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CHAPTER 1
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DEC 13TH

Ireally messed up this time.

I could hear them shouting—maybe two-hundred yards behind me, and closing in. I knew that I just had to keep running, even though I had no idea where I was. This whole town was foreign to me, and this particular part of town—the docks where cargo ships came to offload big international shipments—was like a sort of shipping container maze.

“I think I see him!” shouted one of the men. He had a gruff voice—the same voice that caught me in that pub, sliding the cash-box from the office into my knapsack. He was the pub manager—or maybe the pub owner.
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I’d been chased by the police many times before, pulling similar stunts. Cops were easy to out-maneuver, because cops didn’t really care; they didn’t have skin in the game. When the cops fail to catch you, they still get paid, they still go home at night at fuck their wives and sleep like babies in their warm beds.

But the men chasing me now weren’t cops; they owned that pub. That money was all of the money they’d made that month. That was their rent money. That was the money they needed to feed their families. Of course I felt guilty stealing it, but stealing was all I knew; it was the only skill I had, and it’s hard not to steal when you think of the alternatives. Yes, I could have worked as a dishwasher for six months to make that cash… or I could just nab it from the office.

I usually tried to vet my ‘victims’ to some degree. I tried not to steal from families or struggling business owners. That particular pub was skimming the waitress’ tips; I overheard the waitresses out back bitching about it. “If I don’t make at least fifteen-percent, I have to use my fucking paycheque to tip-out the kitchen. It’s bullshit. No one around here even leaves fifteen-percent!”
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Had I not heard that conversation, I probably would have picked a different pub to knock off. Pubs were easy to knock-off; they all kept an almost-identical locked cash-box in the office desk, where waitresses would stash cash after each night, and most of those lazy pub owners would only go to the bank once or twice a month to deposit that cash.

Getting into the office was never hard either; it was almost always left unlocked, and the managers were almost always out having a cigarette, or flirting with some girl (sometimes a waitress) on the floor.

Again… how could I resist the temptation? I always told myself that I would stop, that I would become more… ‘moral’. I would go a few weeks resisting the urge to steal… then I would get my first paycheque at my new job, and then, every time, I would just say, “Fuck it.”

Two weeks washing dishes in a kitchen: $440 after tax.

One quick heist in a pub office: $12,650.

Call me what you will; I promise you that I’ve called myself all of the same things. But I just couldn’t resist.

Now, it wasn’t looking so good. I’d been to jail before—twice—for petty theft. When cops catch you, they put you in the back of a car. But again—these weren’t cops. These were pissed-off Irishmen who didn’t want the cops involved, because the cops wouldn’t let them do what they wanted to do to me.

They were going to beat me half to death… or maybe the whole way. I had to keep running, even though I was totally exhausted.

I took a sharp turn around a shipping container. I was losing steam, but those guys were closing in. I thought about hiding, but I had a feeling they would find me. There were eight of them—the owner, the bartender, a manager, and a few patrons who wanted in on the action.

I bolted for an old boat up ahead, my lungs burning. Dock planks dug into the soles of my worn-out sneakers. The Irish crew's pissed-off voices trailed behind, and panic fuelled my sprint.
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I looked around, still lost. I’d only been in this town for a few weeks. I had to leave the last one because there were pissed-off dudes who wanted me dead. It had certainly become a pattern…

I made it onto the old boat, ducked behind some rusty barrels. Their shouting threats echoed around the dock. This wasn't just about stolen cash anymore; it was payback time. I'd stepped into a mess I couldn't untangle.

I clung to the shadows, listened to their boots on the dock, the mumbled threats getting closer. Fear nagged at me, but adrenaline kept me crouched. Time went haywire, minutes felt like hours, and the boat turned into a claustrophobic hideout. The men knew that I was still on those docks, and they were determined to find me. “He’s here somewhere. I can smell the little bastard! I swear it!” yelled one of the men. Now, they were boarding boats. I heard a small altercation with a sleepy boat captain. “What are you doing?” he snapped.

“We’re looking for someone.”

“You can’t tear my ship to shreds like this!”

“Sit your ass down, old man!” yelled the gruff voice of the pub owner, who was apparently willing to go to extremes to hunt me down.

A beam of light sliced through the dark, scanning my boat hideout. Panic spiked as I pressed into my hiding spot. The light lingered, but luck was on my side. It moved on, and I exhaled.
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Their voices faded, and I cautiously peeked out. The coast looked clear, for now. I eased out from behind the barrels, the boat groaning under my weight. But I couldn’t leave yet; somehow, this felt like a trap. They were probably off to guard the dock exists. They were going to wait me out, knowing that I couldn’t hide forever.

But the joke was on them: I could hide forever. I’d been hiding most of my life. So I got into an old, empty crate, made myself small, and I tried to close my eyes. Maybe I would wait a full twenty-four hours before sneaking off. I had nowhere to be—it’s not like I still wanted my dishwashing job.

I crouched in the crate, muscles tense, and listened to the distant sounds of the dock. Time crawled, and I kept waiting. Hours passed, but I couldn't shake the feeling that they were still out there, lurking, waiting for me to make a move. The darkness pressed in on me, and exhaustion blurred my consciousness.

At some point, fatigue claimed me, and I dozed off within the confines of my makeshift hiding spot. The rhythmic creaks of the boat and the distant lapping of water provided an uneasy lullaby—a metronome to lull me into some hypnotic sleep. It didn’t help that I hadn’t slept in days.

When I finally stirred, daylight had replaced the cloak of night. I blinked a few times, letting my eyes adjust to the harsh morning sun, disoriented. As awareness seeped back in, I realized that the boat was in motion. Confusion settled in, and I strained to make sense of my surroundings.

Shit.

How long had the boat been moving for? How was I going to explain this to the captain? Where was the ship even going? Could I just hide like Count Dracula, in a box, until we were at our destination? What if the journey took weeks?

The rhythmic rocking beneath me and the distant hum of an engine suggested that I wasn't alone on this vessel. Panic gripped me—I had unwittingly hitched a ride with some unsuspecting boat owner—maybe an entire crew. I peered cautiously from the crate, confirming my suspicion as I caught sight of the open sea stretching out beyond the boat's rusted edges.

Shit.

My heart raced, torn between relief and apprehension. The pub crew might be left behind on the dock, but I was now in the middle of a whole new shitstorm.

I considered making my presence known. But I didn’t want them to take me back to that dock. Sure, I could just tell them that I was some hobo who was snuck onto the boat to sleep with some shelter… but that might be a one-way ticket back to that pub owner.

I decided to stay hidden for a few more hours, until we were too far from that dock to go back. If I revealed myself once we were a full twelve-hour journey from the dock, there was no way in hell that the captain would turn the boat around for me.

Now, as the boat bobs on the waves, I feel… calm. I know for certain that I’m far from the danger of that pub owner and his friends. Wherever this ship lands is probably where I’m going to restart my life—maybe crime-free this time. Maybe I’ll commit to being a dishwasher somewhere; maybe I just need to accept that normal people make minimum wage. I’ll be starting with almost nothing: the clothes on my back, that box of cash, and this journal (which I should probably ditch at some point, as it includes incriminating admissions of guilt).
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CHAPTER 2
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DEC 14TH

It's been over 24 hours since I tucked myself into this crate, and my body now protests every move as I try to stretch out the kinks. The boat’s cramped confines have become my reluctant home, and the stench of uncertainty hangs heavy in the air. I managed to slip out for a minute to stretch, but I had to hide again quickly when I heard someone coming. I’m still not ready to reveal myself…
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I've caught snatches of voices—soft, melodic, and distinctly female. I haven’t heard a single male voice. They chatter in a curious accent, one that sets my mind on a guessing game. Newfoundland, maybe? Whatever it is, it's far from the Irish brogue that chased me down the dock. I’m smiling now, because they almost sound like… pirates.

I strain to make out their words, but the language is unfamiliar. It's almost musical, though, and strangely comforting after the chaos I left behind. A twinge of guilt nibbles at me; I'm an uninvited stowaway, eavesdropping on a private conversation. But I need to know where this boat is headed. I need to plan my next move.

Two girls came in. I smelled cigarette smoke, and thought that it was curious they were leaving the deck and heading inside to smoke. I wondered if smoking was prohibited on the boat, and they were smoking in this storage room in secret, or if they really didn’t give a shit.

"Did ya catch sight of them gals in that port town?" one of the girls drawled, the lilt of Newfoundland in her voice. "Oh my stars, the things I'd have done to 'em."

"Aye, that little blondie was a sight to behold," said the other, a mischievous glint in her eye. "I was just a sip away from grabbin' her and bringin' her aboard. Let 'em call it kidnappin'—I wouldn't mind. I'd snatch that beauty."

"Ye already got a warrant for kidnappin', don't ya?" the first one teased.

"Traffickin'," she growled, her accent thick and defiant. "It's different, and those charges be nothin' but lies."

The girls laughed. I managed to peek out at them, thinking I was going to see a couple of scary, butch lesbians. I was shocked to see the opposite: slender, beautiful young women, dressed in curious rags and swatches.

My mind dances with possibilities now. Maybe we're headed to a bustling port town where I can slip away undetected, or perhaps some small island town where my past will never catch up with me. I can’t help but imagine a small fishing village, friendly faces and honest work. It's a romanticized fantasy, I know, but the ache in my muscles and the ache in my conscience push me to dream.

