixed on the planks beneath his feet. “Sir, I... I didn’t mean to—“

“You don’t need to explain,” Blackthorn interrupted, glancing at him out of the corner of his eye. “Pike is... enthusiastic. But he follows my rules.” He paused, then added, “For the most part.”

Rowan wasn’t sure what to say to that, so he stayed silent, his heart pounding. The Captain’s presence was overwhelming, the sheer authority he exuded making it hard to think straight.

“You’ve done well so far,” Blackthorn continued, his voice dropping lower. “The crew’s pleased. And Silas... well, he’s never been easy to please, but he seems satisfied. You’ve become a welcome distraction at sea.”

Rowan risked a glance at him, catching the slight curve of a smile on Blackthorn’s lips. It wasn’t the predatory smirk he’d seen on Pike or the approving grin from Silas; it was something else—warmer, almost approving. It sent a strange rush through him, a desire to earn more of that approval.

They reached the end of the deck, and Blackthorn stopped, turning to face Rowan fully. The wind picked up, blowing a few loose strands of hair across Blackthorn’s face, but he didn’t seem to notice. His gaze was fixed on Rowan, intense and searching.

“You’re adapting quickly,” he said, stepping closer. “Quicker than I expected.” His hand came up, brushing a strand of hair from Rowan’s cheek, the touch light but possessive. “But don’t think this means you’re safe. The crew’s attention can turn just as easily. You’ll need to stay sharp.”

Rowan swallowed, his throat suddenly dry. “I’ll do my best, Captain.”

Blackthorn’s hand lingered for a moment longer before dropping to his side. “See that you do.” He stepped back, his eyes still locked on Rowan’s. “Now, get to the galley. Harlan will have work for you.”

As the Captain walked away, Rowan let out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. His mind raced, torn between the fear of what was expected of him and the undeniable thrill of Blackthorn’s attention. The Captain’s approval felt like a lifeline, something to hold onto amidst the chaos of his new reality.

The galley was already bustling when Rowan arrived. Harlan was directing a couple of crewmen as they unloaded crates of supplies, his voice sharp and impatient. He glanced up as Rowan entered, giving him a curt nod.

“Start with the vegetables,” Harlan ordered, pointing to a pile of potatoes and onions on the table. “And don’t make a mess.”

Rowan set to work, grateful for the simple, mindless task. The rhythm of chopping helped to quiet his thoughts, though he couldn’t shake the feeling of being watched. He could feel the crew’s eyes on him, hear their low whispers as they moved around the small space. It was a constant, nagging presence that never fully went away.

Halfway through his work, Silas appeared in the doorway, his broad frame blocking the light from outside. He looked around the galley, his gaze finally settling on Rowan.

“Come here,” he barked, jerking his head toward the door.

Rowan set down his knife, wiping his hands on a rag before walking over. Silas waited until they were out of earshot of the others before speaking.

“The Captain’s pleased with you,” he said, his tone gruff. “Don’t get cocky.”

Rowan frowned, confused by the warning. “I wasn’t—“

Silas cut him off with a glare. “Just remember your place. You’re useful now, but that can change.”

The reminder was harsh, but Rowan knew better than to argue. He simply nodded, keeping his eyes downcast.

Silas studied him for a moment longer, then reached out, his hand brushing the side of Rowan’s neck. The touch was light, almost affectionate, but it still made Rowan flinch. Silas noticed, his lips quirking into a thin smile.

“You’re learnin’,” he muttered, his hand sliding down to Rowan’s shoulder. “Good. Now get back to work before I find something else for you to do. We make landfall in an hour.”

Rowan quickly retreated to the galley, his pulse racing. The mixture of fear and anticipation that constantly swirled inside him was exhausting, but there was no escaping it. As he resumed his chopping, he caught Pike leaning against the far wall, watching him with a smirk. Their eyes met, and Pike gave him a slow, deliberate wink.

Rowan looked away, his face burning. There was no escaping any of them. He was caught in their web, and with each passing day, it became harder to tell whether he was struggling to break free or simply sinking deeper into the role they had crafted for him.


Chapter 13

Any Port in a Storm

Rowan’s heart hammered in his chest as the Black Siren slipped into port, the salty air filling his lungs as he peered through the gap in the cargo hold’s hatch. It was the first time he’d seen land in weeks, but there was no sense of relief—only a mounting sense of dread. He had known this moment would come, but now that it was here, the weight of it pressed down on him, suffocating him like the thick humidity that hung over the docks.

Pirates swarmed the port like hungry vultures, moving from ship to ship with ease. Their rough laughter echoed in the distance, the smell of sweat and cheap rum drifting toward him on the wind. Every part of him screamed to run, to hide before anyone saw him like this—dressed in clothes that marked him as the ship’s wench, his identity stripped away in the name of survival.

But there was nowhere to go. Not yet.

The sound of boots on wood behind him sent a jolt of panic through his veins. He turned, finding Silas standing in the doorway, arms crossed, eyes glinting with that dangerous amusement that always set Rowan’s teeth on edge.

“You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” Silas drawled, stepping closer. His voice was a low rumble, each word a subtle reminder of who was in charge. “Not getting cold feet now, are you?”

Rowan’s throat tightened, but he forced himself to shake his head. “No, sir.”

Silas’s grin widened. “Good. We’ve got work to do.”

With a heavy hand on Rowan’s shoulder, Silas steered him out of the cargo hold and onto the bustling deck. The pirates barely spared them a glance as they moved about their business, too absorbed in their own tasks to notice the way Rowan flinched under Silas’s touch. But the attention would come soon enough. He knew it.

Captain Blackthorn stood near the gangplank, speaking with the quartermaster of another ship, but his sharp eyes flicked toward Rowan as they approached. There was no warmth in that gaze, only a quiet assessment that made Rowan’s skin prickle.

“Take her below decks,” Blackthorn said, his voice calm but carrying an undeniable authority. “Make sure he’s ready for the evening’s duties.”

Silas nodded, his grip tightening on Rowan’s shoulder. “Aye, Captain.”

They descended the stairs to the cramped crew quarters, the air thick with the stench of sweat and rum. The room was mostly empty, but the few pirates who remained lounged about turned their heads as Rowan and Silas entered. A low whistle came from one of the men, followed by rough laughter.

Silas shoved Rowan forward, into the small alcove at the far end of the room. It was barely more than a nook, hidden from the rest of the crew by a thin curtain. Rowan stumbled, catching himself on the wall as Silas loomed over him.

“Strip,” Silas ordered, his voice leaving no room for argument. “Now.”

The command hit Rowan like a slap. His hands shook as he began to unbutton his blouse, the coarse fabric catching on his trembling fingers. He could feel the pirates’ eyes on him, even if he couldn’t see them, their presence pressing in on him from all sides. The humiliation burned in his chest, hot and bitter, but there was no fighting it—not if he wanted to keep his job.

The blouse fell to the floor, followed by the short skirt, leaving him in nothing but the thin, worn slip the Captain had provided a few nights ago. Silas eyed him up and down, his gaze possessive, a faint smirk playing on his lips.

“Kneel,” Silas growled, nudging Rowan with his boot.

Swallowing his pride, Rowan sank to his knees, the rough wooden floor digging into his skin. Silas stood over him, towering in the dim light, his shadow stretching long across the wall. The room seemed to grow smaller, the air thicker, as the weight of the moment bore down on Rowan.

“That’s it,” Silas said, his voice dropping to a near whisper. “Now open your mouth. It is a pleasure I enjoy with a wench every time we make landfall”

A cold knot twisted in Rowan’s stomach, but he obeyed, parting his lips slightly. Silas didn’t waste any time. He stepped closer, unbuckling his belt with deliberate slowness, letting the anticipation build until Rowan could hardly breathe.

