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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 – Seducing Chantal
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Inge handed Brigitte six coins as soon as the merchant ship sailed out of Pas de Nom’s harbor. She considered sending the pirates a message that she was attempting the mission again. But there was no time to go the Deadman’s Rock first, and she did not trust anybody with such a message. Her only option was to go to the pirates after completing the mission. She just had to trust they would pay her. The coins they already paid her, although the first attempt at the mission had failed, made it easier for her to trust them.

When the ship reached Gloria’s Haven, Inge paid the captain before the two women made their way through the streets to the outskirts of town, where the poor people lived. They stopped in front of a small shack.

‘My friend will only be home later. She works until the governor and his family have finished their dinner. We can wait for her inside.’

The shack had only one room. The only pieces of furniture were a small table, two chairs and a single bed.

‘My friend does not have much. If she helps you, you have to pay her as well.’

‘I will be fair with her.’

‘You are obviously here to do something which may cause her trouble too. When you leave here, promise me that you will bring her with you.’

This made Inge slightly uneasy. The less these women knew about her mission, the better. 

‘I will not cause any trouble. But I will offer your friend an opportunity to come with me when I return to Pas de Nom.’

‘If anything happens to her, I will hunt you down and kill you with my bare hands.’

‘You love your friend.’

‘We have been friends since a very young age. Her mother was like a mother to me. We are as close as sisters. For the past twenty years I have tried to convince her to come live with me, but her mother’s grave is in the forest. She refuses to leave, as she feels that somebody needs to look after her grave.’

‘Do you want to go to her mother’s grave? I will go with you.’

‘Yes, we can go while we wait for my friend.’

Inge looked at the plants growing in the forest as they walked to the grave. She made mental notes of where certain plants were growing. If the time was right, she would return to harvest the plants she needed to poison the governor and his wife. 

They reached a small clearing, where a mountain of stones marked the grave. Fresh flowers leaned against a small wooden cross.

‘My friend comes here early every morning. We buried her here as it was her favorite spot on the island. When we were children, she would bring me with them for picnics at this spot. She was poor, but always found a way to make our childhood fun.’

Inge helped Brigitte to find some wild flowers. She felt guilty for not having this level of commitment to her own mother’s grave. Although she visited her grave regularly, she only did it when it was convenient to her.

When the women returned to the shack, the sun was setting. They made a fire with wood they brought from the forest, and Inge cooked mushrooms and herbs they collected on their way back. Just as the mushrooms were ready to eat, the door opened. A woman in her early forties entered with a frown on her face. She was about as tall as Inge, but about ten pounds heavier. She had long brown hair and brown eyes. Her D-cup breasts proudly pushed her dress away from her chest. She looked at Inge and then at Brigitte.

‘Brigitte, I did not expect you. Who is your friend?’

The friends hugged and kissed each other.

‘Chantal, this is Inge. She needs a job in the governor’s kitchen.’

‘You know I cannot give her a job. I am only a cook.’

‘But your lover is the head of the kitchen. He can give her a job.’

‘He is not my lover.’

Brigitte laughed at her friend, who was blushing. ‘He would do anything to sleep with you. You told me many times he tries his best to seduce you.’

‘Yes, he constantly tries to sleep with me. But he is definitely not my lover.’

‘I will pay you if you help me’, said Inge. ‘Also, I do not mind sleeping with the head of the kitchen, if that will convince him to give me a job.’ 

Inge took six coins from a little leather bag stitched inside her dress and handed it to Brigitte.

‘You kept your promise, here is the rest of the coins I owe you.’ She turned to Chantal. ‘I will pay you twelve coins as well if you help me get a job in the governor’s kitchen.’

Chantal knew this was a bad idea. But twelve coins was a lot of money. ‘Why do you want to work in the kitchen? You have enough coins. You don’t need the job.’

‘I cannot tell you. But I will make sure you do not get in trouble.’

‘Take the coins, Chantal’, said Brigitte. ‘When this is done, come stay with me. We will have enough coins to live off for a while. I will continue working and we can find you a job as well. Mamma Doc will definitely give you a job. She was a friend of your mother’s and both of us grew up in front of her’

‘What about my mother?’

‘She knows you love her. We will come here to visit a few times every year. She would want you to have a good life. Remember when we were young. She always gave you all she could. She lived to make you happy. She would not want you to suffer now that she is dead.’