Okay, I know myself well enough: hard, honest work in a small town sounds more like a nightmare than a fantasy. Big cities have always been playgrounds for me: easy money, easy women.

I sigh. Maybe that lifestyle needs to end. Maybe it’s time to grow up. For God’s sake, I’m thirty now and I’m hiding on a boat: no job, no relationship, no friends, no kids, no commitments, no responsibilities… At some point I have to grow up.
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As I listen to the rhythm of the sea and the women's voices, I dream out scenarios in my mind. Maybe I'll find a quiet job, put my skills to use in a legal way. Wash dishes again, start fresh. The box of cash I took from the pub could be my lifeline, a small nest egg to cushion my landing: rent for a few months, groceries for a few months, bills for a few months. I could stretch it a year. I didn’t have to be bad…

I’m tired now. There’s nothing more exhausting than doing… nothing. I’ve only been awake about six hours, but I’m ready to fall asleep again. I let myself drift into another round of uneasy sleep. The next time I wake, I hope to see a new shore, a fresh start waiting on the horizon.

LATER.

I woke up to the sound of gunfire: six sharp blasts that nearly made me scream, coming from up on the deck. I heard shouting: the women bellowing out to another ship. I heard distant screams: men on another boat. There was a silence, then a loud blast, like a canon.
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“What the fuck!?” I said aloud, and then I covered my mouth. I heard more shouting. Then, I heard laughter: the girls were all laughing.

“Thank ya, boys!” shouted one of the girls.

It all happened in a terrifying flash: no more than three minutes of loud, intense action, and then it was back to silence. I was trembling now. I had no idea what had just transpired, but it sounded… deadly. It was ten long minutes before the door to the storage room swung open. Two girls came in, huffing. They dropped a heavy box. “Who’s grabbing the other one?” one girl shouted.

“Aye, Macy’s got it.”

“Must be fifty large in here.”
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“Aye, more than that. More than that, no doubt. Don’t bother to count it now. Don’t want to keep the young fella waiting.”

The girls giggled, and then they left. A few minutes later, I heard the pleading up above: a male voice… maybe a hostage. “Please—I—I won’t report you. I promise. I—I just want to go home. I have a family.”

I’m afraid I can’t tell you the things I heard next. I was in a state of shock, and I can’t trust my memory. I can’t tell you what was invented by my brain, and what was real. I fear that it was all real, but I don’t want to admit it to myself. They did things to that poor young man while he begged for his life. I remained quiet, at points covering my ears.

The man screamed… but he also moaned at points, as if he was… enjoying it. The women laughed, and I can only imagine that the humiliation was worse than the physical punishment—punishment for putting up a fight with the girls.

Now, I can’t sleep. I can’t relax. It’s been hours of silence—so quiet that I can hear my own heart pounding; it hasn’t stopped pounding. If these girls find me, they will certainly make me regret picking that boat to hide on.

I have no idea what they did to the young man. Maybe they threw him overboard. Maybe he is tied up somewhere. Maybe they sent him back to his crippled boat. I have no idea. I just know that I am now trapped on a boat with pirates.

One just walked in a moment ago, checking on that ‘booty’.
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It’s hard to say if she looks like a pirate. I can only see so much through the slits between those crate boards. She’s wearing ragged clothing, big belts, sashes, and she has a firearm on her side. Maybe that’s what a modern pirate looks like… I have no idea. I just know that I want to get the hell off of that boat.


CHAPTER 3
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DEC 15TH

My eyes snapped open, the brightness of the clear sky blinding me momentarily. As my senses adjusted, I became aware of two pairs of eyes fixated on me. Two grinning faces hovered above, framed by unkempt hair and ragged clothing. Fear clenched my stomach, rendering me speechless.

"Well, well, look what we got here," one of the girls said. The other chuckled, a chilling sound that echoed through the crate.

I tried to sit up, but my muscles rebelled, sore and cramped from the prolonged confinement—or maybe I was just paralyzed with fear, realizing that my fate was going to be the same as the young man they tortured the day before. Panic gripped me as the reality of my situation crashed down—I was no longer alone, and these girls, these pirates, had discovered me.
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The taller of the two leaned in, her eyes gleaming with a predatory glint. "What's a stowaway like you doin' on our ship, eh?" Her accent danced with the same Newfoundland lilt I'd heard before, but there was nothing comforting or cute about it now.

My throat tightened. Words stuck in my mouth like thick glue. They continued to grin down at me, exchanging sly glances. The options they discussed felt like a storm gathering on the horizon, each one more ominous than the last.

"We could toss him overboard," one suggested, the idea delivered with a casualness that sent shivers down my spine. “Who knows what the boy has on us. Can’t have him getting away on us.”

The other considered, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "Aye, a little dip in the ocean might teach him a lesson."

The scenario unfolded before me like a nightmare, and I struggled to find my voice, to plead for mercy. But fear kept me silent as they continued to deliberate my fate, the creaking of the boat and the lapping of the waves forming a sinister backdrop to their conversation.

Finally, I managed to speak. “Please,” I said before stuttering like a coward. “I—I just fell asleep here. I—I’m homeless. I needed somewhere to sleep. I thought the boat was abandoned. I—I just needed shelter.”

“Shelter, eh?” one girl asked. “Boy says he needed shelter.” Her friend laughed.

Now, more girls were moving in: there were… eight of them. They were all smiling, as if they were already planning to have fun with me.

“I have money. You can have it,” I said, trying to stop myself from trembling. “Seriously—just take it. Please just don’t kill me. I’m just trying to get away.”

“What is it?” the youngest of them asked. I wondered if she was even eighteen. “Were you looking for shelter, or were you just trying to get away?”

I paused, faltered, took a deep breath. “B—Both,” I said. “I needed somewhere to sleep… and I want to get to a new town. Wherever you’re going—just drop me off. I’ll pay you.”

They laughed. Then, one of the girls held up that cash-box. “With this?” they asked. Then, she read the plate welded to the box. “Property of The Rusty Boot Irish Pub.” They all laughed. “I think we’ve got us a bandit, ladies.”

I felt my skin turning pale. I tried to stand up, but one of the girls drew her firearm, pressing the muzzle directly against my forehead. “Don’t move, pretty boy. You can stay right there.”

“O—Okay,” I said. “No worries. Don’t sweat it. Whatever you say.”

The girls suddenly turned serious. Nobody was smiling. Nobody was giggling. I took a slow, deep breath in.

“So are we tossing him over?” the young girl asked.

“May as well,” said the tall, dark-skinned girl, who was now playing with a sharp knife.
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I swallowed hard, feeling the cold steel of the firearm against my forehead. "Look, I get it. I messed up. But there's gotta be another way, right?" My voice wavered, desperation seeping into every word. "I can do anything you want. Just... please, spare me."

The girls exchanged glances, their expressions shifting from amusement to contemplation. The tall, dark-skinned girl with the knife seemed more intrigued than threatening now. "Anything?" she asked, a sly smile playing on her lips.

"Yeah, anything," I stammered. "I can work for you, do whatever needs doing on this boat. I'm handy, strong—"

The girl with the firearm interrupted me, pressing it harder into my forehead. "You think we need help from the likes of you? You really think we need a man to do our work for us, ya scrawny little fucker?”

"Listen," I pleaded, "I can scrub decks, clean, cook, mend sails—whatever it takes. Just spare me, and I'll be your willing servant. You won't have to lift a finger. All I ask is that you drop me off at the next port.”

I looked up and saw more pirate girls standing up on a raised deck. They were staring at me, seemingly amused by my pleading—or maybe they were just excited to watch my execution.
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They looked at each other, considering my proposal. The youngest girl spoke up again, her eyes holding a hint of sympathy. "He might be useful, you know. We could make him clean that old toilet downstairs that no one’ll touch.”

The girls grinned. “We really going to let him off that easy?”

“Who says we’re letting him off,” grinned that darker-skinned woman. “Just cause we’re sparin’ him, don’t mean we’re lettin’ him off. I ain’t agreeing to dropping him at the next port.”

“Hell no,” said her friend, shaking her head. “We can’t let him go. He’ll rat us all out for sure.”

“I won’t! I promise.”

“One step at a time, ya little fucker,” said the younger girl, who had the mouth of a 50-year-old trucker. “Go down and find the rags, and start workin’ on that ol’ toilet.”

The tension in the air loosened slightly, but the girl with the knife was still eyeing me skeptically. "Fine," she finally said, "but he's on probation. One wrong move, pretty boy, and you're fish food."

I nodded frantically, eager for any lifeline. "Thank you, thank you! You won't regret this. I promise I'll work hard, and you won't even know I'm here."

The firearm withdrew, and I scrambled to my feet, relief washing over me. The girls resumed their grins, the threat momentarily lifted. They huddled together, whispering and casting occasional glances my way.

“What’s your name, fucker?” the young pirate asked.

“B—Brett,” I said. I’m not sure why I gave her my real name.

I watched her smile as she walked away with my that cash-box: my cash-box. I risked everything for that money, and now I was just watching as they walked away with it.

I groaned.

At least I have my life. Well, it seems like that’s all I have—and this journal. I guess I’ll be starting from complete scratch once I get to wherever it is that we’re going.

I don’t want to describe that toilet to you.
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There were moments as I reached into that bowl and scrubbed that I considered jumping overboard and ending it. Cleaning that toilet took literal hours. Then, giving me only a toothbrush, they made me scrub between the old bathroom duckboards, and I promise you the floor wasn’t much better than the toilet.