Silas’s thick, heavy member sprang free, already hard, the sight of it making Rowan’s stomach flip. There was no gentleness in the way Silas gripped the back of Rowan’s head, fingers tangling in his hair as he guided him forward. The first taste was salty and sharp, the sheer size of Silas’s shaft stretching Rowan’s mouth uncomfortably.

But Silas didn’t give him time to adjust. With a low groan, he thrust forward, burying himself deep in Rowan’s throat. Rowan gagged, tears springing to his eyes as Silas held him there, his grip unyielding.

“You can take it,” Silas grunted, his voice rough with pleasure. “Just breathe.”

Rowan tried, forcing himself to relax as Silas began to move, each thrust deep and relentless. His jaw ached, his throat burned, but there was a twisted sense of pride in knowing he was doing what was expected of him, in pleasing Silas the way the Quartermaster demanded.

He didn’t dare glance toward the entrance, but he could hear the pirates murmuring just beyond the curtain, their presence a constant reminder that he was being watched. It only made the shame worse—and, confusingly, heightened the strange heat curling low in his belly.

Silas’s grip tightened, his hips moving faster as he chased his release. Rowan could barely keep up, his hands gripping Silas’s thighs for support as the older man’s breathing grew ragged. With a guttural groan, Silas came, his hot release spilling down Rowan’s throat, forcing him to swallow quickly or choke.

As Silas finally pulled back, Rowan gasped for air, his body trembling with the aftermath. Silas tucked himself away, his expression one of smug satisfaction.

“Good lass,” he muttered, patting Rowan on the cheek with a rough hand. “Now clean yourself up. The night’s just getting started.”

Rowan stayed on his knees for a moment longer, trying to steady his breathing as the taste of Silas lingered on his tongue. His head spun, his mind struggling to process the mixture of humiliation and something darker, something he didn’t want to name. He felt used, cheapened, but there was a small, treacherous part of him that was proud for surviving, for being able to please.

But there was no time to dwell on it. The crew would be returning soon, and Rowan knew better than to keep them waiting. With shaky hands, he reached for the clean blouse and skirt Silas had left for him, the simple garments feeling far more intimidating now than they ever had before.

He dressed quickly, his body still tingling from the encounter. The voices outside the curtain grew louder, the crew returning from their dealings ashore. Silas stood near the entrance, speaking in low tones with one of the men, but his eyes kept flicking back to Rowan, as if making sure he didn’t try to escape.

Escape. The word echoed in Rowan’s mind. He’d had opportunities before—brief moments when no one was watching, when he could have slipped away into the shadows of the port. But each time, something held him back. Fear, maybe, or a growing, unspoken desire to see how far this twisted path would take him.

“Alright, girl, before we send you out I have a gift from the crew. Seaman Pike had to haggle all day with some brothel whore in town for these so you best appreciate them.” Silas tossed a sack towards Rowan, the contents spilling as it fell to the floor. A clearly worn but still pretty pair of lacy, white panties with a matching brassiere along with a stained pair of stockings. Rowan’s eyes darted from the pile to Silas. “Should help you appear a bit more feminine, lassie,” he chuckled.

Reluctantly, Rowan reached out and took the undergarments. His skin flushed hot as he pictured the woman these must’ve belonged to. The woman whose curves they were meant to hug and shape. With a hesitant glance at Silas—who watched with a raised brow and folded arms—Rowan turned away, back to the pile, to change into them. Silas had no time for patience; as soon as Rowan fumbled the garments from the bag, Silas began tugging at his skirt.

With deft, rough movements, Silas stripped him from the waist down and lifted each leg to slide the panties on. They clung snugly against Rowan’s crotch, the delicate lace scratchy and uncomfortable against him. But when he caught sight of himself in the dim light—how the lacy waistband accentuated his narrow hips—he bit back a whimper of mortified desire. Silas grinned as he cinched Rowan into the small brassiere, tightening it just shy of too much. His calloused hands moved possessively as he rolled each of the stockings up Rowan’s trembling legs, making Rowan balance himself with a hand on Silas’s chest.

When the stockings were secured, Rowan couldn’t stop the soft sound that escaped his lips as Silas’s hands brushed up his bare thighs. His fingers flexed as he yanked Rowan against him.

Silas smirked down at him, gripping his ass possessively, but said nothing. With a final pat on the cheek and a lingering gaze, he released him, gesturing to the door.

“Now you look like a proper wench. You know what’s next,” Silas said, his voice quieter but no less commanding. “Don’t keep them waiting.”

The curtain was pulled aside, and two of the crew stepped in—Tom, with his lopsided grin, and Pike, whose eyes roamed over Rowan’s now lacy undergarments with obvious approval. They said nothing, simply gestured for Rowan to follow. Silas stayed behind, but Rowan could feel his eyes on his back as he was led out into the dimly lit crew quarters.

Rowan kept his head down, his hands clutched tightly in front of him as he was pushed down the hall toward the farthest cabin—the captain’s quarters. The space was larger than the others, but just as grim, with heavy drapes drawn across the windows and a massive wooden bed dominating the room. The Captain stood near the table, sipping from a glass of rum, his gaze cold and calculating as Rowan was ushered in.

The pirates were already gathered—half a dozen of them lounging around the room, their eyes following every move Rowan made. They had clearly been drinking; their boisterous laughter filled the air, and the scent of alcohol hung heavy in the room.

Tom directed Rowan to a makeshift stage near by a cabinet—a small wooden crate where Rowan had sat in the past to provide “entertainment” for the crew. Pike nudged him forward with a chuckle.

“You’re the star of the show, darling,” Pike said, his tone mocking but with an undercurrent of something more possessive. “Let’s give the lads something to enjoy, shall we? Spent nearly all my pay on those niceties you’re wearin’.”

Rowan’s face burned as he took his place, the rough surface digging into his bare legs. The crowd grew quiet, the anticipation palpable as the Captain set his glass down and approached, standing directly in front of Rowan.

Blackthorn looked down at him, his expression unreadable. Then, slowly, he began to unbutton his coat, his movements deliberate, as if savoring the moment. Rowan’s pulse quickened, the fear of what was coming mingling with the undeniable pull of wanting to please, to do as he was told.

“That’s a fine set of lingerie,” Blackthorn said, his voice soft but firm. “Turn around. Show the crew.”

The command sent a shiver down Rowan’s spine. He hesitated for only a second before slowly turning on the crate, presenting his back to the room. The whispers from the crew grew louder, appreciative, and Rowan could feel their eyes on him, drinking in the sight of the lacy undergarments hugging his body. The stockings clinging to his legs

Blackthorn stepped closer, his hand brushing lightly over the fabric covering Rowan’s hips. The touch was deceptively gentle, a stark contrast to the hunger that hung in the air.

“These things aren’t made for men.” He paused to run his hands over Rowan’s small cock, covered only by the thin lace, feeling how erect it had become from all the attention. His thumb rubbed gently, bringing Rowan fully hard in seconds. “It appears someone enjoyed the preparations.”

“Tell us if you liked wearing your new knickers and such,” Pike called out from the crowd, laughter following his words.

“Only the honest ones survive, Rowena,” another pirate shouted, raising his mug.

The crew laughed harder, leaning in closer. The weight of their gazes pressed in on Rowan as Blackthorn slowly stripped him, removing his shirt first, his hands moving over Rowan’s bare chest. Each touch left a trail of heat in its wake, and despite the humiliation, Rowan’s body responded, a quiet surrender he could no longer deny.

Completely naked except for the lingerie and stockings, Blackthorn turned him to face the crew again. Their grins widened, and a few whistles filled the room. The air was thick with lust, and Rowan could feel it coiling inside him.

But instead of taking him then and there, as Rowan half-expected, Blackthorn stepped back, folding his arms as he surveyed the scene. “He’s ready,” he said simply, addressing the room. “Have your fun. Just remember who he belongs to.”

