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​Chapter 1: Escaping from England
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Annie nervously looked over her shoulder before scurrying up the gangway to catch up with her father, Gabriel, who was strolling onto the ship seemingly without a care in the world. His drinking and gambling habits had brought them both much trouble through the years. Debt collectors came looking for him often, roughing him up when he could not pay. A few times, when they could not find him, they had forced his daughter to fight other women at seedy prize fighting venues, taking her winnings to pay for his debt. But he never learned. He kept getting into debt to fund his vices. Although he had survived all the previous debt recovery attempts, Annie was sure this time would be different. The Irish thugs he had borrowed money from had a reputation for killing those who could not pay their debts. Fearing for her father’s life and for her own, she had bought two tickets to America with the last money they had left. She now worried the Irish gang might have people watching them. An escape was so close, but so much could still go wrong. 

After catching up to her father, the redhead handed their tickets to the purser. After he had torn strips from their tickets for his records, he handed them the rest of the tickets with all the conditions printed on these. For the next few hours, Annie hid in their tiny cabin, knowing they would not be safe until the ship had left the harbour. However, although she had begged him not to, her father left their cabin soon after they had put their luggage down. Although the conditions on the ticket clearly stated that no gambling was allowed on board, he knew he would find a game of luck somewhere. Like most drunks and gamblers, he could always find cash for a drink or a wager. 

After leaving their cabin, Gabriel had to walk past a couple in the narrow passageway. The beautiful brunette caught his eye. He unashamedly stared at her pretty face and sexy body, not even glancing at her husband. As he turned a corner, the young husband and wife gave each other a deep kiss before the husband followed him. The brunette waited a while before she walked to the Annie’s cabin. Although she had never killed before, she had a job to do. An Irish gang had paid for their tickets and had given them some cash for a new start in America. All they needed to do was to ensure the man and his daughter would not reach America alive. It had sounded like a great deal when her husband had shared it with her. He would kill the dad. She had to kill the daughter. As a woman who had grown up on the mean streets of Dublin, she was sure it would be easy to kill a random woman she did not know. But when she reached the cabin door, she had second thoughts. Why did they want the young redhead dead? Was she a bad person? What did she do? Although she knew this was a bad idea, the Irishwoman decided to get to know the daughter first. But she could not just knock on the cabin door without a plan, so she turned away and went back to her own cabin, knowing her husband would be disappointed and mad at her for not executing her mission.

The guy followed Gabriel, waiting for the right moment to strike. The older man won a few coins in a dice game before finding a crewmember selling grog. After downing a cup, he looked for another game. Hours went by. With so many people around, no opportunity presented itself for the husband to kill Annie’s father. Later that night, when the ship was on the open ocean, Gabriel learned about prize fights in the ship’s cargo hold. With another opportunity to gamble, he headed there with the assassin following at a distance. He reached the arena just as two women stripped down to their drawers before facing each other with their bare fists raised. He immediately put all his remaining coins on the one with the most scars. But there was a reason she had so many scars. Her opponent knocked her down repeatedly until she could not make it back to the scratch again. With no more coins to gamble or buy grog with, he headed for the deck for some fresh air and to think about how he could make some money again. As he stared at the moon’s reflection on the dark water, Gabriel heard footsteps behind him. As he turned, the assassin rushed him, smashing into him. Completely surprised, Gabriel grabbed hold of his attacker as he toppled over the railing. Although the assassin grabbed hold of the railing, the momentum was too much, and both fell into the dark waters below. Nobody on the ship realised that two passengers were overboard. Soon, the assassin and his mark could only see the dim lights of the ship getting smaller and smaller. The icy water soon claimed them both.

Annie was used to her father not returning home for days on end. She was sure he would be back as soon as he could no longer find money to gamble and booze with. It therefore did not initially worry her when he did not return to their cabin. But after three days, when the bread they had brought with them was done, she got annoyed. He had promised her he would raise some money on the ship to purchase more food. This forced her to explore the ship while also looking for him. As she opened her cabin door, a beautiful brunette stood outside, looking like she had been about to knock on the door. 

‘Top of the morning to you,’ she said in a thick Irish accent with a warm smile on her face.

The Irish accent immediately scared the redhead. ‘Morning. Why are you outside my cabin?’

‘I am Riley. My husband and your father went gambling the other day. I wanted to know whether you have heard from them. My husband is a drunk and a gambler, but he has never left me on my own for this long.’ The brunette already knew something had gone wrong. Her husband would have returned to her after killing his target. She had monitored the passageway that night and had gone looking for him the next day. His target was missing, and so was he. 

After hesitating for a moment, the young redhead answered. ‘I am Annie. My father has not returned yet. I am about to go looking for him. You are welcome to join me.’ Although she was initially concerned about the blue-eyed woman with the Irish accent, she soon felt at ease with her. ‘How does your husband know my father?’

‘I guess gamblers can spot each other. We were standing over there when your father came out of your cabin. The men did not even speak to each other. They just gave each other a look before walking off together. I know that look. My husband gets it when he needs to drink or gamble.’

‘Yes, my father can spot another gambler a mile away. Do you think they are still gambling or maybe drunk somewhere?’

‘We will ask around. Somebody must have seen them. Maybe they are in the brig. My husband is known for causing trouble when he is drunk.’

‘So is my father.’

