

  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FRIENDSHIPS REKINDLED

    

    
      First edition. February 1, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Ian Faber.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8215001189

    

    
    
      Written by Ian Faber.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Ian Faber

	    

      
	    
          
	      17th Century Sexfighters

          
        
          
	          A Dangerous Journey

          
        
          
	          Friendships Rekindled

          
        
          
	          The Female Island

          
        
          
	          True Freedom

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      21st Century Sexfighters

          
        
          
	          Porn Stars Reading Lines

          
        
          
	          Popular Porn Stars

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Good Friends, Better Lover

          
        
          
	          A New Opportunity

          
        
          
	          Workplace Sexfights

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Sexfight Diary

          
        
          
	          Interview with a High-Class Sex Worker

          
        
          
	          Erotic Combat World Championship

          
        
          
	          The Challenge

          
        
          
	          Lusty Spring Break Traditions

          
        
          
	          Wild West Sexfights

          
        
      

      
    
    


Friendships Rekindled

17th Century Sexfighters: Book 2

Ian Faber 

Twitter: @IanFaber6

Copyright 2020 Ian Faber

This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This book may not be sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your favourite book retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

.

Disclaimer

The story is fictional. Any resemblance to real persons is unintentional and purely coincidental. 

The islands in the Caribbean Sea used in this book are fictional. Any resemblance to real islands or other places is unintentional and purely coincidental.

The story is for adults (at least 18, but may be older, depending on laws in your territory) who like to read erotic scenes between two adult women. If you are offended by graphic erotic content, please do not read this book.
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In 1672 the Caribbean Sea was a hive of activity. Spain, Great Britain, France, The Netherlands, Denmark and Norway have colonised many of the Caribbean islands. Most colonists were men, sent by their governments to claim territories for them, to defend those territories and to return resources such as gold and sugar to a resource-hungry Europe. Warring European powers paid buccaneers to attack their enemy’s ships to take resources they were carrying. Most of these buccaneers realised sooner or later that piracy for their own account was much more rewarding than the small fees and gratitude they received from their governments. As trading between the Caribbean Islands and Europe increased, so did piracy. 

Because of a shortage of labour and the increased demand for resources, the European powers brought male slaves to the islands to work the land, while they brought female slaves to care for the landowners, soldiers and government clerks. But these men yearned for more. They needed women of their own class to marry and to have children with. Most eligible European women were not willing to take a chance on this new and wild world. But some saw this as an opportunity to escape the conservative attitudes and strict religious doctrines regarding female sexuality of that period. 

This book is about a few such strong women who took a chance on the new world.

Warning: This book contains explicit and graphic descriptions of sexual activities between women. If you are under age, or if this offends you, please do not read this book.
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​​Chapter 01 – Sexfight Tradition  
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Betty could no longer stand the stress of waiting to see whether her friend would arrive. Kirsty and the guards had left hours ago, and there was no word yet. Amelia was also very stressed, and she was clearly working on her husband’s nerves. 

‘Mrs Watson, may we go look for your mother’s broach?’ 

Amelia promised to give her young friend a broach to wear for her wedding. It was a family heirloom, which Amelia’s great grandmother got from her husband as an anniversary gift. It was a solid gold piece, adorned with diamonds, rubies and emeralds.

‘Not now, honey. We should think of our friends now, they may still be in danger.’

‘I know, Mrs. Watson. But this is driving me mad. I cannot just sit here. I need something to occupy my mind.’

Amelia looked at the young redhead, deciding how to react. 

‘It is in my mahogany jewellery box.’ 

She handed Betty a small key from her handbag. ‘Please make sure to lock it again. One cannot trust the help.’

This was the first time the older woman allowed Betty to open the jewellery box on her own. She found the broach quickly, but spent more time looking at the expensive jewellery. She tried a few pieces on, modelling for herself in the mirror. Then she saw a very ordinary pair of earrings in one corner. These just did not fit in with the rest of the jewellery. She continued looking at other pieces, but the cheap looking earrings bothered her and her curiosity got the best of her. Betty tried to pick them up, but they moved only slightly before they got stuck. She pulled again, but they did not want to budge. Then Betty realised that the bottom of the jewellery box had moved slightly. She let go of the earrings and tried to move the bottom, but it did not want to move. Frustrated, she pulled on the earrings again. This time the false bottom of the jewellery box lifted to reveal an envelope hidden beneath it. 