A roar of approval erupted from the crew, and Rowan barely had time to brace himself before hands were on him, pulling him down from the crate and guiding him toward the bed. He didn’t fight—couldn’t, not with the adrenaline pumping through his veins and the curious thrill of submission dulling his fear.

They pushed him onto the bed, the mattress creaking under his weight as rough hands grabbed at his hips, spreading his legs wide. The lace panties were yanked aside, exposing him completely, and Rowan felt the first pirate move between his thighs. The man wasted no time, entering him in one hard thrust, drawing a sharp cry from Rowan’s lips.

The pirate above him groaned in pleasure, his pace unrelenting as he drove into Rowan again and again. Rowan clutched at the bedsheet, the pleasure blinding and intense, his body rocking with each powerful thrust. Another pirate knelt near his head, forcing Rowan to take him into his mouth, the salty taste filling his senses as he was used from both ends. Wasting no time, they put his soft hands to work.

His mind was lost in a haze of sensation, each touch, each thrust pulling him deeper into a role he was starting to understand, if not fully accept. He could hear the Captain somewhere nearby, still watching, still in control, even as the crew had their way with him.

But in the chaos of it all, as another wave of pleasure crashed over him, a part of Rowan surrendered fully. He wasn’t fighting anymore. He wasn’t resisting. He was theirs, to use as they pleased.

The Captain hadn’t taken him that night, but Rowan knew it was only a matter of time. His fate was sealed. And for now, he was lost in the overwhelming sensation of it all.

But in the back of his mind, as the crew’s laughter echoed in his ears, he couldn’t shake the thought that the voyage ahead would be long—and that each day would push him further into the depths of the wench they wanted him to be.

As the last of the crew finished with him, the Captain’s voice cut through the silence. “You’ll sleep here tonight, Rowena. Rest while you can.”

And as the men filed out, leaving him sprawled across the Captain’s bed, his body spent and aching, Rowan stared up at the dark ceiling, wondering just how much more of himself he’d have to give before the ship reached its final destination.


Chapter 14

A bit of Care

The creak of the door broke the heavy silence that hung in the Captain’s cabin, stirring Rowan from a fitful sleep. His body was still tender from the crew’s rough treatment, and his mind swam with conflicting emotions—humiliation, pleasure, fear, and a growing curiosity he dared not name. He sat up slowly, wincing at the soreness in his muscles as he tried to shake off the haze.

Silas Grimm loomed in the doorway, a small bottle of oil in one hand and a cloth in the other. The quartermaster’s expression was unreadable, but there was a flicker of something in his eyes—pride, perhaps, or amusement. Rowan’s stomach twisted in apprehension as Silas stepped inside, closing the door firmly behind him.

“Still breathin’, are ya?” Silas asked gruffly, setting the items down on the bedside table. He crossed his arms, studying Rowan with an almost clinical gaze. “Thought you might need a bit of care after last night. You’re a pretty thing, but even pretty things break if they’re used too rough.”

Rowan swallowed, unsure how to respond. His throat was still sore from the night before, his lips swollen. “I’m fine,” he murmured, his voice hoarse.

Silas let out a short, dry laugh. “Ain’t a good liar, are ya? Here.” He motioned for Rowan to lie back down, his voice leaving no room for argument. “I’ll take care of ya. Least I can do after lettin’ the lads go at you like that.”

There was something almost protective in Silas’s tone, but it did little to soothe the knot of tension in Rowan’s gut. Reluctantly, he stretched out on the bed, wincing as his bruised muscles protested. Silas uncorked the bottle of oil, pouring a small amount onto his hands before setting it aside. The scent of lavender and herbs filled the room, a strange comfort in the otherwise cold space.

Silas sat on the edge of the bed, his thick fingers moving with surprising gentleness as he began to work the oil into Rowan’s shoulders. Rowan tensed at first, but the warmth of the oil and the firm pressure of Silas’s hands slowly eased his muscles, coaxing a soft sigh from his lips.

“You did well last night,” Silas muttered, his hands sliding down Rowan’s back. “Cap’n’s pleased. Crew, too. Not many wenches can take what you did without breaking.”

Rowan didn’t know what to say to that. Was he supposed to feel proud? Grateful? All he felt was exhausted and uncertain. “I... didn’t have much choice,” he admitted quietly.

Silas chuckled again, deeper this time. “Ain’t about choice, lad.” His hands paused for a moment, resting on Rowan’s lower back. “You did what was needed. That’s what matters.”

Silas continued the massage, working the oil into Rowan’s skin with a slow, steady rhythm. His touch was firm but careful, his fingers pressing into the sore muscles, coaxing the tension from Rowan’s body. The silence between them was thick, but not uncomfortable. There was an understanding here, a recognition of the power dynamics at play.

“You’re getting better at it,” Silas said after a while, his voice lower, almost contemplative. “The part you’re playin’. The crew’s startin’ to believe it.”

Rowan closed his eyes, the words both comforting and terrifying. “Is that what you want?” he asked, the question slipping out before he could stop it.

Silas didn’t answer right away. His hands moved lower, skimming over the curve of Rowan’s hips, making his breath hitch. “What I want ain’t the question,” Silas finally said, his tone gruff but with an edge of something darker. “The crew’s restless. They need somethin’ to keep ‘em entertained, to keep ‘em from turnin’ on each other. You’re that something.”

Rowan shivered under his touch, the honesty of Silas’s words both chilling and strangely arousing. He had always known this was his purpose, but hearing it so bluntly—knowing he was little more than a distraction for a ship full of dangerous men—sent a confusing thrill through him.

“But you’re not just a distraction, are ya?” Silas murmured, his hands pausing at the small of Rowan’s back. His voice dropped, almost conspiratorial. “I see the way the Cap’n looks at ya. The way he lets the crew have their fun but never touches you himself. Not yet, anyway.”

Rowan’s heart raced at the mention of the Captain. He hadn’t thought about Blackthorn’s restraint during the night’s activities, but now that Silas pointed it out, it seemed obvious. The Captain had watched, had allowed the crew to use Rowan, but had kept his distance.

Silas’s hands moved again, more deliberate this time, sliding down the back of Rowan’s thighs. The oil made his skin slick, and Rowan’s breath caught as Silas’s fingers grazed between his legs, teasing the sensitive flesh there.

“Captain’s got plans for you,” Silas continued, his voice thick with innuendo. “But I’ll tell ya what I want.” His fingers pressed more firmly, stroking the entrance to Rowan’s body, slick with oil and sweat. “I want you to keep spreadin’ those pretty legs for the crew. I want you to take every cock they give ya, and I want you to enjoy it. Understand? I could tell how much ya’ loved that lingerie, them stockings...”

Rowan bit his lip, his hips instinctively arching into Silas’s touch. There was a dark hunger in Silas’s voice, a desire to see Rowan completely lost in his role as the ship’s wench. And despite the shame that prickled at the edges of his mind, there was no denying the spark of arousal at Silas’s words.

“Yes,” Rowan whispered, his voice barely audible. He could feel the slickness between his legs, the undeniable proof of his body’s betrayal.

Silas grunted in approval, his fingers pressing inside, just enough to make Rowan gasp. “Good lad,” he murmured, the name almost a mockery given the situation. “You’re gonna be a fine little wench for us, I just know it.”

He withdrew his hand, leaving Rowan panting, his body aching for more. Silas stood, wiping his hands on the cloth before turning to leave. “Rest now,” he said over his shoulder. “Tomorrow’s another long day. I’m goin’ to teach you to serve grog, properly. Cap’n wants the whole port to see what a fine lass we’ve found. Can’t let em’ be callin’ ya no boy, aye? Would spoil everything.”

The door closed softly behind him, leaving Rowan alone once more in the dimly lit cabin. His mind was a mess of thoughts, each one more unsettling than the last. He was changing, no doubt about it. The man he had been when he boarded the Black Siren was slipping further away with each passing day, replaced by someone the crew wanted—someone they needed.

