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RELUCTANT PRESS

ALL AT SEA
CELEBRATIONS

by Philippa Peters

Continuing of Another Fine Witch and A Plague Of Men.

Dowd shook my long, swishing dress as | just
stared, wild-eyed, beyond him at the still, fallen body
of my lover, my husband, and my friend. I didn’t want
more missiles to strike Robady as he lay there,
unmoving and unresponsive to all to that was going
on.

“Doesn’t matter who it is,” Dowd was yelling at me,
my emotions overwhelmed by seeing Robady fall and
the blood spurt. “Ours or theirs! We've got to get that
fire out!”

But my husband, I wanted to scream, dreams of
Robady kissing me as I had so desperately wanted
him to do. Oh yes, I knew I was drugged then as he
made love to me, telling me all the time [ was his wife.
Oh, I believed him! I was his wife and I loved him as
he told me that I did. I loved what he was doing to me
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and how womanly he made me feel as he kissed me
as he penetrated my pretty tush. He’d told me how
much I loved him doing that and I did.

And now he was just lieing there on the deck, the
man who I knew loved me so much, my husband. Oh,
[ wasn’t a wife any more! | was a widow! I realized in
horror as my dress swirled about me. Dowd tried to
break me away from the controlling ‘dream’ that Rob,
soaking us both in lovebane, had kept me in, even as
the fighting had begun. I had to save him. I had to
save my husband.

[ screamed like a little girl, I know, the throat
clasper changing my voice so that I knew I would
sound like my little niece, a really flighty, little girl.

Dowd had some kind of shield that wouldn’t have
stopped a harquebuss shell but he held it in front of
me, anyway, holding the squealing girl, me, from
dashing out into the husband to use my witch’s skills
on my darling Rob. His shield would stop an arrow or
a blade, I supposed numbly, as I let him hold me as

we moved backward, away from my darling hus-
band’s body.

The other great ship was two ship’s lengths away
from us by then, the glow of its fires, Ooo, I'd made
that happen with the potion I'd concocted for Rob’s
harquebuss shells. The front of Silvery Seas was
completely covered in smoke. I moved in the direction
Dowd indicated, teetering on my high heels, in my
lon§ dress, swaying like the shocked men who were
still standing.

Ooo0, sense was returning to me. Oh, gosh, what
was [ doing in a dress, me, Arrat, and grieving as a
wife! I wasn’t a witch! I couldn’t be as it was all these
men using potions and powders on me. They should-
n’t be able to do that, I thought as reason finally re-
turned to me. 1 wasn’t a woman! That was all what
Robady was doing to me with whatever potions he’d
brought aboard with him from Silvery Seas. In our
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bed, they were so powerful in controlling me that I’'d
do anything he wanted me to, including, the thought
shookbthrough me, be his loving seawife as he said |
must be.

“Control them!” shouted Dowd. “Make them obey
you! Witches can do that!”

[ didn’t know how, as I hadn’t really known how to
make fire burst from the shells I’d covered in terogal.
It had just seemed right in answer to Robady’s an-
guished call for something to stop our ship, Zephyr of
Serenity, from being overcome.

A man staggered blindly into us. I recognized
Maresey, who had been third mate on Sword before
being made a captive, like me. No, not like me. He
hadn’t been made into a cabin boy, dressed and as-
saulted as a woman at a revel, nor had he been then
called a witch and dumped on this ‘plague’ ship and
told to cure it. His eyes were vacant as he moved as if
in a dream, brownish powder spilling off his whites.
He had no weapon as far as I could see.

“Control him!” Dowd yelled again.
“Rob!” I whimpered.

“They’re pulling away!” Dowd was hoarse with yell-
ing at me. He jerked me savagely. I put out my hand
to stop Maresey crashing into me. Almost immedi-
ately, I felt something I’d never felt before. It was al-
most as if [ was touching a mind. [ wished him to fol-
low me and Maresey did as I requested him.

“I have to touch them,” I gasped at Dowd. He and
Sleck, as masked as Dowd was against my poman-
ders, began to grab men walking in dreams, bringing
them to me. It was easy to get them to follow me, but
harder to get them to actually work the water hoists
and put out the fires. It was desperately slow and la-
borious as I didn’t know the routines of Zephyr’s fire
fighting, either.
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My head was aching. I felt as if it was going to ex-
plode when Sleck turned to me, pulled me to him,
and hugged and kissed me. Oh yes, he thinks I'm a
woman!

“It’s out!” I think Sleck yelled at me as he pulled his
mask back. I stared at him, wide-eyed, the fessare
and controller potions having little effect on me with
the antidotes I'd consumed while below with Rob.
But the antidotes hadn’t changed the way I felt about
Rob, my ‘husband’, when I was close to him, under
his control, the effect of whatever was on his skin and
in my bathwater, which I knew couldn’t be true.

“Time for that later!” growled Dowd, stopping Sleck
kissing me. Dowd pulled me away from his sec-
ond-in-command. “Get these men bedded down, my
I%dy! Take them below decks where we can control
them.”

Some of the cutter’s men were mixed in with the
men from Silvery Seas. 1 had Dowd separate them
and showed him the antidotes from my wrist purse
that they must have to awaken.

“Good girl!” smiled Dowd, putting his arm about
me. “l was wondering how lon§ the potions would
last!” Dowd hugged me himself, giving me a hasty
kiss that chilled me through and through. He looked
down at me grimly, his face shadowed. The sky was
darkening as the terminator passed over us.

“Use merenthe,” I gasped at him, fatigue as I'd
never felt it before sweeping over me. “Keep everyone
asleep until I can ...”

The deck rose up to meet me and thankfully my
lovely dress and soft hair. I felt Dowd’s arms cushion
me as blackness, total and dreamless, turned the
world into oblivion.
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[ awoke, feeling Rob beside me. I turned to him, my
eyes still closed and kissed him. I snuggled into him
and made love to him. He was my husband and I his
adoring wife. So he told me and I obeyed, knowing it
was just the drug he was using to control me, his
wife. I kissed and kissed him, pushed my legs about
him, and lifted my long nightie, guiding him into me.
He seemed a little reluctant but then warmed to the
task. I was a woman beneath my man, his wife, draw-
ing in all the lovebane I could and gloriously enjoying
being made love to by a hard-bodied man before I re-
laxed after enticing him into filling me twice.

[ drifted for a while before I leaned over again and
kissed the warm man beside me. A calloused hand,
that wasn’t Rob’s at all, caressed me. I struggled to
open my eyes for the first time, WiShil’l% then I hadn’t,
as it was Dowd inside me, kissing me hungrily, mak-
ing the most horrible of feelings run through me.

“Rob!” 1 screamed, sitting up. How had I ever been
able to dress myselfin this frilly, sleeveless, frontless,
almost-nightdress, that Dowd pawed at? He pulled
me down to kiss me as [ sensed my fragrance on him,
gnfhis face and bare chest, as if I'd kissed him, a lot,

efore.

[ pushed at him. “Robady!” I gasped. “I must get to
him. I must save him!”

“Too late, my love,” said the man beside me, hold-
ing me, his fingers doing a walk, as if he thought that
would amuse me, down my soft, womanish body. “He
was dead when we got to him two days ago!”

“T-Two days!” I screamed, managing to free myself

from his hold, in the grief and terror I felt. “I just
fainted ...!”
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“You've been out cold for two and a half days,”
snorted Dowd, sitting up beside me. “Doing all those
potions and controlling spells tired you, my lovely
witch. Now, we need you, Lady Arrathee, we really do.
We’re fast running out of merenthe and Captain
Brisard demands to council with us.”

Star of the mist, my perfume, rose up about me as
if I'd been doused in it. “How? ... Who?” I asked in a
shudder as I felt long hair at my neck. It was braided
with ribbons attached that sent shivers through me
as I moved.

“l told Rosee the truth about Lady Arrathee,”
growled Dowd, his caresses slowing. “She bathed
you, changed your hair ribbons, panties and girlie
things. I helped since you called me your husband as
you offered yourself so sweetly to me.”

The leer on his face made me feel sick. “I must see
Rob’s body,” I said, grief for the friend who’d made me
treat him as a woman, overcoming me. Revulsion for
Dowd also surged through me, after what he’d done,
the same as Rob did to me, pretending to be my hus-
band and making love to me. Yes, by the tone he
used, Dowd knew I wasn’t a woman at all. Well, of
course, he knew it for sure, now.

“You wouldn’t have wanted to see Robady’s body,”
said Dowd gruffly. “He was really torn apart by those
arbalests. Hit over twenty times, several in his face.
We had to cut him loose from the deck. He went over
the side to Haruva’s ocean goddesses, my lady,
Buthan as well.

“We’re really short of active bodies on deck; so we
need you, Lady Arrathee.”

Ugh, I shuddered and tried to stop Dowd stroking
my thighs and panties, hugging me as if [ was a girl.
“If it wasn’t for Rosee and the cabbies she’s got to
help her, we’d have been attacked again. Her girlie
friends strut around the decks and check lines as if
they know what they’re doing. At least, it amuses the
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few men who can really get up on deck and wave
harquebusses or swords at Silvery Seas.”

“I need to dress,” I said slowly to him, tingling with
fright. Oh, I was going to have to dress as a woman
again, even though this mutineer, this pirate, who’d
used me as his wife, knew I was a man like him.

“Don’t let me stop you,” said the grinning ‘captain’
of Zephyr of Serenity. Oh yes, like all the men on a
great ship, he knew what cabin boys were for. We
were substitutes for real woman on the long voyages
these ships took. We were called by girls’ names and
caressed and treated like girls, even in bed.

[ felt foolish as I stood, wobbling. My nightdress
swirled all about me as I headed to the closet where
my dresses were hung. I had to find panties and un-
dies. I never expected that Dowd would slide over the
bed and catch me from behind and caress my tush as
[ shrieked and wriggled to get free.

Rosee came bursting into the room. “Let her go!”
she yelled at the captain of her ship. Then, she must
have realized who she was yelling at. “Sir,” she added
in her nervous, girlish shriek. Yes, we cabbies not
only called ourselves ‘%irls’ but we also responded to
girlish pronouns which we used all the time for one
another.

“My, my,” sneered Dowd, letting me go so that I
could scamper girlishly to my closet. “Don’t we girls
stick together now!”

“My Lady,” said Rosee, swishing in a long, dark
green gown, over to me. “Are you all right, my lady?
Do you know what’s happened?”

“She knows her lover boy’s dead,” said Dowd, his

words stinging like drops of acid as he spoke. “She
knows she has a real man in her bed from now on.”
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“No,” I said weakly. Rosee heard me and looked at
me anxiously but didn’t say anything to Dowd who
was pulling on his captain’s trousers and boots.

“My lady needs nourishment,” Rosee said anx-
iously. “Could you order the cooks, Captain Dowd?
They complain, every time I go near them, that I'm
just asking privileges for myself.”

“I'll go and kick some ...” began Dowd.

“They’re not lazy, Ermas,” my maid said to the cap-
tain, reminding me that she, a cabin boy as I’d been,
had also been Dowd’s lover before me. She was wel-
come to him, I thought wildly, wondering if I could ar-
range that. “They’re just tired, recovering from the
cure as we all are.”

[ hadn’t realized that Seafarers had more than one
name. Baracts did, like Lady Sherrene Perisord, but
all of us knew her as Lady Sherrene and rarely used
the other part. Oh, what had Panella called
Undercaptain Peveret? Pev? And now Dowd was
Ermas. We were called the Metherds, my family, after
the large holding my father had inherited.

Arrat Metherd, that was me, 1 thought with a
shudder, as my girlish-looking, highly fragrant,
heavily madeup maid helped me out of my nightie,
into a woman’s bra and false breasts, panties and
pads, before dusting me with the fragrant perfume,
stars of the mist, that I thought of as ‘mine’. Such a
silly thing, I thought, my skin breaking out in goose
bumps as I thought how much like a woman I’d be-
come. Rosee tightened my padded bra and whispered
that she’d attended to me, bathing me just a quarter
shift before I'd awakened.

Dowd left as I wept at the thought of Rob and his
body lieing out on the deck. I should have gone to his
body. I could have saved him! Tears came as if [ really
was a woman. Rosee was so nice about it, not telling
me to take his death in stride, to take such news like
a man. She hugged me as if we were both women.
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She sounded like one, obviously using the cordial I’'d
given her.

[t seemed so natural for me now to have Rosee put
a short underdress on me and do my hair for me,
brushing it into feminine waves before she re-at-
tached the long fall to the back of my head.

“Tdon’t think we’ll need this for long, my lady,” said
Rosee as I sat in front of a mirror and shakily tried to
apply woman’s paint, as she had to herself, to my
eyes. She turned me and wiped my eyes. “You mourn
Robady?” she asked me huskily, as she re-made my
eyes, vividly and femininely like hers.

“He was my friend as well as ...” [ hesitated, unable
to say the words on the tip of my tongue.

“Your husband,” said Rosee without a blush at all.
“That’s why I've laid out the black dress for you, my
lady. Now you’re a widow.”

[ had to blush at that. “Rosee, the captain said that
he’d told you all about me! And you bathed me!” 1
whispered, wondering if I’'d been dosed with throat
clasper as my voice was so girlish, like hers.

“Yes, my lady,” said Rosee, staring into my face as
she applied lip gloss to me, continuing with my jewel-
lery that I was so used to wearing. The perfume made
me feel weird as it enchanted me, Rob must have
contaminated it so that it would, as much as it did on
another woman. No, [ can’t say that. [ was not a
woman to be able to say, “Another woman”.

“You know ...” I began as Rosee said nothing more.

“You are Lady Arrathee,” said my maid, lifting her
pointed, little chin. She looked me right in the eyes,
hers so girlish, her lashes curled and dark and thick,
little veils in front of her blue, Seafarer eyes. “If 1
know your personal secrets, my lady, well, I'm sup-
posed to. I'm your maid. You can rely on me to help
you conceal any blemishes from grasping menfolk.
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Men can be such brutes when they find one of us
girls has a tiny blemish, can’t they?”

[ stared at Rosee in my mirror. She stared back de-
fiantly at me, her hair in a loose, golden braid down
her back. She clearly had false breasts like me be-
neath her dress. She padded me a little more before
she tightened my bra for me and then scented my
chest again.

“Not all men will respect you as they should, as a
widow,” said Rosee, putting black ribbons in my hair
and about my neck. The dangling earrings she in-
serted into the holes Gennee had made some time
ago. I also had black glittering pearls in a string down
the softened, lotioned skin of my neck.

“I, T had to share my cordial with the other girls on
the ship, my lady,” said Rosee, her voice husky,
somewhere between what it was under the influence
of the throat clasper and the boyish voice she’d had
when [ had first talked to her. “Do you think that ...?”

“If I can get into Dasell’s workroom and Dowd
doesn’t command me to make a hundred new and old
potions, I’ll make more of the cordial,” I said to her. It
was an easy promise to make as | knew we had the
active agents necessary.

Dowd was standing in a hatchway arguing over
something with Sleck, whom he called his second,
but not the undercaptain of the great ship so far as
I’'d heard. Sleck’s mouth dropped open when he saw
me prancing, [ had to in the shoes Rosee put on me,
along the deck. The ruffled, black dress Rosee in-
sisted [ wear as a girl was padded around the hips
and bustline. The way that Sleck looked me over
made me flush and die inside as I could almost hear
what he was thinking. I'd thought it of me when I’'d
looked at myself in the mirror. I felt sick as [ saw the
sharp glance he gave Dowd as if to call him a lucky
man or something.
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“My lady,” said Sleck formally, bowing and taking
my gloved hand. Rosee had insisted that I wear a
woman'’s gloves, and a hat, of all things, that she’d
curled my hair around. Then she’d put a half-veil, a
mourning veil, that I'd seen women wearing before,
over my face and hair. I’'d no idea where she’d got it
from.

“Oh, there’s all kinds of places, my lady, to find ev-
erything one needs on this ship,” Rosee said as I que-
ried her nervously about what she was doing to me. I
had to look at myself and was flummoxed at the
shapeliness I'd acquired and the vividness of my face
paint. I felt really uncomfortable in my dress as I
looked at the dark, beautiful woman I’'d become.

[ have to stop doing this, I swore to myself, as the
heavy, dark petticoats swayed and swished about me
noisily as I clicked along the deck towards Dowd and
Sleck. Rob’s words about me being his woman for
years could come true, I sensed in terror, at Sleck’s
look and greeting. I had to curtsey to him as if [ was
really a woman and that made goose bumps appear
all over my skin, [ was certain. And yet I did it grace-
fully and femininely, Rosee beaming in delight at me.
[ wanted to snarl at her for making me so pretty that
men wanted me to act even more girlishly towards
them than I normally did.

“Silvery Seas is coming in on a collision course,”
said Dowd testily. “We’ll have need of more of those
magical shells of yours, Lady Arrathee.”

“I, I don’t have any with me ...” [ said and Dowd cut
me off furiously.

“You had several left in your hand!” Dowd roared
at me. “I saw them!”

“l had them when I passed out,” I said to him as
reasonably as I could. “But I don’t have them now.
Perhaps in the pockets of the dress | was wearing if
they haven’t been exposed to salt water ...?”
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Rosee’s face was a picture of concern. “I didn’t
know, my lady!” she gasped.

Dowd lunged at her but Rosee danced away from
him, moving so easily in the lovely, high-heeled slip-
pers she wore as if she was going to a ball. “Go to your
laundress friends and check!” Dowd snarled at her.

[ shouldn’t have allowed that as I knew exactly
where the shells were that I'd once been holding. I'd
put them in the wrist purse with my lip gloss and per-
fume. They were still there. I'd checked after I'd
dressed. Now, 1 had a new, black purse, dangling
from my wrist.

“Put out the parley flag?” asked Sleck, not using
markers of rank and respect to the ‘captain’, I noted.
Yes, this was a gang of mutineers, [ was sure, taking
advantage of the ‘plague’ that had afflicted Zephyr of
Serenity. I couldn’t let them shoot any more crew, not
with enhanced shells that I'd made, not killing my
former shipmates.

Thinking of that made me wonder about my loyal-
ties. How could I be loyal to people like the captain or
undercaptain of Silvery Seas who’d forced Rob and
me to face death on this ‘plague’ ship, a death Rob
had found? I teared up, wanting to dab my eyes with
a flimsy, lace 11[{)&1d that ladies used. Oh yes, [ thought
miserably, taking in a deep breath and seeing my
chest rise in such womanly fashion in front of me, I
really was a woman, a widow, wasn’t 1?

“l don’t want another hail of shells shredding the
sails any further,” grunted Dowd, referring to actions
I hadn’ seen. There must have been further sniping
while I was in a womanly swoon, my maid changing
my nightie, panties and bra, each dawn and dusk,
she’d said,

“The Clan Elder isn’t going to let us head to
Bridgewater,” said Sleck dourly, as I’'d expected him
to talk from the start. “They’ll want us to land in
Cunya, if we can get there before scurvy breaks out.”
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“Weve got a witch to see us through that,” said
Dowd with a leer at me.

“l can’t change sand into gold,” I had to say, refer-
ring to famous stories of alchemists who always
wanted to do that and were always doomed to failure.

“I bet you could, my lady,” said Rosee with one of
her giggles that was spoiled a little by the rasp of her
voice. | had to make her more of the throat clasper.
She must be sharing it with lots of other cabbies to be
running out so soon after I’d given it to her.

[ tossed my hair as Rosee had had me practice, she
laughing at me as she did it so much better and more
haughtily than I could. I’d teased her that she could
do that because she was a real woman.