CHAPTER 4
[image: ]


DEC 16TH

They kept me working until I was absolutely exhausted. Every time I stopped and gave myself a small break, there was a girl there, holding a gun, flashing it in front of my face. “Ya ain’t finished yet, boy.”

Finally, they let me sleep, back in that old crate; there were unused bunks, but I wasn’t given one. They wanted to keep me where they could control me, and aside from the wheelhouse, the storage room was the only room that locked.

At least I was no longer hiding. I no longer had to keep my body curled up, small. I no longer had to carefully control my breathing so I wouldn’t be heard. One of the pirate girls was stationed outside; I heard her walking around on her little patrol route, making sure I didn’t attempt some sort of escape. But you better believe that I’ve been trying to come up with some sort of escape plan.

The girls have made it clear that they won’t be releasing me. They’ve made it clear that I will be their slave. They’re going to make me do the worst tasks. The only chance I have at being free is escape.

I haven’t been able to see all of the boat. I knew that storage room well, where they kept their booty. Honestly, I’m surprised that they’re letting me stay in that room with their treasure… but what can I do with it? It’s mostly cash, and piles of stolen jewelry.

I spent a few minutes on the deck, but didn’t have a chance to take a good look around. Maybe they have some sort of life raft. Maybe I could hijack it in the night… but where would I go? I don’t know how to navigate the ocean! I’m not sure I even know how to captain a rowboat if there is one…

I have zero nautical experience. My whole life has been on land. In fact, I don’t think I’ve ever even been on a boat before.

Maybe I can steal a weapon and make some great escape once we reach the next port: an epic shootout and a daring escape… though that’s unlikely; I hardly outran that portly bar owner. These girls look pretty, but they are battle-tested. They know how to use firearms. I’ve never fired a gun before.

My God—I really am trapped on this boat. I really will be a slave for months, maybe years—until I can earn their trust enough that they’ll will let me go… or until they’re fed up with me and toss me overboard.

I managed to sleep for a couple of uncomfortable hours. Then, I was nudged awake. “Time to swab the deck, lil’ fucker,” said the young pirate woman. I looked at her. She was the smallest of them—and the most frail. I wasn’t a big guy by any means, but I was fairly certain that I could overpower her if my life depended on it… and maybe it would very soon. She had a gun and a knife. If I could wrestle both from her, then I could have a way to fight…

“Well?” she said. “Are you gettin’ to work, or are we throwin’ ya off the boat?”
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“I’ll work,” I said, perking up. A moment later, I was on the dock, on my hands and knees, scrubbing soapy water into the old deck boards. I didn’t know much about boats, but I figured the idea was to scrub off the saltiness that came from the ocean air.

“Harder,” commanded the teen girl. “You ain’t cleanin’ shit with those weak strokes, ya know.”

“I’m scrubbing as hard as I can.” The sun was hardly cracking the horizon and I was already exhausted from the scrubbing motions.

The deck beneath my hands felt rough, and the salty water stung at my raw, chapped skin. The small, frail pirate girl watched me, her eyes fixed on my every move. The rhythmic swaying of the boat beneath me added to the challenge of maintaining balance as I scrubbed away at the deck. For the first time, I was starting to feel sea sick: a terrible queasiness… Maybe it was because I hadn’t eaten a bite of food in days.

The salty air filled my lungs, and I couldn't help but glance around, searching for any potential means of escape.

The boat was still mostly unfamiliar territory, and my surroundings blurred into the early morning mist. The possibilities of escape seemed limited, but I couldn't afford to dismiss any chance, no matter how slim.

I squinted against the sunlight, hoping to catch sight of a life raft, a rowboat, anything that could carry me away from this floating prison. But all I saw were the vast expanse of the ocean and a relentless horizon.

The pirate girl's voice cut through my thoughts. "Harder, ya lazy dog! We didn't spare ya just so you could half-ass your work." She circled around me, her hand resting on the hilt of her knife. The idea of overpowering her seemed more and more distant as the reality of my situation sank in.

I bit back the retort on the tip of my tongue and scrubbed harder, my hands aching from the effort. As I worked, I kept stealing glances at the boat's layout. Maybe there was a hidden compartment, an overlooked detail that could serve as my ticket to freedom.

Soon, my muscles went from being sore to being numb. The deck scrubbing became a mechanical task, my mind racing with the urgency of finding a way out.
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The pirate girl remained vigilant, and the other women had started to stir. I needed a plan, a way to outsmart them, but with each passing moment, it seemed more and more like an impossible feat. I'd have to bide my time, wait for the perfect opportunity, and hope that I could make a break for it before they realized what I was up to. It wasn’t going to happen today. It probably wouldn’t happen tomorrow. It probably wouldn’t even happen within the week.

I know that I’m trapped here for at least a couple weeks before my opportunity will present itself, before these girls will let their guards down for long enough.

DEC 17TH

Yesterday was long, painful, and tedious. They made me clean until I literally collapsed. I passed out, and when I came to, the dark-skinned woman was giving me food and water. “You’re going to have to be more useful if we’re going to waste our food feedin’ ya.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“You’re lucky I feel bad for ya,” she continued.

“Thank you,” I said, though it was hard to thank someone who was treating me like a slave. I didn’t feel grateful; I wanted to make her pay for this somehow.

I looked around and realized that I wasn’t where I passed out. “Where are we?” I asked, rubbing my eyes.

“My room,” she said. “You can sleep on that old bunk there for an hour, while I’m on my break. But for the night, you’re sleepin’ in storage again. We can’t be takin’ any risks.”

“Sure,” I said.

“Eat now, and get some rest on the bed,” she said.

I started eating the plain bread and butter. It wasn’t much, but it felt so, so good in my stomach: just having anything filling my tummy. When I looked up, I saw that she was changing. I paused, watching her as she removed her top. She wasn’t wearing a bra, so her breasts were now out, in the open. Her fat nipples were hard and pointing up slightly. She grabbed a rag from a bucket of water and began to wipe her breasts, cleaning the day’s sweat off of them.

I just stared, stuck in a sort of paralysis. She looked at me and narrowed her eyes. “Are you a pervert or somethin’?” she asked.

“N—No,” I said. “I’m sorry.”

“Alright then…” she said, and she continued her little cleaning routine. I ate my bread for a minute and looked up again. Now, she was slipping out from her trousers. She bent forward, pushing her pants to the ground. Her pink panties looked like they were from Victoria’s Secret—not at all like the ragged clothes she wore overtop. Then, she shimmied them down, exposing a long, thick, dark-skinned cock.

I froze. She grabbed her rag and then began to clean around her crotch. As she rubbed, bubbles foamed up around her elephant-trunk dick. She eyed me again, and I looked away fast.

So she is trans.

I’m surprised. Yes, she looks convincing (her breasts are especially natural-looking). But it’s not her body or face that have me surprised. It’s that voice; she sounds just like a girl. I’m not sure how she pulls that off. I’d met my share of trans girls in the past, and the voice is always a giveaway.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

She glared at me with a dark look. “Why do you wanna know?” she snarled.

“I’m just asking,” I said softly, now eyeing her large pistol, which was on the nightstand. A part of me thought of rushing for it, snatching it, and turning it on her. But I knew it wouldn’t get me far. Or would it?

Maybe I could demand she get me off the boat. I could hold her hostage. The other pirates seemed to like her. Maybe they would facilitate an exit for me if I held the gun to her head for long enough. Or would they call my bluff? Would they know that I wouldn’t actually pull the trigger?

“Are you going to sleep or not?” she asked.

“Y—Yes,” I said. I was still in shock. I still can’t believe that I’m stuck on a boat… with pirates. It’s all so surreal. I’m still half-convinced that I’m going to wake up any minute and find out that it’s all been a dream.

I lay down on that spare bunk bed. I rolled away from her, to give her some privacy while she cleaned her body with that soapy rag. Then, she said, “My name is Trish.”

I was surprised that she gave me her name… maybe it wasn’t her real name, but it seemed like a tiny act of kindness, treating me somewhat like a human.

I looked at her, smiled, and then rolled back over to sleep. Surprisingly, I fell asleep. I slept for a good three hours before Trish nudged me awake and told me it was time for me to move to the storage room. I was dreading it, but surprised to see that the girls had made a sort of bed for me. Well, maybe I can’t call it a bed; it’s more like a pile of old blankets on the floor, on top of some straw. It’s better than nothing. I should probably be sleeping now, so I will stop writing.
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CHAPTER 5
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DEC 17TH

Iwas cleaning the bathroom this morning when one of the pirate girls came in, pulled her pants down, and began pissing into the toilet. She, too, had a cock, and she apparently had absolutely no issues with me seeing it.

I was stunned for a moment, and then she snarled at me. “You like watching girls pee, pervert?” she asked. I looked away fast and got back to scrubbing that bathroom floor.
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Before leaving, she spanked me hard on the ass. She giggled and went on with her day. I remained paused for a long moment. So Trish wasn’t the only trans girl on the boat. Now, I’m wondering just how many of these chicks are trans.

It was an hour later when another girl came and asked if she could use the bathroom. I stepped out for her. When I came back in, the toilet seat was left up—which is a curious thing to do unless you piss standing up. Surely, she too was trans.

Are they all trans?

Now, I’m trying my best to get to the bottom of it. When they talk, I try to listen. I try to pay attention to the tone of their voices. That curious accent helped to hide the masculine twang that a few of those girls had. Now, focussing—and knowing—I could hear it. I could hear it on many of them, and I was truly beginning to think that every last one of them was actually trans.