But as much as it scared him, a part of him was curious to see just how far he would go. To see what would happen when the Captain finally decided to claim him for himself.

With a shaky breath, Rowan lay back down, his body humming with the memory of Silas’s touch. Tomorrow would come soon enough, and with it, whatever new trials awaited him. He closed his eyes, hoping for a few hours of peace before the next wave of desire and duty crashed over him. Perhaps if he dreamed, he would do so as the lass he was expected to be, finding some strange solace in the soft cotton shifts, lacy undergarments and long dresses he wore now.


Chapter 15

Landfall

The scent of the ocean hung heavy in the morning air as Rowan stood on the deck of the Black Siren, watching the sun rise over the distant shores of Hispaniola. He could hear the distant call of gulls and the creak of the ship’s rigging as the crew prepared to disembark. A sense of unease twisted in his stomach as he looked out over the port town that lay just beyond the horizon. Today, he was expected to set foot on solid ground for the first time in weeks, but not as the man he had once been.

Silas approached him from behind, the heavy tread of his boots familiar now. Rowan had grown accustomed to the quartermaster’s presence, his commands, and his unnerving mix of cruelty and control. Without a word, Silas dropped a pile of clothing at Rowan’s feet—a finely woven blue dress, the kind a well-off lady might wear. It was nothing like the coarse linen shifts and breeches Rowan had worn before the Black Siren. This was delicate, with intricate embroidery along the hem and cuffs, designed to flatter a more feminine form.

“Time to dress,” Silas grunted, his voice thick with impatience. “We ain’t stayin’ in this cursed port longer than necessary, and the Cap’n wants you presentable. Get to it, girl, while I check on the others.”

The others. Rowan swallowed, already knowing what Silas meant. The crew was in a restless mood after days at sea, and the thought of them coming ashore with him made his pulse quicken. The town ahead promised danger and temptation, and he wasn’t naive enough to think they’d let him slip away unnoticed.

As Silas moved off, Rowan hesitated, staring down at the dress. He knelt and picked it up, the soft fabric foreign in his hands. Slowly, he began to undress, the familiar weight of his blouse and skirt falling away. Once naked, he paused, feeling a rush of cool air against his skin, and glanced over his shoulder toward the door. No one was watching—yet.

He began to pull the dress over his head, wincing at the tight fit around his chest and waist. It clung to him awkwardly, emphasizing how wrong it felt on his frame. The corset beneath it was laced too tight, pressing into his ribs, forcing his posture into something more delicate. His legs, still lean and muscular from months of labor, felt strange under the long skirt, but as he moved, the soft rustle of fabric reminded him how far he’d come from the boy who had boarded this ship seeking freedom.

The door creaked open, and Seaman Pike strolled in, his smirk already in place. “Look at you,” he drawled, walking a slow circle around Rowan. “Almost a real lady now. Though,” he added, stepping close and flicking a finger against the laces of the corset, “we all know better, don’t we?”

Rowan stiffened, feeling the heat rise in his cheeks. He hated the way Pike looked at him, as if he could see right through the costume, to the part of Rowan that was still struggling beneath it. He kept his gaze forward, focusing on the window, trying to ignore the tightening in his chest that had nothing to do with the corset.

“Don’t get too comfortable in them skirts, darlin’,” Pike continued, leaning in to whisper in Rowan’s ear. “The crew’s expectin’ a little fun tonight. We’ve been at sea too long to behave ourselves in a place like this.”

Rowan shivered at the warm breath against his skin. “Just do what you have to do, then,” he muttered, though the thought of what the crew would expect of him in this foreign town made his heart race.

Pike chuckled and patted him on the back, the touch lingering just a bit too long. “That’s the spirit. Just make sure you look the part, or they might get... disappointed.”

As Pike left, Rowan glanced back toward the window, his fingers nervously adjusting the dress’s sleeves. The sky had lightened to a pale gold, the shore now clearly visible. A long boat was being lowered from the ship, the crew already gathered at the railings, their eyes turning toward him with knowing smirks. Rowan felt a familiar pressure in his chest, but he swallowed it down. There was no turning back.

He joined the group at the railing, trying to ignore the weight of their gazes as they took in his appearance. Quartermaster Silas barked out orders, dividing the crew into groups, but he paused when he saw Rowan.

“You’ll be with the Captain and me,” Silas announced, his tone leaving no room for argument. “And you,” he added, pointing to a few of the crew, “keep an eye on our little lady. No wandering off.”

Captain Blackthorn approached, his stride confident and commanding. He barely looked at Rowan as he stepped past, but there was something in the way his presence dominated the space that made Rowan feel smaller, more vulnerable.

“Rowena,” Blackthorn said, testing the name that had become a label for him. “You’re to stay by my side. We’ve business to attend to, and I won’t have you slipping away or causing trouble.”

The word Rowena still tasted bitter in his mind, but Rowan merely nodded, stepping into line beside the Captain as they made their way down the rope ladder and into the longboat. The ride to shore was tense, the crew’s excitement palpable as they rowed toward the small town, the smell of the saltwater giving way to the stench of unwashed bodies and spilled rum.

Once on solid ground, Rowan followed Blackthorn through the bustling port streets, Silas trailing behind. He felt the crew’s eyes on him, their whispers following him like a shadow. He was an oddity in this place—a boy in a dress, a “lady” who was far too familiar with the ways of the crew. The tension in his chest only grew as they approached the tavern Blackthorn had been heading toward, a low building with flickering candlelight spilling from its windows.

The Captain paused outside, his hand resting briefly on Rowan’s shoulder. “Inside,” he said. “Keep close. This won’t take long.”

As they entered, the noise of the tavern hit Rowan like a wave—rough laughter, the clinking of glasses, and the hum of conversation filling the air. The crew scattered to different tables, but Rowan remained at Blackthorn’s side, feeling the Captain’s hand guiding him through the crowd. The stares from the tavern’s patrons made his skin crawl, and he tugged nervously at the hem of his dress.

“Don’t fidget,” Blackthorn murmured, his voice cutting through the noise. “You’re here for a reason. Stand still.”

Rowan’s throat tightened as the crew settled around a large table, ordering drinks and exchanging lewd comments about the town’s whores. Silas leaned back in his chair, a tankard in hand, and shot Rowan a pointed look.

“Pour,” Silas commanded, gesturing to an empty mug in front of him.

Swallowing his pride, Rowan reached for the jug of rum on the table, his fingers brushing against Silas’s hand as he poured. The touch sent a spark through him, one he hated himself for noticing. The room seemed to shrink around him, the pressure of the crew’s attention becoming almost unbearable. The dress suddenly felt too thin, the corset too tight, as though every eye in the room was on him.

As the night wore on, the rum flowed freely, and the crew’s demands grew bolder. One of the sailors reached for Rowan’s waist, pulling him down onto his lap. Rowan tensed, feeling the man’s hand sliding up his thigh under the table, his fingers teasing him through the layers of fabric.

“Come on, now,” the sailor slurred, his breath hot against Rowan’s neck. “Ain’t you gonna be a good little wench for us?”

Before Rowan could react, Blackthorn’s voice cut through the fog of rum and lust. “Enough.”

The word was quiet but sharp, a reminder of who held the true power. The sailor let go with a grumble, and Rowan quickly rose, his cheeks flushed. The Captain’s eyes met his, a flicker of something unreadable passing between them.

Silas leaned in closer to Rowan, his voice low and dangerous. “This is only the beginning, girl. Better get used to it.”

The weight of the corset, the prying eyes, the heat of their hands—it all blurred together as the night dragged on. Rowan could barely keep track of time, only aware of the constant press of bodies around him, the taste of rum on his lips, and the unsettling pleasure he found in being the center of their attention.