“If only I was,” Rosee had said, smiling at me coyly
so that [ knew what she was going to ask me. “Could
fou, my lady, if it’s possible, make me more comely,

ike you are, more woman-like?”

“You've seen me, Rosee,” 1 told her with a shivery
smile. I'd heard about Lady Sherrene, and how she
was supposed to be able to turn men into women.
But that fable was only from Robady. There was just
so much that I didn’t know that I'd never been al-
lowed to talk about in my household.

Rob, with his aristocratic background, knew so
much more. If we hadn’t spent so much time mauling
one another in lovemaking, oh, how I shuddered
thinking about that, we could have just talked. I
could have learned some things about witches that
no-one would ever talk about at home. It was a for-
bidden subject, given my ability with potions.

“You know that I'm not really woman-like at all,”
I'd said to Rosee.

“Oh, but you are, my lady!” said Rosee. “Your face,

your skin, your mouth and your nose, you've altered
them in some way, haven’t you?” I had to stare at her
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in surprise as there was nothing about me, or my
face that wasn’t the same as when I'd been Arrat
Metherd.

“And the way you move in your dresses, my lady,”
Rosee had gone on hurriedly. “All the girls below
decks sigh when they watch you, you know! They all
put your grace down to being a real woman, but now I
know you must be charming yourself. You are, aren’t
you, my lady? Oh, could you do that to me as well, my
lady? I would so love to have the seamen looking at
me the way they look at you.”

“They’ve hardly seen me,” I'd said, blushing and
feeling warm all over at what she was saying. | wasn’t
charming myself at all. If anyone was, it was Rob,
charming me with lovebane. Could it have all the ef-
fects on a boy that Rosee was claiming? No, it must
all be the voice. The throat cordial made me sound so
female that it was no wonder the men of Zephyr
thought I was one.

“The crew all know exactly how many times you
were in the sleeping halls, my lady,” Rosee had said
to me, seriously. “Some of the riggers who got into the
fight said they only did it to watch you, protect you,
my lady, and die happy! They really did!”

“I need to see how the men are recovering,” I said
with a quiver to Dowd, leering as my maid said such
nice things about me.

“Frig the men,” Dowd snarled. “We need to keep
this ship alive. Get into Dasell’s workroom, Lady
Arrathee, and make more cartridges, stronger ones,
to fire from all the harquebusses we have!”

“l can’t make something from nothing,” I tried to
tell him again but Dowd still wasn’t listening. He
seemed to think I could do whatever Lady Sherrene
had done but I couldn’t. She’s the greatest witch
who’s ever lived, said my father, as did Dolora rever-
ently to Polwer and my stepmother, who’d added that
it was true.

Page - 15



ALL AT SEA CELEBRATIONS BY PHILIPPA PETERS

[ wished I could’ve made a potion that would’ve en-
abled me to know when people were telling me truth
or not. But I don’t think anything like that really ex-
ists save in the legends or fairy stories told in every
‘Foreshore’ village.

Someone was yelling from the deck. Dowd and
Sleck raced off, leaving me to go and resume work, I
supposed. A cook with a covered tray came bounding
up the steps from a lower deck.

“My Lady Arrathee,” Glossen, the smiling cook,
said to me. “I hope you're feeling hungry, my lady, as
[ made a breakfast for two.”

I thanked him ‘prettily’, as Rosee had showed me
to do. Glossen led me to ‘my’ workroom and set up a
table for me. Before he left me, he joked that there
were deadly poisons all around him, he could smell
them in the air. My widow’s dress didn’t seem to be
making much impression on crewmen like Sleck and
Glossen.

[ mentioned Rob when I'd thought to pump
Glossen on what was happening on the ship. He’d
scurried off as if the sea hag was behind him. I didn’t
know, since I hadn’t been able to ask him, how what
was left of the crew was recovering or even if they ac-
tually were.

[ started a small kettle to prepare more of the cor-
dial I'd promised Rosee. I started several kettles and
stills for the common potions I was sure to need just
for cleanliness, thinking about what else Rosee
wanted, me to make her more of a woman. I found it
so hard to move in my dress, bra and panties as I
thought about such strange ideas.

The late Dasell had many dried herbs, herbal solu-
tions, and many containers of active agents that I
couldn’t name. I tried to envision what I could do with
them.
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While | was contemplating what was in front of me,
Merren, one of Dowd’s men from the cutter, arrived,
out-of-breath after running from the deck down to
Dasell’s workroom.

“Silvery Seas,” Merren gasped. “They’re on us! The
'77

captain’s been hit!

“Dowd?” I asked him, thinking that really the only
captain appointed to that rank by the island consor-
tiums who owned the great ships was Clan Elder
Brisard of Silvery Seas.

“Of course, Captain Dowd,” snarled Merren. “Who
else would you think [ meant?”

Rosee, along with two cabbies whom I’d seen be-
fore, was standing over Dowd, pushing cloths into a
huge wound in his shoulder. A couple of men [ hadn’t
seen before were pushing more pallets behind the
grouping to protect Dowd.

“The shot came right through the pallet,” said
Rosee in her lilting voice that made one of the men
stumble as he looked at her in shock. She gave him a
coy, sweet smile, sparkling, I think, in the male inter-
est being displayed at her. She indicated to me where
the wood had been splintered by the shot. Her finger-
nails were a bright, gleaming red that the seaman
stared at in surprise. An arrow whistled right past
him, burying itself in the deck, making everyone
quickly huddle down in the safest place.

“Do something,” Dowd snarled at me.

[ reached for the dressing that had been thrust
into his wound.

“Not that!” groaned Dowd. “Get the men from Sil-
very Seas under your control again. March them out
on deck. Tell Sleck,” that was directed to Merren, “to
kill one of the Stormclouds for every one of us who’s
hurt or killed by sharpshooter fire. Do it, Lady
Arrathee,” the last was said with a real sneer, “Or I'll
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give you to the men who didn’t want a witch aboard
in the first place. I'll let them play with you. Look at
Merren. That’s what awaits you if you don’t obey my
commands.”

One glance at Merren and [ was shuddering all
over. The hatred on his face was so evident I knew I'd
be dead sooner or later after a man like Merren found
out that he was playing with a man like me.

“My lady,” whispered Terro. I had to stare at ‘her’
as her voice wasn’t the masculine voice she’d had be-
fore. ‘She’, sounding like a woman, smiled and
glanced at Rosee, who bit femininely at her thick,
lower lip, dark red as she liked to gloss it. Rosee nod-
ded as I realized that Terro must be one of the ‘girls’
she’d shared the throat clasper with.

“My lady,” Terro went on softly, as if she didn’t
dare to be loud and destroy the lilting tones that
came out of her mouth. “I used to assist Dasell with
knife wounds. I can help with the captain.”

“l can make a coagulant,” I said. Blank looks were
turned my way, “a blood clotter, a blood thickener,” 1
told them, “and a fortifier like we've given all the men
to get well. It should get the captain,” I felt awful call-
ing a mutineer that, “back on his feet.”

“You heard me,” gasped Dowd. “Make sure she
gets those Cunian cargo jumpers out there on the
dock!” I shuddered as [ knew I was going to have to
fight former crewmates. But why should I care? They
were all Seafarers, weren’t they? I shouldn’t fret over
helping them all kill each other.

We retreated from the deck, me to the workroom to
make a lot more of the honeymind controller, as [ was
calling it to myself. I did make more of the lovebane
as well but shuddered at the thought of having men
trying to crawl all over me, thinking me a woman. I
wondered if T could get someone else, Rosee for in-
stance, to control Silvery Seas men on Zephyr with
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lovebane. She’d probably love to try, I thought with a
shiver.

Rob hadn’t had any problem using the lovebane on
me, had he? I don’t know why but I wanted to cry
again, thinking of him. Why oh why was I doing that?
[ was actually wiping away tears as | worked. It was
such a girlish thing to do. And I was not a girl, [ said
to myself, despite my dress and makeup. I repeated it
many, many times to control myself, as I did what I’'d
been told to do.

“They’ve taken the wind,” Sleck said as [ went up
on deck with a long line of vacant-eyed men behind
me. Some were crew with the invaders. Not Dowd’s
followers, I suspected. The air sprays Terree, Terro
had shyly asked me to call ‘her’ that, had used with
me in the sleeping cabins, were in balloons, fastened
along the decks, ready for use. There were a lot more
of the crew than I'd thought, even though most of the
former invalids were still below decks.

I looked up. The little canvas sails that Zephyr had
put up were flat and limp on the spars or against the
masts.

“We’re not going to make land without scurvy
breaking out,” said Sleck to me in his dourest fash-
ion. The ‘my ladys’ had disappeared from his speech
as he stared at me. “What can a witch do about that?”

“Nothing,” I said, the truth being the only thing I
could say.

“Did they tell you over there,” Sleck pointed at the
great ship with few sails up, just enough to block any
wind from us. Riggers were aloft, I could see. They
were shortening Silvery Seas’ canvas even more So
that it wouldn’t sail away from us, “how long we've
been out of Marashan? Did they tell you about our
cargo that’s going to make us all rich?” The last was
said with definite sarcasm.

“I, I never heard that talked about,” I said.
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“And this plague,” Sleck went on, frowning. “We’ve
been eating so much to stay alive. All the greenies
gone, Grossen tells me. We’re on roots and drypacks,
precious few of them, for two, three tendays. And us
so far from the Many Isles and not able to make speed
with so few men in the rigging.”

Merren was looking at me, almost drooling in the
way he was admiring me as a woman, the black dress
hugging the padded girlish figure [ was presenting. I
must have some of the lovebane on me, from my
work, for him to look at me like that. “The last weeks
to Faroy,” Sleck went on 1g(loomily as others who’d
gathered about him to gawk at me in my dress, nod-
ded in agreement, “are always the hardest of any for-
aging trip. If men start dropping from scurvy, we’ll go
slower and slower, as the Trades don’t blow for three
months and more.”

“Can’t she use that stuff she used,” Merren asked
Sleck with a strange grimace at me, “to strengthen
us? We've got the sick off their backs and behinds the
last two days. We can start sailing properly again if
that thing over there will let us.”

“Not going to happen,” muttered Sleck. He uttered
an oath and pointed a bony finger at two of the men
in front of him. “You men!” Sleck said firmly. No, I'm
not a man any more, [ thought with a shiver, crossing
my arms in front of me but that only pushed up my
padding and made my breasts seem as if they were
mobile. One man grinned at me, a leer on his face de-
spite all the trouble we were in.

“You men, put up the parley flag,” said Sleck to the
two who watched every sway of my skirts about my
high heels and bare ankles. As usual, when I'm ner-
vous, I shudder and my earrings seem to take on a
life of their own. They did that now, huge, golden
loops that dug sometimes into my neck.

“You can’t do that!” snarled Merren. I could see his
fingers clutching at the dagger in his belt. Sleck
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turned his back on the man who hated girls like me,
or that was his reputation with Terree and Ervo, no,
Vernisse, as ‘she’, still looking in need of a shave, had
told me to call her.

“Merren!” 1 had to call as the dagger cleared its
sheath. Two honeymind balloons popped in Merren’s
face as Sleck spun around. Merren’s eyes widened
briefly with horror as he looked at me, feeling me con-
trolling him. He fell to his knees, his knife falling to
the deck. Sleck smiled at me as he kicked it away.

The men Sleck had instructed stood there, staring.
“Go on,” Sleck commanded them. “And thank you,
My Lady Arrathee, for saving my life. At least, for as
long as it takes our captain to learn what I'm doing.”

Sleck should have left it there, but the lovebane
caught him. The honeymind controller, infused with
lovebane, had reduced Merren to a simpering slave at
my feet, babbling as he caressed his face with the
hem of my dress, his rough hands on my dark stock-
ings. I suppose Sleck couldn’t help it, but I couldn’t
object, could I, nor slip him the antidote right then,
not with everyone watching me to see what I'd do
when the older man, the man whose life I’'d saved,
kissed me voraciously, pulling me against him,
énauling my glossy lips worse than any man had that

ay.

%k k Kk k

The two great ships looked awfully powerful as
they sailed so closely together. Yes, the tighting was
over and now came the talking. I had to dress in an-
other pretty black dress, for Rob, to be accepted as a
witch by the crew of Silvery Seas, my former ship
where I'd been taken on as a cabin boy. They lined
the riggings and decks, to stare at me. I couldn’t rec-
ognize anyone as I was swung in a seachair from
Zephyr, clasping my dress to me as the men stared
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up at me, several of the most ribald shouting out how
pretty my legs, and panties, were.

“You look most delightful, My Lady Arrathee,” said
Undercaptain Peveret as he assisted me from the
seachair. He was in a male, dress uniform, like
Dowd, while I had to wear the short, swishy, black
dress, padded in all the right places to make me ap-

ear to be the girl everyone now said I was. “I do be-
ieve you've passed the test I set for you, in a most ex-
emplary way. There’s not a man on this ship who’ll
question your femaleness, nor your right to be ac-
claimed as a witch!”

“But they all know,” T began uncomfortably as he
bowed to me as if [ was indeed a lady, taking my
hand, forcing me to curtsey to him, my black dress
rustling so femininely about me.

“They all know what they were told about you,”
said Peveret, kissing my hand and making me quake
in my padded, female, body-forming dress. “And they
know what we officers are now saying about you.
They know that officers lie, of course. What they be-
lieve, until they have personal experience, is what
they see with their own eyes. So, My Lady Arrathee,
you’re a witch, not a warlock, sure to go mad some
day. I hope that you enjoy your journey into feminin-
ity.”

[ almost threw up as he said that to me. Journey
into femininity? Was he deliberately trying to turn me
into a girl? Yes, if [ was a warlock, the men of either
ship would have knifed me or strung me up, right
there. Peveret was warning me in his usual, oblique
way, letting me decide if I wanted to live or die. I
wanted to live and so I was a girl, and [ was a witch.

“Your makeup is so refined, and your perfume,”
the undercaptain was going on. “I didn’t realize that
you were so skilled, my lady, in the female arts.”

“There are cabbies with talent on Zephyr as well as
on Silvery Seas, my lord,” I said to him, hot flushes
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sweeping over me as | pranced, yes, that was the
word for what [ was doing, in my new high heels, be-
side this man. “They, theyre the ones who deserve
your praise for what you see in me.”

[ shivered convulsively, unable to stop myself.
Peveret smiled sympathetically. What I'd told him
was the truth. Rosee had found the best ‘girls’ to as-
sist me in feminizing myself. Marea had staggered
from her bed, still weeping for her lost love. Looking
as if she was at death’s door, she’d forced herself to
style my hair for me, her choices of shampoos, condi-
tioners and gelling solutions giving off uniquely femi-
nine fragrances quite unknown to me.

Vernisse had assisted Rosee in choosing what was
right for me to wear - from the small, clingy, white,
embroidered panties to my new, flowing but short,
black gown. Vernisse had been most forthright in
getting certain ‘sick’ cabbies out of their beds to the
seamstress machines assembled in one cabin aboard
the Zephyr. Rosee had to have new dresses as I did.
They were made quickly. But most of all, mine had to
fit my figure in my new undies as perfectly as they’d
have fitted any woman.

“All the girls wanted to work on dresses for you, my
lady,” Vernisse said in her new, lovely, contralto
voice, the cordial having a strangely wonderful effect
on her. “They aren’t complaining at all, knowing the
clothing is for you. The cobbler, of course, wants
more than he’s entitled to for new shoes. It’s a pity
Berreck and Stansy died of, of the plague.” There was
a quick glance at me then. I guessed it might have
been in a plague of knife wounds aboard Zephyr.
“They did such good work and were reasonable in
their requests.”

I had to ask Rosee what Vernisse meant by that. I
gathered that, for all jobs that were ‘extra’, not or-
dered by an officer, favors, sexual favors, were the
currency of exchanges.
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“What does Osteck, the cobbler, expect from me for
these,” I asked her, the gleaming, black leather, high
heels decorated and stitched as befitted my station
as a Lady, Rosee had told me.

“Oh, that, my lady,” said Rosee with an impish
grin. “That fee is reimbursed by your maid, my lady,
or one of her girl friends. Don’t look at me like that,
my lady. I really don’t mind! Osteck is really gentle,
for all the size of his manhood. Some girls get hurt
vxlilhe'n he penetrates them. He’s always sorry about
that!”

I’d been sore, often, when my lover, Rob, had been
at me all night. There were creams and salves for all
sorts of injuries. Why wasn’t there one for the ravages
of sexual congress? [ thought about what I'd need
myself if Dowd was to be my man for a long time. I
could make wound cleansers and fortifiers. I could
surely make a salve that would help Rosee, and me. I
had to shudder at such thoughts running through
me on that topic. But making a salve was fairly easy.
Rosee, once I'd explained what I was doing, wanted to
try it out.

Dowd had given in, with very bad grace, to Sleck’s
insistence we must parley with Silvery Seas to find
out, at least, what they wanted of ‘us’. Dowd had re-
covered well, my fortifier really assisting him. He’d
come to my workroom, disrupted my work, taken me
by the hand, and led me back to our cabin where ev-
eryone on Zephyr must have known what he was do-
ing to me.

[ didn’t get a chance to take any lovebane and
Dowd didn’t care. He wanted me as a woman and
kissed me most cruelly and forcefully from the start.
He made very little effort to make me feel womanly in
any way as my other lovers had, even when they were
rough with me. He did let me use the salve on my
tush, telling me it was just what he needed to slide
right into me.
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How like a man, which [ wasn’t! [ had a fleeting, fe-
male thought as I wriggled and slithered over Dowd’s
aroused manhood. I know [ squealed like any girl
taken as forcefully as [ was. But the worse part was
that it wasn’t awful as before, with Rob. The salve re-
ally made the sensation of my male lover jerking into
and out of me no more than a little uncomfortable. If
I’'d wanted him doing it, as I'd wanted Rob inside me
so often, it could even have been most pleasant, I
thought in alarm.

Dowd wanted what he wanted from me to please
only himself. I didn’t feel at all like a girl though he
was doing to me what Rob had done to me, often. As 1
rode on his pole, I wanted to die in shame, in the soft,
girlish clothing Dowd barely took from me. He forced
me to kiss him and caress him as I was penetrated,
my pretties caressing me. I felt so perverted to be do-
ing such with a man, he holding me and forcingf’ me to
do things that I could remember doing lovingly with
Rob, wanting to please him.

[ was numb after making love to Dowd, crying like
a little girl at the thought of being forced to be a
woman every night with a man like him. I"d be beg-
ging for lovebane, I thought miserably, very soon, to
make such lovemaking tolerable to a boy like me.

[ was so glad the officers of Silvery Seas insisted
that ‘the witch’ be at the parley. I wanted to be any-
where else but on Zephyr with Dowd. He followed me
back to my work and mauled me in front of everyone
in the Zephyr workroom, marking me, I think, as his
woman, his seawife. So [ was glad to go to the parley
where ‘Captain’ Dowd didn’t dare to go, or so I
thought. But at the last moment, he came with us,
saying his injuries were much improved, thanks to
the special care I'd given him. He smiled lasciviously
as he said that. His followers growled lewdly as they
looked at me.

It was strange to see the cabbies on Silvery Seas,
those I knew, in shorter dresses, showing off
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stockinged ankles and pretty, girlie shoes, I noted. I'd
heard that the cabbies had had to take up some of
the slack for some of the men Zephyr was holding. I
supposed that cabbies couldn’t work in long skirts,
not in deck occupations. Why weren’t they made to
go back to their boyish greys, I wondered. I’'d have
loved to have done that.

