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Siobhan gripped the
rail on the ship tightly, trying not to show her fear. They had
come into port to sell off the goods they had plundered and to get
fresh supplies. One or two men would be left behind to guard the
ship at all times, while those who weren't on watch would take
advantage of their freedom for the night. There would be drinking
and wenching and only a few would actually manage to stumble back
to the ship to sleep.

Piracy was a good way to collect a great deal of wealth in
a short amount of time. A good way to escape from an unhappy home
for someone young and with sailing experience, too. It wasn't quite
as good of a choice for a young woman, but Siobhan had kept herself
carefully swathed in heavy layers of fabric and her breasts bound
down flat and told everyone her name was Sean. The young Irish lad
had been accepted into the crew readily enough. Being trusted to
watch the ship in port was a good sign, even if it meant a loss of
freedom for the night.

The captain staying behind with her wasn't a good sign at
all, on the other hand.

“Sean, come to my cabin so we can talk.”
The sound of Captain Sebastian Rackham's voice behind her sent a
shiver down her spine.

“I can't keep watch in your cabin,
cap'n,” she answered, her hands tightening on the rail.

“No one's going to rob the ship in broad
daylight, lad. Come.”

The order in his voice was unmistakable, which only made it
worse. He'd stayed behind for some specific reason and now wanted
to see her alone in his cabin. She took a deep breath to steel
herself, then turned around. Captain Rackham was twenty-eight,
relatively young to command his own ship. He was tall and handsome,
with brown hair that had sun-bleached auburn streaks through it.
His hair was kept neatly tied at the nape of his neck. His beard
and mustache were equally well groomed and kept short, framing a
full-lipped, generous mouth. His icy blue eyes were watching her
and had now narrowed in annoyance.

“Aye, aye, cap'n,” she said, squaring her
shoulders.

She followed behind him into the captain's quarters, which
were comfortable and well-appointed, unlike any place she had ever
had to call her own in her life. The captain circled his desk to
settle in the chair behind it, then steepled his fingers as he
looked her over with a critical eye.

“Shut the door and take off that bandana,
Sean.”

Siobhan closed the door as ordered, but hesitated over
taking off the bandana. Many men had hair past their shoulders and
some at sea had grown splendidly long braids. In her own case,
having her hair down just made the femininity of her face far too
apparent, so she kept most of it pinned under the bandana, with
just a few wisps occasionally escaping. It was an order, though,
and so there was no ignoring it. She reached behind her head to
unknot the bandana, then pulled it loose. Some of her hair tumbled
free, having escaped where it was pinned.

“You keep your hair pinned up?” Sebastian
asked, arching a brow with a dry look. “That's not very manly, is
it? Unpin it.”

She set the bandana on a table near her, then closed her
eyes to reach up and remove the pins. Her eyes were closed as she
fought past her fear. She'd been found out. What would happen next?
Death? Rape? Both? In which order? As she unpinned it, dark brown
curls fell down her back and around her face. She glanced toward
the captain nervously and saw he was still staring at her
impassively.

“What's your real name, my
dear?”

She looked down at her hands and the pins she still held.
“Siobhan.”

“Well, at least you didn't lie about
being Irish on top of everything else,” the captain quipped. “Now,
why did a pretty young woman decide to leave Ireland to pirate in
the Caribbean?”

“My da was a fisherman. I helped him on
the boat, until a storm came and took it and him. My mam died in
childbirth, brothers all gone. This was my best choice for staying
at sea and keeping some coin in my pocket.”

“Marriage wasn't an option?”

At that, she looked up at him again, resting one fist on a
hip. “Marry some poor farmer and be stuck on the same spot of dirt
for the rest of my life? Oh, aye, that's a grand plan.”

The captain chuckled and leaned back in his chair. “You do
have a point, but you do realize how dangerous it is to be a lovely
young woman on a pirate ship?” She felt the blood drain from her
face at that question as he looked her over, then nodded. “Yes. If
I noticed, someone else will eventually notice as well. I can
protect you, though.”

“How?”

“It's not uncommon for a captain to keep
his wife or mistress on a ship. Some stowaway woman would be in
danger, but not one who belongs to the captain. Savvy?”

Siobhan took a step back towards the door, her lips pursed
in a frown. “You want me to be your whore?”

“Mm, no. A whore is paid by the act. I'll
simply pay you for your companionship. What we do in our time
together will be beside the point of how I support you.”

“And what if I say no?”

“You don't really have a choice, do
you?”

She looked down at her hands again, which were now clenched
into fists of rage around her hair pins. Captain Rackham was a
handsome man and charming. Had she been asked that morning how
she'd feel about sharing his bed, she would have blushed and
tittered at the thought. Now she rather wanted to stab him in the
face.