‘It may be the best for you to leave after I completed my mission.’ Inge knew this could sabotage her mission. But she could not lie to Chantal. She knew the older woman would be a suspect after the governor and his wife’s deaths. 

‘I will think about it. The food smells good. Shall we eat?’

Inge listened to the stories of when the two friends were young for the rest of the evening. As the bed was too small for all three of them, Inge offered to sleep on the floor. But the friends insisted that all three could sleep on the bed. 

After a restless sleep for all three of them, the two friends went to the grave before Chantal went to the mansion and Brigitte went to the harbor to take a merchant ship back to Pas de nom. 

Inge spent the day exploring the forest, mainly to find plants she needed to poison the governor and his wife, but also to find hiding places, should anything go wrong. She also collected mushrooms, berries and herbs. After she left all these at the shack, she went to the shop to purchase some meat and vegetables. 

This became her routine for the next week. Although Chantal was still deciding whether she would talk to the head of the kitchen regarding a job for Inge, the two women enjoyed each other’s company. 

Two days after Brigitte left, the two women enjoyed some tea after dinner. Chantal was in deep thought, and Inge decided not to bother her with idle talk. It surprised her when Chantal started to talk after a few minutes of silence.

‘I do not have any luck with men. The men I meet are abusive, and they do not know how to please me. They only know how to please themselves. My last boyfriend was better. But even he only gave me an orgasm twice. The rest of the time I had to pleasure myself after he fell asleep.’

‘What happened to him?’

‘He was a soldier. He died fighting against pirates.’ 

Although Chantal looked slightly sad, Inge sensed that her boyfriend’s death did not bother the older woman that much.

‘I am sorry.’

‘Thank you. But the relationship was going nowhere. As I said, he only truly pleasured me a few times. Do you think there is something wrong with me? Why do men find it so difficult to give me an orgasm?’

Inge got up and pulled Chantal to her feet before she hugged her, making sure that their breasts pressed into each other. She held the hug slightly longer than Chantal expected. But the older woman enjoyed it and did not move to break the hug. When Inge eventually broke the embrace, she took Chantal’s hands in her own, while looking deep into the older woman’s eyes.

‘There is nothing wrong with you. Men rarely know how to please a woman. I enjoy sleeping with men, but I find that women give me much more pleasure than men can.’

Something stirred deep inside Chantal’s tummy. She had thought about being with women before, but she had never experienced the charms of another woman. 

After that, Inge hugged Chantal every day when she returned from the mansion. Each time she made sure their breasts pressed together, and that her stiff nipples sought out the older woman’s nipples. 

Although Chantal’s nipples were not erect on the first occasion, Inge noticed they were standing proudly each time they hugged after that. Inge also touched Chantal’s arms and hands when they were talking, and she occasionally placed her hand on the older woman’s thigh. To her delight, Chantal never pulled away, and she also occasionally touched Inge’s body. They enjoyed each other’s company, and Chantal seemed to enjoy it when Inge flirted with her. 

Inge wanted to sleep with Chantal because she was a beautiful woman. But also, because she believed this would convince Chantal to get her a job at the mansion. She did not want to rush things though. It was important the older woman was ready to sleep with her, before she made her move.

About a week after her friend had left, when Chantal arrived at the mansion, she went to the kitchen, entering through the back door. Servants were not allowed to use the front door, or to visit areas in the house where they did not work. Chantal therefore spent most of her time in the kitchen. The only other areas she sometimes visited were the courtyard to bring wood inside, or to take waste outside and the dining room and lounges to serve meals and tea. But, every so often, Paolo, the head of the kitchen, would send her to the forest to collect fresh mushrooms.

It had been on one of these occasions when Chantal had seen the governor and Arline come out of the lake house. Arline was a young cleaner who was a keen gossiper. Her hair had been disheveled, and she still had been adjusting her dress. The governor had looked upset. Luckily, neither of them had seen Chantal.

Paolo grabbed Chantal’s butt when she walked past him. She slapped his hand away and quickly went to the other side of the table to ensure he could not grab her again.

‘Don’t be like that. You know your life will be much easier if you stop fighting your urges to fuck me.’

‘I told you that I have a boyfriend.’

‘You had a boyfriend. He was killed when the pirates attacked the island.’

‘Yes, but I am not ready for a new man yet.’

‘Women like you cannot pick and choose. You should be delighted that a man like me is interested in you.’