The two women continued chatting while exploring the ship. They enjoyed each other’s company, making it even more difficult for Riley to think about what she had to do before their ship reached the New York harbour. A few crewmembers remembered the two men, but each of them told the two women the men had moved on after gambling or buying grog. Eventually, a crewmember told them the men had been at the prize fights the night on which the ship had left the Liverpool docks. Annie knew her father would return to the fights. He enjoyed nothing more than betting on the outcome of a brutal fight, especially one between two women. 

‘Where do they hold these fights? We want to watch them and see if my father and her husband would be there again.’

‘Women are not allowed to watch these fights. The only women allowed are the fighters.’

‘I have been in fights. Do you have an opponent for me?’ Annie needed money and saw this as an opportunity to earn some.

‘What about you?’ The man looked at Riley. 

‘I do not fight with my fists. When I have a problem with another woman, we settle it in an age-old female combat style.

The man looked at her confused before returning his gaze to the redhead. ‘Find me here just after sunset. I will arrange an opponent for you.’

‘How much is the prize money?’

‘Ten shillings to the winner. The loser earns nothing.’

‘I will be here.’

When they were out of earshot, Riley looked at the young Englishwoman with a caring expression on her face. ‘I have enough food for both of us, and I have some coins if you need any. You do not have to fight. I don’t want them to mess up your pretty face.’

‘I must fight. If I borrow coins from you, I will not have a way to pay my debt. Unlike my father, I do not borrow money I cannot pay back. My father will not bring money when he returns. We need to eat. If I do not earn money, we will starve.’

Hearing this just made the brunette like the green-eyed beauty even more. Killing her would be the most difficult thing she would ever have to do. ‘At least come and share a meal with me. You cannot fight on an empty tummy.’

‘Thank you. I will pay for the food as soon as I earn money.’

The Irishwoman gave the redhead a sad smile. Why would anybody want her dead? A few minutes later, while they were eating bread and cheese in Riley’s cabin, Annie thought about what the blue-eyed brunette had said earlier.

‘You mentioned another way women fight against each other earlier. What did you mean?’

Riley smiled before answering. ‘Many women do not settle their differences with their fists. They do it by determining which of them is the better woman.’

‘How?’ This confused the redhead even further.

‘By facing each other in erotic combat contests. I have never punched a woman in the face, but my pussy has dominated many other pussies. I am Ireland’s queen of sexfights.’

This made the redhead soaking wet. Although she liked men, beautiful women had always excited her. Learning that her new friend had had sex with other women in the past made her nipples so stiff, she was sure the brunette could see them through the thick material of her dress. ‘So, you have slept with other women?’

‘No, I do not make love to them. I have sexual contests with them. It is a contest tougher than any fistfight you have been in. My opponents and I dominate each other sexually, forcing each other to orgasm against our wills.’

The thought of making love to another woman had excited Annie earlier. But now learning she could compete sexually with another woman, completely blew her mind. She had so many questions, but it was getting late, and she had to prepare for her prize fight that evening. ‘Will you come with me to my fight?’

‘Yes. I would not miss it for the world.’

The two women hugged, pressing their breasts tightly into each other and holding them there much longer than they would have during a friendly hug.
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Chapter 2: A Fistfight for Money
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After sharing a meal with Riley, Annie returned to her cabin to put on her favourite fighting drawers, white socks and pumps. She covered her naked upper body with a dress before she and Riley headed to the deck where she had to meet the crewmember. The redhead’s heart was already racing. She enjoyed a tough fight, and the dangers associated with punching it out with another woman in a brawl with very few rules. The Englishwoman loved the way the men looked at her sexy body during these fights, and she loved the way her opponents’ expressions changed during a fight, starting with confidence mixed with fear, changing into frustration and often ending with bewilderment while they tried to force their battered and broken bodies back to the scratch. She knew her own body would be in tremendous pain for days, regardless of the outcome of the fight. But this was a small price to pay for the adrenaline high and the coins she could pocket. 

The crewmember looked impatient when the two women arrived. 

‘You are late.’

Although the sun had not set yet, Annie did not argue with him. ‘I am sorry.’

‘Come with me. Your friend can’t come. Only men are allowed.’

‘She is my manager. I cannot fight without her.’

This clearly irritated the crewmember, but he could not risk losing a female fighter as good-looking as the redhead. ‘Alright then. I will make an exception. But you stay quiet and out of sight.’

The two women followed the crewmember into the dark belly of the ship, into an empty cargo hold lit by torches. About thirty men squeezed into the small space, leaving only a small circle with a ten-foot diameter for the fighters to beat each other up in. An excited murmur spread through the arena when the men saw the two sexy women entering, thinking they would soon fight against each other. The murmur turned into lewd remarks and suggestions when Annie removed her dress to reveal her petite body. The redhead had stunning green eyes, a petite nose and a smallish mouth with full lips. Her C-cup breasts were firm and unaffected by gravity. The excitement made her thick pink nipples stand proudly to attention, making the men even more unruly with lust. The Englishwoman’s beauty was rounded off with her pale white skin, her flat tummy, tight bum and shapely legs. Her nervous smile while talking to Riley melted even the most brutish men’s hearts. This made them even more determined to bed her, like many of them had done with the women who had fought for their enjoyment during the previous three nights. 

But first, they wanted to see her fight the dark-haired beauty next to her. They were soon disappointed when another crewmember brought an average-looking woman in her mid-thirties, named Lillian, into the cargo hold. At five-foot seven inches tall and weighing a hundred and thirty-two pounds, the blonde stood two inches taller
















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