Some of the pirate girls don’t even have breasts; some are flat-chested, yet they still appear feminine. Sure, some of them have had work done, like Trish, but others hav surprisingly masculine frames; I’m surprised it took so long to realize their truth.

Of course I’m not going to say anything. I’ll keep my mouth shut. I’ll just mind my business and continue to build trust. Right now, that seems like my only chance at escaping. I need these girls—or, I should say these trans girls—to trust me enough that they will let their guard down for an extended period of time.

I’ve located a small rowboat. It’s under cover, on the dock.
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I had to clean around it. When nobody was looking, I gave it a firm shake, just to gauge how heavy it was, to see if I could get it into the water without having to use the crane system. I’m fairly certain that I could drag it over the edge of the ship.

One of the pirate girls saw me eyeing up that small boat, so I moved away from it quickly.
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She kept a close eye on me for the rest of the day.

I’m still not sure that it’s safe to be keeping this journal, but the act of journaling sometimes feels like the only thing keeping me sane. My body is so sore from the endless work they have me doing. I’m constantly worried that I’ll never be free again.

DEC 18TH

I was surprised to see the ship all decorated in the morning. The girls must have stayed up late, putting up Christmas lights and garland and whatnot. It actually looks… pretty cute. I guess that what you get on a pirate ship run entirely by women.

One of the lady pirates was in the galley, baking Christmas treats. The smell of cinnamon was in the air all day—along with the smell of rum and eggnog, which the girls were pounding back all daylong. By lunchtime, they were all drunk, and I wondered if this was my opportunity to make my escape. I’ve been thinking about it all day, though I have no idea which way is land—or which part of the ocean that we’re even in anymore. It’s cold—damn cold. But it’s also the middle of December. We could be east of Finland and into Russian waters, or we could be near England. Maybe we’re heading south, towards Spain. Maybe we’re just doing circles in the Norwegian Sea, looking for unsuspecting vessels to knock off.

If I got onto that rowboat and started rowing, would the tide eventually bring me to land? How long would it take for the frigid temperatures to kill me?

The cold doesn’t seem to bother the girls. Trish was walking the deck earlier in what appeared to be a bikini top. She told her friends that she wanted to get sun on her breasts. Why? I have no idea.

[image: Trish]



That young teen pirate walks around the deck in bare feet, even though there are patches of ice everywhere; it just doesn’t bother her. These girls have built up an impressive tolerance to cold and other discomforts. I suspect they’ve all been doing this for a long, long time.

I’m still trying hard to figure out why they were all trans. Why was that part of their identity? How long had they been trans for? Was it just… a coincidence?

I spent another three hours scrubbing that same bathroom. It just never seems to be clean. Washing their bedsheets was another horrible task; they didn’t give me access to warm water, so I had to wash the sheets in cold water, plunging my hands into that frigid water, and then exposing my wet hands to the frigid air. I was shivering all over. I’m sure that I experienced some level of hypothermia.

Trish is my saving grace. The dark-skinned trans beauty seems to have a soft spot for me. Her friends were tormenting me; they blindfolded me and made me crawl on my hands and knees, ass-naked. “Find all of the apples using only your mouth. Put them in the bucket. Then, we’ll let you go back to work.” They roared with laughter as they watched me crawl into walls, smash my head on crane hooks, and slip on the cold patches of ice. My fingers and toes were numb, and I only managed to find two of the ten hidden apples. But Trish came to the deck and put an end to the charade. “Quit being a bunch’a cunts!” she yelled at them, and they scurried away with their chins pointed down.
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I don’t think that Trish is the captain; I think there’s someone further up the chain of command; but Trish is definitely one of the higher-ups. I need to stay in her good-books. So when it was time to clean her room, I worked as hard as I could; I put in the extra effort. I made her little cabin look like a little resort.

She smiled at me and said, “Thank you, Brett.” It was nice to hear a thank-you, even if it was from the person holding me hostage. “If you want, you can stay here and fold towels.” It was a nice offer, because one of the other girls had told me she wanted me to report straight to the lower bathroom to scrub the toilet and floors again. Down in that bathroom, it was -8 degrees and it smelled absolutely putrid. Folding towels in a warm, quiet room was a much better deal.

While I folded, she got out her wooden pale, filled it with warm, soapy water, and then she began undressing. Now, I was starting to think that she wanted me to see her naked. I was starting to think that she wanted me to watch her rub soapy water all over her smooth, naked body. I will admit that it was hard to keep my gaze away. I kept stealing glances, even though I knew that I was probably going to get myself into trouble.

She shimmied down those drop-crotch pants, and then those lacy panties. She took that warm rag and pulled it under her ball sack and up the length of her shaft. She scrubbed, and let out a soft whimper, making me look again. Foamy white bubbles danced down the length of her cock.

I smiled and awkwardly said, “You’re certainly not shy.” I’m not sure why I said it.

“Why should I be?” she asked with a narrowed gaze.

“I—I didn’t say that you should be. It’s just… you’re very comfortable with yourself. It’s, uh, a good thing.”

She scowled at me, and then went on with her business. “Keep folding, Brett.”

I kept folding. She kept washing herself. It was another ten minutes before I said, “I appreciate you having my back earlier.”

She said nothing. She just kept slowly washing herself.

“I just, uh, wanted to thank you for being nice to me,” I continued.

She looked up at me with an annoyed sort of look. “Do you want to suck me off?”

I froze. “W—What?” I said.

“You keep looking at my cock. Do you want to suck it or something?”

“What!? No—No… I’m not looking. I’m just… talking to you.”

“You keep looking at my cock. If you want to suck it, you’re welcome to. Otherwise, keep folding towels.”

I was speechless. I was embarrassed.

I went back to folding, trying not to look at her. But for some reason, I caught myself peering over again. She was standing now, toweling herself off. And her cock was sticking out: half erect.

“I wouldn’t say no to a nice sucking,” she said casually, without looking at me.

I felt a lump growing in my throat. I stuttered. I considered my options. So she was bringing me to her cabin because she wanted some sexual attention. She wasn’t demanding it. She wasn’t forcing me to do it. But it’s what she wanted, and she’d made a point, multiple times, of defending me from the wrath of the other pirate girls. Maybe this was why; maybe she was trying to coax a blowjob out of me.

I looked at her cock again. “Okay,” I said softly. “I’ll do it for you.”

She paused. She looked at me and let a small grin slip. “Really?”

I nodded my head.

With a smile, she walked over to me. I was already down on my knees, so all I had to do was turn my chin up and open my mouth. She let out a nervous little giggle, and I took a deep breath. Then, so suddenly, there was a throbbing cock in my mouth. I closed my eyes. I felt it throbbing. I could still smell the soap from her wash. Her balls were pressed to my chin.

She let out a moan.

I’d never sucked a cock before, but I figured that this was a best-case scenario. I didn’t mind, because she was beautiful and clean. And if I could make her happy, then I would have an ally on this boat. I really needed an ally—far more than I needed to have a virgin mouth.

She was hard within a couple of minutes. The tip of her fat dark-skinned cock was pressed hard against the roof of my mouth. “Just like that,” she purred. “Don’t stop suckin’, boy. That feels so, so good. You know how to suck’a fuckin’ cock. My God. Just like that.”

I bobbed my head slowly. I was doing my best porn-BJ imitation. I was fortunate enough to know what felt good, from my own sexual experience (being solo, and with women). I paid close attention to that sweet spot under the tip of her cock. I made her purr like a tiger: a loud rumbling purr that reverberated in my bones.
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I was able to get most of her shaft into my mouth, her tip down my throat. I managed not to gag. I managed to bob my head and suck for the next fifteen minutes. My jaw was getting sore. My tongue was getting sore. But I got the job done. I made that fat cock explode onto my tongue. I tasted her thick cum. It was sweet. That taste lingered, long after I swallowed.

She brushed her fingers through my hair, and she smiled. She didn’t say anything; she just looked into my eyes, and I felt as though that look was a sort of promise: a promise that she wouldn’t let them kill me—and maybe I would get my freedom sooner rather than later.


CHAPTER 6
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DEC 19TH

Idefinitely noticed a better reception today, at least when Trish was around. The pirate girls had respect for her, and they’d caught on that Trish didn’t want to see me being tormented. My tasks weren’t nearly as horrible as usual today.

Well—except for what they made me do after they finished their lunch. They made me put on an old wetsuit, and then they lowered me down into the water by a rope, and they made me scrub the hull of the boat.

I was shaking violently; I don’t think I’d ever been so cold in my life. And I was down there for over an hour. To be honest, I wasn’t even sure what I was scrubbing—but I didn’t want them to leave me in that water to die, so I scrubbed. Finally, they pulled me up and let me have my first warm shower on that boat. It only lasted about sixty-seconds before I was told to get out, but the warm water helped to thaw my bones.

Then, it was back to the bathrooms, back to scrubbing toilets and getting gunk out from between floorboards. At least there were no humiliations, like being forced to crawl on my hands and knees, naked and blindfolded.

I’m starting to notice that many of the girls don’t pay attention to me, as if the novelty has worn off. Maybe they all got their laughs out.

Maybe that was a good thing… or maybe it wasn’t. Maybe the plan was to dispatch me once they had their fun. I know that I need to find a way to make myself more valuable. I need to give them a reason to keep me alive—at least until the next port… then I can work on convincing them to set me loose.