A host of officers, riggers, marines, sharpshooters
and several, beautiful, striking ‘women’ were waiting
in reception lines for us, the Zephyr members of the
parley, as the talkative Undercaptain Peveret led me
from the seachair to join them. [ couldn’t believe I
was back on board the ship that had been willing to
sacrifice me to the p1a§ue. [ was so glad there wasn’t
going to be any kind of parley unless [ was there, the
Baract witch, a priceless commodity Dowd had said,
with the ‘officers’ of Zephyr.

Panella, so beautiful in pearls, wore them at her
throat and wrists, but particularly hanging from her
earlobes. She had more woven through her golden,
gleaming hair, one black pearl, surely a rare one,
lieing on her forehead, rolling each time she shook
her lovely hair which she did often. She moved with a
feminine grace that left me feeling like an idiot. Envy,
wherever did such an emotion come from, swept over
me as Panella, a former cabin boy, now a ‘mother’ to
those who’d succeeded her, she, dressed in a gor-
geous, golden-colored gown, curtseyed to me. God-
desses, her perfume was so sweet, so perfect, as she
swept forward to embrace me.

“So you really are a witch!” Panella whispered to
me, as her real breasts bounced in the very low cut
dress she was wearing. “But who is this lovely, lovely
man?” she asked me in a louder, feminine voice, indi-
cating a goggle-eyed Sleck. She moved in gracefully
to talk to him, to distract him, while Peveret led me
on to speak to others whom I scarcely knew.

It was so weird. It was like one of my father’s ‘gar-
den parties’ where I'd played waiter and host. I’'d
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never expected ever in my life to be one of the female
guests being paraded about, curtseying to powerful
men, smiling and pretending that I enjoyed all the
compliments I received. All the time, Peveret held my
arm as if he was a male out for a stroll with a pretty
girl, me.

I’'d never met Mirrie, Captain Brisard’s ‘seawife’,
before. She had masses of red hair and wore a green
dress, tiny straps at her shoulder. That allowed the
front of her dress to drop down and show off her
breasts, and all her female loveliness, in full. She had
to be a woman, [ thought, with male urges rising up
in me. I looked at green eyes fringed in heavy black,
smiling provocatively at the injured, scowling Calp—
tain Dowd, who mellowed almost instantaneously,
looking away from me, as Mirrie put her thin arms
about his neck.

I couldn’t believe how Dowd reacted to her as she
moved inside his arms and insisted he kiss her. She
proclaimed herself to be a gift from one captain to an-
other. I wasn’t going to have to use many potions I
carried in my purse to change minds, I thought,
amused, and glad not to have to do it. Dowd had told
me to be ready but the way he and Mirrie were smil-
ing and flirting with one another, I didn’t doubt that
Zephyr’s captain was soon going to be too busy with
the lovely woman in his arms to worry about a little
thing like controlling the negotiators on both sides.

I glanced at the man holding my manicured, femi-
nine hand. Peveret smiled at me, making my body
run cold. It seemed as if he understood everything in
my mind. I hoped that he hadn’t bespelled me al-
ready. I couldn’t feel anything, or sense anything in
the air or on his skin, where he’d touched me, that
could harm or control me.

The procession towards the parley room began
with Captain Brisard joining his amorous ‘wife’ and
‘Captain’ Dowd. He didn’t seem to be at all put out
with Mirrie’s scandalous behaviour with Dowd.
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Undercaptain Peveret and 1 were at the very rear as
I’'d been the last to arrive from the Zephyr.

“I'm sorry to hear young Rob perished,” said
Peveret as | placed my gloved hand on his to stroll the
upper deck. We might have been a Lord and Lady of
Terraire, mincing about the harbor, retainers and
maids all about us. Peveret politely indicated differ-
ences in the construction of the two great ships to his
female companion, me.

“Do you miss him, Lady Arrathee?” the
undercaptain asked me seriously as we stopped to
look at the differences in sailing jibs in the two great
ships. “I still fail to understand his actions. He be-
trayed us completely and became an officer of
Zephyr? 1s that what happened? And you, my lady,
what of you? Were you coerced into making those
harquebusses fire as they did? What a scare you gave
us!

“You had everyone thinking that you were going to
sink us as Lady Sherrene did Tempest of Distant
Oceansl! Did you plan what you did, my lady, to be-
tray the ship that rescued you from a watery grave?
Do you have potions in that pretty purse you carry to
use on us if we do not agree to everything Zephyr
wants from us?”

“I, 'm not p-planning anything, my, my lord,” I
said to Undercaptain Peveret, my girlish blushes
surely contradicting what I was saying. “It’s you who
insist on my presence here at this parley!” He stared
at me and glanced at my purse. “I, I have to protect
myself and the, the captain, if you attack us!”

“Your voice is so lovely,” said Peveret, edging me to
a sheltered spot on the deck where he stopped some
of the following officers of Silvery Seas streaming on
past us towards a wide hall where liquor and delica-
cies were being served by glamorous waitresses in
short dresses, one of them Gennee and another
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Mollee, I noticed, being able to tell them from a dis-
tance.

“I think you’ve been making more of that cordial I
made Panella give to you,” Peveret went on. “Your
maid was chattering like a cliff swallow hen anxious
about the first flight of her brood. Most attractive
voice she had. If you've made some to spare, I know
Panella would love to have some back. And if the gift
came from my hands, well, the goddess’s reward I'd
receive would be like attending the Fire God’s ban-
quet as an honored guest.”

“There were ingredients, active agents, in Dasell’s
workplace,” 1 said cautiously to the undercaptain. I
wondered if he’d ask about the term I'd used but
Peveret didn’t.

“And did the honorable Dasell ...?” began the
undercaptain, steering me ahead again after the rest
of the strollers.

“Dead,” I had to tell him, thinking of the body in
the workplace. I didn’t tell him how the man I’'d seen
had died but the undercaptain seemed to under-
stand what [ didn’t say.

“So you are proved to be a witch,” Peveret went on.
“Even Brisard understands that, my lady, and will
not contest your status. The shells Rob was using in
that harquebuss, quite ingenious and something
new, (\izvasn’t it? Planned before we even sent you to be
tested?”

“It was spur of the moment,” 1 said nervously to
him, my dress rustling and my earrings and hair jig-
gling about me as I sashayed femininely with ‘Pev’.
“Dowd wanted what Lady Sherrene had done but I
don’t know what she did or how she did it. All I could
do was fortify the black powder in some shells. The
effect was light and smoke. Lady Sherrene and the
great witches of the Kingdom of the Baracts can pro-
duce real explosions, I've been told repeatedly, since.
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Dowd is annoyed at how little I really did, as a witch,
to help him.”

“Interesting,” said Peveret with that cynical smile
of his again, making me very nervous as he kept me
beside Z(fum a female conquest, his arm through
mine, strolhng with me slowly so that I felt like a
show dancer on tiptoe. I should never have worn
such high-heeled shoes at such a time.

“l have a proposal to make to you, Lady Arrathee,”
the undercaptain said, slowing and stopping, the
crowd some distance from us. A breeze was coming
up and making my skirts clasp my legs more tightly.
My hair blew about my painted face again as my ear-
rings were in motion as well. I felt silly and effeminate
as 1Peveret s hand slipped about my waist so famil-
iarly.

“It’s a proposal your new friends cannot match,”
the undercaptain went on most seriously. “I'll let you
bespell me so that you can test me on what [ say.” 1
gasped as he held onto my hand more firmly as I tried
to slide away from him. “I'll glve you honesty, Lady
Arrathee. I'll give you my father’s book to guide your
studies in becoming as great a witch as the lamented
Lady Sherrene, whom we treated so badly and let get
away from us.”

“You’ll let me go back to the Kingdom?” I asked the
undercaptain boldly, the thoughts that pressed upon
me, all the time, working their way to the front of my
mind. An odd, tingling passed through me as Peveret
sighed and lifted my hand to kiss it. Several of the
Zephyr’s crew were turned to look for me. They
watched that gesture, staring at me, the ‘girls’ they
were with having a hard time engaging them in the
flirting that Lurina and Fessee did so easily to Merren
and Rangoll.

“Yes, 1 promise Ill let you do that,” said

Undercaptain Peveret looking me directly in the eyes
and sounding so convincing. Oh, I wished I'd the
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nerve to take out a controller, cast it upon him and
ask that question again, right there. “There are many
here who’ll fight not to allow that. But so long as
you’re on this ship, in my care, and support this clan
and this line, I commit my line and house to doing
what you desire.

“We, of the Komer Line, will live up to an agree-
ment we make with you and give Lady Arrathee pas-
sage back to the Kingdom of the Baracts when you’ve
done what we ask of you.” He smiled. “I don’t actually
think, in a year or two, any Cunian will be able to
contain you or stop you getting what you want, will
we? There, I'm being honest.”

“What is this book of your father’s...?” I had to ask
him, my insides reeling, as I thought about what he
wanted me, a witch, to do. He wanted me to spend
the next two years of my life, at least, as a woman! 1
couldn’t do that! I had to get out of this awful, pretty
dress that I was in.

[ didn’t want any man, any more, to have me in his
bed. I wanted the undercaptain, to start with, to stop
stroking my arm so gently. Couldn’t Peveret see that I
was in a black widow’s dress, and hating being in
women’s undies and makeup before him? [ was in
mourning for a man who’d loved me. That thought al-
most made me choke but Peveret didn’t seem to be
bothered by my agitation at all.

“My father is Elder Wesset of the Komer Line of the
Yaro Clan,” said Peveret, answering directly the
question I'd asked him. “He was an alchemist and
aboard Tempest of Distant Oceans, the great ship
Lady Sherrene destroyed in Bridgewater Harbor. He
kept a record of everything Lady Sherrene did, what
ingredients she used, the proportions she used in po-
tions, and what was used from the stocks he pro-
vided her with, where he could.

“Many of the things she did, he’d no idea what they
were intended for. There are several concoctions he’s
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tried to make that he daren’t test on anyone. A witch
like you can probably tell what they’re for. You may
not have heard the saying but there is one that says
that the first subject a witch works on is herself. She
makes herself more beautiful.

“Lady Sherrene did that, my father says. She also
changed her maids to look like her, you know. She
gave the cabbies, who attended her as maids, breasts
and feminine tushes. Their hair became thicker,
curlier. She gave them dyes to change the colors of
their hair and lotions for their skin that made them
appear more girlish.

“Ganasate was the name of the one concoction
that brings about the bodily changes you see in
Fessee most acutely. There was some rescued, scav-
enged, from Tempest. Most of it went with the girls
who went with Lady Sherrene.

“My father examined what those who stayed had
with them. The saved concoctions became the source
of the materials you see lovely Panella using today.
My father was the only one to recognize the love po-
tions, the one called lovebane’, the cordials, like your
voice-altering clasper, as he called it, and other po-
tions for what they were. There were many for clean-
ing rots that afflict wounds.

“Wesset can tell the difference between potions for
beautiful hair and others that control a person’s
thoughts and, even, their desires. But many concoc-
tions eluded him. We've tried to keep a little of every-
thing we had in salvage until at last we could kidnap
a witch and she could make more of whatever it was
Lady Sherrene made. And no, we don’t know the se-
cret of swamp gas. Wesset thinks she actually did
concoct it in the workplace she was provided with.”

“You want me to make potions to make your cab-
bies more like real women?” 1 asked Peveret with a
shudder passing through me. No, I couldn’t talk
about swamp gas and the powers the great witches
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used to keep the Foreshore or Kingdom of the
Baracts safe from invasion. Besides, what would it be
like to have real breasts like a woman, instead of the
pads taped to my chest? I could scarcely believe any-
one could do that. Mirrie then came dancing along
the deck, her hands in Dowd’s, her breasts bouncing.

“The captains are worried about what the two of
ou are planning,” Mirrie announced, flicking her
ong hair over her thin shoulders and arms. Her pink,

glossy mouth curved in a lovely smile at me. “You can
make more ganasate, can’t you, Lady Arrathee?
Peveret has promised you will, now that we all know
you’re a witch! We girls all want to look as lovely and
feminine as you, my lady!”

“You’re not taking her from us!” Dowd said angrily,
fending off Mirrie’s little, girlish attentions to him.
“We made that clear in the conditions for this parley!”

“We could change those,” said Peveret lightly.
Dowd gave him a furious look. I thought he was going
to pull a knife and attack Peveret. Several other men
clearly thought so, too, as several of the Watch, no,
what do they call them on a Seafarer ship,
bluebands. Yes, bluebands appeared all around us
as Mirrie moved her arm and held her hair from her
face with languid, feminine fingers. I wished I could
do it as easily as her.

“But we aren’t changing the terms of this parley, at
all,” said Peveret as Dowd tensed. “Remember,
though, captain,” I don’t know how Pev could say
that to Dowd with such a straight face with no mock-
ery at all, “we did send Lady Arrathee to you, didn’t
we, to assist you in conquering the plague your ship
was infested with. Why should we not wish her re-
tur}rilgd to us now she’s so admirably concluded that
task?”

“You tried to take our ship!” snarled Dowd.

“Ah,” sighed the undercaptain. “I do believe you’re
correct in that, Captain Dowd. But that was when the
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highest council on this ship thought we were dealing
with a mutiny at sea. We were most anxious to help
you, Captain Dowd, against such a catastrophe.
That’s why we sent men across to aid you and protect
Lady Arrathee and her companion, Sailing Officer
Robady.”

“You don’t get her back,” snarled Dowd, turning on
a heel, leaving Mirrie standing, hands on hips, smil-
ing in surprise to be so treated by a man. She went
after him, her long skirts rising about her as a breeze
was really getting up.

“You understand what’s going to happen?”
Undercaptain Peveret said to me, signalling to one of
his men who opened a door. I was let into a room
right there on the captain’s deck. My mouth must
have fallen open in amazement as [ saw neatly ar-
ranged shelves, glass bottles and vials with labels an-
nouncing their contents. And there was a huge, black
ledger, just like the one I’d seen Peveret with, before.

“We’ll have to divide you between the two ships,”
Peveret went on as I looked about me in awe. “We’ll
have to send some of the crew over in any case, to get
that hulk to Greenhaven. They’re short on supplies,
aren’t they? You’ll have to help us with that, as a
witch, my lady. There’ll be fights, and accidents,
when two crews mix, there always are, but when you,
the witch, save lives, your position on both ships will
be secured. And, on this ship, lovely Lady Arrathee, I
promise you, you’ll never be forced to sleep with any
man you don’t want to.” He paused and looked
sheepishly at me. “You were Rob’s seawife, weren’t
you? It was what he was yelling to you when he was
shot down?”

I nodded, unable to add to what he’d said. Cold

gripped me as [ stumbled after him, my grace as a
woman, if I’'d ever had any, seeming to have gone.
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The ‘negotiating’ went on for several days to end
the war between the ships. I shared a bed with Dowd
wherever we were, on Zephyr or Silvery Seas, he get-
ting grumpier by the day as I told him that I couldn’t
control the negotiators. They’d come in wearing anti-
dotes to everything we had, I told him. Peveret was
some sort of alchemist. That was safe to say, I think.
I’d passed his test in curing the men of Zephyr. He of-
fered to help me become a better witch. Maybe I could
find out somethinf to help Captain Dowd if he’d let
me, I said to Dowd.

“Find out how to give yourself breasts like that
Mirrie,” said a leering Dowd. “You’d be twice the
woman you are if you had breasts like her.”

[ didn’t want to tell him that Peveret had already
said he’d show me how to do that. His father’s book
was explicit on that topic.

I’'d almost no time to myself. I wished Rob was
there to help me when [ was back on the Zephyrwith
kettles and stills working all the time to make what
the crew needed to get back on their feet.

“If T could just have someone like Robady to help
me,” I complained to Dowd in front of a gang of men
gathering up completed potions. Some were for
transferring to Silvery Seas.

[ saw Maresey, once a mate on Sword, the ship I’'d
been a cadet on so long ago, it seemed, staring at me.
[ was sure it was because he’d recognized me as the
boy cadet I'd been. I thought he wanted to confront
me abl(?lut my being now so girlish and claiming to be
a witch.

[ tried to avoid him but he sought me out. “My

lady,” Maresey said respectfully to me, as he drew tea
from the great urn in the kitchens as I was doing.
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Several days had passed since the treaty had been
agreed to. There were a lot of men from Silvery Seas
now aboard Zephyr. “You were saying you needed
Robady to assist you in your potion-making.”

[ felt tremors pass through me as I looked at a man
who’d ordered me about as a cadet, now looking at
me with admiration in his eyes for my womanliness.
He didn’t seem to see Arrat Metherd at all, only Lady
Arrathee.

“He’s dead,” I said with a little choke in my voice.
“Are, are you volunteering to assist me in the work
station, making potions?”

“Oh, no, my lady,” said Maresey. “Not me. I'm a rig-
ger, or, well, I was an officer on another ship once.
No, my lady, it was just that you mentioned Robady.
He was your sea husband, wasn’t he?”

“You knew him?” | asked lightly, knowing what the
answer would be.

“Oh yes, my lady,” said Maresey, once a mate on
King Tatheren’s Sword where I’d ‘served’ under him,
to speak the words properly. “I know him well. He’s
not dead, my lady. He was hurt in the fighting but
he’s not dead. But he’s a Baract, my lady, isn’t he?
He’s like me. He knows all about witches and how
dangerous they can be to poor fellows like us.”

“He’s alive!l” T gasped at the third mate, as I still
thought of him, one of the few men from Sword] still
recognized. Of course, he’d know I was a Baract, a
witch. He’d trust me as a fellow, well, a female, from
the Kingdom, our home.

“He doesn’t want the captains, or undercaptains,
of a certain ship, my lady,” Maresey said, frowning as
he studied me intently, “from finding out he’s still
alive but he did say to tell you, my lady, that one
day,” Maresey glanced about the kitchen as if fright-
ened of anyone else hearing what he was about to
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say, “one day, my lady, he says, he will be home with
his wife, introducing her to his family.”

Maresey saw Dowd enter the kitchen then, looking
around until he saw me. The leer on Dowd’s face was
terrible. Goddesses, forgive me, [ beseeched them, if
they truly existed. | minced over to my latest sea hus-
band and slipped my arm under his, lifting up on tip-
toes to kiss this man who still wanted me, every time
he saw me.

I eased the vial of lovebane out of my purse. If I
took a strong dose, it would seem to me at least that
his having me as a woman was a wonderful, feminine
pleasure, until I woke up in the morning. I'd even
think of Rob as Dowd had me, imagining in my girlish
moments that I was still in love with the man who’d
first called himself my husband.

%k k Kk k

There has to be homage to Haruva, the Fire-god,
Seafarers say, when a ship passes by the smoking
mountain that rises from the sea. It takes just over a
tenday to pass, normally, in a ‘slow’ great ship, from
the Many Isles. Celebrations, revels, costumes,
dances and a great feast take place on all ships which
pass Haruva’s Isle. We were no exception as both of
the great ships traversed the Ocean of Clouds to-
gether.

Because of me, the witch who ministered to both
ships, there’d be two different Celebrations, Silvery
Seas first, as it was the lead ship. Then, [ and the
men aiding Zephyr to sail the oceans would transfer
back by cutters to a second, raucous Celebration on
that vessel.

My captain and lover, Dowd, refused to let me miss

the ceremony on the Zephyr. He let his great ship lag
a long way behind the guardian Silvery Seas while 1
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went back and forth on a swift cutter. I would be all
his once the festivities began on the mutinied ship. I
wasn’t looking forward to it at all as all the other ‘cab-
bies’ were.

On Silvery Seas, all the ‘girls’; as we cabbies called
ourselves, were in the highest state of excitement as
we prepared for the ‘rites of passage’. Gennee kidded
me that once upon a time virgins had been sacrificed
to the Fire-God, the prettiest cabbie being flung into
the sea to propitiate the god.