But as the hour grew late, Blackthorn stood, his presence silencing the room. “Time to go,” he said, nodding toward the door.

The crew grumbled but obeyed, following the Captain out into the cool night air. Rowan followed silently, his body humming with the night’s excesses. Back on the ship, he felt the stares continue, the whispers trailing him as he moved through the dim corridors toward the Captain’s cabin.

Inside, Blackthorn locked the door behind them, the sound of the bolt sliding into place making Rowan’s heart skip. The Captain turned to face him, his expression unreadable, but there was a tension in the air that made Rowan’s breath hitch.

Without a word, Blackthorn crossed the room and cupped Rowan’s chin, tilting his face up. His touch was firm but surprisingly gentle, a stark contrast to the rough hands of the crew. He studied Rowan for a long moment, his gaze flicking over the disheveled dress, the flushed cheeks, the swollen lips.

“You did well tonight,” Blackthorn said quietly, his thumb brushing against Rowan’s lower lip. “But I’m curious, Rowena...” His voice dropped, a dangerous edge to it. “Do you like this life we’ve given you?”

Rowan’s pulse raced, his mind too foggy to come up with a clever answer. Instead, he found himself nodding, his body responding before his mind could catch up. The Captain’s smile was slow, satisfied, as if he’d expected nothing less.

“Good,” Blackthorn murmured, leaning in to kiss him, his lips capturing Rowan’s in a way that left no room for doubt about who controlled whom.

The Captain kissed him deeply, a hand sliding around to the back of Rowan’s neck, pulling him closer. The roughness of the night melted away in the heat of the kiss, and Rowan felt himself leaning into it, his hands clutching at the front of Blackthorn’s coat. The dress felt too tight, too hot, and he gasped when the Captain’s hand slid down his side, gripping his waist possessively.

“Strip,” Blackthorn commanded, pulling back just enough to speak the word.

Rowan’s fingers trembled as he reached for the laces of the dress, loosening them slowly. Blackthorn watched, his gaze intense, making Rowan feel more exposed than he ever had. When the dress finally slipped from his shoulders, pooling at his feet, the Captain stepped closer, his eyes roaming over the corset that still hugged Rowan’s frame.

“Turn around,” Blackthorn ordered, his voice thick with desire.

Rowan obeyed, facing the bed, his breath quickening as he felt the Captain’s hands move to the laces of the corset. Slowly, methodically, Blackthorn loosened them, the pressure around Rowan’s chest easing with each tug. When the corset finally fell away, Rowan let out a soft sigh of relief, his skin tingling in the cool air.

Blackthorn’s hands were on him again, sliding over his bare shoulders, down his chest, and lower, exploring every inch of his body with deliberate slowness. Rowan bit his lip, his arousal mounting with each touch, the shame of the night forgotten in the face of the Captain’s attentions.

“Lean forward,” Blackthorn murmured, guiding Rowan toward the bed.

Rowan braced himself on the mattress, his breath coming in short gasps as the Captain’s hand pressed between his legs, fingers probing gently. The touch was intimate, commanding, and Rowan found himself arching into it, desperate for more. The sound of his own soft moan filled the cabin, a stark contrast to the rough laughter of the crew still echoing in his mind.

Blackthorn took his time, teasing Rowan with maddening precision until he was trembling with need. Only then did the Captain finally press inside him, filling him with a slow, steady thrust that left Rowan gasping. There was no hurry in Blackthorn’s movements, each stroke deliberate, possessive, as if he were staking his claim in the most primal way.

Rowan’s fingers dug into the sheets, his body overwhelmed by the intensity of it all. The night had been a whirlwind of sensations, but this—this was something else entirely. This was the Captain taking what was his, reminding Rowan of his place with every deep, measured thrust.

The pressure built until Rowan couldn’t hold back any longer, his climax crashing over him in a wave of pleasure so intense it left him breathless. Blackthorn followed soon after, his grip tightening on Rowan’s hips as he found his release, the two of them collapsing onto the bed in a tangle of limbs.

For a moment, neither of them spoke, the only sound the distant creak of the ship. Rowan lay with his eyes closed, his body spent but his mind racing. He could feel the Captain’s hand still resting on his back, the touch possessive even in the quiet afterglow.

Finally, Blackthorn broke the silence, his voice low and contemplative. “This is only the beginning for you, Rowena. I hope you’re ready for it.”

Rowan didn’t answer. There was nothing to say. He knew the truth of those words—knew that as long as he was on this ship, his life would never be his own again. But as the Captain’s arm draped over him, pulling him closer, he couldn’t help the small part of him that was starting to crave this life of submission, this new identity he was being forced into.

The new world had once been his goal, his hope for a better life. But now, as he drifted off to sleep in the Captain’s arms, he wasn’t sure if he was sailing toward freedom—or deeper into the chains of his own desires.


Chapter 16

The Night in Nassau

The Black Siren swayed gently at anchor in the harbor of Nassau, the salty breeze carrying the distant hum of music and laughter from the port town. Rowan stood at the railing, watching the bustling activity on the docks below. The sun had dipped below the horizon, casting a pale glow over the water. In a few hours, they would leave this place, and Rowan wasn’t sure if he would feel relief or disappointment when the shores of Nassau faded from view.

“You’ve been quiet tonight,” came the deep voice of Captain Blackthorn as he stepped up beside Rowan. The Captain’s presence was as commanding as ever, even in his casual stance. He looked out over the harbor, his gaze fixed on the lights flickering in the distance.

Rowan shrugged, unsure how to answer. “Just thinking,” he murmured, the cool air raising goosebumps on his bare arms. The breeze tugged at the edges of his white cotton dress, the thin fabric offering little protection against the night’s chill.

“About?”

The question hung in the air between them, heavy with expectation. Rowan hesitated, then glanced up at the Captain, searching his face for any sign of what he might be thinking. But Blackthorn’s expression was unreadable, his sharp blue eyes giving nothing away.

“I don’t know,” Rowan finally admitted, turning his gaze back to the sea. “About... everything.”

The Captain chuckled softly, a deep, rumbling sound that sent a shiver down Rowan’s spine. “A dangerous thing, thinking. Can lead to all sorts of trouble.” He reached out, brushing a strand of hair behind Rowan’s ear with a surprisingly gentle touch. “But perhaps you’ve earned the right to a little contemplation. You’ve come a long way, lass.”

Lass. The word still felt foreign, a title that didn’t quite fit. But the Captain’s use of it, so natural and confident, made Rowan’s stomach twist in a way that was equal parts shame and desire. He was no longer the boy who had boarded this ship seeking passage to the New World. That boy was long gone, replaced by someone else entirely.

“Silas mentioned we’ll be staying ashore a while longer,” Blackthorn continued, his fingers lingering near Rowan’s cheek. “A few of the men want to... enjoy their final night in Nassau. I thought perhaps you might join me for a drink in town. If you’d like.”

The offer was simple, yet the weight of it pressed down on Rowan’s chest. Going ashore with the Captain meant being seen—really seen—by the crew and the people of Nassau. No more hiding in the shadows of the ship, no more anonymity. But refusing was out of the question. He could feel the pull of the Captain’s authority, the subtle command in his voice that made it clear this wasn’t really a request.

“Yes, Captain,” Rowan said quietly, his voice barely more than a whisper.

Blackthorn smiled, a slow, satisfied curve of his lips. “Good. I’ll have Silas prepare something suitable for you to wear.”

As the Captain turned and walked away, Rowan let out a shaky breath, his mind already racing ahead to what the night might bring. The thought of being dressed up like some pirate’s prized wench and paraded through the streets made his heart pound, but there was a part of him—small and insistent—that was excited by the idea. He hated that part of himself, but it was there, undeniable.

By the time the ship’s longboat was ready to take them ashore, Rowan had been bathed and dressed in a simple but well-made dress of dark blue, the neckline low enough to show the curve of his collarbones, the skirt flaring out around his hips. Silas had tightened his corset more than usual, his breathless laughter mocking Rowan’s discomfort as he laced it up.

