
        
            
                
            
        


	The Puritan Pirate

Master & Mate I

Jules Radcliffe

Published by Sinnamon Press, 2020

[image: Image]




Table of Contents



Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Map

Pirate Articles

Pirates of Port Royal – reading order

About the author

Author’s Note








[image: Image]




Chapter One

REACHING FOR THE GLASS ONION, Perry knocked over his mug. He watched it roll along the scarred table, fall off the edge, and smash on the floor. Shards of clay scattered in all directions.

Bollocks.

No mending it now. Why bother with the blasted mug anyway? Even before he had knocked the thing to the ground, there had been a cursed great chip in the rim. He picked up the bottle and shook it, but if anything sloshed, the noise was drowned out by boisterous chatter and scraping fiddles. Lifting it up to the lantern hanging from the ceiling, he squinted in the smoky air. Could be empty. Could be a mouthful or two left. The glass was too dark to be sure.

He lifted the bottle to his lips, tipping his head further and further back. A dribble missed his mouth and ran down his face. He set the bottle down—well, it slipped from his grasp and landed on the table with a thump, rocking for a few seconds. Unlike the mug, glass onions were sturdy and did not easily tip over. And sure enough, after a moment, it settled on its wide base.

Wiping his wet cheek on his sleeve, he contemplated the raucous crowd with a surly eye. The bar was on the other side of that heaving mass. More rum meant pushing his way through all those hot, sweaty bodies.

A pitcher slapped down on the table. Perry blinked owlishly at the fingers gripping the jug handle. He dragged his eyes over the hand, up a muscled arm, across a nice pair of shoulders. A boyish chin. Pouty lips made for kissing. Flirty blue eyes. The owner of all this prettiness spoke, but his words were lost in the tavern’s clamour. Perry shrugged and shook his head.

Like half the pirates of Port Royal, the stranger wore a jerkin unbuttoned over his loose shirt, and the red breeches of a sailor were tucked into his boots. Yet something—what, Perry could not put a finger on—told him the man was no pirate. The stranger settled on the bench and slid across to lean against him. Body firm and warm, as long as his own. A hand slipped beneath the table and found his thigh, stroking up the inside. He did not press back. Nor did he object. Was this not what he had come here for?

His new companion filled mugs from the pitcher and pushed one in front of him. The brew within came nearly to the top, the murky surface reflecting the lamplight overhead. Hard to say what it was. Probably rum punch, the ubiquitous drink of the Port Royal taverns. He gulped a mouthful.

Liquid etched a path down his throat and dropped like acid into his gullet. He wheezed a cough, and then screwed up his face at the aftertaste, musty and bitter. Not punch. Not neat spirit either, though rum’s hot sweetness dominated.

A hand landed on his shoulder with a startling thump. A voice murmured in his ear, sending a shiver down his neck. “Captain’s asking to see you.”

He knew that lilting brogue all too well. Tilting his head, he met a pair of brilliant eyes. Hair, rich mahogany in the dim light, was tied back at the man’s nape. Several strands hung loose about his face, untidy yet pleasing. And seductive. How tempting to reach out, to wind a silken lock around one finger. The end of a strand tickled Perry’s face. His heart leapt, but he flinched from that intimate touch.

“Your captain or mine?” He paused, his brain dragging itself through molasses. “Pox on her if it’s yours. I’m not at her back and call.”

“Drunk, are you? You’d never be so uncivil about herself otherwise.”

Through his haze, Perry felt a pang of shame. He opened his mouth, intending to take back the words—until Master Gabriel Quinn favoured him with that condescending smile. The one that always sent his heart racing. Racing with anger, not desire.

“Go to hell,” he snapped, and turned back to his drink.

A rich laugh teased his entire body. Without even looking, Perry could see that face, lit from within by merriment. He knew Quinn’s every expression. He could have drawn the features from memory. Eyes an autumnal forest of green and copper and brown. Cheekbones he could sharpen a blade on. Straight, haughty nose; finely chiselled jaw; shapely yet masterful mouth. A face beautiful enough to take a man’s breath away.

With sullen defiance, he lifted the nearly-full mug to his lips. Time he worked on getting really drunk.

The hand came down on his shoulder again, harder this time. Liquor splashed his shirt and slopped onto the table. “Your captain is the one wanting you. I do believe you’re at his beck and call, boyo.”

“God’s blood, I’m t-two and twenty. I’m not a boy.”

“Then stop acting like one. Best be coming along.”

The last thing he wanted was to present himself to his captain, although the Black Wolf must know what state his second officer was in by this time. But Perry’s obedience to authority was too deeply ingrained. He lurched to his feet, clutching the table when his knees wobbled. More drunk than he thought.