“I’ll be sorry to see Mirrie disappear beneath the
waves,” [ said to my maid who was sharing not only
my warm bathwater, but also shared the depilatories
[ used on my feminized body to make me soft and pli-
able to a man’s touch.

Gennee pouted and laughed. No-one any more be-
lieved a volcano was a god or that the dolphins that
swam in the waters about such an island were
fish-goddesses, competing for the love and affections
of Haruva.

“They couldn’t throw her in,” said Gennee in her
sweet, soprano voice. “She isn’t a virgin, is she?”

“So all of us are safe,” | said to Gennee, making us
both have a girlish fit of the giggles. It was, of course,
quite true. By the first Celebration on any great ship,
there were no longer any virgins aboard. I could at-
test to that. Not even being a witch and arming my-
self with potions had saved me from two different
men who’d claimed my ‘maidenhead’ as a woman.

[ wasn’t as pretty as Mirrie, the captain’s seawife,
either. My breasts weren’t developed as [ hadn’t been
taking ganasate, the changing potion, for as long as
Mirrie had. She had such beautiful, womanly breasts
on an incredibly feminine body that everyone, man or
girl, well, sort of girl - the best that could be done on a
ship that traveled so far from land and any kind of
harbor — everyone, we all lusted after or admired her,
often having both emotions at the same time.
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Gennee stood up in our bathwater to reach for a
towel. I couldn’t believe how she’d developed in such
a short time of taking the potions I’d made for girls on
both ships. I was now having to take them, too.

“Youll soon be as developed as me,” laughed
Gennee, knowing why [ was staring so enviously at
her chest, her nipples so large and pronounced, just
like my mother’ she’d blushingly told me. She meant
her real mother and not the senior, older cabbie,
called ‘mother’ by us all. ‘She’ made sure we ‘girls’
were as girlie and girlish as we possibly could be, our
sole purpose being to pleasure the ship’s crew and
keep them working.

Both of the men who were my lovers, the captain
on one ship and the undercaptain on the other,
thought I should fit in with the other girls. I’d tried to
protest but it was a token gesture. Peveret, the
undercaptain on Silvery Seas, made sure that I took
my ganasate once he’d learned Dowd was making me
take it, with the other girls, on Zephyr.

“l don’t want to be as developed as you,” I said to
Gennee who actually had breasts pronounced
enough now to bounce when she moved. Her bra
moved when she donned it. She wasn’t using pad-
ding any more, as [ was.

“You know they won’t let you stop, the men,”
Gennee laughed as she ran a bandage about my
chest and so my cleavage appeared, seeming so real
with the padded bra I still wore. “Look at Fessee!
Have you ever seen such pearapples since she’s been
taking your potions!”

I’'d noticed Fessee, just as every man on the ship
must have. She’d had access to some of the concoc-
tions Mirrie, Panella and Lerrina, the seawives on Sil-
very Seas, also had, thanks to Undercaptain Peveret,
definitely an alchemist like his father. All of the
seawives and mothers had breasts, like women.
Fessee, who had been a seawife, had really ‘blos-
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somed’ since she taken the new ganasate I manufac-
tured.

Fessee wore really low-cut dresses. She must have
had them remade for her. She swished more than
any other woman I’d ever seen but, in fact, we were
all practicing swaying walks in imitation of real
women. We imitated Fessee’s imitations as she wob-
bled down the ship’s deck which she found time to do
almost hourly. How the men whistled and clicked af-
ter her and how she loved the adulation she and her
bosom were getting.

Sometimes, I felt a little sick when I saw the evi-
dence of my handiwork on girls like Fessee. [ saw so
many girls with protruding, shapely breasts, wob-
bling as they minced in their high heels about the
ship on whatever task they were on. I saw and heard
more than that, of course, even though the men
seemed to have their tongues hanging out mostly
over a pair of pretty breasts.

[ saw how the masheen I'd made was making the
girls’ hair so bright, shiny and curly. Peveret insisted
[ have my hair dyed the same blonde color as the
other girls, so that I fitted in with them. I no longer
stood out with my brunette hair. I think the same ar-
guments must have been presented to the other ca-
dets, captured with me, who’d been assigned ‘cabbie’
status with me.

[ couldn’t see any of the seven cadets who’d been
dark-haired at that first Celebration with me. They’d
‘disappeared’ into the mass of ‘girls’ on Silvery Seas.
It made me think of Robady, my husband who’d dis-
appeared. Dowd said he was dead but Maresey of our
old crew had assured me he wasn’t.

What would Rob think of me now, I asked myself
with a shudder as I painted my face to be that of the
goddess, Anuree. We all had to have red, red lips,
‘kissable’, in Peveret’s words, but he’d never found
my lips to be anything less than that. He shouldn’t
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have, either, because he openly used double and tri-
ple lovebane with me, on me, from the first time he’d
taken me into his bed, making my wits disappear. I
had such longings under that strengthened potion. I
was a woman, desperate to make my man, Peveret,
love me and be pleasured by me.

But not just in our hair and our busts were we
‘girls’ changing, [ was noticin% and many of the men
were noticing as well. I couldn’t believe the wiggly
hips on so many girls, tushes, rounded and feminine,
and legs, girlishly shaped. Faces were softer, | was
sure, but whether that was because of the ganasate
or all the lotions we girls had to use, I didn’t know.

We all had lilting girls’ voices, the product of the
throat cordial I made in great quantities for my ship-
mates. Our jingling jewellery announced that we
were around as much as our high-pitched, girlie
greetings for one another. And, on both ships, we all
dressed like girls all of the time, not waiting only for a
Revel or Celebration.

[ wore short, rustly, ruffled dresses, like all the
other girls, but, for this Celebration, I had to be in a
costume, just like all the other girls. And these girls
wanted to show off the changes that I'd made in
them, encouraged of course by Peveret. He’d found
me the recipes for masheen and ganasate in the book
of potions that he had. He called it Wesset’s Book,
claiming that it was what Wesset had observed Lady
Sherrene, a true witch, concocting for other cabin
boys when she was a seawife.

“Now, my lady,” Gennee said to me as I tried to put
on a bra beneath the brief costume that was all that
would cover my upper body. “I would be removed as
your maid if I let you go out to the Celebration in that
mother of a bral” She knew how to tape me and pad
me so that it appeared as if my breasts were real.

“There hasn’t been a Celebration like this,” said
Gennee, repeating what Peveret had said to me. “Not
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since Lady Sherrene have there been so many girls
like us! It’s going to be the most wonderful Celebra-
tion ever!”

Later, my maid on the Zephyr, Rosee, would say
the same thing to me. Both were right!

The feminine perfumes of our bathwater had con-
cealed the lovebane that was in both the fragrances
we wore and in the water itself. I could sense it but it
was better that I didn’t object or take antidotes to
feeling that [ was a girl as, then, my days, and espe-
cially my evenings, would have become a living night-
mare. Being taken by Dowd when [ had no lovebane
in me was a hellish experience, all my male feelings
affronted by the way he made me behave as such an
overly feminine, bordello girl.

[ let the giddy, girlie Gennee make me into a god-
dess like her, letting the lovebane surge through me
as it did. It was so much easier to feel like a girl, act
like a girl and survive as a girl, on these long-trip
ships, so much easier for someone like me whom all
the men said was a girl.

[ let Gennee twist strands of black glass ‘pearls’
through my hair. I let her fashionably, that is girlish
fashionably, brush and pin my golden hair into

lace. She secured a ponytail, that’s what 1 would

ave called it, though she called it ‘mermaid’ hair, so
that I had the feel of long, soft hair down my back just
like all the other girls.

[ wore the skimpiest of dark green panties over my
taped masculinity. How Gennee found the cavities
into which she forced my malenesses I've no idea. I
didn’t understand either why she affixed a pad over
the front of me, white and gleaming, that [ knew my
lover would soon rip away from me. I only know that
it was uncomfortable but the potion I'd developed
soothed even that. Gennee made sure that 1 was
salved with the potion that I’d developed for girls who
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were hurt in being made love to by ardent, largely de-
veloped men.

I couldn’t help a shudder as I knew what [ was be-
ing prepared for. I pulled my panties up but there
wasn’t much material in them. I wore a thin, frilly
garter belt, as Gennee did. We slid on netted stock-
ings that fastened over our hips and looked so wom-
anly sexy on us. That’s when the heavy breathing
and excitement really began to rise in me as I saw the
slender goddesses curling their eyelashes and paint-
ing their lips together in my long mirror. Oh yes, one
of them was me.

The skirts we had to wear were so short, just to the
tops of our stockings, and there were slits in them as
well that made sure that the men could see every-
thing about us as we cavorted and danced before
them as they wished, even though we were still
‘clothed’, if barely.

Gennee put my earrings on for me, large and
golden bangles like hers. I wore a necklace and arm
bangles as she did and, like her, I stood and pouted
at my awfully female image in the mirror that I had in
Peveret’s cabin.

My fingernails gleamed, as scarlet as my mouth,
just like Gennee’s. We had high, high heels, held on
by tiny straps, to wear on out feet, our painted toes
cl}learly visible to anyone who wanted to look down
there.

“Remember, my lady, to walk like a goddess,”
Gennee instructed me, opening the door to let the
two of us parade, our tushes weaving like drunken
sailors, over to the line of girls just like us.

“Oh, my lady,” said a girl whom I couldn’t recog-
nize as she looked exactly like me. She put out her
arms to me and her breasts bounced against me as
she hugged me. “Thank you, thank you, thank you,
from the bottom of my heart, for what you've done for
me. ['ve never felt so womanly in my entire life before.
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[ have to thank you, my lady, no matter how this Cel-
ebration ends. But I'm sure it’s going to be so won-
derfull”

So much for being just one of the girls! All of the
girls had to thank me for what I’d done for them, for
how I’'d made them into women. I couldn’t stop the
weird, shivery feelings running through me as
breasts pressed against me, strange, lovely perfumes
spreading over me as girlie bodies caressed mine.

“And tonight,” Gennee reminded us all as she
hugged me last of all, “my lady is just a girl, one of us;
so don’t you girls go telling anyone who she is. The
god will be angry with us all if we reveal that there is,
there is, a mortal woman, in our midst. Let him find
my lady if he can and enjoy Haruva, girls, if he can-
not, and he chooses you!”

There was a fanfare of music, pipes and drums
playing so incredibly together as we girls danced for-
ward on our slender high heels and pouted and
vamped the male audience watching us as we circled
the great god on his fiery throne. We pirouetted and
tossed our long hair. I forgot entirely who I was as I
swirled past the god and let his hands rove over my
rounded tush as I smiled and caressed his bearded
face with shining tips of soft, girlish fingers.

The roar from the men on the ship must have been
heard all the way to Cunya, I thought, as we girls
raised our arms and twirled and twisted, shimmering
and shaking as we tried to entice the great god with
our femininity. We certainly were arousing the crew
of the ship. The bluebands had to wade in and rescue
laughing girls whom the men grabbed and were try-
1ng to kiss even before Haruva made his choice of the
‘sacrifice’l

“Choose! Choose!” the crew was calling as girlish
figures bounced all around me. [ knew I looked like
one part of the visions of loveliness on all sides of me
as well.
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Haruva didn’t seem to know what he was doing. He
seized goddesses and pinched their breasts making
all who were caught squeal like women before he let
them go. He stalked the circle as girls thrust them-
selves at him, pouting and flipping their tiny skirts,
showing off their panties to the God of Fire. He ca-
ressed and slapped lovely tushes and even accepted
lingering kisses from many who flung themselves at
him.

“Choose!” the men were chanting impatiently and
suddenly the god moved. He came straight across the
dais behind which I was well hidden. I was smiling for
all the men leering at me from the riggings. The girls
around me scattered, shrieking and giggling as the
‘eod’ bore down on his chosen one, me. [ screamed as
[ felt his strong hands sweeping beneath my stock-
ings and panties. He lifted me up, holding me over his
head, my skirt torn right off as I tried to keetp)) it over
my tiny panties, my hair and earrings falling back be-
hind me and over his face.

Haruva lifted me to his throne, my panties being
torn from me as he forced me to sit facing him. The
men were cheering, shouting something about sacri-
ficing me as the god slowly and dramatically drew me
to him. “My panties!” I squealed at him, clutching at
the white triangle that was all that served to conceal
me from the hungering men but the god choked off
r?ly warnings by kissing me, his tongue deep in my
throat.

My legs were caressed and kissed as he put them
up over his chest and then behind his neck; Haruva
drew a brilliant red silk sheet around me, over the
white pad that was still in place. Passionate kisses
poured on my lips as his hands seemed to be every-
where to move me into position to be taken by a man.
It was obvious, despite the silk covering, that he was
working his way inside me. All around me, goddesses
were squealing and jumping and clapping girlishly as
[ was ‘sacrificed’ to the god. The men began to beat
the rhythm of the drums and cheer, calling on
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Haruva for permission to sacrifice all the goddesses
to him.

“You- you never said ...!” I screamed at the god
who was bouncing me on his manhood as he pulled
away just one part of my bra and feasted so wonder-
fully on my nipple. He lifted a dark flag beside the
throne. The crewmen exploded in cheering as the
goddesses lifted colorful silk sheets and twitched
their bodies in front of the salivating men.

“I'm just glad that it’s you!” Peveret whispered in
my ear as he rolled me over onto the silk-covered
platform and drove himself into me as everyone was
cheering as if they had never seen a man and a
‘woman’ making love before. The silk sheet didn’t
prevent anyone from seeing what we were doing as it
molded itself to our bodies. By then, [ was so aroused
with the lovebane that poured from him that I didn’t
care at all what anyone saw my lover, Peveret, doing
to me, a quivering, feminine goddess on Haruva’s
throne.

And then, suddenly, all of the other goddesses
were hauling men into the circle and onto the raised
platforms that I'd avoided when I’'d danced. Oh, it
was frenzied all around us as girls squealed and
urged the men they’d selected to make love to them.
The short, silk sheets, like the skirts and panties the
goddesses wore, didn’t stop anyone from seeing what
was happening between crewmen and girls. The
white triangles of material, however, ensured we all
appeared only as women as we were penetrated at
that moment.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” I screamed, having to kiss my lover,
such an understanding god, as I convulsed and
spasmed beneath him, the huge roar in my ears from
the audience who might have thought I was faking
what I was doing. I couldn’t do that, not with the pas-
sions surging through me. I knew [ was a goddess
and was being mounted by a god who found pleasure
in kissing and caressing me, even though I wasn'’t as
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rounded and as beautiful as some other girls. I femi-
ninely climaxed with Haruva as he climaxed like a
man inside me, his mouth trying to kiss me every-
where as 1 wriggled in female ecstasy. I could hear
other girls squealing as they clung passionately to
their men.

“Welcome to the Many Isles,” whispered Peveret as
[ writhed beneath the god, encouraging him to keep
on having me; and so we went on as other girls
switched lovers, losing what little clothing they had,
save for the affixed, white triangles, as the orgy
wouldn’t let up until my wonderful man had bucked
me on his manhood and emptied himself into me a
half dozen times.

[ still wanted more. [ wanted his hands around my
womanly tush and his lips suckling on my breasts,
small though they were. “Privacy, my darling god-
dess,” Peveret whispered to me through his stage
hair and makeup. “I must have you naked, darling
Arrathee, and though no-one will notice now, I think,
it is time to bring an end to this last vestige of uncivi-
lized behavior, isn’t it?”

Uncivilized behavior? Sometimes, men are such
idiots. Women like me are so civilized in public. It was
only when we got below decks that 1 taught my lover
what true unrestrained, loving, female behavior
should be between a man like him and a woman like
me. Oh, [ was insatiable. I should really have invited
other men to join us as others did. But he was
Haruva. I showed him that he tempts fate when he
doses a goddess with all the womanly potions he
knew about. I could have used antidotes but I would-
n’t. Not when [ was in such passionate, womanly ec-
stasy.
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Before Haruva’s Revel, both ships had crawled
across the Ocean of Clouds. Zephyr of Serenity, the
great ship on which I spent half of my time, did not
have a full crew. It gave us all time, a new witch and
new ‘cabbies’, to become ‘girls’. I went back and forth
between ships, being a wife to Dowd and to Peveret.
Captain Dowd, everyone now knew, had assumed his
post as the result of a mutiny. He was reluctant to
borrow’ crew from the fully manned Stormclouds over
Silvery Seas.

Undercaptain Peveret of Silvery Seas had first
wanted me, as a witch, to bespell Dowd, the captain
of Zephyr, convincing him to borrow more sailors to
put on more sail; especially when there was a great
wind that the giant ships were built to take advan-
tage of. I think Dowd must have what Robady had
had. He controlled me when I was with him so that,
what Pev had suggested 1 do, never entered my
pretty, girlish thoughts.

Dowd, as the time for the revel approached, used
all kinds of excuses to refuse more men on his ship.
He told me, as we lay together in bliss, man and ‘cab-
bie’, a man and his ‘girl’, sated by our lovemaking,
that he didn’t want to be overrun with Pev’s men.

“They want another mutiny,” Dowd whispered to
me. “Sleck told me they’d help him become captain
here. It’s the ‘treaty’ we made. I can refuse extra rig-
gers if that means the number of ‘strangers’ on deck
outnumbers our crew on Zephyr. You have to hel
me. D(f{n’t tell them the number of those well enougg
to work.”

[ didn’t have a chance to tell that to Pev. There was
a sudden storm, after the Revel on Silvery Seas, be-
fore the one to be undertaken on Zephyr, and the
great ships lost each other completely. I’d never seen
Dowd as happy as he was then. We sailed on a south-
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erly heading, away from Haruva’s Isle. I was really
tempted to use my ‘powers’, but the few powders I
had would never have allowed me to control all the
men on the ship, nor did I know how long they would
work. And I couldn’t do more as Dowd or Sleck
watched over me all the time, wanting to know every-
thing I was doing.

So, what could I do? Mark our new path through
the seas? About all I could think of was to fortify and
cast, at night, ‘balloons’ of the dyes that the girls
wanted me to use in the makeup that made their lips
so red and hair so golden. It was nothing, I thought,
but Peveret told me much later that spotting them
was what led Silvery Seas on the right track to us.

I’d never been so glad to hear the lookout call, “Sail
ho!” and look to the direction he was pointing. There
it was, a moving castle overtaking us ominously,
even I could tell, in just the few minutes of watching
the blob on the horizon as [ was allowed.

[ got those minutes because Dowd fell into a black
mood when he saw he hadn’t escaped the ship that
had promised to shepherd Zephyr all the way to
Greenhaven on the island of Cunya.

The Seafarers on Zephyr were afraid of me at first
when it was revealed that [ was a Foreshore witch.
They now treated me with elaborate courtesy as if |
really was ‘Lady’ Arrathee’ as they titled me. I was
able to watch Silvery Seas grow distinctly, able to rec-
ognize its distinctive foresails as they chased us. I
don’t know where the thought came from but [ knew
that soon, Captain Brisard would have his warlock
back. Yes, [ had a distinctly Arrat, male, moment as
the wind made my lovely hair and dress swirl about
me so girlishly.

Warlocks, even Seafarers believed, always went
mad. If they only knew, I was living proof of that. I
was mad. [ must be mad because, as [ was petted by
an angry Dowd, watching the other great ship grow-
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ing on our horizon, [ wiggled femininely in my short,
girlish dress against him as other cabbies were doing
with their men. Oh, I loved the feelings of womanli-
ness surging through me.

As a lady, I wore stockings and high-heeled shoes,
even on the decks of Zephyr.. I’d learned to cross my
legs whenever I sat and to flick my long, blonde hair
over my shoulders just like all the other ‘girls’ like
me.