“You look like a proper lass now,” Silas had sneered, his rough hands squeezing Rowan’s waist possessively. “Try not to let any of the boys get too handsy, or they’ll ruin my hard work.”

Rowan had said nothing, merely lowered his gaze and let Silas lead him to the boat where the Captain and a few other crew members were already waiting. Pike was among them, his usual smirk in place as he took in Rowan’s appearance with an appreciative whistle.

“Careful, Rowena,” Pike drawled, his eyes raking over Rowan with blatant desire. “You’ll have every man in Nassau wanting a piece of you by the end of the night.”

The sound of his chosen name made Rowan’s skin prickle, but he bit his tongue, climbing into the boat with the others. The ride to shore was quick, the men laughing and joking as they rowed, their eyes frequently flicking toward Rowan, who sat stiffly beside the Captain, trying to ignore the way their gazes lingered on his chest and legs.

Once on land, the Captain took the lead, guiding Rowan through the crowded streets of Nassau with a firm hand on his lower back. The town was alive with activity, sailors and pirates spilling out of taverns, music and shouts filling the air. The press of bodies made Rowan’s heart race, his every instinct telling him to shrink away, to hide from the stares that followed him. But the Captain’s presence beside him kept him upright, his posture stiff but steady.

They entered a dimly lit tavern, the scent of rum and tobacco thick in the air. The crew found a table near the back, but Blackthorn steered Rowan toward the bar, where he ordered two drinks. The rum was strong, burning a path down Rowan’s throat as he sipped it, the alcohol doing little to calm his nerves.

“Relax,” the Captain murmured, his voice low enough that only Rowan could hear. “You’re with me. No one will touch you unless I allow it.”

The words should have been reassuring, but instead, they sent a shiver of anticipation through Rowan. He nodded, forcing himself to take another sip of the rum, the warmth of it spreading through his chest. As the night wore on, the crew’s laughter grew louder, their hands roaming freely over each other, but the Captain kept Rowan close, a silent claim that none dared challenge.

Eventually, the rum took the edge off Rowan’s anxiety, his thoughts softening around the edges. He leaned into the Captain’s side, the warmth of his body a comforting anchor in the chaos of the tavern. The touch of Blackthorn’s hand on his waist felt natural now, the possessiveness in it almost welcome.

When the Captain finally rose from the table, pulling Rowan with him, the crew’s whistles and crude comments followed them out into the night. The air was cooler outside, but the heat of the day still lingered in the cobblestone streets. They walked in silence for a while, the sound of their footsteps mingling with the distant sounds of the port.

Finally, they arrived at a small inn, its door unlocked and the rooms quiet. The Captain led Rowan up the narrow stairs to a modest room, locking the door behind them. In the dim light of the single candle, Blackthorn turned to face Rowan, his expression serious.

“Tell me what you want,” he said, his voice soft but firm.

Rowan blinked, caught off guard by the question. No one had asked him that in a long time—not since before the Black Siren. He swallowed, his throat dry, the truth stuck somewhere deep inside him. What did he want? To go back to being the boy he once was? To escape this life and find his way to the New World alone? Or to give in, completely, to the man standing before him, the man who had stripped him of everything he once knew?

His gaze flicked to the bed, then back to the Captain, his breath hitching. “I want... to be yours,” he whispered, the confession leaving him feeling both vulnerable and relieved.

Blackthorn’s eyes darkened with satisfaction, a slow smile spreading across his face. He stepped closer, his hands coming up to frame Rowan’s face. “You already are,” he murmured, leaning in to kiss him.

The kiss was deep, claiming, and Rowan melted into it, his hands clutching at the Captain’s coat. There was no hesitation left in him, no second-guessing. He wanted this—wanted him—and the admission freed something inside him that had been locked away for too long.

The Captain’s hands moved down, slipping under the skirt of Rowan’s dress, his fingers finding the laces of his underclothes. Rowan’s breath caught as Blackthorn undressed him with deliberate slowness, each touch stoking the fire building inside him. When he was finally bare before the Captain, the cool air on his skin did nothing to dampen the heat coursing through his veins.

“Look at you,” Blackthorn said, his voice thick with desire as he ran his hands over Rowan’s body. “So beautiful. Mine.”

Rowan whimpered at the word, his hips jerking forward as the Captain’s fingers slid between his legs, teasing him with expert precision. “Please,” he gasped, not even sure what he was begging for—more of the Captain’s touch, or something deeper, something more.

Blackthorn didn’t make him wait. He guided Rowan to the bed, laying him down on the rough sheets before shedding his own clothes. When he moved over Rowan, his weight pressing him into the mattress, Rowan could only gasp in anticipation. The Captain entered him slowly, a low groan escaping his lips as he filled Rowan completely.

Rowan’s hands clutched at the sheets, his body arching into the steady rhythm the Captain set. There was no rush, no frantic pace—just a slow, deep thrusting that left Rowan breathless, his mind hazy with pleasure. The Captain’s hands roamed over his body, his touch alternating between gentle and firm, each movement calculated to draw out the pleasure until Rowan was trembling beneath him.

“Say it again,” Blackthorn growled, his voice low and commanding as he drove into Rowan. “Tell me who you belong to.”

Rowan could barely form the words, his breath coming in ragged gasps, but he managed to choke out, “You, Captain. I’m yours. I have always been...”

The Captain’s pace quickened at the admission, his control slipping as he took Rowan harder, the bed creaking beneath them. Rowan’s nails dug into the Captain’s back, his body overwhelmed by the intensity of the pleasure washing over him. When he finally came, it was with a strangled cry, his body tightening around the Captain as the release tore through him. He vaguely felt Blackthorn follow, a low groan rumbling from his chest as he emptied himself deep inside Rowan.

They lay tangled together afterward, the candle burning low, casting flickering shadows across the room. Rowan’s body felt heavy, sated, his mind too blissfully foggy to worry about anything beyond the warmth of the Captain’s arms around him.

As he drifted toward sleep, the Captain’s voice reached him through the haze, soft but firm. “Remember, Rowena, you belong to me. Now and always.”

Rowan sighed, a small smile tugging at his lips as he closed his eyes. “Always, Captain.”

The morning came too soon, sunlight streaming through the thin curtains, pulling Rowan from a restless sleep. The bed beside him was empty, the sheets still warm from the Captain’s body. For a moment, he lay there, staring at the ceiling, his mind replaying the events of the night before. The rum, the tavern, the Captain’s hands on him—everything felt distant, like a dream.

But the reality of his situation was impossible to ignore. He pushed himself up, wincing at the ache in his muscles as he reached for the discarded dress on the floor. The fabric felt strange against his skin, the sensation reminding him just how much his body had changed, how much he had changed.

A knock at the door startled him, and before he could answer, it swung open to reveal Quartermaster Silas, his usual smirk in place. “Rise and shine, little wench,” he said, stepping inside and shutting the door behind him. “The Captain’s got business to attend to this morning, but he wants you dressed and ready with the hour, we’ve got a quick stop to make.”

Rowan hesitated, pulling the dress over his head. “A stop?”

Silas crossed his arms, his gaze raking over Rowan’s half-dressed form. “The Captain and I had a little chat last night, decided it’s time for you to learn a thing or two about being a proper lady. Can’t have the crew thinking we’re keeping some half-trained cabin boy in skirts, now can we?”

The blood drained from Rowan’s face as the meaning of Silas’s words sank in. He had heard whispers of such places in Nassau—brothels where women spent their nights pleasing hordes of horny sailors, experts in the type of femininity expected at sea and in the remote ports of the world.