It was evening when Trish summoned me to her cabin, to fold clothes that had finished drying on the clothesline. I knew that she was going to ask me to satisfy her again, and I was honestly fine with doing it, knowing that it gave me a little bit of value that she maybe wasn’t getting on that boat. Maybe she was only attracted to men.

I was right. I watched as she undressed, cleaned herself, and then she gave me a look, and I knew the look meant, ‘Come over here.’ I walked to her, dropped to my knees, and she walked over, saying nothing. She grabbed her long shaft and slipped it into my open mouth, and I bought myself one more night on that ship.

I felt a bit awkward, even feeling like some sort of sex slave. But it was a small act that bought me a great deal of ease. I know that tomorrow, she will have my back again—even if it’s only because she’s anticipating another blowjob in her cabin. At least she is kind enough to clean herself before asking me to blow her. At least she’s pretty and keeps her pubic hair neatly trimmed. I don’t mind sucking her cock.

Her coming in my mouth… well—that’s something that will take some getting used to. The taste is strange, and it lingers. It’s so thick and it clings to every part of the mouth. It’s hard to swallow. And… it’s demeaning. It feels so emasculating, gulping down a huge load of warm cum—knowing that it’s going to slosh around inside of me for the next thirty-six hours. Isn’t that how long it takes for something to digest?

But swallowing her load buys me a break. After sucking her off, she sent me off to make pile of blankets to sleep for the night. Now, I should get that sleep before they come to wake me up to work…

DEC 20TH

Dear Lord, it’s cold today. Even the pirates are avoiding the deck. But they don’t have my sympathy for me. They sent me up to clean the deck, which was pretty much impossible; the deck was like a skating rink, and trying to scrub it was just making it worse.
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After an hour, one of the pirates came up and slipped. She shouted at me, blamed me, and she slapped my face, knocking me over with impressive strength. “I should throw ya over the edge, ya pathetic little fuck!” she roared.

I made myself small. Sure, I was tempted to fight back, but I knew better; I knew that my only chance at survival was by submitting.

They sent me down to scrub the floors inside. Then I was tasked with cleaning out the catalysts in the various wood stoves on the ship. It was a messy job, and I’m pretty sure I inhaled a good amount of airborne ash.

Then, I had to clean the cabins, because they were sprinkled with ash from the catalysts.

There was no break for me, unless you count the five minutes they gave me to eat the sandwich that they made for me, which was just two pieces of crudely cut bread and a thin slice of ham, which was mostly fat, cut from close to the bone. I was happy to eat anything.

Trish wanted her treatment early—maybe because she had very little to do, now that the expedition was well on its way. I provided her with twenty minutes of entertainment, using my mouth. She sat on the edge of her bed and moaned until she was pulsing inside of my mouth, blasting cum onto my tongue.

She rubbed her hand through my hair and smiled. “No one sucks better than you.”

I blushed and went back to doing my chores. It wasn’t even an hour before I felt a presence in the bathroom with me. I turned and saw one of the girls: a pirate with long black hair. She was watching me, grinning, seemingly preparing to tell me some sort of joke.
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“Can I help you?” I asked softly. “Do you need to use the bathroom.”

“Nope,” she said, and then she kept watching me.

“O—Okay,” I said. I went back to work. She stood there for five long minutes, and I was pretty sure her goal was to intimidate me. I looked back at her and saw that she had that same grin on her face.

“I heard you give pretty good blowjobs,” she said.

I felt my face turning white. I just froze. I couldn’t muster up an answer. What do you say to that?

She unclipped her belt and shimmied down her trousers, revealing her curved, veiny penis. There was nothing else said: just that look of expectation. I knew that this wasn’t really an option. Maybe I could turn her down, but there would be consequences. If I rejected her, she would treat me like dirt—worse that she already treated me.

So I put down my tools and I took a deep breath. I went to my knees, and she didn’t hesitate, moving in.

She wasn’t nearly as considerate as Trish. She had a sharp musky smell, and there was a glistening on her skin: the glistening of the sweat of many days. Her clothes were musty. Sure, she had a pretty face, and her figure appeared girly, but her femininity ended there. She even groaned deeply, sounding almost like a man as I sucked.

Her long, rugged shaft was cruel and selfish, ramming into my throat, pushing the insides of my cheeks. After a minute, she decided that I wasn’t doing enough, so she grabbed me by the hair and began to face-fuck me. Every thrust was in a slightly different direction, including one hard plunge down my throat, making me gag and choke. She growled, and then she laughed. Painfully pulling my hair, she moved me to the wall and pressed the back of my skull to the old wooden boards. She began face-fucking me against that wall: more deep plunges down my throat. I gasped for hair.

I grabbed her thighs to hold me up. I was feeling light-headed, hardly getting any air into my lungs. Her sweaty, veiny shaft was ruthlessly plunging my throat.
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Finally, she pulled out. As I gasped for air, warm goo splashed against my face. She was cumming: gripping her cock with her fist and spraying every inch of my face. Her cum had a yellow tint to it, and a strong odour that was distinctly pirate.

She left me like that, leaving me feeling completely humiliated. She sent me down to a new level of emasculation.

Now, I was mad at Trish, for telling her friends about our sessions. Sadly, I wasn’t in a place to chew her out. I couldn’t let her know how annoyed I was.

If I make the mistake of speaking my mind, they will probably just toss me overboard and be done with me.

I have to play their game. I have to do whatever they want me to do. I have to earn their trust, and it’s looking like being down on my knees is the way to do it.


CHAPTER 7
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DEC 21ST

Today is my birthday… but I didn’t tell the pirates. I’m sure if I let it slip, they would just laugh. I really doubt that I would get an ounce of sympathy, or even five extra minutes of break time…

So I guess I’m celebrating alone, with a sore body, on my pile of blankets.

I’m getting better at my ‘job’. I can scrub the floors much faster using techniques that I’ve picked up—and maybe muscle that I’ve developed. I can clean their dishes way faster than before. I figured out a way to scrub that toilet more efficiently. I found a way to wring out laundry using my knee, so it dries way faster.

But even though I’m able to burn through my tasks twice as fast, I’m still working the same amount. That ‘found time’ isn’t being given to me as rest. Now they have me scrubbing porthole windows. They have me sanding old deck boards that have splintered. They have me organizing old closets that haven’t been organized in half a decade.

And two more girls found out about the services that I was offering to Trish, and to Trish’s friend. Today, I sucked off four pirate girls. My jaw is almost as sore as my forearms, almost as sore as my back.

But sucking them off is something I’m getting better at too; I’ve figured out a few techniques. I’ve come to realize that they’re perfectly happy with me using my hands, so I’m able to stimulate more of their shafts than simply using my mouth. I managed to finish Trish off in just three minutes.

DEC 22ND

It was another long, cold day: another day spent mostly up on the deck. This time, they had me with a small ice pick, chipping ice off of the boards, which felt like a losing battle. Every fifteen minutes, the boat would slam into the water and make water splash up on the deck, and it would only be about fifteen minutes before that water formed frozen puddles.

My body is sore all over. I’m not sure how long I can do this anymore. I must have worked too hard yesterday, because the muscles in my arms aren’t functioning as I need them to. I can’t even hold them up in the air…

And that was a problem when one of the pirate girls—a girl with dark dreads and hairy armpits—wanted me to use my hands to pleasure her shaft. “Jerk it off,” she said as I tried to suck her. But I simply couldn’t hold my arms up for long enough to pump her.

She became frustrated. She growled. She pointed at her bunk. “Bend over it then,” she hissed. Without fighting, I did it. She came up behind me and, without warning, stuck a wet finger up into my asshole. I gasped—and nearly screamed. But in her mind, she was doing me a favour: preparing my hole for something much thicker and longer than a finger. I looked back and saw her spreading saliva around her throbbing cock.

Yes—she fucked me. She penetrated my asshole and pumped me for fifteen long minutes. I felt her rugged shaft sliding in, sliding out, sliding in, sliding out… I tried to hold it together. I stopped my eyes from watering. I bit down on my tongue and managed not to scream. She ejaculated with a loud groan. I felt her warm specimen gushing inside of me—and it didn’t come out when she pulled out. It didn’t come out for at least an hour, even after I sat on the toilet and tried to push it out. It just sloshed around in me, sticking to my insides, refusing to leave, insisting on reminding me that I had become like a sex-slave for a group of careless pirate girls.

And then word got around that I was offering more than just my mouth. After they fed me dinner, one of the girls pulled me into her cabin, and she didn’t waste any time before bending me over. “Your crack has dried cum on it,” she said, almost sounding disgusted, but apparently not disgusted enough to stop what she was doing. She penetrated me, using spit as lubricant. She pumped me hard against her bunk, and she filled me with her creamy pirate seed.

Now, I can barely move. I’ve really never been so sore in my life. I’m just praying that I wake up with some energy, and some strength back in my arms. I want to be able to do my job, so I can continue earning trust.

Oh, I almost forgot to mention: I found out where we are: The Kara sea, north of Russia. I overheard the girls discussing the plan. We’re headed for a port in Northern Japan. “We’re twelve days out,” Trish said to one of her partners. “The ice might make it fourteen days.”

So it would seem that I have two weeks to earn some trust, so that these girls will release me when we get to that port. A part of me is nervous that I’m doing too much for them. I’m worried that they won’t want to let me go, because I’m providing them with a service that they don’t want to lose.