I don’t feel like a blonde. To us Baracts, who have
dark, brunette, almost black hair normally, blonde is
exotic. On men and boys, it’s something effeminate,
something to be laughed at. I was allowed to keep my
dark hair until the treaty’ was signed. Then, Peveret
had ‘persuaded’ me to change.

Pev, across the sea from me, chasing after me, did
that so easily to the ‘controlled’ girl I'd become with
him. He must be charming me with a subtle potion I
couldn’t detect, I knew. He smiled at me sometimes
with such admiration, telling me how lovely 1 was,
sending the strangest of emotions through me as I
fought against believing him that I was a lovely
woman.

Most of the time I was with him, however, was for
‘lessons’. I wasn’t then under any controlling potion,
I'm sure, but it’s most disconcerting, and he knows
it, to be caressed, as Pev did as he passed me, as if |
was a woman.

Peveret called this ‘training’, training I hadn’t had
as a cabin boy! He said that he didn’t want me to go to
Zephyr and Captain Dowd when [ had to, sighing
when [ haltingly repeated the terms of the ‘treaty’
that ended the fighting between the two ships. I had
to go to Zephyr and be its witch, helping the men
back to health.

Pev knew that. He was always affectionate when |
left as he was, even more so, after the Revel. I sensed
the lovebane he used to influence me to love Haruva,
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him. Oh, he made me wish I didn’t have to go back to
Dowd. But as I kissed Pev goodbye, I knew it was
lovebane making me feel so girlish, so romantic and
so loving, making me think [ wanted to stay with Pev,
just as I had with Robady. Oh, he must have given
Rob the powders that he’d used to control me, the
supposed witch. Well, they wouldn’t want a mad war-
lock to know what ‘she’ was really doing, would they?

Yes, previously, I'd felt the undercaptain ‘gently’
persuading me to change the color of my hair and to
wear short dresses like the cabbies. Ooo, I felt that I
really wanted to do that. It was strange, to me, that I
could hardly tell any more what it was that [ wanted,
and what I didn’t. I do know that I seemed to love ev-
erything I was doing to become a sweet, girlish, cab-
bie. Now, even on Zephyr, I fitted in with the ‘girls’,
not standing out to the men who fear having a true
witch on the ship. On both ships, they were smiling
and whistling after me, just as they did after Gennee
and Rosee.

The two who clearly feared me the most on Silvery
Seas were the Captain himself, Clan Elder Brisard,
and his surgeon, Mogen. They sneered at me in my
pretty, summery dresses. They saw a ‘witch’, me, as a
ghf}llenge to their rule over the men of the ship, I do

elieve.

“If they do anything to you,” Pev assured me, “the
powers-that-be in the Many Isles will have their
heads. The Many Isles is obsessed with the idea of
capturing a witch, and having ‘her’ work for the Isles
against the Kingdom.”

“But I'm not a witch,” I told him several times. Of
course, what I was then, a cabin boy with witchy
powers, was threatening, even to Pev. No wonder he
tried to keep control of me. What if I made some po-
tion he didn’t know about in Dasell’s workshop? Yes,
if | was a mad warlock, I might do that. Better to keep
me as a compliant girlie cabbie, making me want to
make love to another man.

Page - 52



RELUCTANT PRESS

[ couldn’t really figure out the position of
Undercaptain Peveret. He was deferential to his cap-
tain, diplomatic to Dowd and romantic to his witch.
Pev seemed to run Silvery Seas in everyday matters;
yet, there were other things, such as his handling of
me, a witch on his ship, that Brisard seemed fright-
ened to question him about.

Despite my witchery, I was still a cabin boy on Sil-
very Seas, I'd quickly learned from Gennee. There, I
was sexually available, like her, to any man on the
ship who wanted me as a girl. If a man wanted me,
she’d told me, I had to dress as a pretty female for
him, especially as I was now ‘crewed in’ after the first
Celebration at sea.

Despite her warning, no-one on Silvery Seas had
demanded me as they did Gennee, even though we
wiggled and giggled together. I thought it was be-
cause [ wasn’t as pretty as men kept telling me [ was.
Of course, it was because Pev, an officer, had claimed
me.

Peveret, I’'d thought, had a seawife, too, aboard Sil-
very Seas. Panella was very pretty and feminine. See-
ing them together had made me think that she really
was a woman and a wife to him. Oddly, Peveret said
she wasn’t his chosen seawife. Once the captain had
accepted [ was a witch, Pev had made me his seawife,
I had no say in it, “to protect you from the captain,”
Pev growled, “and the crew, as I should have from the
start”.

“l am your only lover,” Peveret told me, often ca-
ressing and kissing me as lovebane gri ﬁed my mind,
convincing me [ loved Pev and wante(y im to be my
only husband. I forgot about Dowd in his arms. He
‘taught’ me how to be a really girlie seawife, doubling
and tripling the lovebane in me. Ooo, | wiggled for
him as girlishly as I'd ever seen a girl in Madame
Merenda’s do, or that I’'d ever done for Robady, my
first ‘husband’.
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Yes, for short bursts of time, I even acted like a girl
in one of the bordellos I'd frequented with Robady. 1
guessed Pev was directing me to accept my role as a
woman and a witch, not necessarily in that order, on
the great ship. And, when I had lovebane inside me,
lots of it, I was exactly that, his willing woman and
his sex-crazed witch, not necessarily in that order.

As long as I was under the influence of the drugs
Pev used, [ know that I didn’t mind. How could I? Oh,
but those times, when there was no light sense of
honeymind or lovebane in the air, I knew who I really
was. It happened a lot with Dowd, who only seemed
to control me when he wanted me as a woman.

It was terrible, the nausea that overcame me. [ was
Arrat, a boy, I knew, dressed like a deviate. I doused
myself with a girlish perfume with my own
honeymind controller so that I could flirt with Dowd,
the way he wanted me to, and who didn’t seem feel
me fighting the lovebane.

I broke from my dreams, not knowing if I’d really
loved Peveret as I thought I had, that he’d praised me
for, being so girlie. It constantly amazed me how
many witch’s potions were in use on Silvery Seas. Af-
ter the very first ‘Celebration’, where [ was reputed to
have had three men in one night, a kind, older rigger,
Richo, caught me heading back to my sleeping quar-
ters alone.

He’d been so nice, I didn’t even know that I was be-
ing ‘taken’ by a man, making love to him, his woman
all night long. Richo was an adept in his use of
lovebane on cabbies, I found out. I think it was
lovebane but when I made some later, it didn’t seem
to work as predicted. [ wasn’t besotted with someone
smothered in it, but, when it was on me as a perfume,
[ was completely enthralled by whoever I was with.

I’d made love with Richo that time as if [ was a

woman, his woman. I'd wanted to kiss him, I'd
wanted to look pretty and girlish for him, I’'d wanted
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to please him, my first time ever as a cabbie, a girl;
and if his pleasure was to caress my tush and put
himself inside me, well I'”d wanted him to do just that.
[ wanted to be the perfect woman for him. He was tell-
ing me to be a woman. I was.

Oh, the terrible recriminations I went through
when [ recovered from whatever had been used on
me. I’d barely worked it all out, why I’d been a woman
so completely, enjoyably, when Robady, my friend,
our first night on Zephyr, had definitely used
lovebane on me, to make me believe I was his wife!

[t isn’t quite like the lovebane that’s described in
Wesset’s Book, written by Peveret’s father, about
what Lady Sherrene, the most famous witch ever,
used. She’d made it while she was a seawife in love
with her captain, on a great ship, as I’d been for a lit-
tle while with Rob.

XK Kk kK k

When we finally didn’t elude Silvery Seas, Dowd
furiously dragged me off to our cabin on Zephyr after
the sighting by the other great ship ensured they’d
catch us again. He made love to me angrily, so many
times, as if it was my fault Zephyr hadn’t escaped. I
was so glad that I'd managed to get some lovebane
into me. [ always had some in my purse, never know-
ing when Dowd was going to lift my skirts and push
me over a chair or table so that he could insert his
manhood inside me, his woman, now that my ‘hus-
band’ had died.

I’d made a salve, not unlike a numbing fortifier
that even apothecaries knew how to make for
wounds. I'd made a lot of it on both ships as a cure for
hurting that the girls needed but the salve also was
an aid for smoother, more pleasurable lovemaking,
all of us girls had found, as I did with Dowd.
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Osreck, a cobbler on Zephyr, who’d had difficulties
with his partners, even getting any girl to go with
him, because of the size of his large manhood, now
declared himself the most satisfied man on the
ocean. Of course, he told everyone as well that it was
all because of me, the witch, and the salve I’'d made
for his ‘girls’, cabbies like me.

“If she wants me for her pleasure,” Osreck de-
clared, “I'll give it to Arrathee wherever, whenever,
she wants me. I'll prove to her how pleasurable it now

> »

is to be made love to by a man of ‘considerable size’.

That wasn’t the only thing I made for the ‘girls’ and
‘ladies’ of the two ships. I made a throat cordial, a
copy of the vial that Panella, Pev’s seawife, I'd
thought, had possessed. All the girls were now
speaking in voices, indistinguishable from those of
real girls. That alone had given many girls confidence
to improve their feminine appearance.

On both ships, there was a clear division now be-
tween the men, riggers, specialist workers, officers,
cooks, bluebands and so on, and the ‘girls’. Girls
were dainty, sang like sweet-throated songbirds,
wore short dresses and were developing outstand-
ingly female figures.

That wasn’t all because of me. I was cautious
about making ganasate, but the only thing wrong in
making it was that I didn’t make enough. All the girls
but me wanted it when they knew [ was making it. I'd
always been good at sniffing what was in a concoc-
tion. I only had to smell the last of the ganasate
Fessee had and was able to make it, not just for her
but for all the cabbies on both ships. Peveret’s work
station had huge supplies of active agents as apothe-
caries called them, since the workroom emulated
that of Lady Sherrene’s.

The original ganasate potion had given Fessee,

Panella, Mirrie and Lerrina their breasts, thick hair,
wide hips and glowing female girlskin, enhanced by
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the lotions and powders I'd made for them as well.
Every cabbie told my maids, Gennee on Silvery Seas,
and Rosee on Zephyr, to persuade me, the witch they
served, to make more ganasate, to copy the potions
Mirrie and Fessee used, which I found that I could
do, easily.

“Go ahead,” Peveret laughed when I blushed and
showed him nervously what I was doing on both
ships. “And use it yourself, my lovely witch. I com-
mand you!’

It wasn’t obvious at the very first that I was chang-
ing the ‘girls’ on either ship after the treaty-making
parley. But when I started making large amounts of
the solutions on both ships, for so many ‘girls’, it be-
came obvious after the third tenday. Both ships were
becalmed for so long, that [ was able to produce the
necessary amounts so that every ‘girl’ had something
growing on her chest.

Yes, the girls couldn’t disguise the two mounds
projecting forward and neither did they want to. They
adored the changes ganasate made in them. Many
were throwing up in the mornings as their bodies
changed according to the enormous amounts they
were dosing themselves with in their hurry to be as
much a woman as possible.

“Can’t you make more?” Gennee begged me,
flouncing down the deck in her pretty, flirty dress,
men’s eyes goggling at her.

“There’s a limit to how much the body can absorb,”
I told Gennee. “Taking more than the dose I've told
you to take is just wasted!” Most ‘girls’ were spending
all of their ship’s wages and savings on becoming
more and more girlish, as both ships charged them
for the drugs they doled out. And taking two doses a
d%y would make them grow twice as quick, wouldn’t
it?

Dowd, of course, was furious when he found out I
wasn’t taking the mixture myself that I was making

Page - 57



ALL AT SEA CELEBRATIONS BY PHILIPPA PETERS

for everyone. I was so frightened when he hauled me
into the cabin I shared with him after I’'d returned
from one great ship to the other. He had Merren and
Rangoll, his henchmen, waiting for me. They held me
down and forced the ganasate between my lips,
laughing as they did so.

“See this witch,” laughed Dowd. His men still
thought I was a woman. “She’s got no breasts! She’s
like a little boy when she’s undressed.” Of course it
was true, because that’s what [ was, a boy.

“Don’t you dare to put that in me,” 1T cursed the
pair holdmg me, “or I'll turn you into huge, bloody
eelfingers. I've a powder you’ll never know is coming
in the air. You’'ll be cemented to reefs, knowing who
you are, fighting off all kinds of hunters that know
%elfingers are delicacies! They’ll love to eat you bit by

it.”

Of course, I couldn’t do that. “Don’t listen to her,”
Dowd laughed, telling the pale-faced men to gag me.
Which they did, after, they filled me with the
ganasate | was making for Rosee.

Dowd wouldn’t let me take a turn for a while, after
having me dosed with ganasate, to go to Silvery Seas.
He signaled Captain Brisard that I was so in love with
him I couldn’t bear to leave Dowd and our warm bed.
Everyone on both ships read the message ship, of
course, which my husband on Zephyr intended. Oh,
how angry Peveret was with me for not using my
witch’s powers on Dowd.

“You’re turning out to be a really silly, little girl,
aren’t you, my darling Arrathee,” sneered my other
husband at me when 1 finally was allowed to re-visit
Silvery Seas as the winds got up, making my rise on a
seachair quite an experience in keeping my dress in
control as all the men gathered to cheer and whistle
as I changed ships. I was the only ‘girl’ to be doing
that, showing off my legs and undies to whoever
could find the right spot to see them on me.
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[ never let Dowd know that part of Peveret’s ‘witch
instruction’ was on how to be a woman and how to
make love to a man or he might not have let me go.
Once Pev knew about the ganasate 1 had to take on
Zephyr, though, he insisted I prepare myself not only
as a delectable woman for a man but also take the
potions to make me more so.

All the ganasate inside me, the lovebane and what-
ever else Dowd and Peveret used on me, meant that I
was only thinking of being a woman, with my lover,
almost all of the time.

In the first lesson’ in that return to study with
Peveret, ganasate in me, me knowing | was to be with
Pev at the passage of Haruva’s Isle, I felt a po-
tion-driven shift in my emotions. I knew it was Pev,
taking advantage of the controller in me. [ knew then
[ was a woman. Pev didn’t have to say it as Rob had
always done. He just thought it to me and let his body
and gentle hands do their work. I was sea foam in his
arms. | couldn’t get enough of his sweetness. I
learned from him, that what I'd first thought so dis-
gusting, was what men wanted me to do for them and
what all women gave them.

Yes, giving men blow jobs would mean that I could,
like some of the girls I'd thought were so fantastic, at
that time, do eight to ten men a night, spreading my
charms all over the ship. It was such a warming,
pleasurable thought until I awoke the following
morning, sick inside at such horrible ideas. But 1
could say nothing as the cheerful Gennee, my maid
on Silvery Seas, was there to bathe me and to ask me
what new and marvelous things I’'d concocted for the
‘girls’ the previous day.

[ gave them lotions galore for their lovely skins to
keep them as they were. | made masheen, finally, in
Peveret’s lab. I had to set up a hairstyling cabin a lit-
tle further below that all the girls lined up, during the
day, to go to. They had their hair curled and styled,
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delighting in how their hairstyles didn’t change after
a torrid night with a lover.

%k k Kk k

The whole ship’s company of cabbies had turned
out on Zephyr when I returned from the first Haruva
festival, th;s%ionably late’, as Peveret called it. He
wouldn’t let me go until he absolutely had to, keeping
me in his bed, curled about him and loving it so won-
derfully. I hated surrendering such a considerate
lover as Peveret to Panella. Oh yes, I knew she was
his seawife when I wasn’t there, though Peveret said
she wasn’t.

To prove it, he said, Peveret had me ‘hard’ then,
with me tumbling out of any potion’s control, we’d
been in bed for so long. He did me without the con-
troller arousing girlish feelings in me.

Oh, I’d been a girl too long. I found I was enjoying
Pev just as much as when I was loaded with euphoric
potions. [ knew it but told myself it wasn’t so. Il wasn’t
changing into a girl in my outlook in any way. It was
just a subtler controller. But [ knew it wasn’t as |
hugged Peveret, my considerate lover, to me, and had
him take me for a wonderful, pleasurable ride, me his
woman. I cried when I had to leave him.

After the first Haruva Celebration, Undercaptain
Peveret carried me down the rope ladders to the deck
of Silvery Seas’ cutter. I was re-dressed as a goddess,
in the brief skirt and fishnet stockings I’d worn at the
start of the Celebrations several nights before.
Peveret, however, had discarded his Haruva dis-
guise.

“Look out for her,” Peveret said to Maresey, who

was commanding the cutter for its trek across open
ocean to the lagging Zephyr.
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“l will, my lord,” said Maresey. Peveret smiled at
him. Maresey looked a little nonplussed at using a ti-
tle that was really only in use in the Kingdom of the
Baracts.

“Just one tenday,” whispered my lover as I clung to
him, wishing we could be man and woman again to-
gether as we’d been all night. I wrapped my legs
about him, my arms about his neck. Pev could have
had me as he stood there if he’d just adjusted my
panties a little.

“Now, now, Lady Arrathee,” my lover said to me.
“Our time together is over for a while. But you’ll re-
turn to me for the last stage of this interminable voy-
age to Greenhaven. We'll be on land at last and,
there, I'll show you the wonderful clanhouse of the
Line to which I belong. And you’ll also meet Lord
Wesset himself.”

I caressed his chest with the little nubbinsI had in
the pushing up bra I wore, thanks to Gennee. 1
wanted the lieing villain to have me again, even
though his honeyed words about how much a woman
[ was becoming, how he loved me and how he’d miss
me, were made into a lie when he said he’d take me
ashore with him.

My maids, Rosee on one ship and Gennee on the
other, had told me the status of cabin boys ashore.
There was no status, of course. Once, seawives had
never been allowed off ships. Now, almost all harbors
in the Many Isles had Deviant Quarters, as they were
called, where ‘girls’ like me were allowed to go.

Many cabbies stayed on shore, as serving girls and
hostesses in the inns that thronged ‘their’ quarter. 1
listened to what the landed ‘girls’ did and couldn’t see
the difference in what they did from true girls in all
the bordellos in Terraire.

“Some girls are so rich,” Gennee had said with a
sigh of longing, “that they can even buy an inn where
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they don’t have to be available to anyone but the men
of their own choosing.”

“And the Watch,” Eseba had added as we worked
together in distilling a tincture of eelfingers to make a
numbweed mixture [ wasn’t quite sure | was going to
use. “Girls like us always have to attend to the
Watchers for free!”

That’s how I learned more about ‘girls’ and their
men, through girlish gossip. It was hard to get back
to making the Seafarer version of numbweed I was
trying out. The scent that the mixture gave off
seemed to indicate it would make a good painkiller in
setting broken bones. We’d had several of those on
both ships as inexperienced men were doing work
normally done by more proficient riggers.

Peveret gave me a last affectionate squeeze, swish-
ing my dress and caressing my tush before a last
kiss. He vaulted easily back into the riggings, scam-
pering up to the lowest deck just like any top rigger.

[ shuddered as Pev left me, feeling so strange as I’'d
been a girl, a goddess, in his arms for days. He’d
made love to me constantly through that time as I’'d
provided him with the means of keeping going and

going.

“He’s a good man, that undercaptain, my lady,”
said Maresey, starlng at me and my exposed, femi-
nine body. Well, he should stare at me. Not because I
was a woman or because I was a witch. No, he should
stare at me because he’d been an officer over me
when [ was a cadet on King Tatheren’s Sword. 1 had-
n’t changed in looks, had I, I thought, and, yet, here
was this man, who knew me as a man, calling me ‘my
lady’ and holding out his arm so that [ could use him
as a brace and not fall.