‘I have a young friend who is looking for a job. She is also looking for a man like you. Maybe she will be willing to fuck you if you give her a job.’ Chantal needed to get Paolo’s attention off of her, and the only way she could think of was to entice him with the promise of a young lover.

‘How does she look?’

‘She is young and beautiful.’

‘Bring her tomorrow morning. If she is as young and pretty as you say, we may be able to work something out.’

Paolo behaved himself for most of the day, only brushing past Chantal a few times.

That night when Chantal returned to the shack, a warm stew was waiting for her on the small table. 

‘Thank you very much, Inge. Before you moved in, I have not had a good stew for a long time. Meat is expensive and I do not get time to trap animals.’

‘You took me into your house. The least I can do is to feed you.’

Inge could see Chantal had something on her mind, but she did not push the older woman to tell her. When both were done eating, Chantal looked at Inge.

‘I spoke to the head of the kitchen today. He wants to see you tomorrow.’

‘Thank you. I will pay you six coins now, and six more after the meeting.’

‘Thank you. He wants to sleep with you.’

‘I understand. As I told you, I do not mind sleeping with him, as long as he gives me a job.’

‘Maybe I should listen to my friend and move to Pas de Nom. But I do not want to leave my mother here alone.’

‘They may blame you for what I will do. It will be safer for you to leave.’

‘You promised not to cause any problems for me.’

‘I know. But you never know who they will blame. I promise you that we will keep you safe on Pas de Nom. When this is done, please come with me.’

‘I will think about it. Let us first make sure you get the job.’ 

After cleaning the dishes, the two women retired to the bed. Although Inge normally slept naked, she kept a slip on out of respect for Chantal. They both fell asleep quickly. 

Inge was dreaming of Kirsty, when a hand cupped her left breast. This woke her up. For a few seconds, she was confused, but then she realised the older woman rolled on her side and her hand ended up on Inge’s breast. The young woman was about to fall asleep again when Chantal started squeezing her breast in a sensual way. This surprised Inge. She was impressed with Chantal for initiating sex. But then she realised the older woman was still snoring. For a moment Inge was not sure how to react. But then she heard Chantal talking in her sleep.

‘Make love to me.’ 

Inge knew the older woman was dreaming of her. She also knew the time was right to seduce her. She leaned over and kissed Chantal on the lips. The older woman sighed before she opened her eyes. At first she looked confused, but then she smiled and kissed Inge back, while her hand continued fondling the young woman’s firm C-cup breast.

‘Were you dreaming of me?’

‘Yes, we were making love is the forest, by a small stream.’

‘This doesn’t have to happen in your dreams only.’ Inge looked deep into Chantal’s eyes when she said this. She gave the older woman a kiss on the lips again. Once again, Chantal returned the kiss. 

‘I am not a lesbian.’ Chantal pulled back slightly when she said this.

‘I know. Neither am I. We are just two women looking for sexual relief. We are merely helping each other out.’ Inge leaned in and kissed the older woman again.

Both women were wearing shifts only. The thin material could not hide their dark hard nipples from sight. Inge grabbed hold of Chantal’s D-cup breasts and gently fondled them, while the older brunette fondled her C-cup breasts. 

‘Your breasts are so firm and large. I love playing with them.’ Inge kissed the older woman again.

‘Your nipples are so stiff and long. My nipples are longing to joust with them.’ Chantal started to tug on Inge’s slip, but it was trapped under Inge’s weight.

Inge immediately rose to her knees, and Chantal did the same. With an inviting smile on her face, Inge lifted her arms above her head, allowing Chantal to easily take her slip off. The older woman threw the discarded garment aside before she lifted her arms above her head. The raven-haired young woman slowly lifted her lover’s slip over her head and also threw it aside. 

Facing each other completely naked, the women took time to admire each other’s bodies. Although Chantal was forty-five, her body was firm. Her stomach was flat, showing off her stomach muscles which were well developed due to years of hard physical work. Her long brown hair fell all the way to the small of her back. Her brown eyes were lively and full of intelligence. But the area Inge most admired was her D-cup breasts, adorned with long dark nipples. They were sagging only slightly, something which comes with age. But the young woman wished her breasts would still look this great by the time she reached her forties.

‘Your nipples are welcome to joust with mine.’ Inge moved her upper-body forward until her nipples were only a few inches away from Chantal’s inviting nipples.