At a whisker over five eleven, Perry was taller than many men, but the master was built on magnificent lines. And though Quinn was only two, mayhap three years his elder, Perry did feel like a boy next to him. Short and scrawny and insignificant.

He threw back his shoulders and balanced on his toes to make himself taller. And still had to look up to meet Quinn’s eyes. His head spun, and he swayed, plumping back on his heels. The master put an arm out to hold him steady. All unconscious, he leaned into it, but as he did so caught a glimpse of a mocking sneer. He thrust out his chin and shook off Quinn’s hand.

“Why don’t you all hang yourselves and leave me be,” he said petulantly.

A hand latched onto his other arm, startling him. He had forgotten the existence of his drinking companion. He turned, staring at the pleasing face which, in lesser company, would be quite handsome. Next to Quinn, the boyish chin looked weak, the eyes shallow. The lips Perry had thought so kissable were thrust into a childish pout. How had found the man so fetching?

“Hoy!” said the stranger heatedly. “This one’s with me.”

Quinn looked down from his superior height. “Is he now? Sure, he doesn’t seem to think so. He’s ready to leave with me.”

“Not going anywhere with you,” grumbled Perry.

The stranger draped an arm across Perry’s shoulders. “See? He ain’t going. Just who do you think you are?”

The sailing master raised cleanly arched brows. “I’d have thought you of all men would know who I am.”

“Don’t be daft, course I know you.” The stranger’s snort echoed in Perry’s head, and he flinched as a bead of spittle hit his cheek. “Just a turn of phrase is all. You’re Gabe Quinn of the Defiant.”

“And you’re Diver Pete—pardon me, I mean Peter Forker. Of the…” Quinn’s sneer taunted. “Oh, you no longer have a ship, do you?”

“No sword,” said Perry suddenly.

Quinn blinked, looking baffled. “What’s that you’re saying?”

“No pistols either. Means he’s not a pirate.” Perry smiled, pleased his instinct had been right.

“Never said I was,” said Forker. “But what do you care? Just acos some French shrew made him her sailing master don’t make him no better than me.”

Little devils danced in Quinn’s eyes. “You’d best be stowing your gab. That French shrew has many friends, even in the Ingleside.”

The man drew himself up, his full mouth twisting into a petulant sulk. “So have I. They won’t like you a-poaching of another cove’s mate.”

“Your mate?” Quinn gave a short laugh. “I don’t think so.”

The arm across Perry’s shoulders was hot and heavy, and that incessant voice insisted on buzzing in his ear. Twitching with irritation, he wiggled out from under the oppressive weight.

Perry growled, “Stop fighting over me. I’m right here.”

“Fighting over you, is it?” The master snorted. “Don’t be so bloody vain.”

“Not vain. Why won’t you go away?”

“I’m not leaving without you,” said Quinn. He looked down his regal nose. “You might want to find yourself another mate, Mr Forker. One who isn’t Brethren.”

“What him, Brethren? No fear! Why, he’s dressed like a cursed preacher.”

Perry thrust out his chin. “Nothing wrong with my clothes.”

“And they suit you fine, being as dull as your wits,” the master shot at him before turning again to the other man. “You know the custom of the coast. We care for our own.”

“Oh? Don’t nobody care about him, else he’d not be drinking alone.” The man’s lip curled scornfully. “And he ain’t so joyful to see you neither.”

The master smiled, all white teeth and diamond-hard eyes. Forker started, his breath audibly catching.

In a voice as slick as ice, Quinn said, “Whether he is or no, his captain doesn’t take too kindly to his men being…taken advantage of. Allow me to introduce Mr Perry-grin of the Audacious. One of the Black Wolf’s crew.”

Dread filled Forker’s face. “Jesu, he never said… No coin ain’t worth that!” Without another word, he dived into the crowd.

Blinking to focus his eyes, Perry tried to marshal his fuddled thoughts into order. What had made Forker turn tail and run? Damnation, he had hoped to lose himself in a hard fuck, one that would last until he passed out from drink. He dared not try to find another man now, not with Quinn hovering over him like a bloody guard dog. He staggered from the tavern, glaring at the master, who followed hard on his heels.

Lime Street heaved with buccaneers. Most were drunk, celebrating the victories that had lined their pockets with Spanish silver and gold. The Port Royal strumpets were also out in force, busy separating the pirates from their booty. Some leaned out of brothel windows to entice men inside; others plied their trade in the streets. One or two called to Perry, showing off their wares in a manner lewd enough to bring a fiery blush to his cheeks. Instinctively, he moved closer to Quinn. The ladies shrieked with laughter and sought other prey.

The master chuckled. “You ever need protecting, do you not? But for myself, you might be in an alleyway right now, bent over with your breeches about your knees.”