“Robady was a good man,” I said to him uncer-
tainly. Maresey’s face clouded over right away.

Page - 63



ALL AT SEA CELEBRATIONS BY PHILIPPA PETERS

“If you say so, my lady,” said the former third mate
of the Sword.

“Could you give him a message from me?” I asked
as I stepped over the wooden crossbar that acted as a
seat. My panties flashed when I did that in the tiny,
frilly skirt I wore. I saw Maresey’s eyes widen as he
looked at my legs and the stockings and garter belt I
wore. Oh, a leg man, Gennee would have whispered
to me, blowing on my huge earrings, whenever we
caught a man doing that.

Gennee said she loved leg men. That, of course,
had been before she’d really developed her breasts.
Now, she loved breast men, she’d confided in me,
whenever we were able to bathe together.

“You intend to board Zephyrin a costume like that,
my lady?” asked Maresey.

“l had to wear it in the Celebration ...” I said, pout-
ing without even thinking about it as I glanced back
at him over my bare shoulder.

“This won’t be the same, my lady,” said Maresey.
“Oh, you, you’re entrancing me, my lovely.”

Yes, the lovebane kicked in on him. Well, I was still
so aroused as a woman. “Did you have a woman in
Haruva’s Revel?” 1 simpered at the man who’d once
commanded me to climb to a lookout’s post in a
storm off Liss Isle.

“Oh, no, my lady,” said Maresey, tottering after
me, past a line of grinning sailors from Silvery Seas,
travelling over on the cutter to have a second chance
at Celebration if Captain Dowd let them aboard.

I sauntered into the curtained area of the cutter,
drawing Maresey after me by just waving to him with
a red-tipped finger.

“Why didn’t you have a woman?” I purred to him,
putting my arms about his neck and drawing his re-
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acting body against mine. Oh, how I felt the lovebane
on me.

“Not right,” murmured Maresey, his eyes closing
as he tasted the sweetness of my glossed lips upon
his. Yes, I was still under the influence of the enor-
mous dosage of lovebane Peveret had inflicted on me.
No need to waste it, was there, the thought passed
through me, as [ drew the man on top of me on what
passed for a bed or laying place for an injured man.

Poor Maresey. There were still some men who re-
sisted us girls, as if they were immunes. Others knew
we were boys and were repelled at the thought at
what we’d allow them to do to us. Poor Maresey was-
n’t one of them. He couldn’t ignore a woman like me
any more, as I couldn’t ignore a man rutting after me
as he was.

Maresey hadn’t had any kind of woman in a long
time. I'd bespelled him on Zephyr when he’d been
captured in an invasion attempt. Just as he did then,
under the influence of the potions I’'d made, he didn’t
resist, didn’t seem to want to resist. The witch’s po-
tion chased away his reason.

Maresey didn’t know how to mount me. I had to
show him how we could do it face to face. [ had to lift
my legs about him; then it was just as it always was
with men and me, and had been for so long. Plea-
sures ran through me in waves as [ wiggled against
my new lover. He seemed to be convulsing with me as
well. And Maresey wasn'’t entirely a leg man. Even as
he penetrated me, his hands running shakily all over
my almost bare, soft body, he kissed and kissed me.
His tongue possessed my mouth in a frenzy and then
he emptied himself into me.

It was a pity that he didn’t have the blue star po-
tion in him as he fizzled out after having me three
times. I expected my men now to last much longer
than that. Maresey was fast asleep and snoring as I
replaced my panties and bra.
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I made a spectacular entrance to the Zephyr, the
girls and men stunned to see a goddess descend from
the seachair to the deck, her short skirt showing off
her panties and garter belt as she pirouetted across
the deck to her maid.

“My lady,” gasped Rosee. “That’s what you wore to
their Celebration? Ooo, the men over there must be
completely depraved!”

“Of course they were,” I gushed at her, flicking my
long, blonde hair, just the way she did it to tantalize
men. “It was a Celebration, wasn’t it? And all of us
girls were dressed exactly the same! So I can claim I
slept with every man there on that ship. They don’t
know if I did or if I didn’t!”

“You slept with a shipload of men?” gasped Rosee
in awe as she swished after me in her knee-length
dress.

“No,” I laughed at her. “I slept with Haruva. Well, I
didn’t sleep but he possessed me all night long just
as the captain will as soon as he sees me.” And I
wouldn’t let go of the potion inflicting such incredible
womanly thoughts into my mind. He could have me
and succumb to the lovebane holding me in thrall.
And I would control him for once, I thought delight-
edly, as Rosee showed me the golden gown that Dowd
wished me to wear as the Goddess of the Sea in the
pageant and revels of Zephyr’s Celebration.

%k k Kk k

My return for the Zephyr revel was quite different
to the time before that. Then, it had been Lady
Arrathee, awakening from femininity, who’d ridden
back to Zephyr to share a new way of styling hair be-
fore the second Revels even began. Oh, how the cab-
bies loved that I'd become a blonde like them all. Yes,
[ fitted in well with all the ‘girls’. It made me think of
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Mollee, formerly Mantle, and the other ‘cabin boys’
who’d been captured with me. I hadn’t seen any
dark-haired cabbies in an age. I think they were all
fitting in just as much as I was.

Rosee was way in front of me in developing, show-
ing me proudly at the second Celebration how she
was going to go with no padding. She was going to
bandage herself to show off her new-found cleavage,
\ﬂzhicbh didn’t disappear to almost when she was out of

er bra.

“You’ll be able to do this soon, my lady,” Rosee ea-
gerly ‘reassured’ me. She so much wanted breasts
like Mirrie who was all the crew talked about, so
beautiful and womanly, and young, she was.

So, I had the crew encouraging me to make the
girls grow quickly just as the girls were after me to do
the same. Some crewmen were now sympathetic to
me but some, like Merren, whom I must get even with
some day, just jeered at me, asking me if [ would like
to eat some eelfingers, gesturing to his pants as he
said it. Dowd slapped Merren in the head when he
saw and heard him.

“Idiot,” Dowd snarled at him. “I should let Lady
Arrathee put her woman-making medicines in you
when you've a cut to heal, shouldn’t I? She could do it
and no-one would know, would they? You can’t tell
one potion from another, Merree, can you? How’d
you like to be developing mounds on your chest like
the girlies who love it so?”

Merren had blanched and stared at me.

“She asked me to let her do it to you,” Dowd told
the trembling seaman. “But [ told her you'’re still
someone I need, a man-Kkiller like you. I don’t need a
man-kisser, Merrenee, so you be nice to my darling
lady. I don’t need another seawife.”

Merren wasn’t nice to me, of course, but he
avoided me which was just as good. Dowd wasn’t at
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all secretive of his attraction to his now declared
‘seawife’ and witch. He paraded me in short dresses
and costumes in front of the men as if to cement his
hold over them by showing what he could make a
witch, me, do for him. He was always kissing me and
having me kiss and caress him in front of everyone. 1
shook as I played the part of a loving seawife, thank-
ful he’d use lovebane and bespell me when we were
before the other men.

Yes, Dowd had lovebane, as Robady had had. It
could’ve been from Rob after the time I thought Rob
was killed. Anyway, Dowd always had me doused
with it thoroughly when I came aboard. I couldn’t
think straight at all, the antidotes [ wore always over-
come by the amounts of lovebane and controllers
Dowd was willing to use on me.

[ was his willing seawife, it must have appeared to
everybody. Well, at times, I did feel I had to have
Dowd. I had to kiss him, have him love me, make me
into his woman as wonderfully as he did, or so I
thought when the lovebane was controlling me. The
recriminations were growing less if I even experi-
enced them at all. So, between bouts of sexual activ-
ity with Dowd and Peveret, 1 occasionally got to the
most important task on the two ships, making more
and more ganasate.

%k k Kk k

In the great Celebration at the passing of Haruva’s
Isle by Zephyr of Serenity, I was Arussee, a Goddess
of the Sea. As we passed, finally, days after Silvery
Seas, the island was smoking. Red, molten rock was
running down its sides, or so said the lookouts, using
spyglasses to watch the eruption. The god was "show-
ing, they called down, how much he wanted the
pretty goddesses of sea, us girls, as his seawives.
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By this time, all the girls on both ships were quite
developed, some spectacularly, matching Fessee in
their womanly attributes. Rosee, when she stripped
in front of me to put on her costume, needed no bra,
so developed was she in such a short length of time. I
was ‘showing’ as well but [ was the last to develop in
the group.

“Lady Sherrene spoke about that,” Undercaptain
Peveret had told me, as we lay sated after I’d been his
woman a night before. He read part of Wesset’s Book
to me. He wouldn’t show it to me, as he often did, as1
learned about the recipe for the ganasate potion
Sherrene had made.

“She’d been telling the cabbies,” Pev went on, “on
Tempest that she was transforming Grace and Choni,
how long it was going to take them, a trip at least, be-
fore they’d see any development, until they looked
like her. It was a real surprise to her that the girls
budded - isn’t that a lovely word to describe the pro-
cess going on - right away.

“Sherrene said it might be something in the way
she was making the potions. The ganasate that was
administered to her before, to her knowledge, must
have been given less frequently than she was pre-
?cribing it. As well, hers seemed stronger than be-
ore.”

“They, they were using this on the Foreshore?” I'd
gasped at Peveret, wondering whereabouts such po-
tions could have found such a usage, and why.
“Definitely,” said Peveret, with a smile. “I don’t
know if it was just something Orissiana the Terrible
used, as a punishment or as a reward, but Sherrene
was trained by her. So, we can assume that Sherrene
learned the potion from her aunt!”

“But why?” I asked, bewildered. “There are no long
sea voyages for Baract ships.”
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“There are deviant quarters in all seaports from
Bridgewater to Greenhaven,” said Peveret seriously.
“Yes, a lot are visited by seamen. Many of the moth-
ers leave the ships and stay in the quarters, like
Hecala, whom the other girls must have talked to you
about. She was a Baract brunette, but with dark
brown eyes, unlike you.

“Hecala runs a special house and entertains men
from all strata of society on Cunya. She has a
Haruva’s Ball at Midsummer Evening that even the
most staid Clan Elders seldom miss. There are men
who love other men, Lady Arrathee, even in the Fore-
shore. I should give you the names of houses some of
the crew visit in Hillaire or Terraire never mind those
in Quarrence.”

I think that was when I began to fall in love with
Peveret. He talked to me about when 1 was back in
Malesia or in the Kingdom, what I could do, what I
should see. I actually began to believe him that, some
day, I’'d be set free of this servitude as a witch, as a
girl, and be able to return to my own home.

Peveret was appalled at first at what Dowd was do-
ing to me. But when he gently caressed my chest and
found the nubbins there, he had to try them out with
his mouth. He was delighted with the effect his work-
ing of tiny mounds on my chest had on the enrap-
tured woman beneath him.

Oh, I was a woman in ecstasy as he, Peveret used
his tongue on my aching nipples. Oh, how I clutched
my lover to me passionately! Ooo, how I writhed be-
neath him as [ kissed my darling Pev frantically,
wriggling my salved tush so savagely against him. He
had to do me several times, his mouth filling me with
pleasure as he occasionally eased to a stop to make
our union more comfortable for the changes in our
lovemaking. That was when he told me that he’d
never had a woman as wonderful as me, at sea or on
land. I must stop changing, he begged me, or he was
seriously in danger of falling in love with me.
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[ guessed that Peveret was only saying that. I'd
made some kind of potion that Wesset had been
afraid to try on anyone. It was labeled ‘blue stars’and
was sealed. Wesset didn’t know what it was to be
used for but guessed that terogal, a really strong in-
flammatory agent, was present in the potion. He
thought it would explode if he left it open for long
enough.

“Wesset coated shells from a harquebuss with the
blue star potion,” Peveret told me. “But it didn’t do
anything to the shells but once he actually set fire to
and destroyed his firepiece. And why, girl,” I loved it
when we were all friendly, cuddling together, sated, I
suppose, he being so masculine and tender, encour-
aging me to be all girlie and feminine as my thin
nightie, washed in lovebane, swished against him,
“why, girl, are you laughing at me the way you are?”

“You know that I used to assist Polwer, the apothe-
cary, in Cormallen,” I told my lover. Yes, I’'d told him
far too much about me but Peveret had a way of talk-
ing to me in bed that made me want him to under-
stand me. He seemed so interested in me and what
I’d been before he’d made me into a cabbie.

“Ah,” said Undercaptain Peveret, in understand-
ing. “You've smelled something like this before.
Please don’t tell me it’s a latrine cleanser. Don’t tell
me my father experimented for twenty years to find
the secret to this potion and all he should have done
was pour a few drops into a latrine! Then, he’d have
known by the sweet smell what he had!”

I had to giggle with Peveret at the images he con-
jured up in both our minds.

“There were lots of men, older men, like you,” I
murmured to my lover, who looked pained at my de-
scription of him. Well, Pev was ten, more probably,
years older than me. That made him old, I'd teased
him before. He’d really made me pay with a rough
bout of sex that I’d loved as much as him. He’d prom-
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ised me more sessions like that now that he’d discov-
ered what a girl like me loved her man to do to her.

“What do you do when you can’t perform with a
irl?” I asked my lover, swishing my long hair over his
ace as he loved me to do.

“It’s never happened with me,” said Peveret
smugly.

“But when you've had me three times,” I whispered
to him, kissing him gently, taking his hand and putt-
ing it on my nipple and what he sportingly called my
breast. Well, I'd started later than the other girls. I
couldn’t be expected to be as large as them, could I?

“If I have you three times in one night,” murmured
my loving undercaptain, “that’s as good a night a girl
can expect from any man on this ship, isn’t it?”

“Would you like to do me again?” I whispered to
him from my freshly glossed lips and perfumed
breasts. He went still against me.

“I"d love to,” Pev murmured slowly, leaning back a
little to stare into my madeup, girlish face.

I kissed him again, loving the taste of his lips and
the way he moved them over mine, arousing wom-
anly passion in me that [ couldn’t requite with him,
either.

“The blue star potion has a fragrance that’s com-
mon in potions to arouse a male’s flagging spirits,” 1
whispered to him, “or to enable him to satisfy his wife
again and again until she’s totally satisfied and can
no longer be aroused herself. Would you like to ingest
some, we can dilute it, and see if it works?”

Pev was most dubious about doing that. “You’re
out to poison me, aren’t you?” he said several times.
“I'm going to blow up into bits. They’ll find pieces of
me in holes that the parts of me will make in every of-
ficer’s cabin on this deck.”
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“Which part would you like to land in Brisard’s
lap?” 1T asked him with a smile as I diluted it and
pressed it on him. But first he had me take some as
well.

Oh, did it work so well! Once Peveret found himself
erect again, it was as if we’d never been joined to-
gether in his bed at all. He couldn’t stop and I could-
n’t either. I came and came all over him, each time he
was straining inside me; yes, my salve allowed me to
feel joyously every movement of his manhood.

After another four erections and tumultuous roll-
ing around on the bed together, Peveret gasped at
me. “I’'m going to die! I'm going to die making love to
you, my darling Arrathee! I never want this to stop!
And oh, you mustn’t wiggle like that beneath me or
lift your legs like that! I have to have you again, my
woman!”

[ let him have me twice more before I relented and
let the man beside me lie quietly, me turned away. Of
course that wasn’t enough, he cuddled to me and dis-
covered another erection he had to satisfy. [ became
his little pony for more than one bout of ‘different’
lovemaking that finally did exhaust him enough. He
fell from me and was in a dead faint, only his snores
telling me I hadn’t killed him with the potion I’'d ad-
ministered to him.

It wasn’t like that with Captain Dowd as, dressed
and scented as a goddess, a tiara in my long, flowing
blonde hair, I was drawn into the group of excited
men and ‘girls’ surrounding the throne of Haruva for
Zephyr’s great Celebration. He was imperiously or-
dering guards to bring various girls forward to him.

[ shook as I saw him inspect the growing breasts
on each of the ‘girls’, making them wiggle and gyrate,
with pleasure, I think, as he caressed their alert nip-
ples and even kissed some, such as those on Rosee,
my now well-endowed maid. He was promising loudly
to make love to all the girls he was nibbling on as
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well. That made me think of my wonderful night with
Peveret again.

No, I hadn’t mentioned the ‘blue stars’to Dowd. He
had lovebane and could control himself well enough,
[ knew, from the times Dowd wouldn’t allow me to
make him climax with me. Saving his eruptions must
have been unbearable for him. He’d let me convulse
and reach ecstasy several times before he permitted
himself to climax; then he’d sleep to recover.

I couldn’t imagine what it would be like to make
love to Dowd all night long as I had with my darling
Peveret. Yes, my darling Pev was a liar and a cheat,
but he was normally so gentle and concerned about
me, about the woman he was making love to. I loved
him for that, making me believe I was a girl. But
you’re not, a little voice castigated me.

[ scarcely believed it when Haruva’s ‘sacrifice’ be-
gan. Dowd assaulted one girl after another on his
throne. Mountains of red ‘lava’ poured over he and
whatever girl was having her breasts kissed and ex-
posed to all the rutting men around the twin thrones.
He was actually bouncing girl after girl on his mon-
strous pole.

“My lady,” murmured a nervous Sleck, approach-
ing me on hands and knees. “If I may adore you ...”

The poor man began to kiss my toes, as [ wiggled
with the strange sensations going through me. My
dress was so thin, and so low-cut, caressing me as
lightly as Sleck’s mouth on first, my toes, and then
on my new, golden high heels that Osreck had made
for me. Shivers ran through me as Sleck lifted the
thin hem of my dress and began to kiss my ankles
and then the thin silk that covered my legs. I glanced
over at my sea husband. He was bouncing a giggling
Vernisse in his lap. She of course wasn’t able to resist
the lovebane that drifted about Dowd and was al-
ready enchanting me.
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“Are, are you allowed to do this?” I gasped as
Dowd’s second-in-command, who had lusted after
me, I knew, since he’d first seen me dressed as a
witch. Sleck said nothing as he lifted my lovely dress
over my knees, exposing my panties, just tied at the
sides with long tassels, covering the thin garter belt
that held my stockings in place. His kisses on my
stockings and the touch of his hard, calloused hands
on my soft legs and dress were awakening feelings of
womanly desire inside me, which I’'d thought that
Dowd wished to keep all to himself.

“Oh yes, my lady,” gasped the dour-faced Sleck. I
could tell he was possessed with a heavy dose of
lovebane and that I was the object of his desire. “At
Haruva’s Coming, it is expected that his consort
takes her pleasures with all as well as the fire-god.”

“You never said ...” T began, just as I had in the
other Celebration. “Oh, Sleck!”

Sleck’s head had disappeared under my lovely
dress. I wriggled and bounced as I felt his tongue on
my thighs. [ twisted on my throne as the men were
roaring, | think, because Vernisse’s large breasts
were exposed to them. Dowd’s hands were caressing
her and making her writhe in womanly anguish in
front of him. She was leaning back, her red lips fas-
tened on to those of the man called my husband on
this ship. Her soft, wide hips began to shake at what-
ever he was doing to her beneath her uplifted dress
and lowered panties. She didn’t seem to know that all
could see.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” I squealed as I felt Sleck’s mouth on
my panties, gripping the tassels and undoing them. I
betrayed what 1 was, a male, to another man. I'd
thought he didn’t know that about me. It made no
difference. Sleck swallowed my manhood as he
pushed my dress up my legs and tasted me.

[ squealed. I hardly knew what to do as I tried to
fend Sleck off from doing what Peveret had taught me
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to do to him. “Don’t!” I squealed at Sleck. The men in
the riggings began to call his name and make it into a
chant. Sleck suddenly released me and lifted himself
up. [ hadn’t realized that the throne would ease over
and become a bed.