Chantal slowly moved her upper-body forward until their nipples met each other head-on. The lovers held this position for a few moments before they allowed their nipples to joust with each other in a sensual duel. But instead of inflicting wounds, they were inflicting pulses of pleasure.

‘My breasts are jealous. They want some fun too.’ The older woman cupped her own breasts to emphasize what she was saying.

‘You will have so much fun tonight, you will beg me to stop.’ With that Inge pressed her breasts into Chantal’s ample breasts. They moved their upper-bodies slightly to massage each other’s sensitive breasts.

‘Mmmmmmm. You make me feel so hot.’  Chantal leaned in and kissed the younger woman on the lips. Their mouths opened and their tongues met in a tussle for control. Their wrestling match increased in urgency as they woke thousands of nerves in each other’s tongues.

Both women explored the other’s body with their hands until they found each other’s pussies. Their fingers slid through the moist labia until they found each other’s clits. With their tongues wrestling, their nipples dueling and their breasts massaging each other, their fingers went to work on each other’s hardening clits. 

‘Ohhhhhhhhh. Yes, I like that. Rub my clit faster.’ Inge broke their kiss and then kissed the older woman’s neck, shoulders and ears. Her hips were moving on their own as her lover rubbed her hard clit faster and faster.

‘Ohnngg. My clit is craving for contact with yours.’ Chantal threw her head back to enjoy the tongue and lips caressing her neck, even more. When Inge leaned forward, the older woman allowed her body to be pushed backwards by the extra weight leaning against her. 

The young woman eagerly mounted the older woman, pressing her pussy onto Chantal’s moist pussy. The brunette immediately spread her legs and wrapped them around Inge’s waist. As Inge started to buck her hips, she pressed her C-cup breasts into the D-cups inviting them from beneath. Their stiff nipples pecked into the soft breast tissue, before they sought each other out to resume their sensual duels.

‘Nggghhhhh. I love the feeling of your horny pussy on mine.’ Chantal pushed her hips up to grind her pussy tightly against Inge’s. Her clit was trembling with desire. It reached out for the young woman’s clit every time their pussies glided over each other.

‘Auunnggghh.  Your wet pussy feels so good against mine.’ Inge gave her lover two kisses on the lips, before she moved her lips to Chantal’s neck. She kissed it passionately, nibbling on the skin with her teeth.

‘Ungghhh. That is so good. Please don’t stop.’ The older woman dug her nails into her lover’s back as the pleasure from the love bites, combined with pleasure from her pussy, were almost too much to handle.

The young woman increased the speed with which she grinded her pussy over Chantal’s, making sure her clit made constant contact with the older woman’s rock-hard clit. Both women were aware of the orgasms slowly building up. Their bodies were tensing up and their clits were buzzing with immense pleasure. The slight pain from the love bites to Chantal’s neck and the nails digging into Inge’s back enhanced the passion and lust between them.  

‘Aaaah. I can’t wait to feel our bodies trembling together with delight.’ Inge’s body could feel every movement made by the brunette’s body, and she knew the reverse was also true. Their sweaty bodies were pressed tightly together, while their pussies were locked in a sensual embrace.

‘Ohhhhhhhh. I want our pussies to cum all over each other.’ Chantal thrusted her hips upwards, mashing their clits together. Her heart was thumping in her chest as adrenalin was coursing through her veins.

‘Yesssss. Push your hot tight pussy into mine.’ Inge’s body shuddered with delight as their clits formed a shared erroneous zone. The intensity of the sexual pleasure increased as they could feel each other’s clits trembling with excitement.

As their grinding increased in speed and intensity, the small bed added its voice to the sexual noises. Its joints creaked alarmingly as it thudded into the shack’s wall. Both women were on the edge. Their trembling bodies drove each other wild with lust, and spurred each other on to release the tension. 

‘Oh yes. Right there, right there. Oh yes, yessss, yesssssss! I am cuming, Inge.’ Chantal’s body jerked as a huge orgasm exploded in her loins. Her hips bucked uncontrollably, bumping her hard clit into the young woman’s excited clit.

‘Auungghhhh. I am also cuming, Chantal. Don’t stop, oh please don’t stop.’ Inge’s eyes rolled back as wave after wave of pure pleasure rushed through her body. She wrapped her arms around the older women’s neck, pulling their bodies as tightly as she could
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