DEC 23RD

Tomorrow is Christmas Eve. I’ve never been much of a Christmas person… but for some reason, I’m really missing it. The decorations the girls put up just aren’t putting me in the Christmas spirit.

I’m on my lunch break now. The girls told me to “take thirty minutes to rest”. That’s a hell of a lot more than they’ve ever given me before. Maybe they are starting to like me. Maybe I am earning some respect. Maybe I will be able to survive the next two weeks or so. I have to try…

LATER

I’m afraid to even write this journal entry. If the girls find this journal, I will be in a lot of trouble. And I won’t be the only one in trouble.

I was just finishing my lunch when I heard a noise in my ‘cabin’. Yes, I know it’s a storage room, but I’ve decided to call it a cabin. I got up to explore, fearing that I would find some diseased rat scurrying around the boxes that lined the dark reaches of that old creaking room.

I pulled a box aside, and then I heard a heavy scurrying: something much bigger than a rat. I thought about running and hiding, but I decided to forge ahead. I pulled another box aside, and then I saw the legs: a human, retreating into a gap in the boards in the floor. I rushed over and looked down into the hole, but it was dark. I could still see a foot, so I reached and grabbed it before it got away.

“Let go!” a whispering voice gasped. It was a male voice, and I really thought about releasing him. But I bit down on my tongue and pulled him out.

Now, I was looking at a pale, emaciated young man. He was staring back at me, mouth agape. “P—Please,” he said. “I’m on your side. Don’t hurt me. Don’t rat me out. Don’t tell them I’m here. Let me go, before they come back. Please! Let me go before they realize that I’m missing!”

“Missing?” I said, “Who the hell are you?”

“Please just let me go. I’ll explain later—tonight. I’ll come tonight and explain it to you. Right now, you’re going to have us both killed.”

I heard a noise: someone coming down the steps towards the storage room. So I decided to let the man go. He scurried into his hole like a rat, and I rushed out from behind those boxes. Now, Trish was stepping into the room. She eyed me curiously. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“I thought I heard rats,” I said.

She groaned. “I hate rats,” she said. “We have poison in the lower storage room. Go and find it and set up rat traps.”
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“O—Okay,” I said.

Later that night, long after the girls all went to bed, I heard a gentle rustling. I went to those boxes, carefully pushed one aside, and saw the loose floorboards being lifted up. Then, I saw the pale, emaciated man emerging from that hole.

He looked like a ghost, and the sight of him filled me with a terrible dread, but I remained silent. “Who are you?” I asked.

“My name is Johnathan,” he whispered. “I’ve been a captive here for a week.”

“I’m pretty sure I heard them with you,” I said. “I thought they killed you.”

“I believe they plan to,” he said. “But now, they have me burning coal in the furnace room, day and night. I—I’ve inhaled so much smoke; I’m sure that my lungs are permanently damaged.” He tried to muffle a cough into a clenched fist. He stared at me, looking almost angry for a moment. “They seem to trust you. There’s something that they like about you.”

“I intend to keep it that way,” I said.

“Just because they’re nice to you, doesn’t mean mean that they don’t plan on dispatching you before we reach port. They aren’t going to take the risk just because they think you’re nice.”

I wanted to reply, but I knew that he was right.

“I have a plan to get out of here,” he said. “I’ve been tracking their schedules. I made my whole livelihood betting on football games. I have a tremendous ability to track statistics in my head.” He tapped on his temple. “I know their schedules. I know when they switch out. I know which girls care less about checking in on me. Like, right now, Kenya is supposed to be on watch, but I know that she’s down on the deck having a nap; she does it every night. She’s supposed to be patrolling between the furnace room, the wheelhouse, and here.”

“How are you going to leave? Do you know how to navigate?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “Of course I do. I was the first-mate on a commercial fishing vessel. It’s literally just a matter of getting the boat in the water without them noticing—and having a good hour to get away before anyone notices us gone. But it’s going to be tricky. I’ve been into the wheelhouse; they have a military-style radar system—probably stolen from an old military vessel. It sounds an alarm if a ship is detected within a certain radius, and it can’t be disabled unless you have the key and know the password. So if we put that rowboat into the water, the alarm will sound once we’re about fifty yards away.”

I shook my head. “So what exactly is your plan?”

“Our plan,” he smiled.

I shook my head. “No way. I’m not risking my life for this. Right now, the girls seem to like me. I’m fairly sure Trish will let me go at the port.”

“You know that’s bullshit,” he said, waving me off. “They’re going to do us both in as soon as we’re a mile from port.
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My skin tingled. I wasn’t sure what to believe. I didn’t know this man, and I wasn’t sure that I could trust him.

“They alternate nights,” he said. “Kenya is on watch every third night. She’s on tonight, so that means she will be on watch again on December 26th. That’s when we go. I’ll wait until she comes by my room, and then I will come and get you. I found an old escape hatch that goes up to the deck, just under the rowboat. To get it in the water quietly, I’ll need you to help me lift it. Then, we have to row as hard as we possibly can for the next hour. It’s going to be gruelling.”

“But what about the alarm?” I asked.

He smiled. “I can’t disable the alarm, but I can confuse the radar. That’s where you come in—and we’re starting tonight.”

“With what?”

“Come,” he said, and then he crawled into that tight hole. I didn’t want to go down, but I wanted my freedom, and he was seemingly offering it to me. Though I really wasn’t sure that he had this whole thing thought out; even if he could navigate, he was still suggesting we row into arctic waters in the winter, north of Siberia. There probably wasn’t a village for a thousand miles! Where would we go?

I shimmied into the hole and was instantly overwhelmed with a terrible feeling of claustrophobia. I took a deep breath and did my best to squirm, feeling the wooden beams hugging my frame. A nail scraped my arm, and I nearly yelped, but I knew that I was underneath the girls’ cabins.

I caught up with Johnathan. Now, he was pushing on a board above him, revealing the cold, starry sky. “Quiet,” he whispered. “I can smell Kenya smoking.” Next, we were crawling across the deck, hiding behind stacked crates. Those crates were mostly empty, and some were filled with junk—just put there to make the boat appear to be a commercial vessel, so authoritative ships wouldn’t become suspicious of the girls’ activity.

“Here,” he whispered, and then he pointed to a large stack of pallets. “We’re going to toss one over.”

“Why?”

“Just trust me. We toss it, and then we have to rush back to our rooms. Okay? Pretend to be sleeping when they come to check on you. We will do this every night, until the 26th.”

“But they’ll catch on,” I said. “And tomorrow, a different girl will be on watch.”

“We will have to make it work,” he said. “Now help me lift it. I’m too weak to lift this myself.”

I don’t know why, but I did it. I helped him toss the pallet into the water, and then we both rushed back to our rooms, through his secret passageways. I was just getting into my blankets when I heard a distant alarm: the radar alarm letting the crew know that there was an object in the water. I heard the boots of pirates overhead.

I heard some shouting. “What is it?” called one girl.

“I see it. Something in the water. It ain’t no boat.”

“It’s a pallet. Nothing to worry about.”

A girl came in to check on me. I closed my eyes and remained still. She left after a few seconds. Then it was silent again.


CHAPTER 8
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DEC 24TH

It’s Christmas Eve—at least for the pirates. Not for me; they have me doing all the usual tasks. They even have me doing tasks that don’t need done. “Go an’ clean the toilet,” said one of the pirate girls to me, but the toilet was already perfectly clean. “Make it sparkle.”

So I scrubbed a clean toilet, and then I scrubbed clean floors. There wasn’t much ice on the deck, but they made me chip it away anyway. Then, when the sun was out, they lowered me into the water once again, to clean the hull of the ship. I looked up while I was in the water, and I saw that young teen pirate girl teasing the rope with a knife, and a grin on her face.
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She started laughing, as if it was funny. But I don’t think it was a joke; I think she was seriously considering it. I think she considered killing me—and I was fairly sure that she’d killed before.

She was watching me all day. Finally, around dinnertime, while I was eating in my cabin, she came in and said, “You think I’m ugly or somethin’?”

“What?” I said.

“You must think’m ugly, ‘cause you ain’t never tried it with me.” She scowled and glared into my eyes. “I’m eighteen y’know. I ain’t no lil’ kid.”

“O—Okay,” I said.

“You think I ain’t worth sleepin’ with? You don’t think I have any say on this ship? I coulda cut you loose today and nobody would have been mad about it. Maybe Trish woulda given me a look, but that’s it. I have power here, y’know.”

I stared at her, not quite sure what she was getting at, but I knew that I didn’t want to make her angry. Now, she was pouting. I thought for a moment before realizing: she was offended that I hadn’t tried to buy her with sex. “D—Do you want to… lay with me?”

“Is that you offerin’?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said softly.
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She blushed, and pressed her lips firmly together. Then, she came over, sauntering, looking a bit nervous. “Okay,” she said. “Then I’m going to take you… the way the others took you. So get ready.”

I nodded my head, and waited for her to command me… but she just stopped. She stared at me. “Do you want me on my knees?” I asked.

“O—Okay,” she said. She was tense all over, and I realized that she was probably ten-times more nervous than me. I went down to my knees. She took a deep breath in and looked around. I caught on that she wasn’t going to be forcing herself on me, so I went ahead and reached for her sash. I untied it and she began to tremble slightly as I pulled her baggy pants down, revealing her long slender legs, and a cute little bulge in her tight panties. Gently, I began to pull those panties down. She reached down with two hands to cover her cock. Now, her face was dark red. I looked up at her and saw how nervous she was.