“No more protests?” he asked. “Good. You
understand then. I want you to strip off those clothes. I had the
cook heat up a bath of hot water before he went ashore. I figured
you'd enjoy being able to bathe yourself, since I'm sure it's been
difficult to do while pretending to be a lad.”

Raising her head, she saw that there was a bath with steam
still rising from it off toward his fireplace. She hadn't noticed
it before, distracted by the horror of being found out. The bath
did sound lovely, but the thought of stripping in front of him was
daunting. Seeing her reluctance, Sebastian stood up from his chair
and came around the desk toward her. She stiffened as he neared and
he smirked, shaking his head.

“Let go of these,” he said as he grasped
her hand and pulled the hairpins free. He set them aside with her
bandana, then pulled her to the bath. She stood stiffly beside it
as he moved behind her; she had no idea what he might do next, but
everything her imagination was coming up with was upsetting. Just
as the anticipation was reaching a fever pitch, she felt a gentle
tug at her hair. He was dragging a brush through it.

“Siobhan, I'm not going to hurt you. Not
unless you want me to, at any rate,” he said, sounding far too
reasonable. “I just want to see what you look like when you're not
dressed as a dirty youth. I'm not going to protect you from the
crew by letting them think I'm buggering a little boy. You need to
look like a captain's woman.”

“I'm not dirty,” she snapped, taking the
brush from him.

She worked it through her hair quickly to get the snarls
free, then set it aside. Freshly brushed and with no pins or
scarves to restrain it, her hair now fluffed up into a dark storm
cloud around her. She shrugged out of her coat and used her feet to
push off her boots, then quickly unbuttoned her shirt and pulled it
off before she became too nervous. There was a wide band of fabric
she had wrapped around her chest like bandages to keep her breasts
flat. It was a struggle to undo the knot, then it unraveled
quickly. She couldn't help but groan in relief at no longer having
her breasts crushed. She had no belt, just a rope she had
re-purposed to keep her breeches up. Once that was untied, she let
her breeches fall to the floor and stepped out of them. She had
been barefoot because of the heat, so wore no boots or
stockings.

“Oh, that skin is far too perfect to be
ruined on deck,” Sebastian commented from behind her.

The compliment made her blush in spite of herself as she
stepped into the tub. The water rose to cover her breasts if she
scrunched down deep enough into it, though it was short enough that
doing so meant her knees were nearly to her chest. Still, it was
better than the limited washing she'd managed on the ship before
and she had to close her eyes and sigh in pleasure.

A pitcher of warm water pouring over her hair made Siobhan
open her eyes again. The captain had stripped off his coat and had
his sleeves rolled up. He was kneeling beside the bath and looked
quite pleased with himself.

“I can wash my own hair,” she said as she
crossed her arms over her chest.

He glanced toward her face with a look of amusement.
“Perhaps. I've never been a man to not take care of what's mine,
though.”

His. She was his property now. In
exchange for safety and some unspecified amount of wealth, she was
a possession. Yet whatever anger she might have felt at being
reduced to an object to be cared for evaporated when his fingers
worked through her hair, lathering bubbles into her
scalp.

In spite of herself, she closed her eyes again, melting
against the side of the tub. His fingers thoroughly massaged over
her skull, sending pleasant shudders down her spine when they
teased behind her earlobes and then worked down to the base of her
skull. No one had washed her hair for her since she was a little
girl. Having this beautiful man do it now was confusing, as she
felt the safety and trust of childhood with the erotic knowledge
that she was a grown woman being bathed and controlled by a
powerful man. His fingers slowly combed through the length of her
hair, sliding through every lock and likely washing it more
thoroughly than she had ever bothered. When he was satisfied with
that he poured several more pitchers of water over her hair,
rinsing it clean.

She opened her eyes a slit to look over at him, wondering
if he'd abandon her now to finish her bath alone. He was rubbing a
bar of soap against a washcloth in his hand and the smell of roses
wafted from the soap. The captain certainly never smelled like
flowers, which made her wonder. Had he found that soap just for
her? Had he been planning this?

“What are you doing?” Siobhan
asked.

 

“I told you. I care for what's mine.” He
set the soap aside and leaned in towards her, working the washcloth
up one of her exposed thighs and making her gasp.

The cloth slid over her thigh in slow circles. Every inch
closer to her pussy, she felt her body grow tighter and hotter,
until she ached pleasantly for his touch. When he stopped at the
juncture of her thighs and moved to begin washing her other thigh,
she couldn't help but whimper. Her eyes closing again, she gave
herself up to his ministrations. The vulnerability of being nude
and subject to whatever he wanted still made her nervous, but it
was being eclipsed by a strange pleasure in giving herself






























































cover.jpg
ILITH T: BELL





tmp_ca65e9a3da277cdae1c8234cb0205947_Nb5ZJI_html_20a1f94b.jpg