Perry glowered. “I don’t need looking after.”

“Oh?” Quinn’s eyes sparkled with derision. “You’re a rose waiting to be plucked, boyo. Fancy, a good Puritan lad like our Mr Perry-grin carousing in such a den of iniquity as the Ingleside!”

The crew had stamped him a fanatic long since, and he never bothered correcting any of them, let alone Quinn, on the matter of his beliefs. As for the mocking nickname they had bestowed, he was too proud to show he cared. He lifted his chin.

“I am not a rose.”

“Are you not?” Quinn’s smile mocked. “God forbid your virtue should be defiled.”

Perry scowled. “I never laid claim to any particular virtue, Master Quinn.” He always strove to make the man’s title sound like an insult. Quinn, of course, lovingly returned the favour. “I desire a drink, and—and convivial company.”

“Perchance not the convivial company you bargained for, Mister Peregrine. Was no one after warning you what sort of a place this is? Just as well I was by to rescue you from your folly.”

Even if he needed warning, no man on the crew would speak to Mr Perry-grin of anything but ship’s business. No man but one. He pressed a trembling hand to his eyes.

“I don’t need rescuing,” he snapped. “Especially not by you.”

“You’re welcome,” said Quinn drily. “And Diver Pete buying you drinks! I’d expect it to be the other way around. Has someone lifted your purse already?”

“Of course not; it’s in my—” Perry broke off. He had no wish to tell Quinn it was hidden from thieves in the safest place he knew of. He shifted, and the coins pressed uncomfortably on his balls.

“Ah,” said Quinn with a knowing look. “That accounts for the odd way you’re walking. And why that little turd was cosying up to you like a port doxy.”

“Not everyone finds me hateful, Master Quinn.”

Quinn shook his head, that infuriating, patronising grin curving his beautiful mouth. “As long as you’ve the coin, Mr Peregrine, you’ll not be short of love. But if a sweetheart for the night is what you’re wanting, the Ingleside is not where you’ll be finding her.”

Perry cursed his foolishness. His weakness. It was stupid of him to try this in Port Royal. No pirate who preferred men bothered to hide it, but Perry did not have that freedom. If word that he was a sodomite came to the commodore of Jamaica’s ears, he could never go home. And if Quinn learned the secret, he might guess the true reason for Perry’s fascination with him. That was a humiliation he could never live down.

He hunched a surly shoulder. “I don’t need a sweetheart. I only wanted a drink with someone friendly.”

“Friendly?” Quinn gave a scornful laugh. “Mayhap Forker was interested in your…friendship, but more likely in your silver. Upon my honour, if you’d so much as gone for a piss with him, you’d have woken on the morrow with a splitting headache and not much else. If you were lucky, he’d have left you your kerchief so you had something to cover your cods with.”

Forker was a thief? A corner of Perry was grateful, but angry shame burst in his chest. Why did it have to be Quinn, of all men, who witnessed his drunken folly? His pathetic moral failure? And after his own fine speeches about temperance, self-denial, and modesty.

“A pox on you,” he snarled. “Next time, leave me the hell alone.”

The master’s eyes flashed, and he buffeted Perry’s shoulder. Not hard, but enough to rock Perry on his unsteady feet.

“Enough of your shit. God blind me, you’re not a stupid man, Mr Peregrine, whatever else you are. You know fine you might not have woken up at all. Not that you’d be much of a loss.”

Perry glowered. “Captain Black never ask for me, do he?” he said truculently, lapsing from his painfully correct accent as his anger mounted.

His tormentor lifted a careless shoulder, confirming he had lied. For what purpose? The only one Perry could think of was to humiliate him in public. This time in front of a tavernful of men, not just a ship’s crew. Hot fury crushed his caution into oblivion. Damn his reputation, damn the commodore, and most especially, damn Master Gabriel bloody Quinn. He spun on his heel. There were plenty of men to fuck in the Ingleside. He would take the first who offered.

A brutal hand stopped him in his tracks. He yanked to retrieve his arm. Fingers dug into his flesh, pulling him backwards against a firm body, and his other arm was captured. He struggled, to no avail. Quinn was too strong. He was helpless in that powerful grip. An unwanted heat fired low in his belly, and panic surged.

“Leave go o’ me!” he panted. Blood rushed to his cock, leaving him light-headed and breathless. The master’s groin pressed to his arse, and he knew a humiliating urge to rub against it.

“Devil take you, boyo, I’ll not have you going back in there.”

Quinn’s words were a command, one Perry found hard to disobey. He stopped struggling, his mind in chaos. He mustered his will.

“K-kiss my arse,” he stammered.

“Well now, some men might
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