She didn’t have to say it: she was a virgin. She’d never had sex before, and maybe she’d never even been kissed before. I got the sense that she was probably raised on this boat, and interaction with males was probably not very common—particularly with willing participants.

“We don’t have to do this, if you don’t want to,” she said suddenly, now looking more white than red.

“It’s fine,” I said. “I don’t mind.”

“You don’t mind—or you want to. Which one? It’s a big difference.”

I stared at her for a long moment. “I want to,” I lied… or was it a lie? I really did want to win her over; there were a few pirates on that ship that seemed to hate me, and she was one of them. I wanted to win as many of them over as possible. I didn’t have a ton of faith in Johnathan’s plan, and wasn’t even sure that he would make it to December 26th in his condition. He was so emaciated; how was he going to row for an hour?

I still liked my plan: winning them over and praying they would cut me loose in Japan. I could live in Japan; I couldn’t live in northern Siberia in the wintertime.

I took her hands and gently moved them away from her cock. She let out a soft whimper. Her cock twitched with a nervous excitement. Then, I leaned in and let her into my mouth. I sucked gently, bobbing my head slowly. She was tense, but starting to relax. Her breathing was heavy; I could hear it. She kept turning to look at the door. I just kept sucking.

She was getting hard. Her cock was a cute size. She was clean-shaven, which was unlike the other pirates. She smelled distinctly feminine—and clean, which was appreciated.

After a few minutes, she gently nestled her fingers into my scruffy blonde hair. “That feels nice,” she said. I looked up at her and smiled. I kept sucking. “That feels… really nice.” I gently played with her balls. I licked the length of her cock. I tried my best to make it a nice, memorable experience for her. I wanted her to hate the idea of throwing me off the ship.

I stood up and took her by the hips. “What are you doing?” she asked, turning dark red.
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I got her to lay on my blanket bed, and then I carefully sat down on her lap, letting her throbbing erection into my asshole. I slid down slowly, bending forward and trying not to clench. She let out a loud moan. “Oh my God,” she whimpered. “I—I’m inside of you.”

I nodded my head. I began to rise and fall. I felt her hardness inside of me. She wasn’t huge—but she was rock-hard. Every throb was like an intense twitching inside me. I groaned and she let out a soft, cute moan. I bounced faster, and faster. She reached out and gripped my cock. “I want you to cum on me,” she whispered. She began to jerk me, and it didn’t take much to make me hard.

“It’s so tight,” she cried. “It feels… It feels so good!”

I bounced harder. Finally, she mustered up some dominance and reached out to grab me, securing my hips with her hands. She began thrusting up into me, pushing her cute cock deep. I gasped. She was thrusting hard and fast now. Her face was dark red. She was letting out a loud cry. “I—I’m coming!” she said. “I’m fuckin’ coming!”
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And then I felt her gushing deep, blasting loads and loads of warm cum inside of me.

She smiled as she left the room. She was blushing all over. And when I saw her again later, she was perfectly polite, blushing again. She even asked me how my evening was going. I was more hopeful than ever that I was going to get off of this boat alive.

It was about 2:00 AM when a tapping woke me up. It was Johnathan, with a nervous look on his face. “Pallet time,” he said.

“I don’t think it’s a good idea,” I said. “I don’t want to be caught.”
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“We have to do it,” he said. “It’s our only way off the boat. I heard them talking about us today—they were talking about tying rocks to our ankles and dropping us in the sea. I don’t want to be dropped into the sea. Please—come and throw a pallet into the water with me.”

I bit my tongue. I folded, against my better judgement. I went with him and helped him toss a pallet into the water, and then we scurried back to our rooms. The whole thing was dangerous; we were nearly caught by the pirates, who sprung to action much faster tonight. “Another pallet!?” one of the girls called out. They came to check on me. Outside of my door, I heard them speculating. “It’s that part of the ocean, aye,” said one girl. “Ships going down here all the time. One must’ve gone down recently.”

It’s hard to fall asleep.
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I can’t turn my brain off. I’m not sure what to do, or who to believe. Were they really going to tie a weight to my ankle and drop me overboard? I don’t want to die. Maybe I do need to take Johnathan’s risk. Maybe I do need to join him on his suicide journey, in a rowboat off the coast of Siberia.


CHAPTER 9
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DEC 25TH

Merry Christmas. I woke up with a stomach full of dread, expecting another terrible day… but the girls had a strange amount of mercy today. They let me sleep in. After I finished chipping ice on the deck, they told me that I could go and hang out in the wheelhouse, which was heated. My own cabin wasn’t heated.

“What do you need me to clean?” I asked once in the wheelhouse.

“Nothin’. Just relax, and take in the sights of the coast,” said Trish, smiling and motioning out at the impressive Siberian mountains.

“Where are we?” I asked, acting naive.

She smiled. “Somewhere cold,” she said, apparently not wanting me to know where we were. And now, I was trying to decide if that was a red flag. Why would they not want me to know where we were?

They let me hang out, unsupervised. The ship’s captain came in a few times: an older woman, who didn’t seem to care that I was in her office space. This was the closest I’d ever been treated to being a crew-member, and not a slave.
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One of the girls shouted at me from the deck. “Aye! Blondie boy! Come’n have some brunch, will ya!” I went down and she led me into their little mess hall, and there was a plate for me there. Some of the girls eyed me cautiously. I was a bit nervous, thinking this was a trap. I ate the food, which was delicious.

They had me clean the dishes, which took over an hour, and then they let me have a break again. They let me sit in the little living quarters area, where five other pirate girls were hanging out. I listened to them talk, as if I wasn’t there. They told stories of their previous heists.

I listened to them talk, not sure if I should believe all of their tall tales. I heard stories of gun battles, explosions, and intense speedboat escapes. The girls compared scars, and then one of the girls took out a tattoo machine and started giving another girl a tattoo. She looked at me. “Want somethin’?”

“I’m just watching,” I said.

“I mean—want a tattoo?” she asked, holding up her gun. “How’s about a mermaid? I can put a sexy mermaid right on your arm.”

I blushed. “I don’t really have tattoos.”

“Let me give ya a mermaid. Consider if a Christmas present. Back when I lived on land, people would pay six, seven-hundred dollars for a tattoo from me.”

She really was good. I watched her freehand a perfect Japanese-style fish on the other girl’s arm. So I let her tattoo me. It only took her two hours to make a stunning, perfect mermaid. Then she winked at me and said, “If ya want to meet me in my cabin in an hour, you can give me my Christmas gift.”

I did it; I let her have her way with me. She spanked my ass hard while she thrusted into me. I knew how to relax my muscles, so it wouldn’t hurt. It actually… felt good.

Later, the young teen girl found me. She blushed and smiled, and I motioned towards her cabin, so we snuck in quietly. She was still quite shy. Finally, she told me her name. “They call me Zee here, but my real name is Zelda,” she said. After fucking me, she asked me to stay and hang out with her, so I did. Then, she let it slip that we were going to Japan. “Have you ever been to Japan? I’m really excited to see it. I’ve always wanted to go.”
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“No,” I said.

“Maybe you can take me out for sushi there,” she smiled.

My heart skipped a beat. Was that a promise? Was she telling me that she wasn’t going to have me killed? I decided to ask, in a joking tone, “So you aren’t going to toss me off the boat then?”

She smiled for a moment, and then the smile vanished. She was silent, and I wasn’t sure what that meant; it almost seemed like she was awkwardly realizing that the girls were, indeed, going to throw me overboard.

“If you guys let me go, you know that I won’t squeal on you… right? I mean—I hid on your ship because I was running from being caught myself. If I ratted you guys out, I would just be admitting my own guilt.”

She blinked a few times. “Well, that stuff really isn’t up to me.”

“I thought you had just as much sway as anyone else on this ship,” I said casually.

She narrowed her gaze. “I do,” she growled. “But there are fifteen of them and one of me, okay? I can’t make up their minds.”

I nodded my head slowly, noticing the redness in her face. She was getting angry, and I didn’t want to push her anymore. So I just smiled and changed the subject. “What else would you want to see in Japan?”

I had to wash the dinner dishes, and I had to clean some laundry. Otherwise, my day was spent resting. The girls were mostly polite to me. I hardly got any dirty looks. I felt better about my plan of trying to win the girls over in the next ten days or so—but Johnathan’s plan was still heavy in my mind. I still wondered if escaping was the right course of action.

That night, Johnathan came to me again, looking frailer and weaker than ever, as if they weren’t feeding him at all. He coughed and motioned for me to follow him.

It was the same plan: to toss a pallet overboard. But once we reached the stack of old pallets, he was unable to budge them. I had to use my own strength to get a pallet down. I stopped before tossing it into the water. “If you can’t pull this down, how are you going to row?” I asked.

“We can worry about that tomorrow,” he said. “Right now, we just need to get off of this boat, okay?”

I rested the pallet down and shook my head. “You’re in no condition to be doing this,” I said. “And I’m not going to do all the rowing to get out of radar range. They like me. I’m pretty sure they’ll spare me if I stay.”

He laughed and then shook his head. “You’re delusional.” He sat down suddenly, overwhelmed by a weakness, as if standing was too hard for him.
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“How are you going to survive Siberia? We might be stuck outside for a month. What’s your plan?”

“We can figure that out later,” he snapped.