“No,” Rowan whispered, shaking his head as the reality of what Silas was suggesting hit him. “I... I don’t need that. I can—“

“Shut your mouth,” Silas cut him off, stepping closer and grabbing his chin, forcing Rowan to look up at him. “This ain’t a request. The whores of Madame Belle’s place will teach you everything the crew needs to keep them happy—and it will take them no time to perfect what Captain Blackthorn and I have already taught you.” His grin widened, cruel and knowing. “Consider it an... advanced education.”

Panic bubbled up in Rowan’s chest, but there was no escape, no way out of this. The Quartermaster’s grip on his chin tightened, a clear warning. “Yes, sir,” Rowan managed, his voice barely steady. It was humiliating enough performing like this for other men, for a woman, women, to see him this way was unthinkable.

“Good girl,” Silas said, finally releasing him and giving him a rough pat on the cheek. “Finish getting dressed. We leave in an hour.”

Rowan’s heart pounded as Silas left the room, his steps echoing down the hall. The weight of what was about to happen pressed down on him, but there was nothing he could do. Slowly, his fingers trembling, he finished lacing up the dress, his mind racing with dread—and something else he couldn’t quite name. A part of him was already bracing for the shame, but a smaller, more unsettling part was curious, even excited, to see what lay ahead.

The walk through Nassau’s bustling streets felt like a death march. Rowan’s chest was tight, each step bringing him closer to a fate he hadn’t dared imagine. The air was thick with the stench of the port—fish, sweat, and the faint scent of flowers that seemed out of place amid the squalor. The Captain had stayed behind to tend to ship’s business, leaving Rowan alone with Silas and Pike, who flanked him like guards.

“Excited, Rowena?” Pike teased, nudging him with an elbow. “You’ll finally get to learn how a real woman pleases a man.”

Rowan’s cheeks burned, but he kept his eyes fixed on the ground, refusing to rise to the bait. He knew Pike was just trying to get a reaction, but it still made his skin crawl. Silas, ever watchful, merely chuckled darkly and quickened his pace, forcing Rowan to hurry to keep up.

They turned down a narrower alley, the noise of the main streets fading behind them. Here, the air was thicker, the walls of the buildings closing in as they approached a large, two-story structure with a painted sign swinging lazily in the breeze. Madame Belle’s. Rowan’s stomach turned over at the sight. He had heard stories of such places, but he’d never imagined he’d end up in one—not like this.

The door creaked open as Silas pushed it, the dim light inside spilling out into the alley. A tall woman with fiery red hair and a low-cut dress stood in the entryway, her eyes narrowing as she took in the sight of them. A smirk curled her lips when her gaze landed on Rowan.

“Well, well,” she drawled, her voice rich with a lilting accent Rowan couldn’t place. “Silas Grimm. And you’ve brought me a present, have you?”

Silas smirked back, shoving Rowan forward slightly. “Captain’s orders, Belle. Needs some... refinin’. My crew and I got the brute of it down but this bitch’s gonna be entertaining a bunch more superstitious fuckwits and they ain’t gonna put their dick anywhere near him if he doesn’t start acting the part.”

Belle’s eyes gleamed with interest as she stepped aside, gesturing for them to enter. “We do specialize in such things. But it’ll cost you extra. Girls time ain’t cheap.”

“Name your price,” Silas said, waving a hand dismissively. “Cap’n will cover it.”

Rowan barely heard the rest of the exchange, his attention focused on the inside of the brothel. It was dimly lit, heavy curtains blocking out most of the sunlight, and the air was thick with incense and the lingering scent of sex. Women in various states of undress lounged on velvet chaises, their laughter echoing off the walls. They barely spared Rowan a glance, but when they did, there was a knowing look in their eyes, as if they could see right through him.

Belle clapped her hands together, drawing the attention of the room. “Listen up, girls,” she called out, her voice sharp and commanding. “We’ve got a new student today. Our sweet Rowena here needs a proper education in what it means to please.”

The women turned, their expressions ranging from curiosity to amusement. One of them—a blonde with dark eyes and a mischievous smile—rose from her seat and sauntered over, circling Rowan like a predator.

“Well, aren’t you a delicate thing,” she purred, reaching out to stroke Rowan’s hair. “But there’s work to be done if we’re gonna make you a proper lady.”

Rowan flinched away from her touch, his heart racing. “I—“

“No backtalk, love,” the woman said, cutting him off with a wink. “Just trust us. We know what we’re doing.”

Silas gave Rowan a rough shove toward the women. “Do as they say, and don’t cause trouble. I’ll be back at sundown.”

Before Rowan could protest, the door slammed shut behind the Quartermaster, leaving him alone with the whores and Madame Belle. Panic rose in his throat, but he swallowed it down, forcing himself to stand tall as the women crowded around him, their hands already tugging at his clothes.

“Let’s get you out of these rags, shall we?” the blonde said, her hands making quick work of the laces on Rowan’s dress. Within moments, it was on the floor, leaving him in just his lacy underclothes. The cool air made him shiver, his arms crossing over his chest instinctively.

“None of that, now,” another woman chided, grabbing his wrists and pulling them away. “We’ve got to see what we’re working with.”

Rowan’s breath hitched as the women’s hands moved over him, their touches both clinical and invasive. He could feel their eyes on him, assessing, judging. It was humiliating, but there was no escape.

“You’ve got a pretty face,” one of them said, cupping his chin and turning his head from side to side. “Soft skin, too.” She crouched down, her eyes level with his genitals. “What a cute little pecker! We’ll need to teach you how to move, how to walk. No one will believe you’re a woman if you stomp around like a bloody pirate.”

The women laughed, the sound echoing in the room. Rowan felt his face heat up, his humiliation growing with each passing second. But beneath it, there was a strange current of something else—anticipation, perhaps, or a reluctant curiosity about what these women would teach him.

Over the next few hours, they worked him relentlessly. They forced him into different positions, showing him how to sit, how to stand, how to walk with a sway to his hips that felt unnatural and yet sent a shiver up his spine. They taught him how to smile, how to lower his eyes demurely, how to flirt with a glance. Every correction was met with a sharp slap or a rough pinch, the pain keeping him in line as much as their words.

“The trick is to make them believe you want it,” the blonde—her name was Lily—told him, adjusting the angle of his chin as she demonstrated the proper way to gaze up at a man. “Even if you don’t. Make them think you’re desperate for it, that their touch is all you’ve ever wanted.”

Rowan swallowed hard, his throat dry. The idea of acting like that, of pretending to crave the crew’s advances, made his stomach turn. But he knew there was no choice, no room for defiance.

By the time the sun began to set, Rowan was exhausted, his body aching from the day’s “lessons.” His skin felt raw from all the touching, the constant corrections, the hands of the women who had stripped him of every last bit of his old self. He barely recognized the person staring back at him in the gilded mirror Belle had presented him with. The face was his, but the soft, almost pleading expression was not.

“Not bad,” Belle said, her voice startling him from his thoughts. She stood behind him, her eyes sharp as she surveyed his reflection. “You’ll do. With a bit more practice, the men won’t know the difference.”

Lily giggled, running a hand through Rowan’s hair. “Oh, they’ll know. But they won’t care, not as long as you make them feel good.”

Rowan’s stomach twisted at the truth in her words. He had seen the way the crew looked at him, the hunger in their eyes when they thought he wasn’t paying attention. They knew what he was, what he had been, but they wanted him anyway. Wanted the fantasy, the power of turning a man into their plaything.

The sound of the door opening made him jump, and he turned to see Silas striding back into the room, Pike just behind him. The Quartermaster’s eyes raked over Rowan’s body, lingering on the lacy underclothes he still wore, a slow smile spreading across his face.

“Looks like our little project’s coming along nicely,” Silas rumbled, his hand already reaching out to pull Rowan toward him. “Time to put your lessons to the test.”

“No, please—“ Rowan began, but the words died in his throat as Silas silenced him with a rough kiss, his hands gripping Rowan’s hips tightly. He could feel Pike’s eyes on them, the Seaman’s presence a constant reminder that he was never truly alone, never safe from the crew’s desires.