Betty was now very curious. Why would Amelia hide a letter? Did she have a male lover? Betty had always suspected that Amelia and Kirsty were lovers. She had seen the looks they gave each other, and she had once walked in on them hugging each other tightly in Amelia’s room. The older woman had blushed and had told Betty that she had been showing Kirsty her jewellery and that they had hugged after Kirsty had told her how beautiful a new piece was. But Betty knew that it had not been a friendly hug. There had been something very sensual about the way they embraced each other. After that, Kirsty had come to the house far less. But Betty had seen her leaving their property a few times from the direction of the cottage, where Amelia’s mother-in-law used to stay. Amelia had always looked flustered when she returned home from the cottage, so Betty assumed something might be going on between the two of them.

Betty looked towards the bedroom door to ensure she was alone before she opened the letter. The beautiful handwriting on the pages convinced her this was not a male lover. She quickly started to read.

‘My dearest daughter.

My time on earth is almost done. I made peace with the fact that I will never see you again. At least your friend, Emma, is visiting me often. She brings me flowers, and sometimes she reads for me. When the time comes, my remains will be buried here in London, next to the remains of your father. I sincerely hope that you will be able to visit it one day to pay your respects.’

Betty was about to put the letter back, when the word ‘secret’ caught her eye in the next paragraph. She continued reading.

‘There is a secret I need to share with you. Many women in our village have been sexfighters for many generations. 

We competed against each other in sexual contests to establish a hierarchy. Each of us trying to beat the other by driving her to an orgasm first. I had many matches against different women, including Emma’s mother. Although I respect this tradition, I decided not to introduce you into this life. 

But I think we are all born with the urge to sexfight in our blood. I noticed how you and Emma regularly pressed your breasts into each other. I also noticed how you looked at each other and how competitive you were with each other. I write this to explain to you that you and your friend Emma have the blood of sexfighters in you. Now that you know why you have these sexual competitive feelings towards your friend and other women, you should decide whether you want to act on them. My only advice is that you should make the decision which is right for you and that the views of others do not matter.

Your Loving Mother, Joan

P.S. I did not and will not share this information with your friend Emma. The time she spends with me during her visits are precious and I do not want to complicate it so close to my death.’

This surprised Betty. Her older friend and her family had a dark secret. Maybe her own mother, also used to sexfight other women. She came from the same village as Amelia’s family after all. 

This explained a lot about Amelia, and maybe also about herself. Betty and Amelia flirted with each other often, and they enjoyed looking at each other’s beautiful bodies. This also explained Amelia’s relationship with Kirsty and Betty’s own feelings towards their sexy friend. She quickly put the letter back and locked the false bottom of the jewellery box into place, before she locked the jewellery box. 

The more Betty thought about what she just read, the more she liked it, and the more her sexual urges made sense . Maybe she was born to have sexual contests with other women. What excited her more was that Amelia, and her friend Emma also had these urges in them. Then it hit her, Jane also grew up in the same village. Maybe her best friend also wanted to sexfight other women. This made Betty hot with lust. 

‘You were gone for a long time.’ 

Amelia said this without really expecting a response.

‘I tried on some of your jewellery, Mrs. Watson. I hope you do not mind.’  

Betty sounded guilty to herself. But luckily her older friend did not seem to notice.

‘That is fine, dear. The broach will look very good on you.’

There was a knock on the door before Betty could thank her friend. They all rushed to the front room and Frank opened the door even before their servants could reach it. To everybody’s relief, Emma and Jane were outside, surrounded by the guards who accompanied Kirsty. 

The women hugged and kissed each other with tears of joy flowing down their cheeks. They were all talking at the same time, like only excited women can do. Frank waited for them to calm down a bit before he pecked his female guests on the cheek. 

‘I am glad you are safe.’ 

He turned to the captain of the guard. 

‘Come with me, we have much to discuss.’

When the women sat down in the nearest lounge, Amelia rang the bell for some tea and cake.

‘We were so concerned about you. Betty and I were in a state when we got the news. Frank stayed strong, but he was also very concerned about you. You must be starving. I will have the staff prepare something for you.’

Emma smiled at her friend. Her mind still jumped between thoughts when she was stressed. 

‘Thank you, we are hungry. Food will be great.’

Amelia rang the bell again. 

‘Did they hurt you?’

‘No, my dear friend. They actually treated us very well, considering that they are pirates.’

‘The shack where they kept us on the island was very hot, but other than that they took good care of us.’ 

Jane added this to support Emma. She and Emma gave each other a quick glance to ensure that neither of them would talk about their sexual encounters with the pirates.

After Amelia ordered the servant who arrived to prepare a meal, Emma changed the subject. 

‘Betty, you must be very excited about your wedding. I am sure your fiancé must be a very handsome and successful man.’

‘I am indeed very excited.’ 

Betty’s eyes were not backing up her words. Although her fiancé was a good-looking man, he was twelve years older than her and they did not have much in common. But her father pushed hard for this union. Peter was a major in the Gloria’s Haven Guard. He had good career prospects, and her father believed he might be in line to succeed Frank Watson as governor of the island. 