“No,” I said. “I want answers now. This is my life that you’re gambling with. Look—I don’t want you to die, but I’m not going to kill myself so that you have a chance. I have my own plan to get off of this boat, and it doesn’t involve rowing a dingy out into frozen Siberia.”

“Throw the pallet in the water,” he said.

“No.”

“Do it—for me. “I’ll go alone. I don’t care. Just… Throw the pallet in the water, and then tomorrow, help me throw the boat in the water. I have some food stashed away. I’m going to eat as much as possible between now and tomorrow night. I’ll have energy, okay? I’ll have enough energy to get to a town. Once we’re out of radar range, we won’t have to do much; the tide will bring us to shore. We’re not even far away. And there are towns every couple hundred miles; we’ll definitely find one within a couple of days.”

I couldn’t tell if he was persuading me or turning me off of his crazy plan. I had a lot to think about, and not much time to think about it.

With a grunt, I lifted the pallet, marched it to the edge, and tossed it off.
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“Let’s go,” I said, and we hurried back to the hatch, which took us back down into the walls of the ship. I was back before it was too late—but again, it was a close call.


CHAPTER 10
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DEC 26TH

Today is escape day—at least for Johnathan. It’s lunchtime now, and I still haven’t decided what I’m going to do. The girls have all been well-behaved so far this morning. Nobody has shouted at me. Nobody has looked at me as if I’m walking cancer.

They refer to me by name—no longer calling me ‘boy’, or ‘blondie’, or the many slurs that they used to refer to me as.

Their tasks weren’t as cruel. They gave me access to proper equipment, so I wasn’t scrubbing floors with old toothbrushes. Trish would smile at me when she saw me. Zelda would blush all over whenever I was in the same room as her.

Zelda had made the biggest turnaround; she was so mean to me before—and now she was like a happy little puppy dog when I was with her.

Trish politely asked me for a blowjob.

Zelda didn’t have to ask for sex; I showed up at her cabin when she was coming out of the shower, and she blushed all over and pulled me in, and locked the door.
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She had me bounce on her lap for ten blissful minutes, and then she pulled me down and we locked lips. We kissed for fifteen minutes. Her tongue explored my mouth, and my tongue explored hers.

“Let’s do that again tomorrow,” she said with rosy cheeks.

I smiled. But really, I have no idea if I will see her again tomorrow; there is a real chance that I will be on the Siberian coast somewhere tomorrow.

Because as I was eating lunch moments ago, I heard some girls talking about being ahead of schedule. “We’ll have to dispatch the prisoners sooner rather than later.”

“Ugh,” said her friend. “That means I have to scrub the decks, doesn’t it.”

“Just for a couple of days. I’m sure we’ll find someone else.”
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Seeing as I’ve been the one scrubbing the decks—I’m pretty sure I’m the one they’re talking about dispatching. I don’t want to be dispatched. Maybe Johnathan’s plan is the best plan—even if it is crazy.

DEC 28TH

I haven’t been able to write in my journal for a few days, so this will be a long entry. I have much to cover, and some of the details may sound a bit unbelievable, but I assure you that it’s all true.

It was late when Johnathan came to my room. He looked smaller and weaker than ever. He was trembling, looking like his legs weren’t strong enough to hold him up. It was clear that they weren’t feeding him more than crumbs. They were treating him like a true slave hostage—and seeing him made me realize that these people weren’t capable of kindness—not genuine kindness. Sure, they’d been faking it with me, to get me to provide sexual favours and work for them—but it was fake. If they were able to starve a man to death, they would have no issues throwing me overboard.

So I nodded my head and went with Johnathan, even though it seemed like a long shot. We crawled through the ship. We got to the dock, and then Johnathan began coughing up blood. I froze. “Are—Are you okay?”

He nodded his head slowly, but it was obvious that he was no more than a day or two away from death. Finding a village was his only hope. He was truly going to die if I couldn’t bring him to safety somehow. It was clear, also, that he’d lied about his food stash; that was just him trying to convince me to join him.

“So here’s the plan,” he said weakly. We’re going to throw five pallets over, and then the rowboat. We have to do it fast. When the alarm goes off, they’re going to come out with their searchlight, find the first couple of pallets, and then they won’t bother searching further to find us—because they’ll assume that our blip on the radar is just another pallet. We just have to make sure that we’re far enough ahead.”

I groaned. I looked at the heavy pallets, dreading having to throw five of them over, and then a heavy rowboat on top of it.

Then, Johnathan smiled. “We can do this.”

“Where’s Kenya?” I whispered.

“She’s probably masturbating,” he said. “She’s constantly masturbating in the bathroom downstairs. She’s a sex addict.”

I shook my head. “Okay. Well…” I took a deep breath. This was my last chance to make a decision: stay on the boat and take my chances, or take my chances in the Siberian wilderness. The coast wasn’t far; I could see the blackened silhouette of the Siberian mountains in the distance. But I couldn’t see any lights. “I don’t know about this.”
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“It’s this, or die,” he said, coughing.

I took one last deep breath. “Fine,” I said. Wasting no more time, I went to the pallets. I threw the first into the water, then rushed to the next. I mustered up impressive strength that I didn’t even know that I had, tossing them all into the water, and then we hurried to the rowboat. There, we were stopped by a figure standing in the darkness. We both froze, and she stared at us, with a gun in her hand. “You’re escaping?” she said—and I knew her voice; it was the voice of Zelda.

“Please,” I said. “Johnathan is going to die if he doesn’t get medical help. We don’t care if you guys go on; we’re not going to the police; I just want to get him to a doctor.”

“They’ll kill you,” she whispered.

“It’s a risk we have to take,” I said.

“I was going to vouch for you,” she said, looking into my eyes. “I was going to tell them not to kill you.”

I hesitated. “I really appreciate that… more than you realize. But… if I don’t do this, he dies.”

She eyed him, and then she looked back at me. “If I don’t kill you now, they will kill me.”
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I just stood still, bracing for the worst. I could see the pallets floating away from the ship, nearing that fifty-yard distance that would trigger the radar alarm. We were losing our window. I thought about rushing Zelda, overpowering her, disarming her… but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I decided to trust in her compassion, which seemed like the biggest gamble of all.

She groaned. “Grab one end,” she whispered. Then, she helped me get the ship into the water. My heart was racing. She was really going to help us leave!

We pushed the boat into the water, and it hardly made any noise. Then, I walked up to Zelda as Johnathan carefully lowered himself onto the rowboat. I kissed her on the lips. “I appreciate you more than you’ll ever know.”

“You’ll have lots of time to prove it,” she said, pushing me back, making me fall into the rowboat. Then, she jumped into the boat with us. “Well? Start rowing, ya idiots. Alarm’ll sound in about two minutes!”

We all grabbed oars and started rowing as hard as we could. Zelda had figured out our plan without us having to explain it. She understood the pallets, trying to trick the radar. She understood the radar alarm, and she even made a comment about how clever we were to wait for Kenya to be on watch.

We were within earshot when the alarm went off. “Row faster, damnit!” Zelda roared. We all rowed as hard as we possibly could, passing all of the pallets. We kept rowing. The ship was getting smaller and smaller… and then suddenly, it was moving towards us: a huge black mass moving through the dark waters. They turned on a search light, which began to move towards us.
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“Damnit,” Zelda said, rowing hard.

But the search light landed on a pallet, and then another, and then another. It was about twenty yards from spotting us… but it never found us. They saw the pallets and decided not to worry.

We kept rowing, not taking any chances. We watched as the pirate ship became smaller and smaller and smaller, until we couldn’t see it anymore. Then, a few minutes later, the hull of the rowboat was scraping the ocean floor: we were on land!

“Come on now. Don’t slack. When they notice ya missing from your rooms, they’ll come looking. Let’s pull the boat out of sight. Might have to spend the night in the forest. Pick yourselves up.”

But after we pulled the rowboat into the forest, Johnathan collapsed. He wheezed, and we couldn’t pull him back to his feet. “Come on, man,” I said. “Get up!”

He wouldn’t get up. His body was lifeless… because he was dead. “No!” I shouted.

“I’m sorry,” Zelda said. “But we have to move. Let’s make sure he didn’t die for nothin’.” She grabbed my wrist and pulled me, and we started running. I hated to leave Johnathan behind; he was the one who made this happen. And I found out from Zelda a few minutes later that my demise was very probable on that ship. “Why were you up?” I asked her.

“I couldn’t sleep. I was pacing,” she said. “Trish told me that we were gonna toss ya over in the morning, and… you were my first kiss.”
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I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:

THE PUNISHMENT

FORCED

TWINS

LORI’S LAST FUCK

THE GIRL TWIN (A Full-Length Novel)

TRANS CAM WHORE

GETTING READY FOR PROM

DUBIOUS CONSENT

PETRA’S FRISKY PHOTOSHOOT

JILLIAN’S 14 INCHES

THREE WISHES

HIS BIGGEST FAN

TRUTH OR DARE

ONLY GIRLS GET A RIDE

WEREWOMAN

ROOMMATE DARES

GETTING THE JOB

MASSEUSE

HIS NEW GIRLFRIEND

CHEER FOR THE TEAM

SWAPPED BY A GENIE

SHAMELESS SHEMALE

GENDER SWAP ON TOP

ABDUCTION DREAMS

NEW GIRL IN TOWN

THE OPERATION

And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

And yes, Nikki is a trans girl; she began transitioning in her early teens.
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