There 1 was, in my golden dress, my legs exposed
to everyone, clutching the yellow panties in front of
me. Sleck, to the chants of the crew, lifted my legs
about his waist, trying to tear the panties from my
hands. One set of tassels on one thigh stayed tied as
Sleck penetrated my tush in full view of the chanting
men. Someone, [ think it was Dowd, sprayed us. All
that filled my nostrils was lovebane. Desire rose in
me tenfold for the dour, intent man making love to
me.

“My lady, my lady,” my lover gasped at me as he
went at me uncontrollably to the roars of men who
seemed to be enjoying seeing me ‘deflowered’, made
love to, in front of them all as if this was a show in a
bordello. “You are so beautiful, my lady, but I can
only take you as we men take all the goddesses to-
night,” whispered my lover who had to kiss what little
breasts that I had.

Sleck united his lips violently to mine as he came
fiercely inside me, lifting me and making me wriggle
all over the laid-out throne as if I was a woman being
taken by her man. Oh, and that was what I thought
that [ was, a woman, loving being penetrated by her
man. He seemed completely impervious to what [ was
clutching and covering against me. He ‘tapped’ me as
all the men I knew had done to me, making me jiggle
andh bounce upon his erect manhood entering my
tush.

“I love you, my beautiful woman,” Sleck murmured
to his goddess, kissing me so tenderly. [ found myself
clinging to him, passion to be loved as a woman over-
coming me, Oh, he caressed my nipples in my thin,
padded bra so wonderfully.
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Sleck drew silken bedsheets about me, hiding me
from all the men who had watched me so avidly, be-
ing taken as a woman. I succumbed to the desires
that the lovebane inspired in me, feeding upon his
thoughts of me as a gorgeous woman. I let myself
drift and be entertained by him. Oh, yes, I was the
woman he wanted.

[ was Sleck’s loving woman, letting him roll and
drive me into him as his hands caressed my girlish
skin so enticingly. I was relieved, I know I thought
that, in not having to pretend with Dowd that I loved
only him. Sleck was so much more considerate, al-
most as nice as Peveret, | said to myself with a shiver
of awful delight at what that lying man inspired in me
nonetheless. I thought that I was Sleck’s for the
night. I wouldn’t have minded at all.

But Sleck slipped from me, his manhood flagging,
leaving me inside a sort of tent over the throne where
I’'d been his woman; and there was Rangoll, peering
anxiously down at me, before kissing me tenderly,
his shaking hands removing his male clothing. Then
he was loving me feverishly, after first allowing me to
cover the front of me, as Sleck had allowed, as well.

The gifts of the god and goddess were spread
throughout the crew as each partner released had to
find another. I hugged a rampant Rangoll to me let-
ting him enter my tush just as Sleck had, my legs
clasped over his back. Vernisse, hardly covered at all,
was glued to Osreck, on leaving the captain, while a
weeping Marea was Dowd’s new, bouncy partner.

Sleck had said that he was spent and could do no
more. Yet, he’d chosen Rosee who was bouncing and
giggling in his lap as Sleck tried to maintain the erec-
tion that had once so stimulated my tush. Ah, I fi-
nally understood. I was to be passed all around the
crew, to finally be exposed as what [ was, especially
to Dowd’s friends. It was another humiliation he was
forcing on me, showing his men how he could control
me, his cabin boy witch.
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Well, I could do that, too, couldn’t I? I flushed as I
felt Rangoll’s severe attraction to me. I felt such a
longing to let go and allow him further into me. I
wanted to feel his passionate embrace. I felt his con-
centrated thoughts projecting on to me, trembling as
[ realized how strong this honeyminded lovebane
was. | could actually seem to feel what Rangoll was
feeling. Through him, I sensed and loved the touch of
softness beneath me and how ‘her’ breasts moved in
my hands and became so alert.

[ don’t know what made me do it but I projected, I
think that’s what I did, that the woman in Rangoll’s
arms, me, was a real woman and that Rangoll was
actually making love to her as any man would make
love to a woman. | imagined her writhing in heat as I
simply lay in his arms. Then 1 was disgusted as
Rangoll came all over me, soaking my panties. I
shuddered but he was kissing me, telling me how he
loved me, and how marvelous making love to me had
been. Real women were so different from cabin boys.
He wanted me again, but so did so many men. [ was
the only woman available, wasn’t I?

[ was shaking as I heard him saying that. 1 could
sense that he really believed it as well. | was almost ill
as Rangoll slipped away from me. I felt another naked
body, reeking of lovebane, easing next to me.

No-one had told me what was planned for me as |
allowed a dozen men and more, all drenched in
lovebane, to think that they’d come inside me as a
woman. [ saw Dowd once, the honey blonde
Kerrithee, her long, dark lashes flickering so prettily,
so femininely, clinging to him, thin, girlish arms
about him. Dowd was frowning as he talked to one of
the men who’d thought he’d had me and adored me
as if I was a woman.

Not one of the men I'd ‘controlled’ had questioned
why I wasn’t taking them all as if [ was a cabbie. Had
everyone been told by Dowd what [ was, the kind of
‘woman’ I was, what they should expect, I thought in
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despair at times? But then the ardent kisses of an-
other loving man, lifting my legs about him, as I
clung to my panties and kept him from touching
what I was desperate he shouldn’t, chased away aw-
ful thoughts. I had a task to do, to make him think
that I was a real woman and that his captain had
been wrong about me.

Yes, each man left me, like all his sea mates, think-
ing he’d buried his maleness into my softened, wom-
anly opening. Pasen told me that he’d never had such
a wonderful tryst with any girl, even at Madame
Merenda’s in Terraire, where the girls were so pretty
and so willing. But none were as pretty and as willing
as me. [ had to thank him girlishly and so got to actu-
ally kiss a man, knowing that that was exactly what I
was doing, the shame rising up in my throat as if it
was a tangible thing.

Dowd finally rose over me, his clothing hastily
drawn about him. All around us, a seething mass of
humanity was engaged in the most ancient of copu-
lating activities. Several exhausted men, Sleck and
Rangoll among them, even Maresey, who looked at
me with agonized eyes, studied us, the god and the
goddess. She was in a stained, golden dress, soaking
wet panties and torn stockings, as she retreated from
the unrestrained orgy on the decks of Zephyr of Se-
renity.

[t wasn’t so serene a ship any more as the musi-
cians had also descended to the fray. They were en-
gaged with several girls still willing to take a man in-
side them, despite the dozen or so each must have
taken already. No, it wasn’t just me who was to be
shamed and put into ‘her’ place, was it?

“My queen,” sneered Dowd at me, holding my hand
as he guided me off the deck to the captain’s cabin
that we shared. “When the music starts again, we
must dance for the men. We divide again and so on
until your last partner, when all the girls are en-
gaged, is your last consort. He, you may entertain in
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every way you can, reveal yourself in every way to
him, and do everything for him that a loving seawife
does for her husband.”

“This, this isn’t a Celebration,” I said, with a shud-
der I couldn’t control, at the touch of my ‘husband’s’
hand. Frantically, I'd managed to free my wrist purse
and imbibe the antidotes I'd been trying to perfect
against both lovebane and the honeyed, metal-
lic-seeming controller that made my senses scatter
?ndhlcft me so open to whatever Dowd suggested I do
or him.

Dowd grabbed the vial in my hand but it spilled on
him, which was just as good for me, as it seemed to
dampen the demands he’d been focusing on. It was
so hard, working to keep at bay the tremendous pres-
sure to concede to being a woman for him. I felt such
an urge running through me. “It’s a debauch!” I said
to him in answer to his smug, unspoken question on
what [ thought Haruva’s Celebration would be.

[ felt pressure in my head as I've never felt it before.
Dowd twirled me and began to kiss me. I could feel
the desire in me to become a woman for him, to lie be-
neath him, to wriggle about him, to arouse his pas-
sion and to please him.

[ don’t know why I fought him as I did. Perhaps I'd
just had too many men, kissing and fondling me, and
enough of sex acts all about me between men and,
well, other men. I shuddered at being caressed so
openly as if I was a woman. I’'m not that kind of
woman’ was a wild thought that whirled through the
little part of my mind that I controlled.

Dowd’s lips descended onto mine and his body
pressed against me, his manhood pressing between
my thighs where my ruined panties were no protec-
tion as his hand tore my panties away.

“See. You are just a pretty boy after all,” laughed

Dowd, his hands caressing what I hated him to
touch. “I don’t know what you did to some of those
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boys. I guess theyre really simple-minded, aren’t
they? But I'm not, my gorgeous, little witch. It’s my
turn to claim what I own, that rounded little tush of
yours!”

“Oh, you’re just a brute!” I know I thought as I
pushed back, outward and afar, mentally, against
the huge pressure in my head. Suddenly, the pres-
sure seemed to crack and break. It stopged and the
man who was pressing into me, his manhood sliding
over my greased tush, fell onto me, bearing me down
onto the bed.

It was awkward to get him off me. He was out cold.
The pressure in my head was gone; worse, [ didn’t
feel at all like a woman any more. The music began
again. There was all kind of noise coming from the
decks as I sat beside the silent Dowd, hardly breath-
ing. There was a tap on the door. I could hear Rosee
giggling with some man who was kissing her.

The door opened just a little. “My lord, my lady, the
seconds have begun!” Rosee’s high-pitched voice gig-
gled into our bedroom.

“We’ll be there,” I gasped across the bed to her as
Rosee giggled again. She turned towards the man
who was running his hands slowly over her womanly
breasts, I think. She moved back out, the door easing
behind her, her pretty, girlish face lifted to whoever
was holding her waist. She flipped up her short dress
for him to caress, arouse, and have her while she
leaned against the outer hatch to our cabin.

“Get up!” I thought at my so-called sea husband.
Dowd stirred almost immediately. He stood woodenly
when I told him to.

“We made passionate love,” I told him, reveling in
the power I had for once over Dowd.

“We m-made pashunned love,” my captain said,

his arm resting lightly about my waist where I’d put
it. He sounded quite drunk.
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“Walk with me,” 1 ordered him. “Be very nice to

me.

That was too imprecise a command. Rosee opened
the hatch to see Dowd kissing me as passionately as
any girl had been kissed in the Debauchery that had
occurred on the ship that night.

“Release me, put your arm about my waist, and
walk me out to the throne. Dance with me when I tell
you to,” I commanded Dowd and, to my vast surprise,
he did exactly as I wished him.

A breeze got up as the music changed to some-
thing ragged. Some of the musicians had partied too
well with the girls, but the tune was stately all the
same.

Quickly, all the groping couples fled from the stage
area. This final dance was a stately walk along the
deck and back. Dowd frowned as he moved under my
control; I gloated. I seemed to feel his consciousness
arousing and fighting against the control I was im-
posing on him.

Dowd went to Rosee and hugged her to him as I
told him. I beckoned to Sleck to partner me. “My, my
lady,” stammered the second-in-command as I let
him twirl me, commanding Dowd to do the same to
Rosee, all down the deck, past all the slavering lips of
the Zephyr’s ‘male’crew.

“M-my lady,” Sleck went on. “I, I'm supposed to be
chosen last of all by you. Has, has he,” he indicated
Dowd who was continuing to twirl a confused Rosee
down the deck, “changed his mind and not told me?”

“You know how the captain is,” I told Sleck, show-
ing him a limp wrist and pout. I reached out to
Maresey as my next partner.

“My lady,” gasped the former mate as I let him

swirl and make me pirouette for him. I commanded
Dowd to release Rosee and select a lithe,
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pink-dressed Evee who was delighted to be asked to
dance by the captain so soon in the sorting out.

“My lady,” said my worried partner. “I did not
mean to ravish you as 1 did. I do not know what came
over me.”

“It’s in the air, Maresey,” 1 told him as [ put my
arms about his neck and kissed him. Yes, he really
was a great kisser. I could have gone on with him for
much longer but the other couples had reached us;
and so we had to dance back a little more chastely
than we had on the way along the ship.

“It’s the air,” gasped Maresey, drinking in the fra-
grance that [ was emitting. “I thought that I, well, af-
ter you, my lady, there was Vernisse, and Marea,
whom I had to choose, and she’s sought me out ...
but it’s all what you’ve put in the air?”

“Leave Marea till the last dance,” I whispered to
him. “And then you can find out for yourself when it
all wears off when morning comes!”

It was hard for me to talk to Maresey, to choose an-
other dancing partner and to control Dowd. He
turned to look at me, until I made him turn back into
the host of girls waving to him and pluck out the
green-dressed Terree, who kissed Dowd enthusiasti-
cally. She was also delighted to be chosen by him and
paraded in front of all the other seamen whom she
would get the chance to choose for her own partner.

By the time of the last change, I could feel Dowd re-
belling against the compulsions I’'d laid upon him. I
hardly felt the hand that took mine as I was concen-
trating so hard on the captain, wondering if I should
make him return to our cabin and go to sleep. Fear
was running through me as well, even as my ruined
dress swayed so seductively about me.

There was a vial of merenthe in my purse. [ could

make him take that with him, couldn’t 1? I could get
him to take it, couldn’t I? Then, I might be able to
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control him if [ was awake when he woke up. If I
couldn’t, T might well not wake up ever again, I
thought in panic, as I fought against all kinds of com-
pulsions that tried to make me love my husband and
be kind and loving to him. I knew that I so much
wanted to, didn’t I?

“You don’t recognize me at all, my lady?” said a
tall, dark man who swirled with me along the deck as
[ stared back at Dowd and the way he smiled, trying
to be nice to Loshee as I was commanding him to be.

I shuddered at the voice and looked up at the
scarred, blonde seaman holding me. “Robady?” I
whispered and he nodded down at me.

“What are you doing to the captain?” whispered
Rob with his familiar grin. “This last dance hasn’t
gone the way that it was supposed to, has it?”

“W-What do you mean?” I asked, a hundred ques-
tions crowding my mind that I wanted to ask him.

“Dowd and Loshee, partners for the rest of the
night?” Rob laughed easily at me. “And Lady Arrathee
available for anyone like me to seize for the last
dance?”

It would have been unfair of me not to let Loshee
have the fun that she was radiating to me, through
Dowd, I think, that she wanted to have as the cap-
tain’s lady for a while. I commanded Dowd to take
Loshee to our bed and to treat her as if she was me.
He must satisfy her womanly needs in every way, I
commanded, feeling myself shaking as I thought
that. 1 felt opposmon rising but, somehow, I batted
such thoughts away.

Dowd wanted Loshee, I insisted. She was all he
wanted in a woman. | envisioned the way they mlght
writhe together and how she would be squealin
joy at what Dowd was doing to her. He seeme
shocked, so accepting, of the idea that he’d wanted
her for an age. He was going to treat her as if she was
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his Lady Arrathee, I commanded him, loving her until
he, Dowd, could not function as a man any more.

Dowd had his arm about the giggling, dancing
Loshee who went with him towards the captain’s
cabin, waving to her friends with her long, red-tipped
fingernails as the pair disappeared.

“l would not like you to do that to me, my lady,”
said Robady stiffly, swirling my dress about me as he
spun me one last time as the musicians relaxed from
the long bout of playing. All around us, couples, even
threesomes, were forming and disappearing below
decks. I don’t think that there was a girl who wasn’t
being hugged and caressed by one man at least as
she went smilingly from the main deck of the great
ship. And yes, Maresey was caressing the beautiful,
blonde Marea who was staring into his face with
adoring eyes, not moving his hand from about her
breast at all as she went to the lower hatch with him.

“You did it, all the time, to me, my lord,” I mur-
mured back to Robady. “Aren’t you happy with the
way all your plans have worked out?”

“My plans?” asked Robady cautiously. I lifted a
soft, womanly hand to stroke his scarred cheek.
There was a tic in his chin as he allowed me, his for-
mer friend, his seawife, as he had acclaimed me, to
caress him.

“You wanted me to be a witch,” I murmured, look-
ing up into his eyes. It was he, now, who couldn’t
hold my gaze, and looked away. “I am a witch. I can
cure those last, tiny scars on your face for you, my
darling.”

[ didn’t mean to call him that so girlishly but it was
wonderful to watch Rob’s face becoming so uneasy.
He opened his hand and familiar aromas surrounded
me. But the antidotes worked well. All his attempted
controlling of me did was to help me find a passage-
way into him.
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“Let’s sit on a bench on the deck,” I murmured to
my former lover. Yes, the small boats that I’d spotted
out on the ocean, advancing cautiously towards
Zephyr, had stopped, clearly awaiting a signal.

I don’t know how I did it or if I could ever do it
again. [ wanted to know what they were waiting for
out there. The answer seemed to float to the surface
of what I would have called Rob’s mind.

[ could see the answer clearly in my brain. The
boats were awaiting a signal to advance. They needed
a storm lantern to be lowered over the side, the blue
glass turned outward. Then, the bluebands from Sil-
very Seas would know that all the lookouts and sen-
tries, that Sleck had arranged on Dowd’s orders,
were suppressed. Images came to me of men with
throats cut or lieing on the deck, asleep, drooling
from whatever had been given to them to make them
sleep. The lantern would signal that it was safe to
come aboard.

I could sense Robady fighting, panic-stricken,
against me. I smiled at him as [ lowered the storm
lantern over the side of the deck and reached out, I'm
not sure if that’s the right expression, to the other
minds on the water, shivering as [ recognized
Peveret’s comforting presence with the ‘invaders’.

[ called softly to the deck sentry. Merren came to
me suspiciously. I think he must have heard the
splash of oars because he sprang away from the rail,
staring as if he’d been shot by a harquebuss shell.

Rob’s powders served as well as my own as I con-
trolled Merren. I had him sit on the deck at our feet. I
searched and called to the others who were prowling
about the ship. Most were envying the men who were
in the shaking, groaning cabins where the ‘girls’ were
entertaining so many men. Lovebane eliminated any
thoughts of the dangers the ship might be in.

[ had quite a party in front of me as [ stood and let
the sea breezes take my hair and swirl it all about my
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face. “Is my golden hair pretty, Rob?” I asked him.
“Do you like how pretty my curls are, the waves 1|
have? Do you like the lovely earrings I'm wearing? Is-
n’t it time for you to be paying me lots of lovely com-
pliments?”

Robady was starin% at me with tortured eyes. Oh
yes, I'd commanded him not to speak as I had the
other men. I shivered as I looked at him and saw my
friend, who’d treated me as a woman when he was or-
dered to. Now, without orders, he looked lost. I let the
breezes swish my long gown as well, clicking on my
heels over to Rob. No, I couldn’t release him right
away.

[ bent over him as he sat there. I made him make a
lap for me. 1 had my lips locked on his when
Undercaptain Peveret led his men over the outer rail,
stopping when he saw the silent row of seated men
%ndl Rob, caressing and kissing me as [ wriggled in

is lap.

“You called us aboard,” stated Peveret, a forced
smile on his face. “I should have known. Brisard just
doesn’t believe how we’ve underestimated you, my
darling Lady Arrathee, just as much as my father and
his crew underestimated Lady Sherrene, so many
years ago!”

%k k Kk k

The harbor at Terraire, the largest in the Kingdom
of the Baracts, would have fitted into one corner of
the huge bay that the Seafarers, the Cunians, called
Greenhaven. I stood on the captain’s deck of Silvery
Seas and watched the procession of carriages that
were taking away the girls who’d been my compan-
ions for so long.