Belle and the other women watched with detached amusement, their job done for the day. Rowan felt a strange pang of abandonment as they turned away, their laughter fading into the background as Silas led him toward the bed. His heart pounded in his chest, a mix of fear and something darker, something he couldn’t fully admit to himself.

“Show me what you learned,” Silas growled, pushing Rowan down onto the mattress and crawling over him. “Show me how good you can be.”

And as the night wore on, with Pike joining in, the crew’s demands pushing him to the brink of his endurance, Rowan did just that. He played the part, letting his body respond the way they wanted, making them each believe they were all he could ever want. His mind slipping further into the haze of submission that had become his new reality.

He didn’t know who he was anymore, only that he was theirs, and perhaps, that was all that mattered. Tomorrow he could think about it all he wanted but tonight, it was just his body’s desires. Afterall, wasn’t it his fault for leaving Port Royal, for ending up in this predicament, wasn’t this life his own choosing? At least this time, they did let him cum...


Chapter 17

Islanders

The Black Siren slipped into a narrow cove between two jungle-covered islets just as the sun bled into the sea. Captain Blackthorn had ordered the stop for fresh water and whatever fruit they could strip before full dark. The crew was restless after weeks at sea; even Silas looked eager to set foot on solid ground.

Rowena stood at the rail in her simple blue dress, the corset beneath it biting into her ribs the way she had come to crave. She no longer fought the sway of her hips when she walked or the way the skirt brushed her bare thighs. The men still whistled when she bent to haul buckets, but the sound no longer made her want to hide. It made something low and warm coil in her belly.

“Stay close to me,” Blackthorn murmured as he passed, one large hand brushing the small of her back in a claim everyone on deck understood. “This place feels wrong.”

She nodded, heart fluttering at the casual possessiveness.

The longboat ground onto white sand. Rowena hiked her skirts and stepped out, boots sinking into warm shallows. The air smelled of salt, rot, and something sweet and cloying—overripe fruit or something worse. Three men were sent to scout while the rest filled casks at a thin stream trickling from the rocks.

Rowena stayed near the boat with Pike and Wilkes, helping load the first barrels. The jungle pressed close, thick with shadows even in daylight. Every rustle made her skin prickle.

A shout echoed from the ridge.

Hoverson and Jones came crashing down the slope, faces white. “Natives—painted, spears—cauldron on the fire. Looked like they were cooking something long and pale—”

The words died as figures burst from the tree line.

Tall men, skin streaked with white ash and black lines, feathers and bones woven into matted hair. One carried a curved blade still wet. Another dragged something that might once have been a man. The smell hit Rowena like a fist—copper and charred meat.

“Back to the boat!” Blackthorn roared.

Chaos exploded. Arrows hissed. One thunked into the gunwale inches from Rowena’s thigh. She screamed, skirts tangling as she tried to run. Pike grabbed her arm and hauled her forward; the fabric tore at the hem.

A painted warrior lunged from the undergrowth, spear aimed at her chest. Blackthorn’s cutlass flashed. The man went down in a spray of blood. The Captain seized Rowena around the waist and threw her bodily into the longboat.

“Row!” he bellowed. “Pull, you bastards!”

Oars churned. The boat lurched backward into deeper water as more warriors waded in, howling. An arrow grazed Silas’s shoulder where he stood at the rail above them. Another struck the hull with a hollow thunk.

Rowena clung to the thwart, heart hammering, the torn dress gaping at her shoulder. Blackthorn’s body shielded hers as the men rowed like devils. She could feel the hard line of his cock against her hip through the wet fabric—fear and fury and something darker turning him on. The same dark current ran through her. She had nearly died, and all she could think was how safe she felt crushed against the man who owned her.

When the Black Siren finally loomed over them, hands hauled them aboard. Blackthorn didn’t let go of her. He marched her straight to his cabin, kicked the door shut, and shoved her face-down over the chart table.

“Skirt up,” he growled.

She obeyed instantly, the torn dress bunching at her waist. He took her hard and fast, one hand fisted in her braid, the other gripping her hip hard enough to bruise. Every thrust slammed her into the table edge. She came with a broken cry, thighs shaking, the terror of the island still singing in her blood.

Afterward he stayed inside her, breathing hard against her neck.

“You’re not leaving this ship,” he said quietly. “Not ever. The New World can rot. You belong here. With me. With the crew. Say it.”

Rowena’s voice was hoarse, wrecked. “I belong here. I’m yours, Captain. I don’t want anywhere else.”

He kissed the back of her neck, almost tender. “Good girl.”


Chapter 18

Maiden of the Sea

They sailed north for three days without anchoring. The loss of two men weighed on everyone, but the Black Siren felt different now—tighter, more dangerous, more alive. Rowena moved through the ship with new purpose. She no longer hid when the men looked at her. She met their eyes, let them see the acceptance there.

On the fourth night Blackthorn summoned her to his cabin. Silas and Pike were already waiting, along with Wilkes and two others. The air was thick with rum and anticipation.

“On the bed,” the Captain ordered.

She stripped without hesitation—the blue dress, the lacy underthings Silas had bought her in Nassau, the stockings that always made her feel like a brothel whore, sleazy and owned. She climbed onto the wide mattress and lay back, legs parted, arms above her head the way they liked.

Blackthorn undressed slowly, never taking his eyes off her. “The island nearly took you from us,” he said. “Tonight we remind the sea—and ourselves—exactly who you are.”

He took her first, slow and deep, while the others watched and stroked themselves. When he came inside her he didn’t pull out. He simply nodded to Silas.

The Quartermaster climbed on next, rougher, calling her “little slut” and “ship’s cunt” while he pounded her. Pike followed, then Wilkes, then the others. They used her mouth, her cunt, her hands. They came on her tits, her face, inside her until she was dripping and shaking. Through it all she kept her eyes on Blackthorn where he sat in the chair, drinking rum and stroking his cock back to hardness.

When the last man finished, Blackthorn stood. “Out,” he told the crew. “She’s mine now.”

They left without argument.

He cleaned her gently with a damp cloth, then lay beside her and pulled her into his arms. For a long time they just breathed together.

“I was going to let you go in the New World,” he said finally. “Give you coin, clothes, a chance at a normal life. But after the island… I can’t. I won’t.”

Rowena turned in his arms, looking up at the hard lines of his face. “I don’t want to go. I thought I did, once. But this ship… these men… you… this is what I am now. Rowena. The Black Siren’s wench. Your wench.”

He smiled, rare and genuine. “Say it again.”

“I’m yours, Captain. Forever. I’ll serve the crew, I’ll wear the skirts, I’ll take every cock they give me and thank you for it. Just don’t make me leave.”

Blackthorn rolled her onto her back and slid into her again, slow and possessive. This time there was no audience, no performance. Just the two of them, the creak of the ship, and the endless dark sea outside the porthole.

When she came it was with his name on her lips and tears in her eyes—not from shame, but from the overwhelming rightness of it.

Later, as dawn painted the horizon pink, Rowena stood at the rail in nothing but one of Blackthorn’s shirts, the salt wind lifting her hair. The New World was still out there somewhere, but it no longer called to her. The only horizon that mattered was the one the Black Siren carved through the waves.

She felt strong hands settle on her waist from behind. Blackthorn’s voice was low against her ear.

“Welcome home, Maiden of the Sea.”

Rowena leaned back into him, smiling.

“Aye, Captain. I’m home.”


A note from the author
Thank you so much for reading. Please follow me on my newsletter to stay up to date with new releases and receive the occasional freebie! I love to hear reader feedback so feel free to contact me at the email above. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did writing it :)
sarahthornestories@proton.me
Join the mailing list:
https://sarahthornesmut.eo.page/7nhhf
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