‘You will meet Peter tomorrow.’

Jane saw that there was no love in her friend’s eyes when she talked about her fiancé. She decided to ask her about it later. Moments later Frank entered the room. He sat down between his wife and her best friend and put his arm around Emma.

‘Did the pirates hurt you?’ 

His voice was soft and caring, unlike earlier when he was business-like.

‘No, they treated us well.’ 

As an afterthought, Emma added. 

‘They were probably afraid of what you would do to them if they did not treat us well.’

The self-satisfied expression on Frank’s face made it clear to Emma that he bought her compliment. She got up and gave him a hug.

‘Thank you so much for paying the ransom. We can never repay your kindness.’

Frank was now glowing with pride in himself. 

‘You are welcome.’ He gave his wife a kiss on the cheek in anticipation of the reward he would surely get that evening. 

‘We will make sure your friend returns safely tomorrow as well.’

This confused Amelia. 

‘What?’

‘Sorry, I assumed they told you.’ 

He frowned while looking at Emma and Jane.

‘Told me what?’

‘The pirates kept your friend as security. They promised to leave her on the small island and I will send a ship first thing tomorrow to fetch her.’

Amelia was dumbfounded. She assumed Kirsty went home when they returned to Gloria’s Haven. But her lover was alone on a dark island, or worse, maybe the pirates took her as a hostage. 

Emma felt very guilty for not sharing the news with her friend. 

‘I am so sorry. With all the emotions, it slipped my mind to tell you. I am sure she will be fine though. The pirates promised to release her. They just wanted to make sure nobody attacked them.’

This made Amelia mad, but she said nothing. Betty watched her closely. If she had any doubts that her older friend was fucking Kirsty, they vanished at once. It was very clear Amelia deeply cared for Kirsty. Much more than she would care for somebody who was only a friend.

‘I promise you I will bring your friend back safely.’ Frank kissed his wife’s cheek again. This time not in hope of a hot fuck, but to reassure her.

After composing herself, Amelia gave her best friend an unconvincing smile. 

‘I am afraid we only have one room available for the two of you. One of our servants knocked a candle over while cleaning our other guest room this morning. The curtains caught alight, but luckily the rest of our servants put the fire put quickly. But it will be a while before we will be able to fix up the room.’

‘The lake house is available, Mrs. Watson . Why not put Mrs. Adler or Jane in there?’ 

Betty knew exactly what she was doing. Once again. she carefully looked at Amelia’s face when she responded. As expected, her older friend was not prepared to give up her love nest. 

‘They have been through enough, darling. I do not want either of them to feel unsafe. The house is much safer, and the guestroom has a very large bed. They will be comfortable there. Or maybe Jane prefer to share a room with you.’

‘We prefer to share the guest room.’ 

Jane said this too eagerly and Betty looked at her as well, wondering why she wanted to share a room with Emma, and not with herself. She was a little hurt that her best friend did not choose to share her bed.

One of the servants disrupted Betty’s thoughts when she told Amelia that the food was ready. The conversation during dinner was polite and about general daily activities. Emma and Jane were too tired to talk about their ordeal, and Amelia was concerned for her lover. Soon after dinner Amelia showed her new guests to their room. The room was on the opposite side of the villa from the main bedroom, but right next to Betty’s room. The room was very large, with heavy wooden furniture, beautiful portraits of mountains, rivers, valleys and lakes, a large fireplace, a king size bed and a large tub filled with warm water. 

Amelia saw the way her guests looked at the tub and the bed. 

‘I will leave you so you can clean up and have a good night’s rest. Tomorrow I will take you to the island’s seamstress to make brand new wardrobes for the two of you.’

‘Thank you, Mrs. Watson. We did not have time to save any of our belongings when the pirates sank our ship.’

‘I know dear. But you are safe now and we will make sure you are comfortable with us. Maybe we will find you a handsome soldier as well.’

Jane pretended to be embarrassed, but her acting let her down and all three women laughed. 

‘As long as you do not forget about me. I need a man as well.’ 

Although Emma said this in a joking way, all three of them knew she was actually looking for a man. They laughed again. For the first time in a while, the women felt free and relaxed. But the thought of Kirsty being in danger, darkened Amelia’s mood and she excused herself, leaving Emma and Jane alone in their large room. The women looked around and found that they had a veranda when they opened the curtains. Emma opened the door leading to the veranda and they went outside, enjoying the cool night breeze. After a while they went inside, but they left the door open to allow fresh air to enter their room. 

‘Do you want to bath first, Emma?’

‘The tub is large enough. I think we should both get in.’  

Emma gave her young lover a knowing look. Jane gave
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