My maids were in tears, begging me to remember
them, and their particular needs, no matter where

Page - 88



RELUCTANT PRESS

the Cunians took me next. Each person seemed to
think I was remaining on the ship. [ was to be ready
to depart with the great ship whenever it had been
emptied of its cargo. It had been re-crewed and pre-
pared for another long oceangoing mission. My really
cute ‘maids’ wanted to come with me on Stormclouds
gver Silvery Seas, the ‘girls’ from both of the ships I'd
een on.

I received girlish waves galore from the shapely,
long-haired figures that paraded off the ships in their
short, colorful dresses, mincing in their high-heeled
shoes as the dockhands looked on, completely be-
mused, as so many girls, breasts bouncing,
slim-waisted and wide-hipped, flirted with them from
the carriages that took them into an obviously walled
and separated harbor district.

[ saw several special coaches draw up. Mirrie went
off, all by herself. Lerrina, Fessee and Gennee, my
maid, spectacular in her low-cut pink dress, went off
together while Panella waited on the slipway, sailors
obviously admiring her. She reached up her arms
and put them about the neck of the officer who finally
joined her, kissing him most passionately while the
other men looked around, as if embarrassed to be
watching a man they knew, being kissed by another
man whom they knew.

Go on and kiss her back, I thought to
Undercaptain Peveret whose bed I'd shared,
chastely, the night before. Two-score days before,
he’d stood beside me on Zephyr as Robady, whom
he’d had me release from the thrall I had him in, led
the bluebands about the great ship and captured the
officers, the most dangerous fighters aboard the
ship, as well as Dowd himself.

“You were used by all of those men, my lady?”
Peveret had asked me, the casualness of his voice be-
lied by the white knuckles that had gripped the storm
lantern he’d hauled up from where it had been hang-
ing, over the side of the great ship.
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“You should ask the men who had whom,” I'd an-
swered him, watching as ‘Captain’ Dowd was low-
ered, only a shirt on him, not covering his male ap-
pﬁndages at all, down to the cutter tied to the great
ship.

“Robady’s already told me,” Peveret had said an-
grily. “It must have been a terrible time for you. He
says Dowd organized it to humble you.”

“He did,” I'd agreed with him. I don’t know why I
didn’t tell him the truth about all the men who’d lain
with me and thought they’d had me as a woman. If he
talked to them, Pev would know what they really
thought 1 was. Yes, it was only Sleck, I could have
told him, who’d really been my lover in any way. He’d
wanted me for such a long time and been as gentle
with me as Peveret usually was.

“Whore!” Dowd had called me as I was lowered in a
seachair onto the cutter’s deck. He might have said
more but for the blood and broken teeth in his
mouth, courtesy of the undercaptain awaiting me.
Peveret then lifted me from the chair, into his arms.

“Don’t help him!” Pev had snarled at me as Dowd
had lifted his head, trying to spew out more words at
me. The bluebands had kicked his feet from under
him and then had some fun using him as a rug that
was in need of cleaning.

“If you make him too broken, I’ll have trouble heal-
ing ...” I’'d said.

“You don’t need to heal that one, my lady,” Peveret
had said shortly, staring out moodily as Zephyr was
receding from us. In just a few moments we’d seemed
to be tieing up against it again, but it was a new ship,
Silvery Seas. As soon as we and the prisoners were
taken off, a whole new section of bluebands, armed
and looking very dangerous, had taken our places in
the cutter with other armed members of the crew,
such as Richo, Kaddo, and Garrin, whom 1 recog-
nized, disappearing over to Zephyr.
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Even though dawn was coming on, I’d been bathed
first, and dressed, by Gennee, in a long, light blue,
silky nightdress and panties. She’d hardly said any-
thing to me as she’d opened the huge bed for me. I'd
crawled in and waited for the undercaptain to return
an(%1 claim what would be, I believed, his daily tryst
with me.

But Peveret didn’t make love to me, not even when
I’'d asked him if I could have some of ‘the potion’, as
we called the lovebane I knew he had.

“l think that you’ve had enough of that for one
night, don’t you?” my Cunian lover had asked me.
“Eighteen men, wasn’t it, and that doesn’t count
Captain Dowd.”

I'd shuddered at the contempt in his voice. Per-
haps [ was too sensitive. Perhaps his remark wasn’t
directed at me. I don’t know why but I didn’t tell him
he was wrong. Well, I didn’t want to be loved by an-
other man again, did I, I told myself, not by one say-
ing such a nasty thing to me. Trembles ran through
my femininely dressed and prepared body, my hair
so soft on my shoulders.

“What will happen to Dowd and his men?” I'd
asked my lover, feeling so weird to be lieing there with
a man who was neither caressing nor kissing me. I
couldn’t even feel his hairy leg against my soft,
rounded, girlie thigh.

“Can you make parasane?” Peveret had asked me
out of the dimness on his side of the bed.

“What is it?” I’'d asked him. Oh, I'd heard of the
truth drug as a sort of legend from Polwer, an age
ago. I don’t know why but I thought Pev wanted to
use it on me to find the truth about how many men,
and who they were, that I’'d loved that evening.

“A  truth-telling potion,” Peveret said. “Lady

Sherrene made it for her aunt, Orissiana the Terrible,
the first time they met. She told Anjaro all about it

Page - 91



ALL AT SEA CELEBRATIONS BY PHILIPPA PETERS

and he, the captain of Tempest, told my father,
Wesset. My father thinks she made more and used it
but she didn’t leave any of that behind when she
sank Tempest and fled with her supporters - and
those stupid Bastro she’d bespelled.”

“I, I've never heard the name,” I lied to him as I lay
all alone in the big bed with him. He’d grunted as if he
didn’t believe me and so I’'d embellished the story. “I
did once ask Polwer how they knew a husband whom
the Count had hanged in the cages on Traitors’ Gate
was guilty and he laughed at me. He said I’d better
watch out and not start drinking brandy or, some
day, I’d be telling the Count everything I'd ever done
or dreamed of doing.”

“What did that mean to you?” Peveret asked, eas-
ing towards me, interested in learning what I knew.

[ wasn’t sure I wanted him that close. “Brandy
must have concealed the taste of the truth potion,”
I’'d whispered to him. “Which means that it probably
tasted just like brandy.” Of course it needed to be in
brandy, I'd learned from Polwer, laughing. I'd
thought he was telling me a story like the one about
turning men into sheep. Its real taste, the truth-tell-
ing drug, was so bitter that everyone would know
what it was, he’d said, if ever they really had to use it,
even if it came from a diluted solution.

“But which one?” Peveret had asked, stopping his
advance as if he’d realized what he was doing, his
hand receding from caressing my thigh so lovingly.
“There are many brandies, of all kinds of tastes.”

I’d shivered restlessly, waiting for him to touch me
more, to take my hand, to guide me close to him, to
suggest that [ kiss his cleft chin first and then slide
gently against his lips and captivate him as all girls
liked to do to a man. Oh, what kind of man or woman
was | becoming, I thought, shivering at the longing
for a man’s love that came over me. Oh, how all the
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potions I was taking were changing me. I could barely
recall that I was a man any more.

I’'d probably have told Pev about herisane, the fin-
est of brandies, that Polwer said that Dolora, the
town witch, used and how great it tasted, if he’d
kissed me, loved me as a girl. Truth in drinking, I
thought now as I remembered Polwer’s leering ex-
pression.

“It must have been quite a bitter potion,” I'd mur-
mured to Pev who still resisted caressing my thighs
so lovingly as he usually did. “Don’t almost all bran-
dies have strong aftertastes?’

“Not all,” Peveret had said, easing back, away from
me, making me feel so strange, yes, and so unattrac-
tive. I couldn’t draw a man to me, not in my lovely
nightie and delicate perfume. Oh goddesses, 1 could
feel the lovebane, it must be that, coursing through
me, making me desire this man to take me as a
woman. | knew [ must still have much of it upon my
skin. That was why I desired him like, well, like a
bitch in heat, I was thinking, blushing as I thought
about it that way.

“But you may be right,” Peveret had said out of the
gloom.

“May, may I have some lovebane now?” I’'d asked
him, sure he was going to want me soon. I knew I
couldn’t bear him, as I couldn’t bear any man, touch-
ing me and loving me unless I allowed myself to sink
deeply under the influence of that potion. I tried to
make him think that 1 wasn’t already writhing as I
was because the potion had a little hold on me.

“You’ve had too much tonight,” the undercaptain
had stated forcefully. “You need sleep. Take
merenthe, if you think that you can’t sleep. That’s all
you should have on a day like this one.”

I’d tossed and turned and finally Peveret had got
up and brought me merenthe. He’d said it was
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lovebane but I knew it wasn’t. He’d said he was going
to love me after I'd taken it. I think I managed to
breathe, “Liar,” into his face before I'd sunk into the
abyss.

I’d waltzed out onto the deck of Silvery Seas the fol-
lowing day after sleeping through the daylight. The
sun was dipping below the horizon as I’d minced in
my lovely, pink dress towards the officers’ dinin
quarters where 1 was to meet my undercaptain. I’
felt so womanly after over an hour primping myself
with Gennee’s help, modeling for her al{) the pretty
underclothing the seamstresses had made for me,
the Goddess of Love! I felt so feminine and lovely as I
swished out of my room along the foredeck and then
saw the ‘decorations’ in the ship’s mid-spars.

No-one had told me. Gennee later had cried and
had whispered to me she’d had to promise not to tell
me or she’d have been replaced as my maid.

So much for the agreement between the ships that
had ended the previous ‘war’, I'd thought in despair.
All the men taken by Peveret’s bluebands the night
before had been swinging gently in the breeze from
long ropes from the upper spars. And it wasn’t just
Dowd and Sleck, the ringleaders. There were Merren
and Rangoll as well and all the men, I think, whom I’d
coerced into believing they’d made love to me.

“This way is polluted,” I'd said with a shudder as
Gennee had looked at me in sorrow. Beyond, I'd seen
Panella, lifting her head from Mogen’s shoulder, look
down the deck to smile at me. She’d twirled her para-
sol, though she didn’t need it for protection from the
sun, and had strutted off with the surgeon, the sway
in her walk, [ was certain, directed at me to tell me
how much more of a woman she was than me.

“But the undercaptain ordered ...” Gennee had be-
gun, in distress.

“He can find me where he always does at night,” I'd
said to her, stalking off, my skirts swishing about me,
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as I refused to pass under the bodies of the men I’'d
known so well, most of them anyway..

But Peveret didn’t find me that night. He didn’t
come to ‘our’ cabin through the tendays that it took
the now speeding ship, we’d traveled before so slowly,
to reach the large island, Cunya. It grew from a speck
on the horizon into a broad land. Only on the last
day, before we entered the harbor, were the grisly tro-
phies taken down from Silvery Seas’ upper spars.

[ watched the officers leave the ship, several, like
Captain, Clan Elder Brisard, being greeted by a
woman and children in a wide, well-upholstered car-
riage. Then, the riggers began to leave, bluebands ev-
erywhere on duty to ensure that their leaving was
peaceful. New crews began with the help of a few of
the original crew to empty the two ships, two piers
having been cleared to allow us in, side by side.

There were over ten great ships in view against the
shore, while others, much smaller, of a size with
Sword, rode at anchor, as if ready to depart. Several
had strange ports all along the decks, that I'd never
seen before. One sailed from a dock near us. I
smelled the heavy odor of black powder on the wind,
the aroma making me feel very sick.

[ turned away from what had seemed to me like the
odor of death and watched the unlikely parade of
femininity from Silvery Seas and Zephyr. [ saw my
‘lover’ claimed by the ‘mother’ whom I’d thought of as
his seawife. Yes, it was Peveret and Panella, together
and loving, it seemed as they once had, riding in a
fine, well-apportioned carriage, with a guard and a
driver, heading right off the dock, quickly disappear-
ing from my view.

[ swirled my dress about me, looking up at the
high, empty spars, wondering if any of the men who’d
been up there would have changed places with me
and been as girlish as they could be, as [ was, in or-
der to go on living. I was sure I was to be imprisoned
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on this great ship, and what then? Taken away as
some other man’s seawife to a string of foreign ports?
Was that to be my fate, a woman like those in the bor-
dellos I’d visited who never thought of their work as
imprisonment?

Across, the deck, Robady, back in his Sailing Offi-
cer uniform, came striding resolutely towards me, his
face not looking directly at me, as he did when he was
about to make love to me; no, his face wasn’t the way
that I remembered it. At least, I was to be the last, I
was sure, of all the pseudo-women, to be allowed to
leave the ship.

“l can fix your scars,” I pouted to him, my voice
high and feminine, I knew. “If you let me into the
work station, that is.”

“Undercaptain Peveret has specifically forbidden
your use of that station on this ship at this time, my
lady,” said Robady, staring at me, letting his eyes
wander all over me, lingering on the lacy frill over my
now, alarmingly real, and, in my opinion, large, fe-
male breasts that were part of the new me.

“Pity,” I murmured, feeling the urge to tantalize a
man who had once treated me for tendays as a
woman. “But I'm sure you have a pocket full of some
powder that will allow us both to amuse ourselves in
a most romantic fashion, don’t you?”

Rob swallowed, staring again at the frilled lace, the
tiny shoulder strap of my bra that was visible, and
the fullness of my breasts. Yes, I really needed a bra
now. It was obvious, even to man like Rob. So my
breasts weren’t as large as Fessee’s, but they were
just perfect on a girl of my height, or so Gennee had
gushed at me. She’d showed me how hers had
stopped growing but they were larger and softer than
mine.

“Don’t tease me, my lady,” Rob said to me, most

coldly after all we’d been to one another. I shuddered.
This is how it would be if I was to become a man
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again, a cadet, a future officer on a Baract naval ves-
sel. All the men would treat me as coldly as Robady. I
could never become a naval officer, I thought in de-
spair, bleakness threatening to overcome me. No, I
had a different future, I thought numbly, a future as
a womanly dressed ‘cabbie’.

“I, I haven’t forgotten who you are, my lady,” Rob
snapped at me as [ studied him as he was studying
me. [ could see that he’d changed, as [ had, “even if, if
you've forgotten what [ am.”

“Why, Officer Robady, sir,” I trilled at him, swish-
ing against him and slipping my silk covered arm
through his. “I haven’t forgotten what you’ve done to
me, a cadet like you, either. Was it as much fun for
you as it was for me?”

“Arr-, Arr-,” Rob struggled to say my real name as |
twirled under his arm and swished my dress about
him.

“My LadIY1 Arrathee,” | gi%gled to him as I curtseyed,
enjoying the discomfort he was showing. Rob de-
served every bit of it, I wanted to tell him. I was still
under the influence of so much lovebane, I thought.
It must be that because I felt so giddy and so girlish
as I taunted Rob, knowing I should stop. Maybe I
would, when I'd had some of my own back.

“I have to escort you to Elder Peveret’s carriage, my
lady,” said Rob, his face stiff and so unloving. He
tried to stride with me as I pirouetted girlishly in my
high-heeled slippers along the deck to the plankings
that led down the side of the great ship to the dock
where a familiar carriage was arriving.

“And, Arrat,” the man who had once declared [ was
his seawife, hissed at me, “I will get you out of this,
you, Maresey and the other men, who'll be assem-
bling at Lady Folline’s in the Deviant Quarter. We
won’t leave you here as the plaything of a man like
Peveret!”
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The last was said very quietly for the undercaptain
himself came leaping down from the carriage like a
footman himself. Pev actually smiled at me as he
opened the door and put out a hand to assist me to
mount the steps to the carriage in the long, silvery
dress I’'d had to wear. He waved a white-faced, shak-
ing Robady back aboard Silvery Seas.

“At last, we’re alone,” said Pev as I was crushed
into the seat. My thin, upturned nose told me that
this was where Panella must have been sitting before
me. “But only for a half day or so. Then, all of Cunya
will begin descending upon you. You'll find it a relief
to get back to sea, I think, but, as I've said to you,
that isn’t going to hagpen soon for my lady, despite
what Robady thinks he can do to capture you from
me.”

“He wants to capture me?” 1 asked Pev disingenu-
ously. “But he doesn’t even like me any more, in his
control or not.”

“Oh, he’d love to control you, my darling,” said the
man whom [ hadn’t seen in tendays and who was
wearing another woman'’s, well another man’s, lip-
stick, her perfume and glimmers of face powder.
Well, at least Pev must have been in a hurry to leave
her and come and find me.

“Any man would love a woman as sparkling as my
wife, my landwife, Lady Arrathee,” Peveret said firmly
to me. [ heard the words before I saw where the car-
riage was heading. It wasn’t along the dock where it
had gone before. It had turned onto a long boulevard.
We were joining a line of carriaiges heading to lighted
streets. Men and women, of all ages, were seated in
the carriages or walking arm-in-arm.

“What are you doing?” I almost shrieked at the
undercaptain. “I can’t be herel!” All the girls at one
time or another had warned me that if I stepped on
land dressed as a woman, and was found out, I could
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be executed by the land bluebands, the provosts, or
something like that, on the spot.

That law had only been changed in the last few
years on the biggest islands to allow Quarters to be
set up that let girls from the great ships find places to
stay on land. It was supposed to be better even
though the ships still held their contracts. They had
to leave when they were called to sea by whoever now
owned them. I’'d heard Gennee telling Bessee that she
was going to get a certain house on land to purchase
her contract so that she wouldn’t have to travel
again.

The landers would love Gennee as soon as they
saw her, Bessee had proclaimed. She’d seemed to
know what it was that Gennee wanted to do once she
was ‘landed’. Gennee would be such a convincing ac-
tress in various plays and ballets, 1 think I heard it
right, as Bessee said it. Bessee would get her boy
friend, yes, she, a cabbie, used that word, to take her
to see whatever Gennee was in.

“I'm going to be killed!” T gasped at Peveret.

“Kissed,” he said to me. “What a good idea!” He
moved over beside me, sitting on my dress to pull me
to him and did kiss me so enthusiastically. Oh, how I
felt my breasts respond then, my nipples hardenin
as I kissed Peveret, trying to make everyone aroun
me see me as a woman. Thank goodness there were
lingering effects from the lovebane on my skin, I
thought.

“And I want you to wear this,” said Peveret as we
eased along past open air gardens and restaurants
where women, real women, in long gowns just like
mine, [ realized with a lump in my throat, were being
escorted by older, white-haired men. I saw flashes of
red-lipped smiles and flirty dancing along the street
and wondered if I'd really left the ‘Deviants’ Quarter’
that we ‘girls’ from the ship were supposed to be re-
stricted to.
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‘This’, in Peveret’s hands, was a pearl necklace in a
long box. It had seven different colors of pearls along
the rope, ending with a black pearl that Peveret posi-
tioned between my breasts in most daring fashion.

“This is a carabet necklace,” Peveret said, confirm-
ing my worst suspicions. “No, no-one, my darling
wife,” he emphasized the words, “will ever challenge a
woman who wears such a necklace. The gift of it is
the same as if we are married. You are now my
landwife and my seawife, my darling woman. [ have
given you my world and my life, my beautiful wife.
And all T ask for this, right now, since all of Cunya
seems to be watching, is one passionate kiss.”

“I can’t!” I screamed, thinking that I couldn’t kiss a
man again, but it wasn’t true, not with the potion
flooding over me from him. When Peveret’s lips met
mine and I felt his fingers gently stroking the neck-
lace against me, against my breasts, [ squirmed as I
became so agitated beside him in the carriage. Oh, I
think we must have been the talk of the town, as my
scheming ‘husband’ probably intended.

It had been tendays since Pev had been so nice to
me, kissing me so intensely, squeezing me and hug-
ging me to him. [ couldn’t stop kissing Peveret all the
way up into the hills and the great mansions and
clanhouses beyond. I really must bathe soon and get
rid of all the residual lovebane that was clinging to
me, and to him, [ guessed.

**x¥end of part three*****
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